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Such  were  the  notes  thy  once  lov'd  poet  fung. 
Till  death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue ! 
Oh  !  juft  beheld  and  loft,  admir'd  and  mourn'd  I 
With  fweeteft  manners,  gen  deft  artsadorn'dl 
Bleft  in  each  fcience,  blcft  in  every  ftrain, 
Dear  to  the  mufe,  to  Harley  dear  in  vain  ! — . 
Recal  thofc  nights,  which  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  PARNELL 


For  the  life  of  Parnell,  the  world  is  obliged  to  Goldfmith,  a  biographer  worthy  of  his  virtue  and 
his  genius.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that  fo  mafterly  a  writer  had  not  the  means  of  being  more 
completely  informed.  Goldfmith  not  only  did  not  know  him  himfelf,  but  was  "  obliged  to  take  hia 
charaAer  from  fuch  as  knew  but  little  of  him,  or  who  perhaps  could  have  given  very  little  informa- 
tion if  they  had  known  more." 

The  fadts  ftated  in  the  prefent  account  of  Darnell,  are  principally  taken  from  Goldfmith,  whofe, 
iiarrative  is  written  with  an  acflivity  of  refearch,  that  leaves  little  to  be  fupplied,  and  an  agreeable 
manner  of  communication,  that  approaches  fo  near  perfection,  as  to  preclude  the  moft  diflant  hope 
of  improvement. 

"  The  life  of  Parnell  is  a  talk,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  which  I  (hoiild  very  willingly  decline, 
fince  it  has  been  lately  written  by  Goldfmith,  a  man  of  fuch  variety  of  powers,  and  fuch  felicity 
of  performance,  that  he  always  feemed  to  do  beft,  that  which  he  was  doing;  a  man  who  had  thi 
art  of  being  minute  without  tedioufnefs,  and  general  without  confufion  ;  whofe  language  was  co- 
pious without  exuberance,  exa(5l  without  conftraint,  and  eafy  without  weaknefs.  What  fuch  an  au- 
thor has  told,  who  would  tell  again  ?" 

Thomas  Parnell  was  defcended  from  an  ancient  family,  that  had  for  fome  centuries  been  fettled 
at  Congleton,  in  Chelhire.  His  father,  Thomas  Parnell,  who  had  been  attached  to  the  Common- 
wealth party,  upon  the  Reftoration  w^ent  over  to  Ireland,  where  he  purchafed  an  eftate,  which, 
with  his  lands  in  Chelhire,  defcended  to  the  poet,  who  was  his  eldefl  fon,  and  flill  remain  in  the 
family. 

He  was  born  In  Dublin,  in  1679,  and  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  his  education  at  the  fchool  of 
Dr.  Jones,  in  that  city. 

When  he  was  only  thirteen  years  old,  he  was  admitted  a  member  of  Trinity  College-,  Dublin, 
•which  may  be  confidered  as  a  prefumption,  that  he  had  made  great  prdgrefs  in  learning  at  a  very 
early  age  ;  for  young  men,  propofed  to  be  entered  at  that  Univerfity,  are  expedted  to  be  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  Latin,  and  to  have  attained  fome  proficiency  in  the  Greek. 

"  His  progrefs,"  fays  Goldfmith,  "  through  the  College  courfe  of  ftudy  was  probably  marked 
with  but  little  fplendor  ;  his  imagination  might  have  been  too  warm  to  relilh  the  cold  logic  of  Bur- 
gerdicius,  or  the  dreary  fubtleties  of  Smiglefius ;  but  it  is  certain,  that  as  a  claflical  fcholar,  few  could 
equal  him.  His  own  compofitions  fhew  this,  and  the  deference  which  the  moft  eminent  men  of  his 
time  paid  him  upon  that  head,  put  it  beyond  a  doubt." 

He  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts,  July  9.  1 700,  and  was  the  fame  year  ordained 
a  deacon  by  Dr.  King,  Bifhop  of  Derry,  having  obtained  a  difpenfation  from  the  Primate,  as  being 
tinder  the  canonical  age. 

About  three  years  afterwards,  he  was  made  a  prieft  by  Dr.  King,  then  Archbifhnp  of  Dublin,  and 
in  170J,  Dr.  St.  George  Aflie,  Bifliop  of  Clogher,  conferred  on  him  the  Archdeaconry  of  Clog- 
her. 

About  the  fame  time,  he  married  MIfs  Anne  Minchin,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty, 
ppon.whora  he  wrote  the  fong  beginning,  Myda^t  bave  ieenfo  ivond' revs  fret. 
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His  firft  excurfions  to  England  began  about  the  year  1706,  where  his  company  was  defired,  ani 
his  friendfhip  was  fought  by  perfons  of  cTery  rank  and  party,  even  before  he  made  any  figure  Ik 
the  literary  world. 

He  had  been  bred  a  Whig,  and  for  fomc  time  adhered  to  that  party ;  but  afterwards  attached 
himfelf  to  the  Tories.  Private  afFedlion  and  friendfhip.  have  often  a  very  powerful  influence  on  poli- 
tical prin  iples.  Men  of  vigorous  underftandings,  and  of  upright  intentions,  frequently  approve  of 
xneafures  and  fyftems,  merely  becaufe  they  are  embraced  or  fupported  by  men  whom  they  love  and 
efieem. 

He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Pope,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  and  Swift,  and  was  probably  induced  t» 
join  the  Tories  by  the  perfuafions  and  arguments  of  the  latter ;  who,  after  he  had  joined  that  party 
himfelf,  was  very  eager  to  make  converts  of  other  men  of  genius. 

It  is  certain,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  that,  at  the  difmiflion  of  the  Whig  Miniftry,  in  the  end 
of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  he  changed  his  party,  not  without  much  cenfure  from  thofe  whom  he  de- 
ferted,  and  was  received,  by  the  new  Miniftry,  as  a  valuable  reinforcement. 

Swift  introduced  him  to  Harley,  whom  he  had  before  highly  prepofTcfled  in  his  favour.  When 
Harley  was  told,  that  Parnell  waited  among  the  crowd  in  an  outer-room,  he  went,  by  the  per- 
fuafion  of  Swift,  with  his  Treafurer's  ftafFin  his  hand,  to  bid  him  welcome;  and  admitted  him  as  a 
favourite  companion  of  his  convivial  hours.  Pope  compliments  Harley  on  the  delicacy  of  his  choice 
•f  intimate  friends,  and  mentions  Parnell  among  the  number. 

For  him,  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  the  ilatefman  in  the  friend  ; 
For  Swift  and  him,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  ftate, 
The  fober  follies  of  the  wife  and  great ; 
Dext'rous,  the  craving,  fawning  fool  to  quit, 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

His  companionable  talents,  and  claflical  erudition,  procured  him  admiflion  into  the  fociety,  caHei 
■the  Scriblerus  Club,  formed  by  Pope,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  Swift,  and  Jervas.  It  is  probable,  the  club 
began  with  Parnell ;  for  it  is  not  mentioned,  during  his  intimacy  with  Addifon,  Steele,  and  Con. 
greve,  previous  to  his  connexion  with  the  Tory  Miniftry.  How  long  it  lafted  is  not  cxadly  afcer^. 
tained.  Few  focieties  have  been  producftive  of  a  greater  variety  of  frolics  and  whimfical  conceits. 
They  wrote  many  things  in  conjundion  ;  and,  according  to  Goldfmith,  Gay  ufually  was  amanuenfis. 
Of  thofe  joint  produ<flions,  in  which  Parnell  had  a  principal  ftiare,  the  Origin  of  the  Sciences  from  tin 
JMonkies  in  Ethiopia  is  particularly  mentioned. 

The  conncdion  between  thefe  wits  advanced  the  fame  and  intereft  of  them  all.  They  fubmit- 
ted  their  produdlions  to  the  review  of  each  other,  and  readily  adopted  alterations,  didated  by 
taftc  and  judgment,  unmixed  with  envy  or  any  finifter  motive.  With  thofe  friends  Parnell  conti- 
nued intimately  conneded  during  his  life.  Every  year,  as  foon  as  he  had  colle>fted  the  rents  of  his 
eftate,  and  the  revenue  of  his  berefices,  he  came  over  to  England,  and  fpent  fomc  months.  He  lived 
in  an  elegant  ftyle,  when  he  was  in  the  world,  and  rather  impaired  than  improved  his  eftate." 

Pope  was  particularly  fond  of  Parnell's  company,  and  feems  to  have  been  under  feveral  literary 
obligations  to  him,  for  his  affiftance  in  the  tranflation  of  Homer. 

"  My  bufinefs,"  fays  he,  "  depends  entirely  upon  you.  The  moment  I  loft  you,  Euft«thius,  with 
nine  thoufand  contractions  of  the  Greek  charafter,  arofe  to  view  !  Spedanus,  with  all  his  auxiliaries, 
in  number  a  thoufand  pages,  (value  three  fliillingsl  and  Dacier's  three  volumes,  Barnes's  two,  Val- 
teries  three,  Cupcrus,  half  in  Greek,  Leo  Allatius,  three  parts  in  Greek,  Scaliger,  Macrobiu?, 
and  (worfe  than  them  all)  Aulus  Gellius :  All  thefe  rufhed  upon  my  foul  at  once,  and  whelmed 
me  under  a  fit  of  the  hcadach.  Dear  Sir,  not  only  as  you  are  a  friend  and  a  good  natured  man, 
but  as  you  are  a  Chriftian  and  a  divine,  come  back  fpeedlly,  and  prevent  the  increafe  of  my  fins; 
for  at  the  rate  I  have  begun  to  rave,  I  ftiall  not  only  damn  all  poets  and  commentators  who  have 
gone  before,  but  be  damned  myfelf  by  all  who  come  after  me.  In  ftiort,  come  down  forthwith, 
or  give  me  good  reafons  for  delaying,  though  but  for  a  day  or  two,  by  the  next  poft.  If  I  find 
them  juft,  I  will  come  up  to  you,  though  you  know  how  precious  my  time  is  at  prefent ;  my  hours 
were  n«vef^worth  fo  much  money  before." 
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r  Gay  was  obliged  to  Parnell  on  another  account ;  for,  being  always  poor,  he  was  not  abore  receiv- 
ing from  him  the  copy-money  which  he  got  for  his  writings. 

"  Your  Zeilus,"  fays  Fope,  "  really  tranfcends  the  cxpeSation  I  had  conceiyed  of  it.  I  have  pat 
it  into  the  prefs,  beginning  with  the  poem  Batrachom.  Inform  me  upon  what  terms  I  am  to  deal 
with  the  bookfeller,  and  whether  you  deffgn  the  copy- money  for  Gay,  as  you  formerly  talked.  I 
fcarce  fee  any  thing  to  be  altered  in  the  whole  piece.  In  the  poam  you  fent,  I  will  take  the  li- 
berty you  allow  me.  The  ftory  of  Pandora,  and  the  Eclogue  upon  Health,  are  the  moft  beautiful  things 
I  ever  read." 

The  Lrfe  of  Homer,  prefixed  to  the  tranflation  of  tlje  Iliad,  was  written  by  Parnell,  and  corre<Se'l 
by  Pope;  and  he  affures  us,  the  correftion  was  not  effcifled  without  great  labour.  "  It  is  flill 
ftiff,"  fays  he,  "  and  was  written  ftill  ftiffer ;  as  it  is,  I  verily  think,  it  coft  me  more  pains  in  the 
correfting  than  the  writing  would  have  done."  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Parnell,  he  treats  the 
Life  of  Homer  with  much  greater  refped.  "  If  I  were  to  tell  you,"  fays  he,  "  the  thing  I  wilh 
above  all  things,  it  is  to  fee  you  again ;  the  next  is  to  fee  your  treatife  of  Zoilus,  with  the  Batra- 
thomuomachia,  and  the  Per-uigilium  Veneris,  both  which  poems  are  mafter-pieces  in  their  feveral  kinds, 
and  I  queftion  not,  the  profe  is  as  excellent  in  its  fort  as  the  F.ffay  en  Homer." 

Pope,  in  this  inftance,  is  almoft  inexcufable  ;  as  what  he  feems  to  condemn  in  one  place,  he  very 
much  applauds  in  another.  What  he  fays  in  both  places  may  very  eafily  be  reconciled  to  truth  ;  for 
every  thing  of  Parnell's,  that  has  appeared  in  profe,  is  written  in  a  very  awkward  inelegant  man- 
ner ;  but  who  can  defend  his  candour  and  his  fincerity  .' 

It  would  be  hard,  however,  to  fuppofe,  that  there  was  no  real  frlendlhip  between  thcfe  great 
men.  The  benevolence  of  Parnell's  difpofition  remains  unimpeached,  and  Pope,  though  fubje«9;  to 
ftarts  of  paffion  and  envy,  yet  never  miffed  an  occafion  of  being  ferviceable  to  him.  When  he  had 
a  mifcellany  to  publifti,  he  applied  to  Parnell  for  poetical  afliftance,  and  the  latter  as  implicitly  fub- 
mitted  to  him  for  correiflion. 

Parnell  feems  to  have  been  one  of  thofe  poets  who  take  delight  in  writing.  He  was  one  of  ths 
contributors  to  the  Speffiator  and  Guardian, znd  probably  publifhed  more  than  he  owned,  and  certainly 
wrote  more  than  he  publifhed. 

As  he  expected  very  rcafonably  to  rife  to  high  preferment  in  the  Church,  he  applied  himfcl£ 
to  preaching,  and  difplayed  his  elocution  with  great  applaufe  in  the  pulpits  of  London  ;  but  tha 
Queen's  death  putting  an  end  to  his  expedlations,  he  abated  in  his  diligence. 

Amidft  his  expedlations,  he  had  the  afflidtion  to  lofe  his  wife,  by  whom  he  had  two  fons  who 
iied  young,  and  a  daughter,  who  was  living  in  1 770.  Swift,  in  his  "  Journal  to  Stella,"  Aug.  24,. 
17x2,  fays,"  I  am  heartily  forry  for  poor  Mrs.  Parnell's  death  ;  fhe  feemed  to  be  an  excellent 
good-natured  young  woman,  and  1  believe  the  poor  lad  is  much  afflitfled ;  they  appeared  to  live 
perfeftly  well  together."  This  event  is  fuppofed  to  have  made  an  indelible  impreflion  on  his  fpi- 
rits,  and  Pope  reprefents  him  as  falling  from  that  time  into  intemperance  of  wine. 

He  was  now  to  derive  every  future  addition  to  his  preferments  from  his  perfonal  Intereft  with 
his  private  friends.  He  was  warmly  recommended  by  Swift  to  Archbiflinp  Kmg,  who  gave  him  a 
prebend  in  1713,  and  the  vicarage  of  Finglafs,  in  the  diocefe  of  Dublin,  worth  400 1.  a  year,  May- 
Si.  1716.     His  gratitude  is  beautifully  CKpreffed  in  an  encomiaftic  poem  on  Sivift'i  birth  day,  1711, 

"  Such  notice  from  fuch  a  man,"  fays  Dr  Johnfon,  "  inclines  me  to  believe,  that  the  vice  of 
which  he  has  been  accufed  was  not  grofs  or  notorious." 

During  the  two  or  three  laft  years  of  his  life,  he  was  more  fond  of  company  than  ever,  and  could 
fcarce  bear  to  be  alone.  The  death  of  his  wife  was  a  lofs  to  him,  that  he  was  unable  to  fupport 
or  recover.  "  From  that  time,"  fays  Goldfnuth,  "  he  could  never  venture  to  court  the  mufe  in 
folitude,  where  he  was  fiire  to  find  the  image  of  her  who  fir  ft  infpired  his  atten.pts.  He  began, 
therefore,  to  throw  himfelf  into  every  company,  and  to  feek  from  wine,  if  nnt  relief,  at  ieaft  i;ifen» 
fibility.  Thofe  helps,  that  ferrow  firfl;  called  in  for  affiftance,  habit  foon  rendered  neccffary,  and 
he  died  before  his  fortieth  year,  in  fome  meafure,  a  martyr  to  coniugal  fidelity." 

His  end,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  was  now  approaching.  He  enjoyed  his  preferment  little  mortf 
than  a  year.    The  whe^  ©f  his  poetical  exiftenee  was  not  of  maie  than  ten  years  continuance,    I» 
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this  fhort  fpace,  he  attained  a  (hare  of  fame,  equal  to  what  moft  of  his  contemporaries  were  a  long  life 
in  acquiring.  He  died  at  Chefter,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  in  July  17x7,  in  the  38thyear  of  his  age, 
and  was  buried  in  Trinity  Church  in  that  city,  without  any  monument  to  mark  the  place  of  his  in- 
terment. 

As  he  died  without  male  ilTue,  his  eflate  devolved  to  his  only  nephew.  Sir  John  Parnell,  Bart* 
whofe  father  was  younger  brother  to  the  Archdeacon,  and  one  of  the  juftices  of  the  King's  Bench  in 
Ireland. 

He  left  many  compofitions  behind  him,  of  which  Pope  feleded  thofe  which  he  thought  beft,  and 
publilhed  them  in  one  volimie  8vo.,  1721,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  A  pofthumous 
volume  was  printed  at  Dublin,  in  17  j  8.  And  both  thefe  volumes  united,  with  feveral  additional 
poems,  colleded  by  Mr.  Nichols,  were  printed  in  the  coUedlion  of  the  "  Englifh  Poets,"  1779  ^"d 
1790. 

Parnell  was  a  man  of  very  great  benevolence,  and  of  very  agreeable  manners.  His  converfation 
js  faid  to  have  been  extremely  pleafing,  but  in  what  its  peculiar  excellence  confifted,is  now  unknown. 
His  conneiflions  were  extenfive,  and  his  friends  numerous  and  refpedable.  He  was  intimately  ac 
quainted  with  Addifon,  Steele  and  Congreve,  and  with  Pope,  Swift  and  Arbuthnot.  Joined  by 
kindred  talents,  and  qualities,  he  loved,  efleemed,  and  revered  his  friends ;  and  was  by  them  loved, 
tfleemed,  and  revered.  He  was  refpe«3:cd  by  the  world  as  a  man  of  fuperior  endowments.  Ta 
talents,  learning,  and  virtue  were  joined  an  ample  eftate,  and  coiifiderable  preferments  in  the 
church.  Though  not  a  very  great  osconomift,  he  was  by  no  means  fo  profufe,  as  to  have  mate- 
lially  reduced  his  fortune.  Goldfmith  fays,  "  he  was  the  moft  capable  man  in  the  world  to  make 
the  happinefs  of  thcfe  he  converfed  with,  and  the  leaft  able  to  fecure  his  own.  He  wanted  that 
evennefi  of  difpofition,  which  bears  difappointment  with  phlegm,  and  jny  with  indifTercnce.  He 
v?as  ever  very  much  elated  or  deprefled,  and  his  whole  life  fpent  in  agotiy  or  rapture.  But  the  tur- 
bulence of  thefe  paffioni  only  affctSted  himfelf,  and  never  thofe  about  him  ;  he  knew  the  ridicule  of 
liis  own  charafter,  and  very  effedually  raifed  the  mirth  of  his  companions,  as  well  at  his  vexa- 
tions as  at  his  triumphs.  Indeed  he  took  care,  that  his  friends  fhould  fee  him  to  the  beft  advan- 
tage ;  for  when  he  found  his  fits  of  f^leen  and  unealinefs,  which  fometLmes  lafted  for  weeks  toge- 
ther, he  returned,  with  all  expedition,  to  the  remote  parts  of  Ireland,  and  then  made  out  a  gloomy 
kind  of  fatiffaiftion,  in  giving  hideous  defcriptions  of  the  fulitude  to  which  he  retired.  Scarce  a  bog 
in  his  neighbourhood  was  left  without  reproach,  andfcarce  a  mountain  reared  its  head  unfung." 

"  I  have  been  once  witnefs,"  fays  Pope  in  one  of  his  letters  to  him,  "  of  fome,  I  hope  all  your 
fplenefic  hour? ;  com.e  and  be  a  comforter  to  me  in  mine."  In  anf.ver  to  one  of  his  dreary  defcrip- 
tions, he  fays, "  I  can  eafily  image  to  my  thoughts,  the  folitary  hours  of  your  eremetical  life  in  the 
mountains,  from  fomething  parallel  to  it  in  my  own  retirement  at  Binfield  ;"  and  in  another  place, 
*'  We  are  both  mifcrable  enough  fituated,  God  knows;  bu:  of  the  two  evils,  I  think  the  folitudes  of 
f-e  fouth  are  to  be  preferred  to  the  ileferts  of  the  weft."  In  this  manner.  Pope  anfwered  him  in  the 
tore  of  his  own  complaints,  and  thefe  defcriptions  of  his  imaginary  diftreffes  ferved  to  relieve  hlni- 
ft!f,  yet  thty  were  not  fo  eafily  endured  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood,  who  did  not  care 
fo  confefs  themfclves  his  fellow  fufferers.  He  received  many  mortifications  on  that  account  among 
them;  for  being  naturally  fond  of  company,  he  could  not  endure  to  be  without  even  theirs,  which, 
however,  among  his  Englifh  friends,  he  aflccted  to  defpiie.  His  condudl,  in  this  particular,  was 
rather  fplendid  th-n  v/ife  ;  he  had  either  loft  the  art  to  engage,  or  did  not  employ  his  ikill  in  fecur- 
irg  thofe  more  permanent,  though  more  humble  ccnneflions;  and  facrificed,  for  a  month  or  two, 
in  England,  a  whole  year's  happinefs  by  his  country  firefidc. 

The  profc  writings  of  I'arnel],  are  his  papers  in  the  S^cSiatzr  TcaA  Guardian,  FJfay  on  Homer,  Life  of 
Zoifut,  and  Remarks  of  Zoilr.s.  In  general  they  difcover  no  very  great  degree  of  force  or  compre- 
hcnfivenefs  ofm.ind;  but  they  teem  with  imaginatiijn,  and  fhow  great  learning,  good  fen fe,  and 
knowledge  of  mankind.  The  Life  of  Zoilus  was  written  at  the  requeft  of  his  friends,  and  defigned 
as  a  far^Vc  agaiiift  Theobald  and  Dennis,  with  whom  his  club  had  been  long  at  variance. 

Coiifidcriiry  as  a  poet,  Parnell  is  nn:  diftinguifliej  for  ftrc.nglh  of  intclk'it  or  fertility  of  invention. 
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Hia  tafte  was  delicate,  and  refined  by  a  careful  perufal  of  the  ancient  claflics.  His  admiration  of 
thofe  models  of  fine  writing,  led  to  an  Imitation  fo  clofe,  as  nften  to  preclude  originality.  There  is 
little  of  novelty  in  the  thoughts,  the  imagery,  or  the  fer.tinirnts  of  Parnell.  But  the  thoughts  are 
jufl ;  the  images,  though  not  great,  are  beautiful,  well  fJtcfte'J.ar-d  happily  applied;  the  fentimcntf, 
though  not  bold  or  impaffioned,  are  natural  and  agrcefble.  The  moral  tendency  is  excellent,  the 
verfification  is  fweet  and  harmonious,  and  the  languijge  pure,  proper,  and  corieA. 

The  Rife  ef  Woman  was  one  of  his  earlieft  produ.^lion s.  It  is  a  very  fine  illuflration  of  a  hint  from 
Jlefiod,  The  Anacreontic,  When  fpring  comet  on  ivlih  frejb  delight,  is  taken  from  the  French,  butfu- 
perior  to  the  original.  The  imagery  is  beautiful,  and  the  fentiments  natural  and  pleafing.  Gay 
Bacchus^  &.C.  is  a  tranflation  from  Augurellus ;  but  the  latter  part  is  purely  Parnell's.  The  Fairy  TaU 
is  inconteflibly  one  of  the  finefl  pieces  in  any  language.  Perhaps  npne  of  his  performances  difcover 
more  genius.  Wit  and  virtue,  without  beauty,  becoming  amiable  in  the  eyes  of  a  miflrefs,  in 
preference  to  beauty  without  wit  and  virtue,  is  finely  defcribed.  The  old  dialect  is  not  per- 
fedly  well  preferved ;  but  that  is  a  very  flight  defedl  where  all  the  reft  is  fo  excellent.  The 
Pervigilium  Veneris,  afcribed  to  Catullus,  is  very  well  tranflated.  It  is  replete  with  natural  and 
impaffioned  defcription,  and  the  verfification  is  eafy,  flowing,  and  harmonious.  In  general,  all  Par- 
nell's tranflations  are  excellent,  Goldfmith  has  very  properly  remaiked,  that  in  the  Battle  cf 
the  Frtgs  and  Mice,  the  Greek  names  have  not  in  Englifh  their  original  elTeift.  The  EpifJe  to 
Pope  is  one  of  the  finefl:  compliments  that  was  ever  paid  to  any  poet.  The  praife  is  high,  but  dif- 
criminative  and  appropriate.  That  part  of  it  where  he  deplores  his  being  far  from  wit  and  learn- 
ing, as  being  far  from  Pope,  gave  particular  offence  to  his  friends  at  home.  The  panegyric  oa 
Swift  is  not  exceeded  by  it  in  difcrimination  of  charalfter,  feledion  of  imagery,  and  felicity  cf  ex- 
preffion. 

The  jBco/{wffr«  is  a  tranflation  from  Beza,  with  modern  applications.  The  tranflation  of  the 
defcription  ol  Belinda  at  her  toilet  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  into  monkifli  verfe,  fhows  what  a  mafler 
Parnell  was  of  the  Latin  language.  The  Eclogue  an  Health  is  fimple  and  beautiful.  The  Elegy  on  an 
Old  Beauty  has  little  point  or  novelty.  The  Allegory  on  Man  fhows  a  vigour  of  genius,  and  com. 
prcflion  of  thought,  fuperior  to  what  apprears  in  mofl  of  Parnell's  pieces.  The  Hymn  to  Content- 
ment, Dr.  Johnfon  fufped;s  to  have  been  borrowed  from  Cleveland.  The  Night  Piece  on  Death 
deferves  every  praife.  It  is  indiredlly  preferred  by  Goldfmith  to  Gray's  "  Elegy  ;"  but,  in  Dr, 
Johnfon's  opinion.  Gray  has  the  advantage  in  dignity,  variety,  and  originality  of  fentiment.  The 
fabulous  characSers  in  the  Elyfium  are  finely  defcribed,  and  the  numbers  are  cxquifitely  harmcai*' 
ous.  The  Hermit  is  the  moft  popular  of  his  performances.  The  objedl  of  the  poem  de- 
ferves high  praife  for  its  piety  and  conducivenefs  to  human  happinefs.  It  is  confpicuous  for 
beautiful  defcriptivc  narration.  The  meeting  with  a  companion,  and  the  houfes  in  which  they  are 
fucceflively  entertained,  of  the  vain  man,  the  covetous  man,  and  the  good  man,  are  pieces  of  very 
fine  painting.  It  may  be  doubted  whether  the  means  employed  for  corredting  the  two  firfl  cha- 
ra<Sters  were  altogether  adequate  to  the  purpofe  intended.  It  is  not  probable  that  a  vain  man 
would  abftain  from  a  cuftomary  gratification  of  his  vanity  merely  for  the  lofs  of  an  inftrument  of 
it,  to  a  man  of  his  wealth  fo  eafily  fupplied.  Habitual  avarice  is  not  ufually  removed  by  unexpedcd 
acquifitions.  The  general  dodlrine  inculcated  by  the  Hermit's  companion  is  founded  in  the  belt 
philofophy.  The  ftory  is  in  Hotvell's  Letters  and  More' s  Dialogues ;  and  Goldfmith  fuppofes  it  to 
have  been  originally  Arabian.  Among  his  pofthumous  pieces,  the  Effay  on  the  different  Styles  of 
Poetry,  and  the  Vifion  of  Piety,  have  fome  paflages  which  deferve  commendation.  Few  of  the 
Scripture  Pieces  require  particular  criticifm ;  and  feme  of  them  have  been  made  public  with  very 
little  credit  to  his  reputation. 

"  Parnell  appears  to  me,"  fays  Goldfmith,  "  to  be  the  lafl  of  that  great  fchool  that  had 
modelled  itfelf  upon  the  ancients,  and  taught  Englifh  poetry  to  referable  what  the  generality  of 
mankind  have  allowed  to  excel.  A  ftudious  and  correft  obferver  of  antiquity,  he  fet  himfelf  to 
confider  nature  with  the  light  it  lent  him ;  and  he  found  that  the  more  aid  he  borrowed  from  the 
^ncj  the  more  delightfully  he  refembled  the  other.    Parnell  is  ever  happy  in  the  feledioa  q{  his 
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images,  and  Cngularly  careful  in  the  choice  of  his  fubjeSs.  His  poetical  language  is  not  lefs  e9Y. 
TcA  than  his  fubjeAs  are  pleaiing  He  has  confidered  the  language  of  poetry  as  the  language  d 
Lfe,  and  conveys  the  warmeft  thoughts  in  the  (impleft  expreffions." 

"  The  general  charadcr  of  Parnell,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is,  not  great  extent  of  comprehenfion, 
©r  fertility  of  mind  ;  of  the  little  that  appears,  ftill  lefs  is  his  own.  His  praife  mufl  be  derived  from 
the  eafy  fweetnefsof  his  di6tion  ;  in  his  verfes  there  is  more  happinefs  than  pains ;  he  is  fprightly 
avithi'Ut  effort,  and  always  delights  though  he  never  ravifhes ;  every  thing  is  proper,  yet  every 
thing  feems  cafual.  If  there  is  fume  appearance  of  elaboration  in  the  Hermit,  the  narrative,  as  it  is 
lefs  airy,  is  lefs  pleafing.  Of  his  other  compofitions,  it  is  impoflible  to  fay  whether  they  are  the 
proQudions  of  nature  fo  excellent  as  pot  to  v^ant  the  help  of  art,  or  of  art  fo  refined  as  to  refemble 
pature. 

"  This  crittcifm  relates  only  to  the  pieces  publilhed  by  Pope.  Of  the  large  appendages  which 
I  found  in  the  lall  edition,  I  can  only  fay  I  know  not  whence  they  came,  nor  have  ever  inquire^ 
whither  they  are  going.    They  ftand  upon  the  faith  xif  the  compilers.'' 
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HESIOD:  OR,  THE  RISE  OF  WOMaN. 


"WThat  ancient  times  (thofe  times  we  fancy  v/ife) 
j^ave  left  on  long;  record  of  woman's  rife, 
■V;^hat  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide, 
■yyhat  author  wrote  it,  how  that  authc  dy'd, 
_^ll  thefe  I  finjT.     In  Greece  they  frim'd  the  tale 
/jn  Greece  'twas  t'-ou^hf  a  woman  mio;ht  be  frail) ; 
Ye  niodern  beauties  !  where  the  poet  drew 
jjj,  fiifteft  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you  ; 
And.  warn'd  by  him,  ye  wanton  pens  beware 
How  heav'n's  concern'd  to  vindicate  the  fair. 
The  c^f'S  '"'3''  Hefiod's;  he  the  fable  wrif  ; 
Some  think  with  meaning',  fonie  with  idle  wit : 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  pleafe ; 
I  wave  the  conteft,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  ynre  (no  matter  where  or  when, 
'Twas  ere  the  low  creation  fwarm'd  with  men) 
That  one  Prometheus,  fpnmg  of  heavenly  birth, 
(Our  author's  fonor  can  witnefs)  liv'd  on  earth  : 
He  carv'd  the  turf  to  mold  a  manly  frame, 
And  ftole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame. 
The  fly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran, 
When  thus  the  monarch  of  the  ftars  began  : 

O  vers'd  in  arts '.  whofe  daring  thoughts  afpire, 
To  kindle  clay  with  never-dying  fire  I 
Enjoy  thy  glory  paft,  that  gift  was  thine; 
The  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  fairly  mine  : 
And  fuch  a  gift,  a  vengeance  fo  defign'd, 
As  fuits  the  counfel  of  a  ^r,d.  to  find ; 
A  pleafing  bofoni-cheat,  a  fpecious  ill. 
Which  felt  the  curfe,  yet  covets  flill  to  feel. 

He  faid,  and  Vukan  firait  the  Sire  commands, 
To  temper  mortar  with  Ktherial  hands ; 
In  fuch  a  fliape  to  mold  a  rlung  fair. 
As  virgin  goddeffes  are  proud  to  wear; 
To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  fhine, 
And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  divine. 
Twas  thus  the  Sire  ordain'd;  the  power  obey'd; 
And  work'd,  and  wonder'd  ^t  the  work  he  made; 
The  faireft,  foftett,  fweetefl  frame  beneath, 
Now  made  to  feeni,nnw  more  than  feem  to  breathe. 

As  Vulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms 
Clafp'd  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms : 

Vol.  VII. 


From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  fprcad. 
Where  mingled  whitenef^  glow'd  with  fofter  reil» 
Then  in  a  kifs  (he  breath'd  her  various  arts. 
Of  trifling:  prettily  with  wounded  hearts; 
A  mind  for  love,  hut  ftill  a  changing  mind; 
The  lifp  affeftfcd,  and  the  glance  defign'd; 
The  fweet  confufing  biufh,  the  fecret  wink. 
The  gentle  fwimming  walk,  the  courteous  fink ; 
The  ftare  for  ftrangenefs  fit,  for  fcorn  the  frown; 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  decliuing  down  ; 
The  praftts'd  langnifii,  where  well  feiga'd  defire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire  ; 
Gay  fmiles  to  comfort ;  April  Ihowers  to  move  ; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Gold  fcepter'd  Juno  next  exalts  the  fair; 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air. 
Self- valuing  fancy,  highly-crefted  pride. 
Strong  fovereign  will,  and  fome  defire  to  chide  j 
For  which,  an  elaqucmce,  that  aims  to  vex. 
With  native  tropes  of  anger,  arms  the  fex. 
Minerva,  fkilful  godded,  tr  jin'd  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  fpiiidle  by  the  twifting  thread; 
To  fix  t'ne  loom,  inftrud  the  reeds  to  part, 
Crcfs  the  l-ng  weft,  and  clofe  'he  web  with  art. 
An  ufeful  gift;  but  what  profufe  expence, 
What  world  of  fafiiions.  took  its  rife  from  hence  ', 

Young  Hermes  next,  a  clofe  contriving  god. 
Her  brows  encircled  with  his  ferpent  rod; 
Then  plots  and  fair  excufes  fiU'd  her  brain, 
The  views  of  breaking  amorous  vow.s  for  gain  J 
The  price  of  fa%'oiirs;  the  defigning  arts 
That  lim  at  rirhes  in  contempt  of  hearts; 
And,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  life, 
The  little  pilfering  temner  of  a  wife. 

Full  on  the  fair  his  bt-ams  Apollo  flung. 
And  fond  perfuafion  tipp'd  her  eafy  tongue ; 
He  gave  her  words,  where  oily  flattery  lays 
The  p'.eafing  colours  of  the  art  of  praife  ; 
And  wit,  to  fcandal  exquifitely  prone. 
Which  frets  another's  Ipleen  to  cure  its  own. 

Thofe  facrcd  virgins  whom  the  bards  revere, 
Tun'd  all  her  voice,  and  fnsd  a  fv.'eetnefs  there^ 
A 
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To  make  her  feiife  with  double  charms  abound, 
Or  make  her  lively  nonfenl'e  pleafe  bj-  found. 

To  drefs  the  maid  the  decent  graces  brought 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wr.nigbt. 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade. 
Where  pi(fl;ur'd  loves  on  every  cover  play'd  ; 
Then  fpread  thofe  implements  that  Vulcan's  art 
Had  fram'd  to  nierit  Cytherea's  hcarr  ; 
Thevvire  Ui  curl,  the  clnfe  indented  comb 
To  call  the  locks,  that  lightly  wander,  home  ; 
And  chief,  the  mirror,  whore  the  raVlHi'd  maid 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  refiedted  fhade. 

Fair  Flora  len:  her  (lores;  the  purpled  hours 
Corfin'd  her  trcffes  with  a  wreath  of  flowers; 
Within  the  wrenth  arofe  a  radiant  crown  ; 
A  veil  pe'.liicid  hung  depending  down  ; 
Back  roU'd  her  azure  veil  with  ferpent  fold. 
The  purflcd  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (which  clofcly  by  ilie  girdle  brac'd 
Reverl'd  the  beauties  of  a  flender  waift) 
Flow'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus'  air, 
"V\'hrn  Venus'  flatues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

The  Dcw-fprung  creature,finiih'd  thus  fcr  harms, 
Adju.ls  her  habit,  praclifes  her  charms, 
With  oluflies  glows,  or  fliineswith  lively  fniiles. 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recolieifls  her  wiles  : 
Then,  confcious  of  her  worth,  \iiih  eafy  pace 
Glides  by  the  glafs,  and  turning  views  her  ixce. 

A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before, 
Thicugh  time's  deep  cave,  the  fifler  fates  explore, 
Then  fix  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weave. 
And  thus  their  toil  prophetic  fongs  deceive. 
,    Flow  from  the  rock,  my  flax  '.  and  fwiftly  flow, 
Purfue  thy  thread  ;   the  fpindle  runs  below. 
A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain. 
The  creature  woman,  rifes  now  to  reign, 
l^ew  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  form'd  to  fly ; 
>Jew  love  begins,  a  love  produc'd  to  die; 
Kcvv  parts  diftrefs  the  troubled  fcenes  of  life, 
"Thp  fondling  miftrefs,  and  the  ruling  wife. 

Men  born  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide; 
Women  have  time  to  facrifice  to  pride  : 
They  want  the  care  of  man, their  want  they  know. 
And  drefs  to  pleafe  with  heart-alluring  fl'.ov^ ; 
The  fhow  prevailing,  for  the  fway  contend. 
And  make  a  ferv.mt  where  they  meet  a  friend. 

Thus  in  a  thoufand  wax-ere^led  forts 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  fupports ; 
From  fun  to  fun,  from  bank  to  bank  he  flies, 
AVith  honey  load'  his  bag,  with  wax  his  thighs  ; 
Fly  where  he  will,  at  home  the  race  remain. 
Prune   the   filk   drefs,'  and   murmuring   eat   the 
gain. 

Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  biidc, 
Whofe  temper  betters  by  the  father's  fide  ; 
Unlike  the  reft  That  double  human  care. 
Fond  to  relieve,  ct  reiblutc  to  fliare  : 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  ftars  advance  ! 
The  curfe  is  general,  but  the  blcfilng  chance. 

Thusfung  the  fillers,  while  the  gods  admire 
Their  beauteous  creature,  made  for  nian  in  ire ; 
'Jhe  young  Pandora  (he,  whom  all  contend 
To  make  too  perfc<fl  not  to  gain  her  end  : 
'i'l.tn  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  th;  fpring, 
Ucturn  to  bear  her  on  3  gcr.tk  wing ; 
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Wi'h  wafting  airs  the  windi  obfequious  blow, 

.A.nd  land  the  Ihining  vengeance  fafe  below. 

A  golden  cofll'r  in  her  hand  flie  bore. 

The  prefent  treacherous,  but  the  bearer  more  ; 

'  fwas  fraught  with  pangs;  for  Jove  ordain'd  above. 

That  gold  ftiould  aid,  and  pangs  attend  on  love. 

Her  gny  defcent  the  man  perceiv'd  af:»r. 
Wondering  he  ran  to  catch  the  falling  (lar : 
But  fo  furpris'd,  as  none  but  he  can  tell, 
Who  lov'd  fo  quickly,  and  who  lov'd  fo  well. 
O'er  all  his  veins  the  wandering  paffion  burns. 
He  calls  her  nymph,  and  every  nymph  by  turns. 
Her  form  to  lovely  Venus  he  prefers. 
Or  fwears  that  Venus'  muft  be  fuch  as  hers. 
She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  ftrangely  fram'd  to  teaze, 
Negleiils  his  ofl"ers  v.'hile  her  airs  (lie  plays. 
Shoots  fcornful  glances  from  the  bended  frown, 
In  brific  diibrdcr  trips  it  up  and  down  ; 
Then  hums  a  carelefs  tune  to  lay  the  ftorm. 
And  fits,  and  blulhcs,  fmiles,  and  yields,  in  form. 

"  Now   take    what  Jove    defign'd,    (he  foftly 
cry'd, 
"  This  box  thy  portion,  and  myfelf  the  bride." 
Fir'd  with  the  profpt(5t  of  the  double  charms. 
He  fnatch'd  the  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  arms.- 
Uniiappy  man  !  to  whom  fo  bright  (he  (hone. 
The  fatal  gift,  her  tempting  ieif,  unknown  ! 
The  winds  were  filent,  all  the  waves  afleep, 
And  heaven  was  trac'd  upon  the  flattering  deep  : 
But,  v.hilft  he  looki  unmindful  of  a  ftorm. 
And  thinks  the  water  wears  a  liable  form, 
V\'hat  dreadful  din  around  his  ears  fi-.all  rife  ! 
Vrhat  frowns  confufe  his  piilure  of  the  fKies! 

At  firft  the  creature  man  was  fram'd  alone, 
Lord  of  himf'elf,  and  all  the  world  his  own. 
For  him  the  ny.mphs  in  green  fcM-f  ok  the  woodf, 
For  him  the  nymphs  in  blue  forfook  the  floods  \ 
In  vain  the  fatyrs  rage,  the  tritons  rave, 
They  bore  him  heroes  in  the  fecrct  cave. 
No  care  deilrov'd,  no  fi:k  dif'jrde'r  prey'd. 
No  bending  age  his  fprightly  form  decay'd. 
No  wars  were  known,  no  femalfs  heard  to  rage. 
And,  poets  tell  uf,  'twas  a  golden  age. 

When  woman  came,  thofe  ills  the  box  confin'd 
Burft  furious  out,  and  poifon'd  all  the  wind. 
From  point  to  point,  from,  p  >'s  to  pole  they  flew. 
Spread  as  they  went,  and  in  the  progrefs  grew  ; 
'I'he  nymphs  regretting  left  the  mortal  race, 
And  altering  nature  wore  a  fickly  face  : 
New  terms  of  folly  rofe,  new  (lates  of  care  ; 
New  plagues,  to  fuffer,  and  to  pleafe,  the  fair  I 
The  days  of  whining,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 
Comnic  nc'd,  or  finifli'd,  with  ^he  breach  of  leagnes; 
The  mean  defigns  of  well-diffembled  love  ; 
The  fordid  matches  never  join'd  above  ; 
Abroad  the  labour,  and  at  home  the  noife, 
(  Man's  double  fufferings  for  domeftic  joys) 
Tlic  curfe  of  jealou.'y  ;  expcnce  and  {Irife  ; 
Divorce,  the  public  brand  of  (hameiul  life  ; 
'Fhe  rival's  fword  ;  the  qualm  that  takes  the  fair  ; 
Difdain  for  ^aOion,  paflion  in  defpair — 
Thefe,  and  a  thouland  yet  unnam'd,  we  find; 
Ah  fear  the  thoufand  yet  unnam'd  behind  '. 

Thus  on  Parnaffus  tuneful  Hefiod  fung, 
The  mounuiii  cchced,  and  the  valley  rung. 


POEMS. 


The  facrcd  gPdves  a  fisM  attention  fliovv. 
The  cryftal  Helicon  forbore  td  flow, 
The  (ley  gn;\v  bright,  and  (if  his  verfe  be  true) 
The  mufes  came,  to  give  the  lauiel  too. 
i5ut  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prize  of  wit. 
If  love  fwore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  wnit  ? 
Ye  fair  offended,  h:;ar  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fate, 
Though  when  it  happeu'd  no  relation  clears, 
Tis  thought  in  dve,  or  five  and  twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  fdent,  vi'ith  a  twilled  ftude 
The  neighbouring  woods  a  native  arbour  made, 
There  oft  a  tender  pair  j  for  amorous  play 
Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravifh'd  hours  away; 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  Troilus  he, 
A  fair  Milefian,  kind  Evanthc  fhe  : 
But  fwelling  nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray 'd  the  fecrcts  of  the  copfcious  bower  ; 
The  dire  difgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own. 
And  track  her  fteps,  ty  m^kejts  author  kn  'wn. 

It  chanc'd  one  evening,  'twas  the  lover's  day, 
Conceal'd  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay; 
When  Hefiod,  wandering,  mus'd  along  the  plain, 
And  fix'd  his  feat  where  love  had  fix'd  the  I'cene ; 
A  flrong  fufpicion  (Irait  poiTef-s  their  mind 
(For  Poets  ever  were  a  gentle  kind), 
But  when  Evatuhe  near  the  paiTage  ftood. 
Flung  back  a  doubtful  look,  and  fliot  tKe  wood, 
*'  N'iW  take  (at  once  they  cry)  thy  due  reward." 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  riffault  the  bard. 
Hi«  corpfe  the  fea  receiv'd.     The  dolphins  bore 
('  Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  the  corpi'e  to  (bore. 

IVIethinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitying  eyes, 
And  fee  the  dreams  of  ancient  wifdom  rife  ; 
I  fee  the  mufes  round  the  body  cry, 
But  hear  a  cupid  loudly  laughing  by; 
He  wheels  his  arrow  with  infulting  hand. 
And  thus  infcribes  the  moral  on  the  fand. 
'•   risre  HeCod  lies  :  ye  future  bards,  beware 
*■  How  far  your  moral  tales  incenfe  the  fair. 
"    Lrnli>v'd,  unloving,  't  was  his  fate  to  bleed  ; 
"   Without  his  quivcsr,  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed  : 
"   He  j  idg'd  this  turn  of  malice  jnfily  due, 
"  And  4i;fiod  dy'd  for  joys  he  never  knew."  ' 


SONG, 

When'  thy  beauty  appears 
In  its  graces  and  airs, 
Al!  bright  as  an  ar  gel  new  dropt  from  the  fliy ; 
At  diftance  I  gaze,  and  am  aw'd  by  nay  fear;. 
So  flrangely  y^u  dazzle  my  eye  I 

But  when, without  art,       , 
Your  kind  thought  you  Impart, 
"When  your  lov?  runs  in  biufhes  through  every  vein ; 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants 

in  your  heart, 
Then  I  know  you're  a  woman  agatn. 

There's  a  pafiion  and  prisfc 
ia  our  icxj  (he  reply 'd, 


And  thu?,  might  I  graufy  hcfth,  I  would  do  : 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  loVi.r  befidc, 
But  ftill  be  a  woman  to  you. 


SONG. 

Thvrsis,  a  young  and  aniorou"!  fwain, 
S.1W  two,  the  beauties  of  .the  plain. 

Who  both  his  heart  fubdue  : 
Giy  Colia's  eyes  were  dazzling  fair, 
Sabina's  cafy  fhipe  and  air 

With  fofter  magic  drew. 

He  haunts  the  dream,  he  haimts  the  grove. 
Lives  in  a  fond  roma'ice  of  love, 

And  feems  for  each  to  die  ; 
Till,  each  a  little  fpiteful  grown, 
Sabina  Cseiia's  iliipe  ran  dov/n. 

And  (lie  Sabina's  eye. 

Their  envy  made  the  (hepherd  find . 
Thofe  eyes  which  love  could  only  blind- 

So  fet  the  lover  free  ; 
No  more  he  haunts  the  grove  or  flrcam, 
Or  with  a  true-love  knot  and  name 

Engraves  a  wounded  tree. 

Ah,  Caella  1  ily  Sabina  cry'd. 
Though  neither  love,  we're  both  deny'd  ; 
Now  to  fiipport  the  feJt's  priris. 
Let  either  in  the  dart. 

Poor  girl,  fays  Cajlia,  fay  no  more; 
For  fl)0uld  the  fwain  but  one  adore, 
I'hat  fpite,  which  broke  his  chains  beforej 
Would  break  the  other's  hear:. 


SONG. 

lOVE  AND  INNOCEMCE. 


My  days  havi  been  fo  wondrous  free, 
"I'he,  little  birds,  that  fly    , 

Wich  carelefs  eafe  from  tree  to  tree, 
Were  but  as  blefs'd  as  I. 

Alk  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 
Of  mine  ijicreas'd  their  ftream  ? 

Or  aik  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 
I  lent  one  ligh  to  them  ? 

But  nov/  my  former  days  retire, 
And  I'm  by  beauty  caught. 

The  tender  chains  of  f'.vecc  defire 
Are  fix'd  upon  my^  thought. 

Ye  nightingale*,  ye  twifting  pines'. 

Ye  fv'-a'ins  that  liaunt  t;)e  grove  ! 
Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  w:iiids  ', 

Yc  cicfe  jetreats  of  l-)ve  ! 
A  ij 


'4  fT  H  E 

With  all  of  nature,  all  of  arit; 

Aflift  the  dear  ilefign  ; 
O  teach  a  young,  impradis'd  hearr; 

To  make  fair  Nancy  mine. 

The  very  thoupht  of  change  I  hate. 

As  much  as  of  defpair  ; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Unlefs  it  be  for  her. 

'Tis  true,  the  padlon  in  my  mind 
Is  mix'd  with  fit  diftrefs; 

Yet,  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 
I  cannot  vvifti  it  lefs. 


WORKS  OF  PARNELL. 


ANACREONTIC. 


When  fprlng  came  on  with  frefli  delight, 
To  cheer  the  foul,  and  charni  the  fight, 
While  eafy  breezes,  fofter  rain, 
And  warmer  funs,  falute  the  plain ; 
'Twas  then,  in  yonder  piny  grove, 
That  nature  went  to  meet  with  love. 

Green  was  her  rube,  and  green  her  wreath,' 
Where'er  (he  trod,  'twas  green  beneath; 
Where'er  fhe  turn'd,  the  pulfes  beat 
With  new  recruits  of  genial  heat ; 
And  in  her  train  the  birds  appear, 
To  match  for  all  the  comisg  year, 

Raitt'd  on  a  bank  where  daifics  grew, 
And  violets  intcrniix'd  a  blue, 
She  find.^  the  boy  fhe  wenr  to  find; 
A  thoufand  pleafures  wait  hehind, 
Afide,  a  thoufand  arrows  lie. 
But  all  unfeather'd,  wait  to  fly.  • 

When  they  met,  the  dame  and  boy, 
Daficing  graces,  id^e  joy. 
Wanton  fmiles,  and  airy  play 
Confpir'd  to  make  the  fcere  be  gay; 
Liove  palr'd  the  birds  through  all  the  grove. 
And  nature  bid  them  fing  to  love, 
Sittirg,  hoppinf^,  fluttering,  fmg, 
A'ui  pay  their  tributt  from  the  wing, 
To  fledge  the  (hafts  that  idly  lie, 
And  ytt  u  ifeather'd  wait  to  fly 

'Tis  'hu  .  when  fpring  renews  the  blood. 
They  mt  .t  m  every  trembling  wood, 
A;":  thrice  they  make  the  plumes  agree. 
And  every  dart  they  mount  with  three, 
Ard  every  dart  can  boaft  a  kind. 
Which  fuits  each  proper  turn  of  mind. 

From  ;he  trwering  eagle's  plume 
The  generous  hearts  accept  their  doom  ; 
Shot  by  the  peacock's  painted  eye, 
The  vain  and  airy  lovers  die  : 
Tr-r  careful  dames  ar.d  frugal  men, 
The  fliafrs  are  fpcck'ed  by  the  hen. 
The  pyes  and  parrots  deck  the  darts, 
When  prattling  win;  the  panting  hearts  ; 
Wlien  from  the  voice  the  paffions  fpriag, 
The  warbling  finch  afTi^rds  a  wing  : 
I'ogct!  pr,  by  the  fparrow  ftiing, 
Down  fall  the  wantcn  and  the  young  ; 


And  fledg'd  by  geefe  the  weapons  fly, 
When  others  love  they  know  not  why. 

All  'his  (as  late  1  chanc'd  to  r'-ve) 
I  learn'd  in  yonder  waving  grove, 
And  fee,  fays  love,  who  call'd  me  near. 
How  much  r  deal  with  nature  here ; 
How  both  fuppi.rt  a  proper  part, 
She  gives  the  feather,  I  the  dart: 
Then  ceafe  for  fouls  averfe  to  Cgh, 
If  nature  crofs  you,  fo  do  I ; 
My  weapc'n  there  unfeather'd  flies, 
And  (liakes  and  (hufHes  through  the  Ikies. 
But  if  the  mutual  charms  I  find 
By  which  (he  links  you  mind  to  mind. 
They  wing  my  fhafts,  I  poize  the  darts. 
And  ftrike  from  both,  through  both  your  hearts. 


ANACREONTIC, 

Gay  Bacchu',  liking  Eftcourt's  *  wine, 

A  noble  meal  beipoke  us ; 
And  for  the  guefts  that  were  to  dine. 

Brought  Comus,  Love,  and  Jocus. 

The  god  near  Cupid  drew^  his  chair. 

Near  Comus,  Jocus  plac'd  ; 
For  wine  makes  love  forget  its  care, 

And  mirth  exalts  a  feaft. 

The  more  to  pleafe  the  fprightly  god. 

Each  fvveet  engaging  grace 
Put  on  fome  clothes  to  come  abroad, 

And  took  a  waiter's  place. 

Then  Cupid  nam'd  at  every  glafs 

A  lady  oF  the  fky  ; 
While  Bacchus  fwore  he'd  drink  the  lafs. 

And  had  it  lumper-high. 

Fat  Comus  tofl  his  brimmers  o'er, 

And  always  gr  t  the  moft  ; 
Jocus  took  care  t(.  fill  him  more, 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  the  toaft. 

They  call'd,  and  drank  at  every  touch  ; 

He  fill'dand  drank  again; 
And  if  the  gods  can  take  too  much, 

'Tis  faid,  they  did  fo  then. 

Gay  Bacchus  little  Ctipid  flung, 

Bv  reckoning  his  deceits; 
And  Cupid  mock'd  his  ftan^merlng  tongue. 

With  all  his  ftaggering  gaits: 

And  Jocns  droll'd  on  Comus'  ways, 

And  tales  without  a  jeft ; 
While  C'  mus  call'd  his  witty  plays 

But  waggeries  at  beft. 

Such  talk  foon  fet  them  all  at  odds; 
And  had  I  Homer's  pen, 

*  A  celebrated  comedian  and  tavern-keeper. 


P    o 


I'd  fuig  ye,  how  they  drank  like  gods, 
And  how  they  fought  hke  men. 

To  part  the  fray,  the  graces  fly. 

Who  make  them  foon  agree  : 
Nay,  had  the  furies  felves  been  nigh, 

They  ftill  were  three  to  three. 

Bacchus  appeas'd,  rais'd  Cupid  up. 

And  gave  him  back  his  brw ; 
But  kept  fome  darts  to  (lir  the  cup. 

Where  fack  and  fugar  flow. 

Jocus  took  Comus'  rofy  crown. 

And  gayiy  wore  the  prize. 
And  thrice,  in  mirth,  he  pufli'd  him  down, 

As  thrice  he  drove  to  rife. 

Then  Cupid  fought  the  myrtle  grove, 

Where  Venus  did  recline  ; 
And  Venus  clofe  embracing  love. 

They  join'd  to  rail  at  wine. 

And  Comus  loudly  curfing  wit, 

RoU'd  off"  to  fome  retreat ; 
Where  boon  companions  gravely  fit 

In  fat  unwieldy  flate. 

Bacchus  and  Jocus  ftill  behind. 

For  one  frefli  glals  prepare  ; 
They  kif>,  and  are  exceeding  kind, 

And  vow  to  be  fincere. 

But  part  in  time,  whoever  hear 

This  our  inftruAivc  long; 
For  though  fuch  Iriendlhips  may  be  dear, 

They  can't  continue  long. 


A    FAIRY    TALE. 

IN  THE  ANCIENT  ENGLISH   STYLE. 

In  Britain's  ifle,  and  Arthur's  days, 
Wlien  midnight  tairies  daunc'd  the  maze, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  the  Green  ; 
Edwin,  I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 
Endow'd  with  courage,  feuie,  and  truth. 

Though  badly  Ihap'd  he'd  been. 

His  mountain  back  mute  well  be  faid,j 
To  meafure  height  againft  his  head, 

And  lift  itfelt  above  ; 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid. 

This  creature  dai'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes. 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prize, 

Could  ladies  look  within  ; 
But  one  Sir  Topaz  drtfs'd  with  art. 
And,  if  a  (hape  cuuid  win  a  heart. 

He  had  a  Ihapc  to  win. 


EMS. 

i  Edwin,  if  right  I  read  my  fongr. 
With  flighted  paflion  pac'd  along 

All  in  the  moony  light ; 
'Twas  near  an  old  enchanted  court. 
Where  Iportive  fairies  made  rcfort 
To  revel  out  the  night. 

Hi-  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  crofs'd, 
'Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  loll 

That  reach'd  the  neighbour  town ; 
With  weary  fteps  he  quits  the  fiiades, 
Refolv'd,  the  darklmg  dome  he  treads, 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  fcant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor. 
When  hollow  winds  remove  thedior, 

And  trembling  rocks  the  ground : 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aright, 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  founding  tongues  affail  his  ear. 
Now  founding  feet  approachen  near. 

And  now  the  founds  increafc  : 
And  from  the  corner  where  he  lay 
He  fees  a  train  pn^fulely  gay 

Come  prankling  o'er  the  place. 

But  (truft  me.  Gentles  !)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  niafquing  half  lo  neat. 

Or  half  lo  rich  before  ; 
The  country  lent  the  fweet  perfumes. 
The  lea  the  pearl,  the  Iky  the  plumes. 

The  town  its  filken  (lore. 


Now  whilft  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant  drefl: 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  reft, 

With  awful  accent  cty'd; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
Whofe  fighs  infedt  the  balmy  wind. 

Has  here  prefum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  the  fwain,  whofe  venturous  foul 
No  tears  of  magic  art  controul, 

Advanc'd  in  open  fight; 
"   Nor  have  I  caufe  of  dread,  he  faid, 
"  Who  view,  by  no  prelumption  led, 

"   Your  revels  of  the  night. 

"  'Twas  grief,  for  fcorn  of  faithful  love, 
"  Which  made  my  fteps  unweeting  rove 

"  Amid  the  nightly  dew." 
"  'Tis  well,  the  gallant  cries  again, 
"   We  fairies  never  injure  men 

"  Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 

"  Exalt  thy  love-dejeded  heart, 

"  Be  mine  the  taflc,  or  ere  we  part, 

"  To  make  thee  grief  refign ; 
"  Now  take  the  pleafure  of  thy  chaunce  ; 
"  Whilft  1  with  Mab,  my  partner,  daunce, 

"  Be  little  Mabk  thine." 

He  fpoke,  and  all  a  fudden  there 
Light  mufic  floats  in  wanton  air  ; 

The  monarch  leads  the  cjueen  : 
A  iij 


THE    WORKS    OF   P  A  R  N  E  L  L. 


The  reft  their  fairr  partners  found  : 
And  Mable  trimly  trip:  the  ground 
Wiih  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

The  daunting  paft,  the  board  wss  laid, 
And  iiker  fiich  a  feaft  was  nade, 

As  heart  and  lip  defire, 
V/ithout^n  haht^s  thf  diflits  fly, 
1  he  glaffes  with  a  wifli  come  uigh, 

And  v\jth  a  wifh  retire. 

But,  new  to  pleafe  the  fairy  king, 
Full  every  deal  they  laiigh  and  fing, 

And  antic  feats  devife ; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape, 
And  ether, feme  trarifmute  their  fhape 

In  Edwin's  wtnderjnje;  eyes. 

Till  one  at  laft,  thit  Robin  hiii;ht, 
Kenovvn'd  fwr-pincfiing  maid?  by  night, 

Kas  befit  hira  up  aloof; 
^  And  full  agairift  the  beam  he  flung. 
Where  by  thf  bacli  the  youih'he  liung 

To  fprawl  uneath  the  roof. 

Trom  tiiencc,  "  Revetfe  my  charm,  he  cries, 
"  And  let  it  fairly  now  fufhcc 

"  The  gambol  has  been  fhewn." 
Uut  Oberon  ani'wers  wish  a  fniiic, 
"  Cc-nter.t  thee  iidwin  for  a  while, 

"  Tl>e  vantiige  isthjne  own." 

TIrre  ended  all  the  phantom-play  ; 
They  fmelt  the  frtfh  approach  of  day, 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  ;  • 
The  whirling  wind  that  bore  the  crowd 
It  as  clapp'd  the  door,  and  whiftled  loud. 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

Then  fcreaming  all  at  once  they  fly, 
And   /,    at  once  the  tapers  die  ; 

*"-'^?oor  Edwin  fails  to  flo.or  ; 
porlorn  his  flare,  and  dark  the  place. 
Was  nt-ver  wight  in  fuch  a  cafe        .  , 
Through,  all  the  land  before. 

3i)t  foon  a?  Dan  Apollo  rofe, 
i'lill  jolly  creature  home  l-.e  goe?. 
He  feels  his  back  the  lefs ; 
His  hcncft  tongue  and  fleady  mind 
Had  r'd  him  of  the  lump  behind, 

I  AVhich.xnade  hira  want  iuccef:. 

"viith  lufty  liv?lyhed  he  talks, 
xie  feems  a  dartcing  as  he  vvalks, 

His  ftory  foon  took  wind  ; 
Ard  beauteous  Edith  fees  the  yoxith 
y.aUow'i  with  courage,  fenff,  and  truth, 
.  Without  a  bunch  behind.  ^ 

'ihe  ftory  told.  Sir  Topaz  mov'd, 
'Ihe  youth  ci  Edith  erll  approv'd, 

To  fee  the  revel  fcenc  : 
.■■'it  clofe  oi  eve  he  leaves  his  home, 
Ami  wcndito  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

^V'l  on  the  ;jkoniy  plain;     . 


As  thtre  he  hir.e\  it  folscfel. 

The  wind  caine  ruflling  d<>wn  a  deli, 

A  (baking  feiz'd  the  w;»ll ;      ' 
Vp  fpring  the  t;\pef=  as  before-, 
'Ihe  fairif.-  braply  f""?  the- floor. 

And  mufic  fills  the  hail. 

But  certes  forely  funk  with  woe 
Sir  Topas  f  es  the  Elchiri  Hi*  w, 

Hi^  fpirits  in  him  die  :' 
When  Oberf  n  cys,  "  A  man  is  near, 
"  A  morfal  pafTioii,  cleepcdiear, 

"  Hangs  flagging  in  the  flcy." 

With  that  Sir  Topaz,  hapltfs  youth  1 
hi  acceiits  faulterinir^.  ay  for  ruth, 

Inticats  tliem  pity  grant; 
For  als  he  bt-n  a  miller  wight 
Betray 'd  by  wandering  in  the  night 

To  tread  the  circled  haunt  ; 

"  A  I.ofell  vile,  at  once  they  roar  : 
•'  And  little  Ikill'd  of  fairy  lore, 

"  Thy  caufe  to  come,  we  know  ; 
"  Now  has  thy  keiirel  courage  fell ; 
"  And  fairies,  fince  a  lie  yow  tell, 

"  Are  free  to  work  thee  woe." 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  wifpy  fire 
To  tiail  the  fwains  among  the  mire, 

'i'he  caitiff  upv}'ard  flung  ; 
There,  like  a  t«rtoife,  in  a  ftiop 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top. 

Where  vvhilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  now  proceeds  apace, 
Deftly  they  friflc  it  o'er  the  place. 

They  fit,  they  drink,  and  eat ; 
The  time  with  Irolic  mirth  beguile,  . 
And  poor  Sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while 

Till  all  the  rout  retreat. 

By  this  the  flars  began  to  wink, 
They  fhrick,  they  fly,  the  tapers  fink. 

And  down  y-drops  the  knight : 
For  never  fpell  by  fairy  laid 
With  ftrong  enchantment  bound  a  glade, 

Beyond  tlie  length  of  night. 

Chill,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay. 
Till  up  the  welkin  rofe  the  day. 

Then  deem'd  the  dole  was  o'er : 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  let  ? 
His  feely  back  the  bunch  had  got 

Which  Edwin  loft  afore. 

This  tale  a  Sybil-nuife  ared  ; 

She  fiJtly  flroak'd  niy  youngling  head. 

And  when  the  talc  was  done,  '. 
"  Thusfome  are  horn,  niy  fen,  flie  ciies, 
"   With  bafe  jinpedimcnts  to  rife, 

"  And  feme  are  born  with  none. 

"  But  virtue  can  itfelf  advance 
"  To  what  the  favourite  fnols  of  chance 
"  By  fortune  ftern'd  dtfl^n'dj  .  -■' 
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'«  Virtue  can  gain  tlic  odJs  of  fate, 
'*  And  from  itfelf  ftiake  off  the  weight 
"  Upon  th'  unworthy  mind." 


THE  VIGIL  OF  VENUS. 

IViitten  in  the  time  of  Julius  Cdfur,  and  by 
J'omc  ajcribed  to  Catullus. 

LET  thofe  love  tioiv,  ivho  ncuer  lo-vil  before  ; 
Let  thofe  iiiho  alivays  Iwj  d,  fwzv  love  the  more. 

The  fpriug,  the  new,  the  warbling  fpring  ap 
pears, 
The  youthful  feafon  of  reviving  years; 
In  fpring  the  loves  enkindle  mutual  heats. 
The  feather'd  nation  choofc  their  tuneful  mates, 
The  trees  grow  fruitful  with  defcemling  rain, 
And  dreft  in  differing  greens  adorn  the  plain. 
She  conies;  to-morrow  Btauty's  emprcfs  roves 
Through    walks    that   winding    ru!i    within    the 

groves ; 
She  twines  the  fliooting  myrtle  into  bowers, 
And  ties   their   meeting    tops   with    wr.caths   of 

flowers, 
Then,  rais'd  fublimely  on  her  eafy  throne, 
Eroai  Nature's  powerful  didlates  draws  her  own. 

Let  thofe  notv  lovef^uho  never  lov  a  before  ; 
Let  thofe  ivho  aliuays  lovd,  iioiu  love  the  ?!iore. 

'Twas  on  that  day  which  £avv  the  teeming  flood 
Swell  round,  impregnate  with  celeftial  bloud ; 
Wandering  in  circles  flood  the  finny  crew, 
The  midil  was  left  a  void  expanfe  of  blue, 
There  parent  ocean  work'd  with  heaving  throes, 
And  dropping  wet  the  fair  Dione  rofe. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  "who  never  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  thofe  iL'ho  alirnys  lov'd,  noiv  love  the  more. 

She  paints  tlie  purple  year  with  vary'd  fhow. 
Tips  the  green  gem,  and  makes  the  blofiom  glow. 
She  makes  the  turgid  buds  receive  the  breeze, 
Expand  to  leaves,  and  flnde  the  naked  trees. 
When  gathering  damps  the  niifty  nights  ditfufe, 
She  i'[jrinkles  all  the  morn  with  balmy  dews; 
Bright  trembling  pearls  depend  at  every  ipray, 
And,  kept  from  falling,  feeni  to  f.ill  away. 
A  glofly  freihncfs  hence  the  rofe  receives. 
And  blufhes  fweet  through  all  her  lilkcn  leaves 
(The  dnipsdcfcending  through  the  filent  night, 
While  ftars  ferenelyroll  their  golden  light)  : 
dole  till  the  morn,  her  humid  veil  fbe  holds ; 
Then  deckt  with  virgin  pomp  the  flower  unfolds. 
Soon  will  the  morning  blufh  :  ye  maids  !  prepare, 
In  rofy  garlands  bind  your  flowing  hair; 
'Tis  Venus'  plant :  the  blood  fair  Venus  Ihed, 
O'er  the  gay  beauty  pour'd  immortal  red  ; 
From  love's  foit  kifs  a  fweet  ambrofial  fniell 
Was  taught  for  ever  on  the  leaves  tn  dwell ; 
Fiom   gems,  from   flames,   from    orient    rays   of 

The  richelt  Inflre  makes  her  purple  bright; 
And  fhe  to-iixorrow  weds  ;  the  fporting  gale 
Unties  her  zroe,  flie  burfts  the  verdant  veil ; 
Through  all  her  fweets  the  rifling  lover  flies, 
And  as  he  breuche?,  her  glowing  Jires  arife. 


Let  thofe  rotv  love,   ruho  never  lov  dlefon  ; 
Let  thofe  ivho  alucays  lov  d,  noiv  love  the  more. 

Kow  fair  Dione  to  the  myrtle  grove 
Sends  the  gay  nymphs,  and  ftnds  her  tender  love. 
And  fliall  they  venture  .'   Is  it  I'afe  to  go. 
While  nymphs  have  hearts,  and  Cupid  v.-cars  a  bow? 
Yes,  fafely  venture,  'tis  his  mother's  v,'i!l  ; 
He  walks  unarm'd,  and  undcfigning  ill, 
His  torch  extintil,  his  quiver  ulelefs  hung. 
His  arrows  idle,  and  his  bow  upftr'm}/. 
And  yet,  ye  nymphs,  beware,  his  eyes  iiave  charnis; 
And  love  that's  naked,  lliil  is  love  in  arms. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  ivho  never  lov  d befij-e  ; 
Ijct  thofe  ivho  alix'itys  lov  r/,  noiv  love  the  more. 

From  Venus'  biiwer  to  Delia's  lodge  repairs 
A  virgin  train,  complete  with  modcit  airs  : 
"  Chafte  Delia,  grant  our  fuit !  or  fhunthe  wood, 
"   Nor  ftain  this  facred  lawn  with  fr.vage  !)lciod. 
"  Venus,  O  Delia  1  if  flie  could  jiefuade, 
"   Would  afk  thy  prtfence,  might  flic  aflc  a  maid."' 
Here  cheerful  quires  for  three  anfpicious  nights 
With  fongs  prolong  the  pleafurable  rites  : 
Here  crowds  in  meafure  lightly-titcent  rove; 
Or  feek  by  pairs  the  covert  of  the  grove, 
Where  meeting  greens  for  arbours  arch  above. 
And  mingling  fiow'rets  ftrow  the  fcenes  of  love. 
Here  dancing  Ceres  fhakes  her  golden  flieaves; 
Here  Bacchus  revels,  deck'd  wi;h  viny  leaves; 
Here  Wit's  enchanting  god,  in  laurel  crown'd, 
Wakes  all  the  ravifti'd  hours  witli  fllver  found. 
Ye  iields,  ye  foreft? ,  own  Dione's  reign. 
And  Delia,  huntrefs  Delia,  Ihun  the  plain. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  ivho  never  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  tboje  ivho  aliuays  luvd,  noiv  love  the  ?uore. 

Gay  with  the  bloom  of  all  her  opening  year. 
The  Queen  at  HybIa  bids  her  throne  appear ; 
And  there  prefides  ;  and  there  the  favourite  band 
(Her  fmlling  graces)  fliare  the  great  command. 
Now,  beauteous  Hybla  !   dreis  thy  fiowery  beds 
With  all  the  pride  the  lavifh  i'ealon  (beds ; 
Now  all  thy  colours,  all  thy  fragrance  yield, 
And  rival  Enna's  aromatic  field. 
To  fdl  the  prefenae  of  the  gentle  court. 
From  every  quarter  rural  nym]>hs  refort,      [vales. 
From  woods,  from  mountains,  from  their  humble 
From  waters  curling  with  the  wanton  gales. 
Fleas'd  with  the  joyfid  train,  the  laugliing  queen 
In  circles  leats  them  round  the  bank  of  green ; 
And,  "  Lovely   girls,    fhe  whifpers,  guard  your 
''  hearts :  [arts  : 

"   My    boy,  though    ftript   of    arms,  abounds  in 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  ivho  never  lov'd  before  ; 
Let  thrfe  ivho  ahvays  lovd,  noiv  love  the  more. 
Let  tender  grafs  in  fhaded  alleys  ipread, 
I-et  early  flowers  erect  their  painted  head, 
To-moi row's  glory  be  to-morrow  feen. 
That  day,  old  Ether  wedded  Earth  in  green, 
l"he  vernal  father  bid  the  fpring  appear, 
In  clouds  he  coupled  to  produce  the  year. 
The  fap  defcending  o'er  lier  bofom  ran, 
And  all  the  various  forts  of  foul  began. 
By  wheels  unknown  to  fight,  by  fecret  veins 
Diflilling  hfe,  the  freitful  goddofs  reigns, 
Through  all  the  lovely  realms  of  native  day. 
Through  all  the  circled  land,  and  circling  lea; 
A  iiij 


$  THE    WORKS 

With  fertile  feed  {he  fill'd  the  pervious  earth, 
And  ever  fix'd  the  niyftic  ways  of  birth. 

JLet  tbofe  love  no-ru,  -ivbo  ncncr  lo-u'd  before  ,• 
Let  tbofe  tuho  altvays  lev  d,  riozu  love  toe  more. 

'Twas  {lie  the  parent  to  the  L,ation  fhore 
Thr<>ugh  various  dangers  Troy's  remainder  bore. 
She  won  Lavinia  for  her  warlike  Ion, 
And,  winning  her,  the  Latian  empire  won. 
She  gave  to  Mars  the  maid,  whofe  honour'd  womb 
Sx.eli'd  with  the  founder  of  immorral  Rome. 
Decoy'd  by  {hows,  the  Sabine  dames  {he  led. 
And  taught  our  vigorous  youth  the  way  to  wed. 
Hence  fprung  the  Romans,  hence  the  race  divine 
Through    which    great    Cafar  draws  his  Julian 
line. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  tvho  never  lov  d  before  ; 
J_et  thofe  ■who  a'l'wayj  lovd,  nciiy  love  the  more. 

In  rural  feats  the  foul  of  plealure  reigns; 
The  life  of  beauty  fills  the  rural  fccnes ; 
liv'n  love  (if  fame  the  truth  of  love  declare) 
Drew  firfl  the  breathings  of  a  rural  air. 
Some  pleafing  meadow  pregnant  beauty  prefl. 
She  laid  her  infant  on  its  flowery  breaft. 
From  Nature's  fweets  he  fipp'd'  the  fragrant  dew, 
He  fmil'd,  he  kifs'd  them,  and  by  kiffing  grew. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,  -who  never  lov  d  before  ; 
Let  tbofe  'U'ho  alxuays  lovd,  noiu  love  the  more. 


OF    PARNELL, 

J..  N<nv   bulls  o'er  {talks  of  broom  extend  thejr 

fides, 
Secure  of  favours  from  their  lowing  brides. 
Now  (lately  rams  their  fleecy  conforts  lead, 
Who  bleaiing  follow  through  the  wandering  {hade. 
And  now  the  goddefs  bids  the  birds  appear, 
Raifc  all  the  mufic,  and  falute  the  year  : 
Then  deep  the  fwan  begins,  and  deep  the  fong 
Runs  o'er  the  water  where  he  fails  along  : 
While  Philomela  ti.rns  a  treble  flrain, 
And  from  the  poplar  charm    the  liflcning  plain. 
We  fancy  love  expreft  at  every  note, 
It  melts,  it  warbles,  in  her  liquid  throat. 
Of  barbarous  Tereus  fhe  complains  no  more, 
But  lings  for  pleafure,  as  for  grief  before. 
And  fl;ill  her  graces  rife,  her  airs  extend. 
And  all  is  filence  till  the  Syren  end. 

How  l^ing  in  coming  is  niy  lovely  Spring  ! 
And  when  {hall  I,  and  when  the  fwallow  fing  ? 
Sweet  Philomela,  ceafe  : — Or  here  I  fit, 
And  filcnt  lol'c  my  rapturous  hour  of  wit : 
' Tis  gone,  the  fit  retires,  the  flames  decay. 
My  tuneful  Phoebus  flies  averfc  away. 
His  own  Amycle  thus,  as  flories  run. 
But  once  was  filent,  and  that  oDce  undone. 

Let  thofe  love  noiv,   ivho  never  lov^d  before  ; 
Let  thofe  ivho  always  lov'd,  noiv  love  the  more. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 


NAMES  OF  THE  FROGS. 

PnYSiGNATHus,  one  who  fwells  his  cheeks. 
pELUa    a  liunie  from  M  ud. 
HyriROMEDUSE,  a  ruler  in  the  waters. 
Hypsiboas,  a  loufl  hauler. 
Pelion,  from  mud. 
ScuTLffius,  cahed  from  the  bees. 
PoLYPHoNus,  u  great  babler. 
JLymnocuaris,  one  who  loves  the  lake, 
CrambuPhagus,  a  cabbage-eater, 
iiVMNisius,  calieu  from  the  lake. 
Calamini  aiuu,  from  the  herb. 
HYDkoCARis,  who  li)ve=  the  water. 
BoRBORocATiis,  who  lies  in  the  mud. 
Prassopiiacus,  an  cater  of  garlic. 
Pelusius,  from  mud. 
Pelobates,  who  walks  in  the  dirt. 
PRt3s.aLus,  called  fn-n.  g.ilit. 
Craugasides, from  croaking. 


NAMES  OF  THE  MICE. 

PsYCARPAX,  one  who  plunders  granaries. 
Tk'ixaiias,  a  bread-eater. 
l.YCHuMiLE,  a  licker  of  meal. 
Pi  ERNo  1  RACTAS,  a  bacoH-eater. 
l.YCHopv-'v AX,  a  licker  of  difhes. 
E-v.ba;ichytros,  a  creeper  into  pots. 
Lychenor,  a  name  for  licking. 
TRofiLODY  PES,  one  who  runs  into  holes. 
Aktop.iagus,  who  feeds  on  bread. 
Tyroglyphus,  a  checfe-fcoopcr. 
PxtRNccLypH-  s,  a  bacon-fcooper. 
Pternofhagus,  a  bacon-eater. 
C.MSsoDiocTEs,  one  who  follows  the  fleam  of 

kitchens. 
Sitopuagu-,  an  enter  of  wheat. 
MeridarpaXj  «nc  who  plunders  his  {liare. 
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BOOK 


To  fill  my  rifing  fong  with  facred  fire, 
Ye  tuneful  Nine,  ye  fweet  celeftia!  quire  ! 
Fri  m  Heliccm's  embowering  htight  repair, 
A'tend  my  labours,  and  reward  my  prayer ; 
The  dreadful  toils  of  raging  Mars  I  write. 
The  fpring'  of  conteft,  and  the  fieids  of  fight; 
How    threatening   mice   advanc'd   with    warlike 

grace. 
And  wag'd  dire  cmbats  with  the  croaking  race. 
Not  louder  tumults  fliook  Olympus'  towers, 
When  carth-b"rn  giants  dar'd  immortal  powers. 
Thefe  equal  ads  an  equal  glory  claim. 
And  thus  the  mufe  record>  the  tale  of  fame. 

Once  on  a  time,  fatij^ued  and  out  of  breath, 
And  juft  efcap'd  the  flrciching  claws  (f  death, 
A  gentle  moufe,  whfim  cats  purfued  in  vain, 
Fledfwift  of  foot  acrofs  the  neighbourmg  plain, 
Hung  o'er  a  brink,  his  eager  third  too  cool. 
And  dipp'd  his.  whilkers  in  the  ftanding  pool ; 
When  near  a  courteous  frog  advanc'd  his  head, 
And  from  the  water-,  hoarfe  reluunding,  laid, 

What   art  thou,  ftranger  ?  what  the  line  you 
boaft  ? 
What  chance  has  cafl  thee  panting  on  our  coaft  ? 
With  ibiiftefl  tri;th  let  all  thy  wrrds  agree, 
Nor  let  me  find  a  faithlcfs  moufe  in  thee. 
If  worthy,  friendfhip,  p  offcr'd  friendfliip  take. 
And  entering  view  the  pleafurable  lake ; 
Range  o'er  my  palace,  in  my  bounty  fliare, 
And  glad  return  from  hofpitable  fare 
Thi-  filver  realm  extends  beneath  my  fway. 
And  me,  their  monarch,  all  its  frogs  obey. 
Great  Phyfignathus  I,  from  Peleus'  race, 
Begot  in  fair  Hydromede's  embrace. 
Where,  by  the  nuptial  bank  that  paints  his  fide. 
The  fwift  Eridanus  delights  to  glide.  [claim 

Thee  too,  thy  form,  thy  ftrength,  and  port,  pro- 
A  fcepter'd  king  :  a  fon  of  martial  fame  ; 
"Then  trace  thy  line,  and  aid  my  gueffing  eyes. 
Thus  ceas'd  the  frog,  and  thus  the  moufe  replies. 

Known  to  the  gods,  the  men,  the  birds  that  fly 
Through  wild  expanfes  of  the  midway  fky. 
My  name  refounds  ;  and  if  unknown  to  thee, 
The  foul  of  great  Pfycarpax  lives  in  me. 
Of  brave  Trdxartas'  line,  whofe  fieeky  down 
In  love  comprefs'd  Lychomile  the  brown. 
My  mother  fhe,  and  princefsof  the  plains 
Where'er  her  father  Pternotradlas  reigns. 
IJorn  where  a  cabbin  lifts  its  airy  filed. 
With  figs,  with  nuts,  with  vary'd  dainties  fed. 
But,  fince  our  natures  nought  in  common  know, 
From  what  foundation  can  a  friendlhip  grow  ? 
Thefc  curling  waters  o'er  thy  palace  roll ; 
But  man's  high  food  fupports  my  princely  foul : 
In  vain  tiie  circled  loaves  attempt  to  lie 
Conceal'd  in  flalkcts  from  my  curious  eye. 


In  vain  the  tripe  that  boafts  the  whitefl:  hue. 
In  vain  the  gilded  bacon  fhuns  my  view. 
In  vain  the  cheeles,  oiTpring  of  the  pail. 
Or  honcy'd cakes,  which  gods  themfelves  regale; 
And  as  in  arts  I  ftiine,  in  arms  1  fight, 
Mix'd  with  the  bravefl,  and  unknown  to  flight. 
Though  large  to  mine,  the  human  form  appear, 
.Not  man  himfelf  can  fmite  my  foul  with  fear. 
Sly  to  the  bed  with  filent  fteps  I  go. 
Attempt  his  fiiger,  or  attack  his  toe. 
And  fix  indented  wounds  with  dextrous  Ikill, 
Sleeping  he  feels,  and  only  feems  to  feel. 
Yet  have  we  foes  which  direful  dangers  caufe. 
Grim  owls  with  talons  arnrd,and  cats  with  claws. 
And  thar  falfe  trap,  t.he  den  of  filent  fate. 
Where  death  his  ambufti  plants  around  the  bait  : 
All  dreaded  thele,  and  dreadful  o'er  the  refl 
1  he  potent  warri'  rs  of  the  tabby  veft, 
If  til  the  dark  we  fly,  the  dark  they  trace. 
And  rend  our  herees  of  the  nibbling  race. 
But  me,  nor  flalks  nor  watenfli  herbs  delight. 
Nor  can  the  crimf  jn  radilh  charm  my  fight, 
I'he  lake-rtfounding  frogs  felt  (fled  fare. 
Which  not  a  ni'  ule  of  any  tafte  can  bear. 

As  thus  the  downy  prince  his  mind  expvefl:. 
His  anfwer  thus  the  croaking  king  addreil : 

Thy  words  luxuriant  <<n  thy  dainties  rove. 
And,  if  ranger,  we  can  buall  of  bounteous  Jove  : 
We  fport  in  water,  or  we  dance  on  land, 
And,  born  amphibious,  food  from  both  command. 
But  truil  thylclf  where  wonders  afls:  thy  view, 
And  fafely  tempt  thoiie  feas,  I'll  bear  thee  through: 
Afcend  my  fhoulders,  firmly  keep  thy  feat, 
And  reach  my  niarfliy  cuurt,  and  feaft  in  flate. 
fie  faid,  and  bent  his  b.ick ;  with  nimble  bound 
Leaps  the  light  moufe,  and  clafps  his  arms  around, 
Then  wondering  floats,  and  fees  with  glad  furvey 
I  he  winding  banks  refcmbling  ports  at  fea. 
But  when  aloft  the  curling  water  rides. 
And  wets  with  azure  wave  iiis  downy  fides. 
His  thoughts  grow  confcious  of  approaching  woe. 
His  idle  tears  with  vain  repentance  flow. 
His  lucks  he  rends,  his  trembling  feet  he  rears. 
Thick  beats  his  heart  wi.h  unaccuftom'd  fears; 
He  fighs,  and,  chill'd  with  danger,  longs  for  Ihore: 
His  tail  extended,  forms  a  fruitlefs  oar. 
Half  drench'd  in  liquid  death  his  prayers  he  fpake. 
And  thus  bemoan'd  him  from  the  dreadful  lake  : 

So  pafb'd  Europa  through  the  rapid  fea, 
Trembling  and  fainting  all  the  venturous  way; 
With  oary  feet  the  bull  triumphant  rode. 
And  fafe  in  Crete  depos'd  his  lovely  load. 
Ah,  fafe  at  laft,  may  thus  the  frog  fupport 
My  trembling  limbs  to  reach  his  ample  court ! 
As  thus  he  furrows,  death  ambiguous  grows, 
Lo  I  from  the  deep  a  water-hydra  rofe ; 
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I^c  rolls  his  fangTiin'd  eye?,  his  bofom  heaves, 
And  darts  with  aiflive  rage  along  the  waves. 
Confus'd  the  monarch  fees  his  hiiTing:  Hx. 
And  dives,  to  fliun  the  fable  fates  below. 
Forgetful  frog  !  the  friend  thy  {boulders  hore, 
Unlkill'd  in  fwimming,  floats  remote  from  P'.ore. 
He  grafps  v.'ith  friiitkf--  hands  to  find  relief, 
Supinely  falls,  and  grinds  his  teeth  with  grief; 
Plimging  he  finks,  and  Aruggiing  mounts  again, 
And  fmbs,  and  llrives,  but  flrivcs  with  fate  in 

vain. 
The  weighty  moifture  clogs  his  hairy  reft. 
And  thus  the  prince  his  dying  rage  exprefl : 

Nor  thou,  that  fling'ft  me  fiound'ring  from  thy 
back. 
As  from  hard  rocks  rebounds  the  fliattering  wrack, 
Nor  thou  fhalt  'fcape  thy  due,  perfidious  king ; 
Purfued  by  vengeance  m  the  fwifteft  wing  ! 
At  land  thy  flrength  could  never  equal  mine, 
At  fea  to  conquer,  and  by  craft,  was  thine. 
But  heaven  has  gods,  and  gods  have  fearching  eyes: 
Ye  mice,  ye  mice,  my  great  avengers  rife '. 

Thisfaid,  he  fighing  gafp'd,  and  gafping  dy'd, 
His  death  the  young  Lychopynax  efpy'd, 
As  on  the  flowery  brink  he  pafs'dthe  day, 
Ealk'd  in  the  beams,  and  loiter'd  life  away. 
Loud  fhrieks  the  moufe,  his  Ihrieks  the  lliores 

repeat ; 
The  nibbling  nation  learn  their  heroe's  fate  : 
Grief,  difmal  grief  enfues  ;  deep  murmurs  found, 
And  fbriller  fury  fills  the  deafsn'd  ground. 
From  lodge  to  lodge,  the  facred  heralds  run, 
To  fix  thtir  council  with  the  rifing  fun  ; 
Where  great  Troxartas  crown'd  in  glory  reigns, 
And    winds   his  lengthening   court   beneath  the 
Pfycarpax'  father,  father  now  no  more  I      [plaii.s. 
For  poor  Pfycarpax  lie's  remote  from  fhore  ; 
Supine  he  lies  !   ihe  filent  waters  fiand, 
And  no  kind  billow  wafts  the  dead  to  land! 
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When  rofy-finger'd  morn  had  ting'd  the  clouds. 
Around  their  monarch-moufe  the  nation  crowds. 
Slow  rofe  the  fovercign,  heav'd  his  anxious  breaft, 
And  thus  the  council,  fill'd  with  rage,  addrell : 

For  loft  Pfycarj'ax  mudi  my  foul  endures, 
'Tis  mine  the  private  grief,  the  public  yours. 
Three  warlike  fens  adorn'd  my  nuptial  bed, 
Three  fons,  alas,  before  their  father  dead  ! 
Our  eldeft  periih'd  by  the  ravening  cat, 
As  near  my  cr  urr  the  prince  unhecdful  fat. 
Our  next,  an  engine  fraught  with  danger  drew. 
The  portal  gap'd,  the  bait  was  hung  in  view, 
Dire  arts  affift  the  trap,  the  fates  decoy. 
And  men  unpitying  kill'd  my  gallant  boy  ! 
The  laft,  his  ccur.try's  hope,  his  parent's  pride, 
Plung'd  in  the  lake  by  PhyCgnathus  dy'd ; 
Rcufe  all  to  war,  my  friends !  avenge  the  deed  ; 
And  bleed  that  monarch,  and  his  nation  bleed. 

His  words  in  every  breaft:  infpir'd  alarms, 
And  careful  Alars  fupply'd  their  hoft  with  arms. 
In  verdant  hulls  defpoil'd  of  all  their  beans, 
The  bufkin'd  warriors  flalk'd  ali-rg  the  plains : 


Quills  aptly  bound  their  bracing  corfelet  m.ide, 
l-ac'd  with  the  plftnder  of  a  cat  they  flay'd  : 
The  lamp's  round  bofs  affords  them  ample  fliield  ; 
Large  (hells  of  nuts  their  covering  helmet  yield  ; 
And  o'er  the  regijB,  with  refledled  rays. 
Tall  groves  of  needles  for  their  lances  blaze, 
Dreadful  in  arms  the  marchipg  mice  appear ; 
The  wondering  frogs  perceive  the  tumult  near, 
Forfake  the  waters,  thickening,  form  a  ling, 
And  afk,  and  hearken,  whence  the  noifes  fpring. 
When  near  the  crowds,  difdos'd  to  public  view. 
The  valiant  chief  Embafichytros  drew  : 
The  facred  herald's  fccptre  grac'd  his  hand. 
And  thus  his  word  exprefs'd  his  kings  command : 

Ye  frogs !  the  mice,  with  vengeance  fit'd,  ad- 
vance. 
And  deck'd  in  armour  (hake  the  (hining  lance  : 
Their  hapkfs  prince  by  Phyfignathus  llain, 
Extends  incumbent  on  the  watery  plain. 
Then  arm  your  hoft,  the  doubtful  battle  try  : 
Lead  forih  thofe  frogs  that  have  the  foul  to  die. 

Ihe    chief    retires,    the    crowd   the   challenge 
hear, 
And  proudly  fwelHng,  yet  perpltx'd  appear^: 
Much  thcyrefent,  yet  much  their  monarch  blame. 
Who,  rifing,  fjioke  to  clear  Iiis  tainted  fame  : 

O  friends  :   1  never  forc'd  the  moufe  to  death, 
Nor  faw  the  gafpingof  his  lateft  breath. 
He,  vain  of  youth,  our  art  of  fwimming  try'd. 
And,  ventrous,  in  the  lake  the  wanton  dy'd. 
To  vengeance  now  by  falfe  appearance  led, 
They  point  their  anger  at  my  guiltlefs  head, 
But  wage  the  rifing  war  by  deep  device, 
And  turn  its  fury  on  the  crafty  mice. 
Your  king  direifls  the  way  ;  my  thoughts,  elate 
With  hopes  of  conqueft  form  defigns  of  fate. 
Where  high  the  banks  their  verdant  furface  heave. 
And  the  fieep  fides  confine  the  fleeping  wave, 
There,  near  the  margin,  c!ad  in  armour  bright, 
Suilain  the  firfl  impetuous  fho<.ks  of  fight : 
Then,  where  the  dancing  feather  joins  the  creft, 
Jvct  each  brave  frog  his  obvious  moufe  arreft ; 
Each,  ftrongly  grafting,  headlong  plunge  a  foe, 
Till  countltfs  circles  whirl  the  kke  below  ; 
Down  fink  the  mice  in  yielding  waters  drown'd ; 
Loud  fialh  the  waters;  and  the  fhores  refour.d  : 
The  frogs  triumphant  tread  the  conquer'd  plain, 
Andraife  their  glorious  trophies  of  the  flain. 

He  fpake  no  more,  his  prudent  fcheme  imparts 
Redoubling  ardour  to  the  boldeft  hearts. 
Green  was  the  fuit  his  arming  heroes  chofe; 
Around  their  legs  the  greaves  of  mallows  clofe  ; 
Green  were  the  beets  about  their  fhoulders  laid. 
And  green  the  colewort,  which  the  target  made. 
Form'd  of  the  vary'd  fliells  the  waters  yield. 
Their  glofly  helmets  glifien'd  o'er  the  field  : 
And  tapering  fca-reeds  for  the  poJifh'd  fj.car. 
With  upright  order  pierc'd  the  ambient  air.  • 
Ihus  drci^'d  for  war,   they  take  th'  appointed 

height, 
Poife  the  long  arms,  and  urge  the  promis'd  fight. 

But  now,  where  Jove's  irradiate  fpires  arife, 
With  ftars  furrounaed  in  jetherial  Ikies, 
(A  folemn  council  call'd)  the  brazen  gates 
Unbar;  the  gods  afiiime  their  golden  Icats : 
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The  fire  fuperlor  leans,  and  points  to  fhow 
What  wondrous  combats  mortals  wage  below  : 
How    (Iroug,    how  large,    the  numerous  heroes 
flridc,  [pride  ! 

What  length   of  lance  they   ihake  with  warlike 
What  eager  fire,  their  rapid  march  reveal' ! 
So  the  fierce  Centaurs  ravag'd  o'er  the  dales; 
And  fo  confirra'd,  the  daring  Titans  rofe, 
Heap'd  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  gods  be  foes. 

Thi^  feen,  the  power  his  facred  vifage  rears ; 
He  calls  a  pitying  fmile  on  worldly  cares. 
And  aflcs  what  heavenly  guardians  take  the  lift, 
Or  who  the  mice,  or  who  the  frogs  affift  ? 

Then  thus  to  Pallas  :     If  my  daughter's  mind 
Have  join'd  the  mice,  why  ftays  fne  ftill  behind ; 
Drawn  forth  by   favory   fteams  they  wind  their 
And  fure  attendance  round  thine  altar  pay,    [way, 
Where  while  the  vidims  gratify  their  talle. 
They  fport  to  pleafe  the  goddefs  of  the  feaft. 

Thus  fpake  the  Ruler  of  the  fpacious  ikies. 
But  thus,  refolv'd,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  replies  : 
In  vain,  my  father  !  all  their  dangers  plead, 
To  fuch  thy  Pallas  never  grants  her  aid. 
My  flowery  wreaths  they  petulantly  fpoi!, 
And  rob  my  cryftal  lamps  of  feeding  oil. 
(Ills  following  ills  1)  but  what  afilidts  me  more, 
My  veil  that  idle  race  profanely  tore. 
The  web  was  curious,  wrought  with  art  divine; 
Relentlefs  wretches !  all  the  work  was  mine  ! 
Along  the  loom  the  purple  warp  I  fpiead, 
Caft  the  light  fhoot,  and  croft  the  filver  thread ; 
Jn  tTiis  their  teeth  a  thoiifand  breaches  tear, 
The  thoufand  breaches  Ikilful  hands  repair, 
for  which,  vile  earthly  dunns  thy  daughter  grieve 
(The  gods,  that  ufe  no  coin,  have  none  to  give; 
And  learning's  goddefs  never  lefs  can  owe, 
Negleded  learning  gains  no  wealth  below). 
Nor  let  the  frogs  to  win  my  fuccour  fue, 
Thofe  clamorous  fools  have  loft  my  favour  too: 
For  late,  when  all  the  confliift  ceas'd  at  night. 
When    my    flretch'd  finews  work'd  with  eager 

fight, 
When  fpent  with  glorious  toil,  I  left  the  field, 
And  funk  for  fluniber  on  my  Iwelling  fliield; 
Lo  from  the  deep,  repelling  fvveet  repofe. 
With  noify  croakiDgs  half  the  nation  rofe  : 
Devoid  of  reft,  with  aching  brows  I  lay. 
Till  cocks  proclaim'd  the  crirolon  dawn  of  day. 
Let  all,  like  me,  from  either  hoft  forbear, 
Nor  tempt  the  flying  furies  of  the  fpear ; 
Let  heavenly  blood  (or  what  for  blood  may  flow) 
Adorn  the  conqueft  of  a  meaner  foe. 
Some  daring  moufe  may  meet  the  wondrous  oddf, 
Though  gods  oppofc,  and  brave  the  wounded  gods. 
O'er  gilded  clouds  reclin'd,  the  danger  view, 
And  be  the  wars  of  mortals  ftenes  for  you. 

So  mov'd  the  blue-ey'd  queen  ;   her  words  per- 
Great  jove  affe'nted,  and  the  reft  obey'd.    [fuade. 
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Now  front  to  front  the  marching  armies  fliinoj 
Halt  ere  they  meet,   and  fcrni  the  lengthening 
line  : 


The  chiefs,  confpicuous  feen  a,nd  heard  aUr, 

Give  the  loud  fignal  to  the  rufliing  war ; 

Their    dreadful   trumpets    dcep-mouth'd  horn^tj 

found ; 
The  founding  charge  remurmurs  o'er  the  ground; 
Ev'n  Jove  proclaims  a  field  of  horror  nigh,        ' 
And  rolls  low  thunder  through  the  troubled  Ikyi  t 
Firft  to  the  fight  large  Hypfiboas  flew,         .   ' , 
And  brave  Lychenor  with  a  javelin  ftew.  \"  ' 

The  lucklefs  warrior,  fiU'd  with  generous  daiiic,  , 
S5,ood  foremoft  glittering  in  the  poft  of  fairie  ; 
When,  in  his  liver  ftruck,  tlie  javelin  hung. 
The  moufe  fell  thundering,  and  the  target  rung  ; 
Prone  to  the  ground,  he  fink?,  his  clofing  eye, 
And  foil'd  in  duft  his  lovely  trelTes  lie. 

A  fpear  at  Pelion  Troglodytes  caft  •    - 
The  miffive  fpear  within  the  bofom  paft  :' 
Death's  fable  fhades  the  fainting  frog  furround. 
And  life's  red  tide  runs  ebbing  from  ;the  wound. 
Embafichytros  felt  ScutljEus' dart       '    ■'. 
Transfix,  and  quiver  in  his  panting  neart'; 
But  great  Artophagus  aveng'd  the  flain, 
And  big  Scutlteus  tumbling  loads  the  plain ; 
And  Polyphonus  dies,  a  frog  renown'd 
For  boaftful  fpeech  and  turbuknce  of  found; 
Deep  through  the  belly  pierc'd,  fupine  he  lay. 
And  breath'd  his  foul  againft  the  face  of  day. 

The  ftrong  Lymnochaiis,  who  view'd  with  ire 
A  vicSor  triumph,  and  a  friend  expire  ; 
With  heaving  arms  a  rocky  fragment  caught, 
And  fiercely  flung  where  Troglodytes  fought 
(A  warrior  vers'd  in  arts,  of  fure  retreat ; 
But  arts  in  vain  elude  impending  fate) ; 
Full  on  his  finev/y  neck  the  fragment  fell. 
And  o'er  his  eye-lids  clouds  eternal  dwell. 
Lychenor  (fecond  of  the  glorious  name) 
Striding  advanc'd,  and  took  no  wandering  aim; 
Through  all  the  frogs  the  fiiining  javelin  flies, 
And  near  the  vanquifli'd  moufe  the  vidor  dies. 
The  dreadful  ftioke  Crambophagus  affrights. 
Long  bred  to  banquets,  lefs  inur'd  to  fights, 
Hecdlefs  he  runs,  and  flumbles  o'er  the  fteep, 
And  wildly  floundering  flafhes  up  the  deep  ; 
Lychenor,  following  with  a  downward  blow, 
Reach'd  in  the  lake  his  unreeover'd  fiie; 
Gafping  he  rolls,  a  purple  ftteam  of  bloud 
Diftains  the  furface  of  the  filvcr  flood  ; 
Through    the    wiSe   wound  the  ruftiing  entrails 

throng, 
And  flow  the  breathlefs  carcafe  floats  along. ' 

I,yninifius  good  Tyroglyphus  afiails. 
Prince  of  the  mice  that  haunt  the  flowery  vales, 
Loft  to  the  milky  fares  and  rural  feat, 
He  came  to  perifli  on  the  bank  of  fate. 

The  dread  Pternoglyphus  demands  the  fight, 
Which  tender  Calaminthius  (buns  by  flight. 
Drops  the  green  target,  fpringing  quits  the  foe. 
Glides  through  the  lake,  and  fafely  dives  below. 
But  dire  Pternophagus  divides  his  way 
Through  breaking  ranks,  and  leads  the  dreadful 

day. 
No  nibbling  prince  excell'd  in  fierccnefs  more, 
His  pareftts  fed  him  on  the  favage  boar  ; 
But  where  his  lance  the  field  with  blood  iinbrucd. 
Swift  as  he  mov'd  Hydrocharis  purfued; 
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Till  hiicn  in  'de'itri  jie  lies,  a  Ihattering  flone 

Sounds  <iu  the'  jfeck,  and  cruflies  all  the  bone  : 

His' blood  pollu'cs  the  verdure  of  the  plain, 

And  from  his  noftri!^  burlls  the  guihmg  brain. 

'    Lycopsnas  with  Boiborocates  fights, 

A  blanielefs  frog,  \vhom  humbler  life  delights; 

The  fata!  javelin  unrelentin-  flies. 

And  dar£uefs  feals  the  gentle  croaker's  eyes. 

Incens'd  Fraffophagus,  with  Iprightly  bound. 
Bears  CniffodioiScs  off  the  nfing  ground. 
Then  drags  him  o'er  the  lake  depriv'd  of  breath. 
And,  dovi'nw  ard  plurigiag,  finks  his  foul  to  death. 
But  now  the  great  Pfycarpax  (hinesafar 
(Scarce  he  To  great  wh.fe  lofs  provok'd  the  war); 
Swift  to  revenge  his  fata'  javelin  fled, 
And  thn^ugh  the  liver  ftruck  Pelulius  dead ; 
His  freckled  corpfe  before  tl.e  viCior  fell, 
Hi-,  foul  iJidi^^am  fou>jht  the  (hades  of  hell. 

■  This  faw  Vilobates,  and  from  the  fiond 
Heav'd  with  hoth  hands  a  monftrous  mafs  of  mud ; 
The  cloud  obl'cene  o'er  all  tiie  htro  flies, 
Dilhonours  his  brown  f  jct,  and  blots  his  eyes. 
Eiiiag'd,  ar.d  wildly  lputterii:g,  fr<m  the  fhore 
A  flpne,  imme.fe  of  fize,  the  warrior  bore, 
A  load  for  laboun,"g  earth,  whofc  bulk  to  raife 
Aflcs  ten  degenerate  mice  of  UKdcrn  days. 
Full  on  the  leg  arrives  the  crufhing  wound  : 
Thi-  frog,  fupportlefs,  writhes  upon  the  ground. 

1  bus  flulh'd,    the  vidtcr  wars  with  matchlefs 
Till  loud  Craugafides  arrtfis  hiscourfe.         [force, 
Hoarfe  croaking  threats  precede  !   with  fatal  fpeed 
Deep  throi-gh  the  belly  ran  the  pointed  reed, 
Then,    llrongly   tugg'd,    return'd   imbrued  with 

gore, 
And  on  the  pile  his  reeking  entrails  bore. 

The  lame  Sitopi.agus,  oppreiVd  with  pain. 
Creeps  from  the  dcfpciare  dangers  of  the  plaiu  ; 
And  where  the  ditches  riling  weeds  fupply 
To  Ipread  their  lowly  fliades  beneath  the  iky, 
There  lurks  the  filent  moufc  reliev'd  from  heat, 
And,  lafc  embower'd,  avcids  the  chance  of  fate. 

But  here  Troxartus,  Phylignarhus  there, 
■V\'liiri  the  dire  furies  of  the  pointed  fpear  ; 
But  where  the  fo>.t  around  its  ankle  plies, 
Troxartas  wounds,  and  Phyfignathus  flies. 
Halts  to  the  pool,  a  fafe  retreat  tt  find, 
And  trails  a  dangling  length  of  leg  behind. 
The  moufe  ftiil  urges,  flili  the  frog  retiies. 
And  ha:f  in  anguifli  of  the  flight  expires. 

Then  pious  ardour  young  PrcfTiEUs  brings, 
Betwixt  the  fortunes  of  contending  kings  : 
Lank  harmlels  frog     with  forces  hardly  grown. 
He  darts  the  reed  in  combat  not  his  uwn. 
Which,  faintly  tinkling  on  Troxartas'  ftiield, 
Hangs  at  the  point,  and  drops  upon  the  field. 

Now  nobly  towering  o'er  the  rell  appears 
A  gallant  prince,  that  far  f.anfcends  his-  years, 
Piide  of  his  fire,  and  g.ory  of  his  liouk. 
And  more  a  Mars  in  comba:  than  a  nuiufe  : 
^is  adlion  bold,  rohult  his  an'ple  frame, 
And  Maridarpax  his  rcfounding  name. 
The  warrior,  fingled  from  the  fighting  crowd, 
Ecafts  the  dire  honoi;rs  of  his  arms  aloud  ; 
Then  ftrutiing  near  the  lake,  with  looks  elate, 
To  all  its  iiauoEs  threats  approaching  fate  : 


OF    PARNELL. 

And  fuch  his  ft;eiigth,  the  Clver  lakes  around 
Might  roll  their  waters  o'er  unpc  pled  ground. 
But  powerful  Jove,  who  fliews  no  lefs  his  grace 
To  frogs  that  ptrifh,  than  to  human  race, 
Felt  loft  compaffiin  nfing  in  his  foul, 
And  fliook  his  lacred  head,  that  fhook  the  pole. 
Then  thus  to  all  the  gazing  powers  began 
The  fire  of  g<-ds,  and  frogs,  and  mice,  and  man  : 

What  Jeds  of  blood  i  view!    what  worlds  of 
Cain ! 
An  Iliad  rifing  frohi  a  day's  campaign  ; 
How  fierce  his  javelin  o'er  the  trembling  lake^ 
The  black-furr'd  hero  Mciidarpax  (hakes  '.  ' 

UnlelV  fomc  favouring  deity  defcend. 
Soon  will  the  frogs  IcoLiacious  empire  end. 
Let  dreadtnl  Pailas  wing'd  with  pity  fly. 
And  make  hei  segis  blaze  before  his  eye; 
While  Mars  refulgent  on  his  rattling  car, 
Arrefts  his  raging  rival  of  the  war. 

He  ceas'd,  reclining  with  attentive  head. 
When  thus  the  glorious  god  of  combats  faid: 
N  r  Pallas,  Jove  1  though  Pailas  take  the  field, 
With  ail  the  terrors  of  her  hifling  Ihield; 
Nor  Mars  hinifelt,  though  Mars  in  armour  bright 
A.ii.eud  his  car,  and  wheel  amidll  the  fight ; 
Not  thefe  can  drive  the  defperate  moufe  afar. 
Or  change  the  fortunes  of  the  bleeding  war. 
Let  all  go  forth,  all  heaven  in  arms  arife, 
Or  launch  thy  own  red  thunder  from  the  flcies, 
Such  ardent  bolts  as  flew  that  wondrous  day, 
When  heaps  of  Titans  mix'd  with  mountains  lay; 
When  all  the  giant  rate  enormous  fell, 
And  huge  Enceladus  was  hurl'd  to  hell. 

'Twas  thus  th'  armipotent  advis*^d  the  gods, 
When  from  his  throne  the  cloud-compeller  nods, 
Detp-Iengtheniiig  thunders  run  from  pole  to  pole, 
Oiynjpus  trembles  as  the  thunders  roll. 
Then  Iwift  he  whirls  the  brandifh'd  bolt  around. 
And  headlong  dans  it  at  the  diftant  grotmd  ; 
The  bolt  dilcharg'd  invirap'd  with  lightning  flies. 
And  rends  its  flaming  jafl^age  through  the  Ikies: 
Then  earth's  inhabitants,  the  nibbiers,  (hake. 
And  frogs,  the  dwelkrs  in  the  waters,  quikc. 
Yet  flil.  the  mice  advance  their  dread  defign. 
And  the  lad  dangei  threats  the  croaking  line; 
lill  Jovc,  tha'  inly  mourn'd  the  lofs  vhey  bore. 
With  ilrange  afliflants  fiU'd  the  frighted  fliore. 

Pour'd  from  the  neighbouring  flrand,  deform'd 
to  view, 
They  march,  a  fudden  unexpeded  crew  ! 
btrong  fuits  '^i  armour  round  their  bodies  dofe. 
Which,  jikt  thick  anvils,  blunt  the  force  of  blows; 
In  wheeling  ma. ches  torn  oblique  they  go; 
Witn  harpy  daws  their  hmbs  divide  below ; 
Fell  (hcers  the  palTage  to  their  mouth  conimalid; 
From,  out  the  fidh  their  bones  by  nature  fland ; 
Broad  fpread  their  backs,  their  Ihining  (houlders 

rife; 
Unnumbcr'o  joints  diftort  their  lengthen'd  thighs; 
With  neivcus  cords  their  hands  arc  firmly  brac'd  ; 
Their  lound  black  eye-balls  in  their  bo(om  plac'd; 
On  eight  long  feet  the  wondrous  warriors  tread  ; 
And  either  end  alike  fuppiies  a  head. 
Thcfc,  mortal  wiis  to  call  the  crabs  agree; 
The  ecds  have  other  names  for  things  than  we. 


POEMS. 
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Now  where  the  jointures  from  their  loins  de- 
pend, 

The  heroes  tail  with  fevering  prafps  they  rend. 

Here,  fliort  of  feet,  depriv'd  the  power  to  fly, 

There,  without  hands,  upon  the  field  they  lie. 

Wrench'd  from  their  holds,  and  fcatter'd  all  a- 
round, 

The  bended  lances  heap  the  cumber'J  ground. 


Helplefs  amazement,  fear  purfulnp;  fear, 
And  mad  cmlufion,  through  their  h-ift  appear? 
O'er  the  wild  waile  with  headlonjj  flight  they  go, 
Or  creep  conceal'd  in  vaulted  holes  helow. 
But  d>)wn  Olympus  to  the  weftern  feas 
Far-fliooting  Phrehus  drove  with  fainter  ray«; 
And  a  whole  war  (fo  Jove  ordain'd)  begun. 
Was  fought,  and  ceas'd,  in  one  revolving  fun. 


TO     MR.     POPE. 


To  pralfe,  yet  flill  with  due  refpecl  to  praife, 
A  hard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays. 
The  learn'd  to  fhew,  the  fenfible  commend, 
Yet  ftill  preferve  the  province  of  the  friend. 
What  life,  what  vigour,  muft  the  lines  require  ? 
What  mufic  tune  them  ?  what  afFecftion  fire  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bofom  fhine  '. 
Thiiu  ftiould'ft  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  thine, 
The  brigheft  ancients  might  at  once  agree 
To  fing  within  my  lays,  and  fing  of  thee. 
Horace  himfelf  would  own  thou  doft  excel 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well- 
Ovid  himfelf  might  wifh  to  fing  the  dame 
Whom  Windfor  Firefl;  fees  a  gliding  ftream, 
On  filver  feet,  with  annual  ofier  crown'd, 
She  runs  for  ever  through  poetic  ground. 

How  flame  the  gl  ries  of  Belinda's  hair, 
Made  by  thy  mufe  the  envy  of  the  fair  ! 
Lefs  fhone  the  trefTes  ^Egypt's  princefs  wore, 
Which  fweet  Callimachus  fo  fung  before. 
Here  courtly  trefl"es  fet  the  world  at  odds. 
Belles  war  with  beaux,  and  whims  defccnd  for 

gods. 
The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule. 
Mock  the  grave  frenzy  of  the  chemic  f-  ol. 
But  know,  ye  fair,  a  point  conceal'd  with  art, 
The  fylphs  and  gnomes  are  but  a  woman's  heart  : 
The  graces  fland  in  fight ;  a  fatyr  trdin 
Peep  o'er  their  heads,  and  laugh  behind  the  fccne. 

In  Fame's  fair  temple,  o'er  rhe  bohleft  wits 
Inlhrjn'd  on  high  the  facred  Vi.'-gil  fits, 
And  fits  in  meafures,  fuch  as  Virgil's  mufe 
To  place  thee  near  him  might  be  fnnd  to  choofe. 
How  might  he  tune  th'  alternate  reed  with  chec, 
Pe'haps  a  Strephon  thou,  a  Daphnis  he, 
While  fome  old  Damon,  o'et  the  vulgar  wife. 
Thinks  he  deferves,  and  thou  deferv'ft,  the  prize. 
Rapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  feeks  the  plains, 
And  turns  me  ftiepherd  while  I  hear  the  ftrains. 
Indulgent  nurfc  of  every  tender  gale. 
Parent  of  flowerets,  oJd   -Vrcadia,  hail  I 
Here  in  the  cool  my  liinbi  at  eafe  1  fpread. 
Here  let  thy  poplars  whiiper  o'er  my  head, 


Still  Aide  thy  waters  foft  among  the  trees, 
Thy  afplns  quiver  in  a  breathing  breeze. 
Smile  all  thy  vallies  in  eternal  fp-ing. 
Be  hufii'd,  ye  winds !  while  Pope  and  Virgil  fing. 

In  Englifh  lays,  and  all  fublimely  grea', 
Thy  Homer  warms  with  all  his  ancient  hear, 
He  fhines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fight, 
And  flames  with  every  fenfe  of  great  delight. 
Long  has  that  port  rrign'd.  and  long  unknown. 
Like  monarchs  (parklingoii  a  diftant  throne; 
In  all  the  inajefty  of  Greece  retir'd, 
Himfelf  unknown,  his  mighty  name  admir'd. 
His  language  failing,    wrapp'd  him  round  witt 

night, 
Thine,  rais'd  by  thee,  recalls  the  work  to  light. 
So  wealthy  mines,  that  ages  long  before 
Fed  the  large  realms  around  with  golden  ore. 
When  choak'd  by  finking  banks,  no  more  appeaf^ 
And  fliepherds  only  fay.    The  mines  were  here  '. 
Should  fome  rich  youth  (if  nature  warm  his  heart, 
And  all  his  prcjedls  {land  inform'd  with  art) 
Here  clear  the  caves,  there  ope  the  leading  vein ; 
The  n)ines  detedled  flame  with  gold  again. 

How  vaft,  how  copious,  are  thy  new  defigns! 
How  every  mufic  varies  in  thy  lines  '. 
Still  as  I  read,  I  feel  my  bofom  beat, 
And  rife  in  ra|  tu''e.s  by  another's  heat. 
Thus  in  the  wood,  when  fjmmer  drefs'd  the  days. 
When  Windfor  lent  us  tuneful  hours  of  eafe. 
Our  ears  the  lark,  the  th  u(h,  the  'urtle  bleft ; 
And  Philomela  Iweeteft  o'er  the  refl : 
The  fliades  refound  with  long — O  fofdy  tread  I 
While  a  whole  feafon  warbles  round  my  head. 

This  to  my  friend — and  when  a  friend  infpires. 
My  filent  harp  its  matter's  hand  requires, 
Shakes  off  the  v'uft,  and  makes  theft  rocks  refound, 
r"(  r  iortiine  plac'd  me  in  unfertile  ground. 
Far  froni  the  joys  that  with  my  foul  agree, 
From  wit,  from  learning, — far,  oh  far  from  theel 
Here  mofs-grown  trees  expand  the  fmaliefl  leaf, 
Here  half  an  acre's  c  rn  U  half  a  ftieaf, 
Here  hills  'vitii  naked  heads  the  teinpcfc  meet, 
Rocks  at  their  lid  v.',  and  torrents  at  their  feet,    ' 
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Or  lazy  lakes,  uhconfcioiis  of  a  flood, 
Whofedull  brown  N^iiads  ever  flcep  in  mud. 

Yet  here  content  can  dwell,  and  learned  eafe, 
A  friend  delight  me,  and  an  author  pleafe ; 
Ev'n  hers  i  iing,  while  Pope  fiipplies  the  theme. 
Shew  my  own  love,  though  not  increafe  his  fame. 


A    TRANSLATION 

OF    PART    OF    THE    FIRST    CANTO    OF    THE 

RAPE    OF    THE    LOCK, 

INTO    LEONINE    VERSE, 
After  the  Manner  of  the  anc'rcrit   Monls. 

Er  nunc  dile(£lum  fpeculum,  pro  more  reteiSum, 
Emicat  in  mcnsa,  qure  fplendet  pyxide  densa  : 
Tuci  primum  lynipha,  fe  piirgat  Candida  nynipha; 
Janique  fine  menda,  cceleftis  imago  videnda, 
Nuda  caput,  bellos  retinet,  regit,  implet,  ocellos, 
H5c  Itupet  explorans,  feu  cultus  numen  adorans. 
Inferior  claram  Pythonifl'a  apparet  ad  aram, 
f  ertque  tibi  caute,  dicatque  fuperhia  1   laute, 
Dona  venufta ;  oris,  qux  cuntftis,  plena  laboris, 
Excerpta  explorat,  dominamqiie  deamque  decorat. 
Pyxide  devotn,  fe  pandit  hie  India  tota, 
Et  tota  ex  ilia  tranfpirat  Arabia  cifta  : 
Teftudo  hie  fledtit,  dum  fe  mea  l.efbia  pedlit ; 
Atque  elephas  lente,  te  peClit  JLefbia  dente ; 
Ilunc  maculis  noris,  nivei  jacet  ille  coloris. 
Hie  jacet  et  munde,  mundus  muliebris  abunde  ; 
Spinula  refplendens  seris  longo  ordine  pendens, 
Pulvis  fuavis  odore,  et  eplftola  fuavis  amore. 
in  luit  arma  ergo.  Veneris  pulcherrinia  virgo  ; 
Pulchrior  in  prajfens  tempus  de  tempore  crefcens ; 
Jam  reparat  rifus,  jam  furgit  gratia  visus. 
Jam  promit  cultu,  mirac'la  latentia  vultu. 
rigmina  jam  mifcet,  quo  plus  fua  purpura  glifcet, 
Et  geminans  beliis  fplendet  mage  fulgor  ocellis. 
Stant  Lemures  muti.  Nymphs  intentique  faluti, 
Hic  figit  zonam,  capiti,  locat  ille  coronam, 
1I:ec  manicii  formam,  plicis  dat  et  altera  normam; 
Et  tibi  vel  Betty,  tibi  vei  nitidiflima  Letty ! 
Clorra  faclorum  temere  conceditur  horum. 


HEALTH.     AN  ECLOGUE. 

Now  early  facpherds  o'er  the  meadow  pafs, 
And  print  long  footfceps  in  the  glittering  grafs ; 
The  cows  negledful  of  their  pafture  Hand, 
By  turns  obfequious  to  the  milker's  hand. 

When  Damon  foftly  trod  the  fliaven  lawn, 
Damon  a  youth  from  city  cares  withdrawn, 
l^ong  was  the  plfeafing  walk  he  vvander'd  through, 
A  cover'd  arbour  clos'd  the  diftant  view; 
There  refts  the  youth,  and,  while  the  feather'd 

throng 
Raife  their  wild  mufic,  thus  contrives  a  fong. 

Here,  wafted  o'er  by  mild  Etefian  air. 
Thou  country  goddefs,  beauteous  Health  !  repair; 
Here  let  m.y  breafl  through  quivering  trees  inhale  . 
Thy  rofy  bkfiings  with  the  morning  gale. 


What  are  the  fields,  or  flowers,  or  all  \  fee? 
Ah  !  taftelefs  all,  if  not  enjoy'd  with  thee. 
Joy  to  my  foul  I   I  feel  the  goddefs  nigh, 
Tiie  face' of  nature  cheers  as  well  as  1 ; 
O'er  the  flat  green  refrelhing  breezes  run. 
The  fmiling  daizies  blow  beneath  the  fun, 
The  brooks  run  purling  down  with  filver  waves, 
The  planted  lanes  rejoice  with  dancing  leaves, 
The  chirping  birds  from  all  the  compafs  rove 
To  tempt  the  tuneful  echoes  of  the  grove  : 
High  funny  fummits,  dceply-fliaded  dales. 
Thick  moffy  banks,  and  flowery  winding  vales. 
With  various  profpeil  gratify  the  fight, 
And  fcatter  fix'd  attention  in  delight. 

Come,  country  goddefs,  come  ;  nor  thou  fuffice, 
But  bring  thy  mountain-fifter,  Exercife. 
Call'd  by  thy  lovely  voice,  fhe  turns  her  pace. 
Her  winding  horn  proclaims  the  finifli'd  chace  ; 
She  mounts  the  rocks,  flie  flcims  the  level  plain. 
Dogs,  hawk?,  and  horfes,  crowd  her  early  train. 
Her  hardy  face  repels  the  tanning  wind, 
And  lines  and  meflies  loofely  float  behind. 
All  thefe  as  means  of  toil  the  feeble  fee, 
But  thefe  are  helps  to  pleafure  join'd  with  thee. 

Let  Sloth  lie  fouening  rill  high  noon  in  dovvn^. 
Or  lolling  fan  her  in  the  fultry  town, 
Unnerv'd  with  reft  ;  and  turn  her  own  difeafe. 
Or  fofter  others  in  luxurious  eafe  : 
I  mount  the  courfer,  call  the  deep-mouth'd  houhd^ 
The  fox  uakennell'd  flies  to  covert  grounds; 
I  lead  where  flags  through  tangled  thick^  tread, 
And  fliake  the  faplings  with  their  branching  head; 
I  make  the  falcons  wing  their  airy  way. 
And  foar  to  feize,  or  flooplng  ftrike  their  prey  ; 
To  fnare  the  fifli,  I  fix  the  luring  bait ; 
To  wound  the  fowl,  1  load  the  gun  with  fate. 
'Tis  thus  through  change  of  exercife  I  range, 
And  llrength  and  pleafure  rife  from  every  changd. 

Here,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain. 

When  the  next  ccmcs,   I'll  charm  thee  thus  a- 
Oh  come,  thou  goddefs  of  my  rural  fong,     [gain. 
And  bring  thy  daughter,  calai  Content,  along, 
Dame  of  tlie  ruddy  cheek  and  laughing  eye, 
From  whofe  bright  prefenre  clouds  of  forrow  fly : 
For  her  I  mow  my  walks,  I  plat  my  bowers, 
Ciip  my  low  hedges,  and  fupport  my  flovyers; 
To  welcome  her,  this  fimimer-feat  I  dreft, 
And  here  I  court  her  when  flie  comes  to  reft ; 
When  flic  from  ejcercife  to  learned  eafe 
Shall  change  again,  and  teach  the  change  to  pleafc 

Now  friends  converfiiig  niy  foft  hours  refine, 
And  Tully's  Tufculuni  revives  in  mine  : 
Now  to  grave  books  I  bid  the  mind  retreat, 
And  fuch  as  make  me  rather  good  than  great ; 
Or  o'er  the  works  of  eafy  fancy  rove. 
Where  flutes  and  innocence  aniufe  the  grove  : 
The  native  bard,  that  on  Sicilian  plains 
Firft  fung  the  lowly  manners  of  the  fwains  ; 
Or  Maro's  mufe,  that  in  the  fajrell  light 
Paints  rural  prolpeiSis  and  the  charms  of  fight; 
Thefe  foft  amufements  bring  content  along, 
And  fancy,  void  of  forrow,  turns  to  forig. 

Here,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  ye^r  re- 
main; ,  [gain- 

WKdn  th«5  next  comes,  I'll  charm  thee  thus  a« 


P     O     E 

1 
THE  FLIES.      AN  ECLOGUE. 

When  in  the  river  cows  for  coolnefs  fland, 

And  fheep  for  breezes  feek  the  lofty  land, 

A  youth,  whom  ^fop  taught  that  every  tree, 

Each  bird  and  infetft,  fpoke  as  well  as  he, 

Walk'd  calmly  muling  in  a  Ihady  way. 

Where  flowering  hawthorns  broke  the  funny  ray, 

And  thus  inftrudcs  his  moral  pen  to  draw 

A  fcene  that  obviourin  the  field  he  faw. 

Near  a  low  ditch,  where  fi^allow  waters  meet, 
Which  never  learn'd  to  glide  with  liquid  feet ; 
Whwfe  Naiads  never  prattle  as  tliey  p.'ay, 
But  fcreen'd  with  hedges  {lumber  out  the  day, 
There  fcands  a  flender  fern's  afpiring  {hade, 
Whofe  anfwering  branches  regularly  laid 
Put  forth  their  anfwering  boughs,  and  proudly  rife 
Three  flories  upward,  in  th-e  nether  ikies. 

For  fhelter  here,  to  fhun  the  noon-day  heat. 
An  airy  nation  of  the  flies  retreat ; 
Slime  in  foft  airs  their  iilken  pinions  ply, 
And  fome  from  bough  to  bough  delighted  fly  ; 
Soms  rife,  and  circling  light  to  perch  again ; 
A  pleafing  murmur  hums  along  the  plain. 
So,  when  a  ftage  invites  to  pageant  fhews, 
(If  great  and  fmall  are  like)  appear  the  beaux; 
In  boxes  fome  with  fpruce  pretenfion  fit. 
Some  change  from  feat  to  i'cat  within  the  pit, 
Some  roam  the  fcenes,  or  turning  ceafe  to  roam ; 
Preluding  mufic  fills  the  lofty  dome. 

When  thus  a  fly  (if  what  a  fly  can  fay 
Deferves  attention)  rais'd  the  rural  lay. 

Where  late  Amintor  made  a  nymph  a  bride, 
Joyful  I  flew  by  young  Favonia's  fide, 
Who,  mind'.efs  of  the  fcafting,  went  to  fip 
Tne  balmy  pleafure  of  the  fhepherd's  lip, 
1  faw  the  wanton,  where  1  lloop'd  to  fup, 
And  half  refolv'd  to  drown  me  in  a  cup ; 
Till,  brufh'd  by  carelefs  hands.  Are  foar'd  above  : 
Ceafe,  beauty,  ceafe  to  vex  a  tender  love. 

Thus  ends  the  youth,  the  buzzing  meadow  rung, 
And  thus  the  rival  of  liis  mulic  fung. 

When  funs  by  thoufands  flione  on  orbs  of  dew, 
I  wafted  foft  with  Zephyretta  flew; 
Saw  the  clean  pale,  and  fought  the  milky  cheer. 
While  little  Daphne  fciz'dmy  roving  dear. 
Wretch  that  I  was  !  I  miglu  have  warn'd  the  dame, 
Yet  fate  indulging  as  the  danger  carne. 
But  the  kind  huntrefs  left  her  free  to  fear  : 
Ah  1  guard,  ye  lovers,  guard  a  millrefs  more, 

I'hus  from  the  fern,  Vv'hofe  high  projcflingarms 
The  fleeting  nation  bent  with  duflry  fwarms. 
The  fvvains  their  love  in  eafy  muflc  breathe, 
When  tongues  and  tumult  Ilun  the  lieki  beneath  : 
Black  ants  in  teams  come  darkening  all  the  road, 
Some  call  to  march,  and  fi  me  to  lift  the  load  ; 
They  flrain,  they  labour  with  inceflant  pains, 
Prels'd  by  the  cumbrous  weight  of  Angle  grains. 
The  flies  ftruck  filent  ga25e  with  wonder  down  : 
The  bufy  burghers  reach  their  eart'iy  town  ; 
Where  lay  the  burthens  of  a  winrery  flore. 
And  thence  unwearied  part  in  fearch  of  more. 
Yet  one  grave  fage  a  moment's  fpace  attends, 
Ajid  the  fmall  city's  loftieft  point  afcends, 
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Wipes  the  fak  dew  that  trickles  d  nvn  hi^  face. 
An  J  thus  harangues  them  with  the  gravefl  grace. 

Ye  fooliih  nurflings  of  the  ftnnmcr  air, 
Thcfe  gentle  tunps  and  whining  fongs  forbear  ; 
Your  trees  and  whil'pcriag  breeze,  your  grove  and 
love,  -' ■ 

Your  Cupid's  quiver,  and  his  mother's  dove; 
L.ct  bards  to  bufnieli  bend  their  vigorous  wing. 
And  ling  but  feldom,  if  they  lovo  to  fiug  :' 
£if.',  when  tlie  flowerets  of  the  f.-afon  fail. 
And  this  your  ferny  fliade  forfakes  the  vale, 
Though  one  would  fave  you,  not  one   grain  of 

wheat, 
Should  pay  fuch  fongflers  idling  at  my  gate. 

He  ceas'd  :  the  flics,  incorrigibly  vain. 
Heard  the  mayor's  fpeech,  and  fell  to  fing  again. 


AN  ELEGY  TO  AN  OLD  BEAUTY. 

In  vain,  poor  nymph,  to  pleafe  our  youthful  fight 
You  fleep  in  cream  and  frontlets  all  the  night, 
Yuur  face  with  patches  foil,  with  paint  repair, 
Drefs  witli  gay  gowns,  and  fhade  with  foreign  hair. 
If  truth,  in  fpite  of  manners,  mud  be  told, 
WIiy  really  iifty-five  is  foniething  old.  ['^^g 

Once  you  were  young;   or  one,  v/hofe  life's  fo 
She  might  have  borne  my  mother,  tells  me  v.Tong. 
And  once,  fince  envy's  dead  before  you  die, 
The  women  own,  you  play'd  a  fparkling  eye, 
Taught  the  light  foot  a  mndifh  little  trip. 
And  pouted  with  the  prettieft  purple  lip. 

To  f(,nie  new  charmer  are  the  rofcs  fled, 
Which  blew,  to  damaflc  all  thy  cheek  with  red; 
Youth  calls  the  graces  there  to  fix  their  reign, 
And  airs  by  thoufands  fill  their  eafy  train. 
So  parting  fummcr  bids  her  flowery  prime 
Attend  the  fim  to  drefs  fome  foreign  clime, 
Wiiile  withering  feafons  in  fucceflion,  here, 
Strip  the  gay  gardens,  and  deform  the  year. 

But  thou,  fiuce  nature  bids,  the  v/orld  refign, 
'Tis  now  thy  daughter's  daughter's  time  to  ihine. 
With  more  addrefs,  or  fuch  as  pleafes  more, 
She  runs  her  female  exercifes  o'er. 
Unfurls  or  clofes,  raps  or  turns  the  fan. 
And  fmijes,  or  blufhes  at  the  creature  man. 
With  quicker  life,  as  gilded  coaches  pafs, 
In  fideling  courtefy  fhe  drops  the  giafs. 
With  better  ftrength,  on  vilit-days  flie  bears 
To  mount  her  fifty  flights  of  ample  flairs. 
Her  niein,  her  fhajje,  her  temper,  eyes,  and  tonguj, 
Are  fure  to  conquer — for  the  rogue  is  youDg  : 
And  a'l  that's  madly  wild,  or  oddly  gay, 
We  call  it  only  pretty  Fanny's  way. 

Let  time,  tiiat  makes  you  homely,  make  you  fage. 
The  fphere  of  wifdom  is  the  fuhere  of  age. 

'  Fis  true,  when  beauty  dawns  with  early  fire. 
And  hears  the  flattering  tongues  of  foft  defire, 
If  not  from  virtue,  from  it?  gravefl  ways 
The  foul  with  pleafing  avocation  ftrays. 
But  beauty  gone,  'tis  cafier  to  be  wife; 
As  harpers  better  by  the  lofs  of  eyes. 
Henceforth  retire,  reduce  your  roving  airs, 
Hat;n!:  Icfs  the  plays,  and  mors  the  pu'olic  prayersj 
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Hejeifl  fhe  M'^clilln  head,  and  gold  brocade, 
Co  pray,  in  fober  N  irwich  .crane  array'd. 
Thy  pendant  diamonds  let  thy  Fanny  take 
(Their   trembling   luftre   fhows  how   much  you 

ftake); 
Or  bid  her  wear  thy  necklace  rnw'd  with  pearl, 
You'll  find  you-  Fanny  an  obedient  girl. 
So  for  th"  reft,  with  lefs  incnmhrancc;  hung. 
You    walk    through    life,    unmlngled    with    the 

young. 
And  view  the  (hade  and  fubftance  a'!  you  pafs, 
"With  ioint  endeavour  trifling  at  the  glals, 
Or  folly  dr^ft,  and  rambling  all  her  day% 
To  meet  her  counterpar',  and  gro-.v  by  praife  : 
Yet  ftill  fedate  yourfelf,  and  gmvely  plain, 
You  neither  fret,  nor  envy  at  the  vain 
*Twas  thus,  if  man  with  woman  we  compare. 
The  wife  Athenian  croft  a  glittering  fair, 
Unmrv'd  by  tongue  and  fights,  he  walk'd  the  place. 
Through   tape,  toys,  tinfel,  gimp,  perfume,  and 

lace; 
Then  bends  from  Mar's  hill  his  awful  eyes. 
And — What  a  World  I  never  want  ?  he  cries : 
But  cries  unheard  :  for  f  ily  will  be  free. 
So  parts  the  buzzing  gaudy  crowd  and  he  : 
As  carelefs  he  for  them,  as  th.-y  for  him  : 
He    wrapt    in    wifdom,    and    they    vvhirl'd   by 

whim. 


THE    B  O  O  K  -  W  O  R  M. 

Come  hither,  boy,  we'll  hunt  to-day, 
The  book-worm,  ravening  beaft  of  prey, 
Prcduc'd  by  parent  earth,  at  odd-i, 
Asfamerejiort*  it,  with  the  gods. 
Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  drives 
Againft  a  thcuiand  authors  lives  : 
Throiigh  all  the  fields  cf  wit  he  fiies; 
Dreadful  his  head.wi'h  cliiftering  eyes, 
With  horns  without,  and  tiifKs  within. 
And  fcales  to  ferve  him  for  a  ftcin. 
Obferve  him  nearly,  left  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  ancient  time, 
Or  down  the  vale  of  fancy  go 
To  tear  fonie  modern  wretch  b-low. 
Oil  every  corner  fix  thine  eye. 
Or  ten  to  one  he  flips  thee  by. 
See  where  Iiis  teeth  a  pafr;ige  eat  : 
We'll  Tovl'i  him  from  the  deeprt^reat. 
33ut  who  the  fheltcr's  forc'd  to  give  ? 
'  i"i^  facrcd  Virgil,  as  I  live  I 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  fong  to  fong. 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along, 
He  mounts  the  gilded  edge  bef  )re, 
He's  up,  he  feuds  the  cover  o'er. 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  there  h«  paft. 
And  here  we  have  him,  cauj.'ht  a'  laft. 
Infadate  brute,  whofe  teeth  abufe 
The  fweeteft  fervaiit-  of  the  mufc. 
(Nay  never  offer  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  ii£i  to  fly.) 
HisroRs  nipt  in  every  page,  ^ 
My  poor  Anacreon  mi.urna  thy  rage  ; 


By  thee  mv  Ovid  wounded  lies; 
By  thee  my  Lefbia'sfparrow  dies; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  dellroy'd 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away. 
And  fpoil'd  the  blouzelind  of  Gay. 
For  all,  for  every  fingle  deed, 
Relentlefs  juftice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  fall  a  vid:im  to  the  nine, 
Mvfelf  the  prieft,  my  delk  the  fhrine. 

Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  FafTo  near. 
To  pile  a  facred  altar  here  ; 
Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit, 
You  reach'd  the  plavs  that  Dennis  writ  ; 
You  reach'd  me  Philips'  ruftic  ftrain  ; 
Pray  take  your  mortal  hards  again. 

C'inie,  bind  the  vidlim, — there  he  lies. 
And  here  between  his  numerous  eyes 
This  venerable  daft  I  lay. 
From  manufciipts  juft  fwept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
(For  the  libation's  yet  to  make) 
A  health'to  poets  !  all  their  days 
May  they  have  bread,  as  well  as  praife ; 
Scnfe  may  they  feek,  and  lefs  engage 
In  papers  fiU'd  with  party-rage 
But  if  their  riches  fpoil  their  vein, 
Ye  mufes,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade. 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  ftrike  the  fcales  that  arm  thee  round, 
And  tv.ice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound; 
Tiie  facred  altar  floats  with  red, 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he's  dead. 

How  like  the  fon  of  Jove  I  ftand. 
Tills  Hydra  ftretch'd  beneath  niy  hand  1 
I>ay  bare  the  monfter's  entrails  here. 
To  fee  what  dangers  threat  the  year  : 
Ye  gods :  what  fonnets  on  a  wench  ! 
What  ieati  tranflations  out  of  French  ! 
'Tls  plain,  this  lobe  is  fo  unfound, 
S .  prints,  before  the  months  go  round. 

But  hold,  before  I  dole  the  fcenc, 
The  facred  altar  fliould  be  clean. 
Oh  had  1  Shadwell's  fccond  bays, 
Or,  Tate  !  thy  pert  and  humble  lays  I 
(Ye  pair,  firgive  me,  when  I  vow 
F  never  mifs'd  yoiir  works  till  now) 
I'd  tear  rhe  leaves  to  wipe  the  flirine, 
(  That  only  way  you  pleafe  the  nine) 
But  fuice  I  chance  'o  want  thefe  two, 
I'll  ruake  the  fi.ngs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pin, 
1  hang  the  fcales  that  brac'd  it  in ; 
I  hang  my  ftudious  morning-gown, 
And  write  my  own  infc-iptir.n  down. 

"    This  trophy  frim  the  Python  won, 
"  This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
"  Thefe,  Parneli,  glorying  in  the  feat, 
"   Hung  on  thefe  fhelves,  the  mufes  feat. 
"  Here  ignorai'.ce  and  hunger  fuund 
"   Large  realms  of  wit  to  ravage  round  : 
"   Here  ignorance  and  hunger  fell: 
"  Two  foes  in  one  I  fent  to  hell. 
"  Ye  poets,  who  my  iabourrf  fee, 
•'  Come  ftiare  the  triumph  ull  with  me ! 
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7e  critics !  born  to  vex  the  mufe, 
*'  Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lol'e.'* 


AN  ALLEGORY  ON  MAN, 

A  THouGHTruL  being,  lon^  and  fpare. 
Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  Care 
(  Were  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  too)', 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought, 
And  lov'd  to  work,  though  no  dne  boughti 
This  being,  by  a.  model  bred 
In  Jove's  eternal  fable  hesd, 
Contriv'd  a  fhape  empower'd  to  breathcj 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rofe  flaring,  like  a  flake; 
Wondering  to  fee  himfelf  awalte  ! 
Then  look'd  fo  wife,  before  he  kneW 
The  bufinefs  he  was  made  to  do  ; 
That,  pleas'd  to  fee  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  Ihew'd  his  forward  face, 
Jove  talk'd  of  breeding  hirti  on  high, 
An  under-fomething  of  the  Iky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod, 
Which  ever  binds  a  poet's  god 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrofial  (hake, 
And  mother  earth's  oblig'd  to  quake)j 
He  favir  old  mother  earth  arife, 
iShe  ftood  confefs'd  before  his  eyes ; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  (he  wore, 
A  caftle  for  a  crown  before. 
Nor  with  long  f>/eets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  behind  her,  like  comrnodes  : 
As  yet  with  wreaths  alone  flie  dreft. 
And  trail'd  a  landfkip-painted  veft. 
Then  thrice  (he  rais'd,  as  Ovid  faid, 
And  thrice  fhe  bow'd  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made,  great  jove,  fhe  cry'd, 
This  thing  was  fafliion'd  from  my  fide  : 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head,  are  mine ; 
Then  what  haft  thou  to  call  him  thine  ? 

Nay  rather  aflc,  the  monarch  faid. 
What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head. 
Were  what  I  gave  remov'd  away  ? 
Thy  part's  an  idle  fhape  of  clay. 

Halves,  more  than  halves  1  cry'd  honeft  Care, 
Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fair, 
You  claim  the  body,  you  the  foul. 
But  I  who  join'd  them,  claim  the  whole. 

Thus  with  the  gods  debate  began. 
On  fuch  a  trivial  caufe,  as  man. 
And  can  celeftial  tempers  rage  ? 
Q^oth  Virgil,  in  a  later  age. 

As  thus  they  wrangled,  Tirtie  came  ty; 
(There's  none  that  paint  him  fuch  as  I, 
For  what  the  fabling  ancients  (ung 
Makes  Saturn  old,  when  Time  was  young.) 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  fhed 
Their  filver  honours  on  his  head  ; 
He  juft  had  gnt  his  pinions  free, 
Frcim  his  old  fire,  Eternity. 
A  ierpent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
he  tail  within  the  mcuth,  before ; 
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By  which  our  almanacks  are  clear 

That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year. 

A  ftaff  he  carry'd,  where  on  high 

Aglafs  was  fix'd  to  meafuro  by. 

As  amber  boxes  made  a  fliuw 

for  heads  of  canes  an  age  ago. 

His  veft,  for  day  and  night,  was  py'd ; 

A  bending  fickle  arni'd  his  fide  ; 

And  fpring's  new  months  his  train  adorn  ! 

The  other  feafons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he  draws. 
They  make  him  umpire  of  the  caufe. 
O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid, 
Where  fince  his  hours  a  dial  made  ; 
Then  leaning  heard  the  nice  debate, 
And  thus  pronounc'd  the  words  of  fate  S 

Since  body  from  the  parent  earth, 
And  foul  from  Jove  receiv'd  a  bir':h. 
Return  they  where  they  firft  began  ; 
But  fince  their  union  makes  the  man. 
Till  Jove  and  earth  fhall  jiart  thcfe  two. 
To  Care  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due. 

He  faid,  and  fprung  with  fwift  career 
To  trace  a  circle  for  the  year; 
Where  ever  fince  the  feafons  wheel, 
And  tread  on  one  another's  heel 

'  ris  well,  faid  Jive,  and  for  confent 
Thund'ring  he  ftiook  the  firmament. 
Our  uilipire  Time  Ihall  have  his  way. 
With  care  I  let  the  creature  ftay  : 
Let  bufincfs  vex  him,  avarice  blind, 
Let  doubt  and  kn  iwledge  rack  his  mind, 
Let  error  adl.  opinion  fpeak. 
And  want  afflidl,  and  ficknefs  break. 
And  anger  burn,  dejedtion  chill. 
And  joy  diftradl,  and  I'orrow  kill. 
Till,  arm'd  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow. 
Time  diaus  the  long  deftrudlive  blow; 
And  wafttd  man,  whi.fe  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  befiirt  his  day. 
Shall  (inly  find  by  this  decree. 
The  foul  flies  fooner  back  to  me. 
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IMITATION  Oi?  SOME  FRENCH  VERSES. 

Relentless  time  !  deftroying  power, 

Whom  ftone  and  brafs  obey, 
Whb  giv'ft  ti'  every  flying  hour 

'^To  work  fome  new  dec-ay ; 

Unheard,  unheeded,  and  nnfeen, 

Thy  fecfct  faps  prevail. 
And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machine, 
^•By  nature  furm'd  to  faih 

My  change  arrives ;  the  change  I  meet, 

Before  I  thought  it  nigh. 
My  fpring,  my  years  of  pleafure  fleet, 

And  all  their  beauties  die. 
B 
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In  age  I  fcarch,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain. 
Grave  wifdom  ftalking  flow  behind, 

Opprefs'd  with  loads  of  pain. 

My  ignorance  could  once  beguile. 

And  fancy'd  joys  infpi^; 
My  errors  cherifh'd  hope  to  fmile 

On  newly  born  defire. 

But  DOW  experience  fliews,  the  blifs 
For  which  I  fondly  fought 

Not  worth  the  long  impatient  wifli, 
And  ardour  of  the  thought. 

My  youth  met  fortune  fair  array'd. 
In  all  her  pomp  flie  flione. 

And  might  perhaps  have  well  effay'd 
To  make  her  gifts  my  own  : 

But  when  I  faw  the  bleCings  fliower 

On  fome  unworthy  mind, 
I  left  the  chace,  and  own'd  the  power 

Was  juftly  painted  blind. 

I  pafs'd  the  glories  which  adorn 
The  fplendid  courts  of  kings, 

And  while  the  perfons  mov'd  my  fcorn, 
I  rofe  to  fcorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  felt  a  vigorous  fire 
By  love  encreas'd  the  more ; 

But  years  with  coming  years  confpire 
To  break  the  chains  I  wore. 

In  weaknefs  fafe,  the  fex  I  fee 

With  idle  luftre  fliine ; 
For  what  are  all  their  joys  to  me. 

Which  cannot  now  be  mine  ? 

But  hold — I  feel  my  gout  decreafe. 

My  troubles  laid  to  reft, 
And  truths  which  would  difturb  my  peace 

Are  painful  truths  at  beft. 

Vainly  the  time  I  have  to  roll 

In  fad  refle<5lion  flies ; 
Ye  fondling  paffions  of  my  foul  1 

Ye  fweet  deceits  1  ariie. 

I  wifely  change  the  fccne  within. 
To  things  that  us'd  to  pleafe  ; 

In  pain,  philofophy  is  fpleen, 
In  health,  'tis  only  cafe. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

Br  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light, 
No  more  I  waftc  the  wakeful  night, 
Intent  with  endlefs  view  to  pore 
The  fchoolmen  and  the  fages  o'er  : 
Their  books  from  wifdom  widely  ftray, 
Of  point  at  beft  the  longeft  way. 


I'll  feek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wifdom's  furely  taught  below. 
How  deep  yon  azpre  dyes  the  Iky  I 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie, 
While  through  their  ranks  in  filver  pridC 
The  nether  crefcent  feems  to  glide. 
The  flunihering  breeze  forgets  to  breathe,- 
The  lake  is  fmooth  and  clear  beneath, 
Where  once  again  the  fpangled  ftiow 
Defcends  to  meet  our  eyes  below. 
The  grounds  which  on  the  right  afpirc. 
In  dimnefs  from  the  view  retire  : 
The  left  prefents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whofe  wall  the  filent  water  laves. 
That  fteeple  guides  thy  doubtful  fight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night. 
There  pafs  with  melancholy  (late 
By  all  the  folemn  heaps  of  fate, 
And  think,  as  foftly-fad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead. 
Time  -was,  like  thee,  they  Hfepojftfl, 
And  timejhall  be,  that  thoujhalt  reft. 

Thofe  with  bending  ofier  bound, 
That  namelefs  have  the  crumbled  ground. 
Quick  to  the  glancing  thought  difclofe. 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repofe. 

The  flat  fmooth  (tones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chiflel's  flender  help  to  fame 
(Which  ere  our  fet  of  friends  decay 
Their  frequent  fteps  may  wear  away)  ; 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 
Men,  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

The  marble  tombs  that  rife  on  high, 
Whofe  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Whofe  pillars  fwell  with  i'culptur'd  (tones. 
Arms,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones,    . 
Thefe,  all  the  poor  remains  of  date, 
Adorn  the  rich,  or  praife  the  great ; 
Who,  while  on  earth  in  fame  they  live, 
Are  fenfelefsof  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha  !  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades. 
The  bur{ting  earth  unveils  the  (hades  I 
All  flow,  and  wan,  and  wrap'd  with  (hrouds. 
They  rife  in  vifionary  crowds,. 
And  all  with  fober  accent  cry, 
think,  mortal,  what  it  is  to  die. 

Now  from  yon  black  and  funeral  yew. 
That  bathes  the  charnel-houre  with  dew, 
Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice  begin  ; 
(Ye  ravens,  ceafe  your  croaking  din, 
Ye  tolling  clocks,  no  time  refound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground  '.) 
It  fends  a  peal  of  hollow  groans, 
Thifs  fpeaking  from  among  the  bones. 

When  men  my  fcythe  and  darts  fupply, 
How  great  a  kiug  of  fears  am  I ! 
They  view  me  like  the  la(t  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  firings. 
Fools  :  if  you  lefs  provok'd  your  fears, 
No  more  my  fpcdre  form  appears. 
Death's  but  a  path  that  muft  be  trod, 
If  man  would  ever  pafs  to  God : 
A  port  of  calms,  a  (late  to  eafe 
From  the  rough  rage  of  fwelling  feas. 
Why  then  thy  flowing  fable  (lolcs. 
Deep  pcndanc  cyprefs,  mourning  poles. 
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Loofe  fcarfs  to  fall  athwart  tl-.y  weeds, 
Liong  palls,  drawn  hcarfes,  cover'd  fleeds, 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  tht^y  tread. 
Nod  o'er  the  'fcutcheons  of  the  dead  ? 
.    Nor  can  the  parted  body  know. 
Nor  wants  the  foul   thefe  forms  of  woe  ; 
As  men  who  long  in  prii'on  dwell. 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  the  cellj* 
Whene'er  their  fuffering  years  are  run, 
Spring;  forth  to  f;;reet  the  glittering  fun : 
Such  joy,  though  far  tranfcending  fenfe. 
Have  pious  fouls  at  par'ing  hence. 
On  earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few,  and  evil  years,  they  wafte  : 
But  when  their  chains  are  caft  afide, 
See  the  glad  fcene  unfolding  wide. 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tower  away, 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 


HYMNT  TO  CONTENTMENt. 

Lovely,  laftlng  peace  of  mind  I 
Sweet  delight  of  human  kind  I 
Heavenly  bprn,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  favourites  of  the  fliy 
With  more  of  happinefs  below, 
Thar)  vidtors  in  a  triumph  know  ! 
Whither,  O  v/hither  art  thou  fled. 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head  ; 
What  happy  region  doft  thou  pleafe 
To  make  the  feat  of  calms  and  eafe  1 

Ambition  fearches  all  its  fphere 
Of  pomp  and  ftate,  to  meet  thee  there. 
Encreafing  avarice  would  find 
Thy  prelence  in  its  gold  infhrin'd. 
The  bold  adventurer  ploughs  his  way, 
Through  rocks  amidft  the  foaming  fea. 
To  gain  thy  love;  and  then  perceives 
Thou  wert  not  in  the  rocks  and  waves. 
The  filent  heart,  which  grief  affails, 
Treads  foft  and  lonefome  o'er  the  vales. 
Sees  dailies  open,  rivers  run. 
And  feeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amufing  thought;  but  learns  to  know 
That  folitude's  the  nurfe  of  woe. 
No  real  happinefs  is  found 
In  trailing  purple  o'er  the  g;round  t 
Or  in  a  foul  exalted  high, 
To  range  the  circuit  of  the  Iky, 
Converfe  with  flars  above,  and  know 
All  nature  in  its  forms  below; 
The  reft  it  feeks,  in  feeking  dies, 
And  doubts  at  laft,  for  knowledge,  rife. 

Lovely,  lafting  peace,  appear  I 
This  world  itfelf,  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  once  again  with  Eden  blefl, 
And  man  contains  it  in  his  breafl. 

'Twas  thus,  as  under  (hade  I  flood, 
I  fung  my  wifbes  to  the  wood. 
And,  loft  in  thought,  no  more  perceiv'd 
The  branches  whifper  as  they  wav'd  ; 
It  feem'd  as  all  the  quiet  place 
Confefs'd  the  prelence  of  his  grace. 


When  thus  {he  fpoke — Go  rule  thy  will, 
Bid  thy  wild  paflionsall  be  ftill. 
Know  God — and  bring  thy  heart  to  knovf 
The  joys  which  from  religion  flow: 
Then  every  grace  fhatt'prove  itsgueit. 
And  I'll  be  there  to  crown  the  reft. 

Oh  '  by  yonder  mofly  feat, 
In  my  hours  of  fweet  retreat, 
Might  I  thus  my  foul  employ, 
With  fenfe  of  gratitude  and  joy  : 
Rais'id  as  ancient  prophets  were, 
In  heavenly  vifion,  praife,  and  prayer  ; 
Pleafing  all  men,  hurting  none, 
Pleas'd  and  blel's'd  with  God  alone  : 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  my  fight, 
With  all  the  colours  of  delight ; 
While  fiiver  waters  glide  along. 
To  pleafe  my  ear,  and  court  my  fong  : 
I'll  lift  my  voice,  and  tune  my  firing, 
And  thee,  great  fource  of  nature,  fing. 

The  fun  that  walks  his  airy  way. 
To  light  the  world,  and  give  the  day; 
The  moon  that  fhines  with  borrow'd  light; 
The  ftars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night; 
The  feas  that  roll  unnumber'd  waves ; 
The  wood  that  fpreads  its  fhady  leaves; 
Tlie  field  whofe  ears  conceal  the  grain. 
The  yellow  treafure  of  the  plain  ; 
All  of  thefe,  and  all  I  fee, 
Should  be  fung,  and  fung  by  me  : 
They  fpeak  their  Maker  as  they  can. 
But  want  and  afk  the  tongue  of  man. 
Go  fearch  among  your  idle  dream?, 
Your  bufy  or  your  vain  extremes  ; 
And  find  a  life  of  equal  blifs, 
Or  own  the  next  begun  in  this. 


THE    HERMIT. 


Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  hermit  grew; 
The  mofs  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  cryftal  well : 
Remote  from  men,  with  God  he  pafs'd  the  days, 
Prayer  all  his  bufinefs,  all  his  pleafure  praife, 

A  life  fo  facred,  fuch  ferene  repofe, 
Seem'd  heaven  itfelf,  till  one  fuggeftion  rofe; 
That  vice  Ihould  triumph,  vii  tuc  vice  obey, 
This  fprung  fome  doubt  of  Providence's  fway  : 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  profpeft  boaft. 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  foul  is  loft  : 
So  when  a  fmooth  expanfe  receives  impreft 
Calm  nature's  image  on  its  watery  breaft, 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depending  grow. 
And  fkies  beneath  with  anfwering  colours  glow  ; 
But  if  a  flonc  the  gentle  fea  divide, 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  every  fide. 
And  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  fun. 
Banks,  trees,  and  fkics,  in  thick  diforder  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  fight, 
To  find  if  books,  or  fwains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  fwains  alone  the  world  he  knew, 
WJiofe  feci;  came  wandering  o'er  the  nightly  dew) 
Bij 
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He  quits  his  cell ;  the  pilgram  ftaff  he  bore, 
And  fix'd  the  fcallop  in  his  hat  before ; 
Then  with  the  fun  a  rifing  journey  went. 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wafted  in  the  pathlefs  graft. 
And  long  and  lonefoniewas  the  wild  to  pafs; 
But  when  the  fouthern  fun  had  warm'd  the  day, 
A  youth  came  porting  o'er  a  crofling  way; 
His  raiment  decent,  his complexim  fair. 
And  foft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching,  Father,  hail  1  he  cry'd, 
And  hail,  my  fon,  the  reverend  fire  reply'd  ; 
Words  follow'd    words,    from    quellion    anfwer 

flow'd. 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv'd  the  road ; 
Till  each  with  other  pleas'd,  and  loth  to  part, 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart. 
Thus  ftands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound. 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clafps  an  elm  around. 

Now  funk  the  fun  ;  the  clofing  hour  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  fober  grey; 
Nature  in  filence  bid  the  world  repofe ; 
When  near  the  r^ad  a  ftately  palace  rofe  :        [pafs, 
There,  by  the  moon,  through  ranks  of  trees  they 
WKofe  verdure  crown'd  their  floping  fides  of  grafs. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  mafler  of  tlie  dome 
Still  made   his  houfe    the  wandering  flranger'* 

home  : 
Yet  ftill  the  kindnefs,  from  a  thirft  of  praife, 
t^rov'd  the  vain  flourifh  of  experfive  eafe. 
The  pair  arrive  :  the  livery'd  fervants  wait ; 
Thtir  lord  receives  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  coftly  piles  of  food, 
And  all  is  more  than  hofpitably  good. 
Then  led  to  reft,  the  day's  long  toil  they  drown, 
Deep  funk  in  fleep,  and  filk,  and  heaps  of  down. 

At  lengtli  'tis  morn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  zephyrs  play  : 
Frefii  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creep. 
And  fhake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  banifh  fleep, 
Up  rife  the  guefts,  obedient  to  the  call : 
An  early  banquet  deck'd  the  fplendid  hall ; 
Rich  lufcious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grac'd. 
Which  the  kind  mafterforc'd  the  guefts  to  tafte. 
Then,  pleas'd  and  thankful,  from  the  porch  they 

go; 

And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  caufeofwoe; 

His  cup  was  vanifh'd ;  for  in  fecret  guife 

The  younger  gueft  purloin'd  the  glittering  prize. 

As  one  who  fpies  a  ferpent  in  his  way, 
Gliftening  and  bafking  in  the  fummer  ray, 
Diforder'd  flops  to  fhun  the  danger  near. 
Then  walks  with  faintnefs    on,    and   looks  with 

fear ; 
So  feem'd  the  fire ;  when  far  upon  the  road. 
The  fbining  fpoil  his  wiley  partner  (how'd. 
He  ftop'd  with  filence,    walk'd  with    trembling 

heart. 
And  much  he  wifh'd,  but  durft  not  afk  to  part : 
Murmuring  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and  thinks  it  hard, 
That  generous  adHons  meet  a  bafe  reward. 

While  thus  they  pafs,  the  fun  his  glory  flirouds. 
The  changing  fkies  hang  out  their  fable  clouds; 
A  found  in  air  prefag'd  approaching  rain. 
And  beafts  to  covert  feud  acrofs  the  plain. 


Warn'd  by  the  figns,  ttie  wandering  pair  r«tircat» 
To  feek  for  fhelter  at  a  neighbouring  feat. 
'Twas  built  with  turrets,  on  a  rifing  ground. 
And  ftrong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around; 
Its  owner's  temper,  timorous  and  fevere. 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus'd  a  defert  there. 

As  near  the  mifer's  heavy  doors  they  drew. 
Fierce  rifing  gulls  with  fudden  fury  blew; 
The  nimble  lightning  mix'd  with  (bowers  began, 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  ran. 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  call  in  vain, 
Driven  by  the  wind,  and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  fome  pity  warm'd  the  mafter's  breaft 
(Twas  then  his  threfhold  firft  receiv  d  a  gueft)  ; 
Slow  creekiiig  turns  the  door  with  jealous  care. 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  fhivering  pair; 
One  frugal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls. 
And  nature's  fervour  through  their  limbs  recalls : 
Bread  of  the  coarfeft  fort,  with  eager  wine, 
(Each  hardly  granted)  ferv'd  them  both  to  dine; 
And  when  the  tempefl  firft  appear'd  to  ceafe, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  ftill  remark  the  pondering  hermit  view'd. 
In  one  fo  rich,  a  life  fo  poor  and  rude  ; 
And  why  fhould  fuch,  within  himfelf  he  cry'd. 
Lock  the  loft  wealth  a  thoufand  want  befide  ? 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  foon  took  place. 
In  every  fettling  feature  of  his  face ; 
When  from  his  veft  the  young  companion  bore 
That  cup,  the  generous  landlor'down'd  before, 
And  paid  profufely  with  the  precious  bowl 
The  Rinted  kindnefs  of  this  churlilh  foul.     • 

But  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tumult  fly  ; 
The  fun  emerging  opes  an  azure  flcy; 
A  freflicr  green  the  fmelling  leaves  difplay, 
And,  glittering  as  they  tremble,  cheer  the  day  : 
The  weather  courts  them  from  the  poor  retreat, 
And  the  glad  mafter  bolts  the  wary  gate. 

While  hence  they  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bofow 
wrought 
With  all  the  travel  of  uncertain  thought; 
His  partner's  ads  without  their  caufe  appear, 
'Twas  there  a  vice,  and  feem'd  a  madnefs  here  : 
Detefting  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes. 
Loft  and  confounded  with  the  various  ftiows. 

Now  night's  dim  fbades  again  involve  the  Iky,  "^ 
Again  the  wanderers  want  a  place  to  lie,  > 

Again  they  fearch,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh.        j 
The  foil  improv'd  around,  the  manfion  neat. 
And  neither  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great  : 
It  feem'd  to  fpeak  its  mafter's  turn  of  mind. 
Content,  and  not  to  praife,  but  virtue  kind. 

Hither  the  walkers  turn  with  weary  feet. 
Then  blefs  the  manlion,  and  the  mafter  greet: 
Their  greeting  fair,  beftow'd  with  modeft  guife. 
The  courteous  mafter  hears,  and  thus  replies : 
Without  a  vain,  without  a  grudging  heart, 
To  him  who  gives  us  all,  I  yield  a  part ; 
From  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  fober,  more  than  coftly  cheer. 
He  fpoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  tabic  fpread. 
Then  talk  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed. 
When  the  grave  houfehold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Warn'd  by  a  bell,    aud    clofe    the  hours  with 
prayer. 
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At  length  the  worJd,  renew'd  by  cahn  repofe. 
Was  ftrong  for  toil,  the  dappled  morn  arofe  ; 
Before  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept, 
Near  the  clos'd  cradle  where  an  infant  flcpt, 
And  writh'd  his  neck  :  the  landlord's  little  pride, 
O  ftrange  return!   grew  black,  and  gafp'd,  and 

dy'd. 
Horror  of  horrors  I  what  I  his  only  fon  I 
How  look'd  our  hermit  when  the  fa6l  was  done  ; 
Not  hell,  though  hell's  black  jaws  in  funder  part, 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  more  afTault  his  heart. 

Confus'd,  and  (truck  with  filence  at  the  deed. 
He  flies,  but  trembling  fails  to  fly  with  fpeed. 
His  fteps  the  youth  purfues  ;  the  country  lay 
Perplex'd  with  roads,  a  fervant  fhow'd  the  way  : 
A  river  crofs'd  the  path ;  the  pafTage  o'er 
Was  nice  to  find  ;  the  fervant  trod  before ; 
Long  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  fupply'd. 
And  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
The  youth,  who  feem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  fin, 
Approach'd  the  carelefs  guide,  and  thruft  him  in  ; 
Plunging  he  falls,  and  rifing  lifts  his  head. 
Then  flafliing  turns,  and  finks  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  fparkling  rage  inflames  the  father's  eyes, 
He  burfts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
Detefted  wretch  1 — But  fcarce  his  fpeech  began. 
When  the  ftrange  partner  fecm'd  no  longer  man  : 
His  youthful  face  grew  more  ferenely  fweet ; 
His  robe  turn'd  white,  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  inveft  his  hair ; 
Celeftial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air; 
And  wings,  whofe  colours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
Wide  at  his  back  their  gradual  plumes  difplay. 
The  form  etherial  burft  upon  his  fight. 
And  moves  in  all  the  majefty  of  light. 

Though  loud  at  firfl  the  pilgrim's  paffion  grew. 
Sudden  he  gaz'd,  and  wift  not  what  to  do ; 
Surprife  in  fecret  chains  his  words  fufpends. 
And  in  a  calm  his  fettling  temper  ends. 
Eat  filence  here  the  beaureous  angel  broke 
(The  voice  of  mufic  ravi(h'"d  as  he  fpoke). 

Thy    prayer,  thy    praife,  thy  life  to  vice  un- 
known, 
In  fweet  memorial  rife  before  the  throne  : 
Thefe  charms,  fuccefs  in  our  bright  region  find. 
And  force  an  angel  down,  to  calm  thy  mind; 
For  this,  commiflion'd,  I  forfook  the  (ley, 
Nay,  ceafe  to  kneel — Thy  fellow-fervant  I. 

Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine. 
And  let  thefe  fcruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

The  Maker  juftly  claims  that  world  he  made, 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid  ; 
Its  facred  majefty  through  all  depends 
On  ufing  fecond  means  to  work  his  ends  : 
'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  (late  from  human  eye, 
The  Power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high, 
Your  aiftions  ufes  nor  controls  your  will. 
And  bids  the  doubting  fons  of  men  be  ftill. 

What   ftrange    events    can    ftrike   with  more 
furprife. 
Than  thofe  which  lately  ftruck  thy  wondering  eyes? 
Yet,  taught  by  thefe,  confefs  th'  Almighty  juft. 
And  where  you  can't  unriddle,  learn  to  truft  1 

The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  coftly  food, 
Whofe  life  was  tco  luxurious  to  be  good ; 


Who  made  his  ivory  ftands  with  goblets  ftiine. 
And  forc'd  his  guelts  to  morning  draughts  of  winCj! 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  gracelefs  cuftom  loll. 
And  ftill  he  welcomes,  but  with  lefs  of  coft. 

The  mean,  fafpicious  wretch,  whofe  bolted  do<iir 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  wandering  poor ; 
With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  heaven  can  blefs,  if  mortals  will  be  kind, 
Confcious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl, 
And  feels  compaflion  touch  his  grateful  foul. 
Thus  artifts  melt  the  fullen  ore  of  lead, 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head  ; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  nietal  learns  to  glow, 
And  loofe  from  drofs  the  filver  runs  below. 

Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod, 
But  now  the  child  half  wean'd  his  heart  from  God  J 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain, 
And  meafur'd  back  his  fteps  to  earth  again. 
To  what  excefles  had  his  dotage  run  ? 
But  God,  to  fave  the  father,  took  the  fon. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  feem'd  to  go, 
(And  'twas  my  miniftry  to  deal  the  blow) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  duil. 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punilhment  was  ju(C 

But  now  had  all  his  fortune  felt  a  wrack. 
Had  that  falfe  fervant  fped  in  fafety  back  ; 
This  night  his  treafur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  fleal. 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 
Thus  Heaven  inftrutfls  thy  mind  :  this  trial  o'er. 
Depart  in  peace,  refign,  and  fin  no  more. 

On  founding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdreWj 
The  fage  flood  wondering  as  the  feraph  flew. 
Thus  look'd  Elifha  when,  to  mount  on  high, 
His  mafter  took  the  chariot  of  the  flcy ; 
The  fiery  pomp  afcending  left  to  view; 
The  prophet  gaz'd,  and  wifh'd  to  follow  too. 

The  bending  hermit  here  a  prayer  begun. 
Lord  !  as  in  hsafen,  on  earth  thy  luill  he  done  : 
Then,  gladly  turning,  fought  his  ancient  place. 
And  pafs'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 


PIETY,  OR  THE  VISION. 

'TwAS  when  the  night  in  filent  fable  fled, 
When  cheerful  morning  fprung  with  rifing  red. 
When  dreams  and  vapours  leave  to  crowd  the  brain. 
And  beft  the  vifion  draws  its  heavenly  fcene  ; 
'Twas  then,  as  flumbcring  on  my  couch  I  lay, 
A  fudden  fplendor  feem'd  to  kindle  day, 
A  breeze  came  breathing  in  a  fweet  perfume. 
Blown  from  eternal  gardens,  fiU'd  the  room  ; 
And  in  a  void  of  blue,  that  clouds  invert, 
A[)pear'd  a  daughter  of  the  realms  of  reft; 
Her  head  a  ring  of  golden  glory  wore. 
Her  honour'd  hand  the  facred  volume  bore. 
Her  raiment  glittering  feem'd  a  filver  white, 
And  all  her  fweet  companions  fons  of  light. 

Straight  as  I  gaz'd,  my  fear  and  wonder  grew. 
Fear  barr'd  my  voice,  and  wonder  fix'd  my  view  ; 
When  lo  '.  a  cherub  of  the  fliining  crowd 
That  fail'd  as  guardian  in  her  azure  cloud, 
Fann'd  the  foit  air,  and  downwards  feem'd  to  glide. 
And  to  lay  lips  .1  living  coal  apply'd. 
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■Then  while  the  warmth  o'er  all  my  ptilfes  ran 
Diifufin^  comfort,  tiuis  the  maid  began-: 

"  Where  glorious  maniions  are  prcpar'd  above, 
*'  The  feats  of  moGc,  and  the  feats  of  love, 
"  Thence  1  defcend,  and  Piety  my  ri;v,ie, 
*♦  To  warm  thy  bofom  with  celellial  tlanie, 
*•  To  teach  thee  praifesmix'dwith  humble  prayers, 
"  And  tune  thy  foul  to  fing  feraphic  airs. 
•'  Be  thou  my  bard."     A  vial  here  flie  caught 
(An  angel's  hand  the  cryftal  vial  brought); 
And  as  with  awful  found  the  word  was  faid, 
She  pour'd  a  facred  uncflion  on  my  head  ; 
Then  thus  proceeded  :  "  Be  thy  mufe  thy  zeal, 
"  Dare  to  be  good  and  all  ray  joys  reveal. 
"  While  other  pencils  flattering  forms  create, 
"  And  paint  the  gaudy  plumes  that  deck  the  great ; 
•'  While  other  pens  exalt  the  vain  delight, 
"  Whofc  wafteful  revel  wakes  the  depth  of  night; 
"  Or  others  foftly  fing  in  idle  lines 
"  How  Damon  courts,  or  Amaryllis  fliines ; 
"  More  wifely  thou  feled:  a  theme  divine, 
"  Fame  is  their  recompence,  'tis  heaven  is  thine. 
"  Defpife  the  raptures  of  difcorded  fire, 
**  Where  wine,  or  paflion,  or  applaufe  infpire 
"  Low  reftlefs  life,  and  ravings  born  of  earth, 
••  Whofe  meaner  fubjeft^  f[  eak  their  humble  birth, 
••  Like  working  feas,  that,  when   loud  winters 

"  blow, 
"  Not  made  for  rifing,  only  rage  below. 
"  Mine  is  a  warm  and  yet  a  lambent  heat, 
"  More  lafting  fiill,  as  more  intenfely  great, 
"  Produc'd  where  prayer,  and  praife,  and  pleafure 

"  breathe, 
"  And  ever  mounting  whence  it  {hot  beneath. 
"  Unpaint  the  love,  that,  hovering  over  beds, 
"  From  glittering  pinions  guilty  pleafure  {beds; 
"  Reftore  the  colour  to  the  golden  mines 
"  With  which  behind  the  feather'd  idol  (hines; 
"  To   flowering  greens  give   back   their  native 

"  care, 
••  The  rofe  and  lily,  never  his  to  wear ; 
**  To  fweet  Arabia  fend  the  balmy  breath ; 
"  Strip  the  fair  flelh,  and  call  the  phantom  death  : 
"  His  bow  he  fabled  o'er,  his  fhafts  the  fame, 
"  And  fork  and  point  them  with  eternal  flame. 
"  But  urge  thy  powers,  thine  utmoft  voice  ad- 
"  vance, 
*•  Make  the  loud  firings  againft  thy  fingers  dance: 
**  'Tis  love  that  angels  praife  and  men  adore, 
"  'Tis  love  divine  that  afks  it  all  and  more. 
"  Fling  back  the  gates  of  ever-blazing  day, 
"  Pour  floods  of  liquid  light  to  gild  the  way; 
*'  And  all  in  glory  wrapt,  through  paths  untrod, 
"  Purfue  the  great  unfeen  defcent  of  God. 
"  Hail  the  meek  virgin,  bid  the  child  appear, 
*•  The  child  is  God,  and  call  him  Jefus  here. 
•'  He  comes,  but  where  to  reft  ?  A  manger's  nigh, 
*'  Make  the  great  Being  in  a  manger  lie  ; 
*'  Fill  the  wide  flcy  with  angels  on  the  wing, 
"  Make  thoufands  gaze,  and  make  ten  thoufand 

"  fing; 
«*  Let  men  afl3i(5l  him,  nen  he  came  to  fave, 
"  And  ftill  afflidl  him  till  he  reach  the  grave; 
"  Make  him  refign'd,  his  loads  of  forrcw  meet, 
"  And  me,  like  Mary,  weep  beneath  his  feet ; 


"  I'll  bathe  my  treffes  there,  my  prayers  rchearfe, 
"   And  glide  in  flames  of  love  along  my  verfe. 

"   Ah !  while  I  fpeak,  1  feel  my  bofom  fwell, 
"  My  raptures  fmother  what  I  long  tn  tell. 
"  'Tis  God  !  a  prefent  God  !  through  cleaving  air 
"   I  fee  the  t!irone,  and  fee  the  Jefus  there 
"   Plac'd  on  the  right.     He  ftiews,the  wounds  he 

bore 
"   (My  fervours  oft  have  won  him  thus  before) ; 
"  How  pleas'd  he  looks  1  my  words  have  reach'd 

*'  his  ear ; 
"   He  bids  the  gates  unbar;  and  calls  me  near." 

She  ceas'd.     The  cloud  on  which  ftie  feem'd  to 
tread 
Its  curls  unfolded,  and  around  her  fpread  ; 
Bright  angels  waft  their  wings  to  raife  the  cloud. 
And  fweep  their  ivory>lutes,  and  fing  aloud ; 
The  fcene  moves  off",  while  all  its  ambient  flcy 
Is  tnrn'd  to  wondrous  liiufic  as  they  fly; 
And  foft  the  fwelling  founds  of  mufic  grow. 
And  faint  their  foftnefs,  till  they  fail  below. 

A-Iy  downy  fleep  the  warmth  of  Phoebus  broke; 
And  while  my  thoughts  wc^e  fettling,  thus  I  fpoke. 
Thou  beauteous  vifion  !  on  the  foul  imprefs'd, 
When  moft  my  reafon  would  appear  to  reft, 
'Tviras  fure  with  pencils  dipt  in  various  lights 
Some  curious  angei  limn'd  thy  facred  fights; 
From  blazing  funs  his  radiant  gold  he  drew, 
While  moons  the  filver  gave,  and  air  the  blue. 
I'll  mount  the  roving  winds  expanded  wing. 
And  feek  the  facred  hill,  and  light  to  fing; 
('Tis  known  in  Jewry  well)  I'll  make  my  lays. 
Obedient  to  thy  fummons,  found  with  praife. 

But  ftill  I  fear,  unwarm'd  with  holy  flame, 
I  take  for  truth  the  flatteries  of  a  dream ; 
And  barely  wifli  the  wondrous  gift  I  boaft, 
And  faintly  pra6life  what  deferves  it  moft. 

Indulgent  Lord  !   whofe  gracious  love  difplays 
Joy  in  the  light,  and  fills  the  dark  with  eafe  '. 
Be  this,  to  blcfs  my  days,  no  dream  of  blifs ; 
Or  be,  to  blcfs  the  nights,  my  dreams  like  this. 


BACCHUS; 

OR, 

THE  DRUNKEN  METAMORPHOSIS. 

As  Bacchus,  ranging  at  his  leifure, 

(Jolly  Bacchus,  king  of  pleafure  I) 

Charm'd  the  wide  world  with  drink  and  dances. 

And  all  his  thoufand  aivy  fancies, 

Alas  1   he  quite  forgot  the  while 

His  favourite  vines  in  Lefbos  ifle. 

I'he  god,  returning  ere  they  dy'd, 
Ah  '  fee  my  jolly  fauns,  he  cry'd, 
The  leaves  but  hardly  borne  are  red. 
And  the  bare  arms  fur  pity  fpread : 
The  beafts  aflbrd  a  rich  manure  ; 
Fly,  my  boys,  to  bring  the  cure ; 
Up  the  mountains,  o'er  the  vales. 
Through  the  woods,  and  down  the  dales; 
for  this,  if  lull  the  clufter  grow. 
Your  bowls  ihail  doubly  overflow. 
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So  cheer'd  with  more  officious  hafte 
They  bring  the  dung  of  every  beaft ; 
The  loads  they  wheel,  the  roots  they  bare, 
They  lay  the  rich  manure  with  care  ; 
While  oft  he  calls  to  labour  har-d, 
And  names  as  oft  the  red  reward. 

The  plants  refrefti'd,  new  leaves  appear. 
The  thickening  clutters  load  ihe  year  ; 
The  feafon  fwiftly  purple  grew. 
The  grapes  hung  dangling  deep  with  blue. 

A  vineyard  ripe,  a  day  ferene 
Now  calls  them  all  to  work  again. 
The  fauns  through  every  furrow  Ihoot 
To  load  their  flaflcets  with  the  fruit ; 
And  now  the  yintagc  early  trod. 
The  wines  invite  the  jovial  god. 

Strow  the  rofes,  rgife  the  fong, 
See  the  mafter  comes  along  ; 
Lufty  revel  join'd  with  laughter, 
"Whim  and  frolic  follow  after  : 
The  fauns  afidc  the  vats  remain, 
To  ihow  the  work,  and  reap  the  gain. 
All  around,  and  all  around, 
They  fit  to  riot  on  the  ground ; 
A  yeffcl  ftands  amidft  the  ring. 
And  here  they  laugh,  and  there  they  fiEg  : 
Or  rife  a  jolly  jolly  band, 
And  dance  about  it  hand  in  hand ; 
Dance  about,  and  fiiout  amain, 
Then  fit  to  laugh  and  fing  again. 
Thus  they  drink,  and  thus  they  play 
The  fun  and  all  their  wits  away. 

But,  as  an  ancient  author  fung. 
The  vine  manur'd  with  every  dung, 
From  every  creature  ftrangely  drew 
A  twang  of  brutal  nature  too  ; 
'Twas  hence  in  drinking  on  the  lawns 
New  turns  of  humour  feiz'd  the  fauns. 

Here  ore  was  crying  out,  By  Jove  '. 
Another,  Fight  me  in  the  grove  ; 
This  wounds  a  friend,  and  that  the  trees  | 
The  lion's  temper  reign'd  in  thefe. 

Another  grins,  and  leaps  about, 
And  keeps  a  merry  world  of  rour. 
And  talks  impertinently  free. 
And  twenty  la.k  the  fame  as  he  : 
Chattering,  idle,  airy,  kind  : 
Thefe  take  the  monkeys  turn  of  mind. 

Here  one,  that  faw  the  nymphs  which  flood 
To  peep  upon  them  from  the  wood, 
Skulks  off  to  try  if  any  maid 
Be  lagging  late  beneath  the  fhade  ; 
While  loofe  difcovufe  another  raifes 
In  naked  Nature's  plaineft  phrafes. 
And  every  glafs  he  drinks  enjoys. 
Which  change  of  nonfenfe,  lufl,  and  noife ; 
Mad  and  carelefs,  hpt  and  vain  : 
Such  as  thefe  the  goat  retain. 

Another  drinks  and  calls  it  up. 
And  drinks,  and  wants  another  cup; 
Solemn,  filent,  and  fedate, 
Ever  long,  and  ever  late, 
Full  of  meats,  and  full  of  wine  : 
This  takes  his  temper  from  the  fwine. 

Here  fo?ne  who  hardly  feem  to  breath? ^ 
Prink,  and  hang  the  jaw  beneath. 


Gaping,  tender,  apt  to  weep  : 
Their  nature's  alter'd  by  the  Iheep. 

'Twas  thus  one  autumn  all  the  crew 
(If  what  the  poets  fay  be  true) 
While  Bacchus  made  the  merry  feaft, 
Inclin'd  to  one  or  other  beaft  : 
And  fince,  'tis  faid,  for  many  a  mile 
He  fpread  the  vines  of  Lelbos  ifle. 


THE  HORSE  AND  THE  OLIVE. 

With  moral  tale  let  ancient  wifdom  move, 
Whilft  thus  I  fing  to  make  the  moderns  wife. 

Strong  Neptune  once  with  fage  Minerva  ftrove. 
And  rifing  Athens  was  the  vidlor's  prize. 

By  Neptune,  Plutus  (guardian  power  of  gain)  ; 

By  great  Minerva,  bright  Apollo  flood  : 
But  Jove  fuperior  bade  the  fide  obtain, 

Which  beft  contriv'd  to  do  the  nation  good. 

Then  Neptune  flriking,  from  the  parted  ground 
The  warlike  horfe  came  pawing  on  the  plain. 

And  as  it  toft  its  mane,  and  pranc'd  around. 
By  this,  he  cries,  I'll  make  the  people  reign. 

The  goddefs,  fmiling,  gently  bow'd  her  fpear. 
And  rather  thus  they  ftiall  be  blefs'd,  ftie  faid  : 

Then  upwards  fliooting  in  the  vernal  air. 

With  loaded  boughs  the  fruitful  olive  fpread. 

Jove  faw  what  gift  the  rural  powers  defign'd ; 

And  took  th'  impartial  fcaies,  refolv'd  to  {how, 
If  greater  blifs  in  warlike  pomp  we  find. 

Or  in  the  calm  which  peaceful  times  beftow. 

On  Neptune's  part  he  plac'd  viiSlorious  days, 
Gay  trophies  won,  and  fame  extending  wide; 

But  plenty,  fafety,  fcience,  arts,  and  eafe, 

Minerva's  fcale  with  greater  weight  fupply'd. 

Fierce  war  devours  whom  gentle  peace   would 
fave  : 

Sweet  peace  reftores  what  angry  war  deftroys ; 
War  made  for  peace  with  that  rewards  the  brave. 

While  peace  its  pleafures  from  itfelf  enjoys. 

Hence  vanquifli'd  Neptyne  to  the  fea  withdrew. 
Hence  wife  Minerva  rul'd  Athenian  lands; 

Her  Athens  hence  in  ^rts  and  honours  grew. 
And  ftill  her  olives  deck  pacific  hands. 

From  fables,  thus  difclos'd,  ^  monarch's  mind 
May  form  juft  rules  to  choofe  the  truly  great. 

And  fubjeds  weary'd  with  diftrtffes  find, 

Whole  kind  endeavours  moft  befriend  the  ftate. 

Ev'n  Britain  here  may  learn  to  place  her  love. 
If  cities  won  her  kingdom's  wealth  have  coft  ; 

If  Anna's  thoughts  the  patriot  fouls  approve, 
Whofe  care  reftore  that  wealth  the  wars  had 
loft. 

But  if  we  aflc,  the  moral  to  difclofe. 
Whom  her  beft  j'atronefs  Eiiropa  calls, 
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Great  Anna's  title  no  ejception  knows, 
And  unapply'd  in  this  the  fable  falls. 

With  her  nor  Neptune  or  Minerva  vies  : 

Whene'er  (he  pleas'd,  her  troops  to  conqueft 

flew; 
Whene'er  fhe  pleafc:,  peaceful  times  arife  : 
She  gave  the  horfe,  and  gives  the  olive  too, 


DR.  DONNE'S  THIRD  SATIRE  VERSIFIED. 

Compassion  checks  my  fpleen,  yet  fcorn  denies, 

The  tears  a  pafla^e  through  my  Iweliing  eyes  ; 

To  laugh  or  weep  at  iins,  might  idly  Oiow 

Unheedful  paHion,  or  unfruitful  woe. 

Satire  !  arife,  and  try  thy  {harper  ways. 

If  ever  fatire  cur'd  an  olddifeafe. 

Is  net  Religion  (heaven-defcended  dame). 

As  worthy  all  our  foul's  dcvouteft  flame, 

'As  moral  virtue  in  her  early  fway, 

When  the  beft  heathens  faw  by  doubtful  day  ? 

Are  not  the  joys,  the  promis'd  joys  above, 

As  great  and  ftrong  to  vanquifh  earthly  love, 

As  earthly  giory,  fame,  refpe<ft,  and  fhow, 

As  all  rewards  thdr  virtue  found  below  ? 

Alas!  religion  proper  means  prepares, 

Thefe  means  are  ours,  and  muft  its  end  be  theirs  ? 

And  fhall  thy  father's  fpirit  meet  the  fight 

Of  heathen  fages  doth'd  in  heavenly  light, 

Whofe  merit  of  itrift  life,  feverely  fuited 

To  reafon's  didlates,  may  be  faith  in-.puted, 

Whilfl  thou,  to  whom  he  taught  the  nearer  road. 

Art  ever  banifh'd  from  the  bleft  abode  ? 

Oh  !   if  thy  temper  fuch  a  fear  can  find, 
This  fear  were  valour  of  the  nobleft  kind. 

Dar'ft  ihdu  provoke,  when  rebel  fouls  afpire, 
Thy  Maker's  vmgeance,  and  thy  Monarch's  ire. 
Or  live  entomb'd  in  (hips,  thy  leader's  prey, 
Sp"il  of  the  war,  the  famine,  or  the  fea  ; 
In  fearch  of  pearl,  iti  depth  of  ocean  breathe, 
Or  live,  exil'd  the  fun,  in  mines  beneath. 
Or.  where  in  tempefts  icy  mountains  roll, 
At^emp:  a  paflage  by  the  northern  pole  ? 
Or  dar'il  thou  parch  within  the  fires  of  Spain, 
Or  burn  beneaih  the  line,  f  r  Indian  gam? 
Or  for  fome  idol  of  thy  fancy  draw  [ftraw  ? 

Some   lof>le-gown'd   dame ;    O  courage  made    of 
Thus,  defperate  cowar^,   'vvould'll  thou  bold  ap- 
pear, 
Yet  when  thy  God  has  placM  thee  centry  here, 
To  thy  own  foes,  to  his,  ignoble  yield ; 
And  leave,  for  wars  forbid,  th'  appointed  field  ? 

Know  ihy  own  fees ;  th'  apoflate  angel ;  he 
You  flrive  to  picale,  the  formoll  of  the  three ; 
He  makes  the  plcafures  of  his  realm  the  bait, 
But  can  hf  give  for  love  'hat  adils  in  hate  ? 
The  wrrld'b  thy  ftc  nd  love,  thy  Iccond  foe, 
The  worl(',  whole  beauties  perifli  as  they  blow. 
They  fly,  (he  fades  herfelf,  and  at  the  beft. 
You  grafp  a  withcr'd  ftrumpet  to  your  brcafl ; 
The  flelh  is  next,  which  in  fruition  waftes, 
High  flufh'd'wirh  all  the  fenfual  joys  it  taflcs. 
While  n-.en  the  fair,  the  goodly  foul  deftioy, 
From  whence  the  flcfh  has  power  to  tafte  a  joy, 


Seek  thou  religion  primitively  found- 
Well,  gentle  frK?nd,  but  where  may  Ihe  be  found? 

By  faith  implicit  blind  Ignaro  led, 
Thinks  the  bright  feraph  from  his  country  fled. 
And  feeks  her  feat  at  Rome,  becaufe  we  knov\f. 
She  there  was  feea  a  thoufand  years  ago ; 
And  loves  her  relic  rags,  as  men  obey 
The  foot-cloth  where  the  prince  fat  yefterday, 
Thefe  pageant  forms  are  whining  Ohed's  fcorn. 
Who  feeks  religion  at  Geneva  born, 
A  fullen  thing,  whofe  coarfenefs  fuits  the  crowd  : 
Though    young,    unhandfome ;    though    uuhand- 

fi^nie,  proud  ; 
Thus,  with  the  wanton,  fome  perverfely  judge 
AH  girls  unhealthy  but  the  country  drudge. 

No  foreign  fchemes  make  eafy  C'spio  roam. 
The  man  contented  takes  his  church  at  home, 
Nay,  fhould  fome  preachers,   fervile    bawds    of 
gain,  [reign. 

Should  fome  new  laws,  which  like  new  faihion^ 
Command  hi»  faith  to  count  falvation  ty'd. 
To  vifit  his,  and  vifit  none  befide  ; 
He  grants  falvation  centres  in  his  own, 
And  grants  it  centres  but  in  his  alone  ; 
From  youth  to  age  he  grafps  the  profFer'd  dame. 
And  they  confer  his  faith,  who  give  his  name  ; 
So  from  the  guardian's  hands  the  wards,  who  live, 
Enthrall'd  to  guardians,  take  the  wives  they  give^ 

From  all  profeffions  carelefs  Airy  flies, 
For  all  profeffions  can't  be  good,  he  cries; 
And  here  a  fault,  and  there  another  views, 
And  lives  unfix'd  for  want  of  heart  to  choofe; 
So  men,  who  know  what  fome  loofe  girls  have, 

done, 
For  fear  of  marrying  fuch,  will  marry  none. 
The  charms  of  all  obfequious  courtly  ftrike ; 
On  each  he  dotes,  on  each  attends  alike  ; 
And  thinks,  as  different  countries  deck  the  dame^ 
The  dreffes  altering,  and  the  fex  the  fame  : 
So  fares  religion,  chang'd  in  outward  fhow. 
But  'tis  religion  ftill  where'er  we  go  : 
This  blindnefs  fprings  from  an  cxcefs  of  light. 
And  men  embrace  the  wrong,  to  choofe  the  rights 
But  thou  of  force  muft  ore  religion  own. 
And  only  one,  and  that  the  right  alone; 
To  find  that  right  one,  afk  thy  reverend  fire, 
Let  his  of  him,  and  him  of  his  enquire; 
Though  truth  and  falfehood  feem  as  twins  ally'dj 
There's  elderfhip  on  truth's  delightful  fide  ; 
Her  feek  with  heed — who  feeks  the  foundeft  firfl^ 
Is  not  of  no  religion,  nor  the  worft. 
T'  adore  or  fcorn  the  image,  or  protefl. 
May  all  be  bad ;  doubt  wifely  for  the  befl, 
'Twere  wrong  to  fleep.  or  headlong  run  aftray  j 
It  is  not  wandering  to  inquire  the  way. 

On  a  large  mountain,  at  the  bafis  wide. 
Steep  to  the  top,  and  craggy  at  the  fide, 
.sits  facrcd  truth  enthron'd  ;  and  he  who  means 
To  reach  the  fummit,  mounts  with  weary  pains. 
Winds  round  and  round,  and  every  turn  effays^ 
Where  fudden  breaks  refift  the  fborter  ways. 
Yet  labour  fo,  that  ere  faint  age  arrive, 
Thy  fearrhing  foul  polTeft  her  reft  alive  : 
To  work  by  twilight  were  to  work  too  late. 
And  age  is  twilight  to  th«  Di^hi  of  face. 
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To  will  alone,  is  but  to  mean  delay, 

To  work  at  prefcnt  is  the  ufe  of  day. 

For  man's  employ  much  thought  and  deed  remain. 

High  thoughts  the  foul,   hard  deeds  the   body's 

drain. 
And  myfteries  alk  believing,  which  to  view, 
Like  the  fair  fun,  are  plain,  but  dazzling  too. 

Be  truth,  fo  found,  with  facred  heed  pofieft. 
Not  kings  have  power  to  tear  it  from  thy  bread. 
By  no  blank  charters  harm  they  where  they  hate, 
Nor  are  they  vicars,  but  the  hands  of  fate. 
Ah  !  fool  and  wretch,  who  let'fl  thy  foul  be  ty'd 
To  human  laws  !  or  muft  it  fo  be  try  'd  ? 
Or  will  it  boot  thee,  at  the  lateft  day, 
When  judgment  fits,  and  juftice  afks  thy  plea, 
That  Philip  that,  or  Gregory  taught  thee  this, 
Or  John  or  Martin  ?  all  may  teach  amifs  : 
For  every  contrary  in  each  extreme 
This  holds  alike,  and  each  may  plead  the  fame. 

Wouldft  thou  to  power  a  proper  duty  Ihow  ? 
'Tis  thy  firft  talk  the  bounds  of  power  to  know; 
The  bounds  once  paft,  it  holds  the  fame  no  more, 
Its  nature  alters,  which  it  own'd  before. 
Nor  were  fubmiflion  humblenefs  expreft. 
But  all  a  low  idolatry  at  beft. 
Power  from  above,  fubordinatelj  fpread. 
Streams  like  a  fountain  from  th'  eternal  head  : 
There,  calm  and  pure,  the  living  waters  flow. 
But  roars  a  torrent  or  a  flood  below, 
Each  flower  ordain'd  the  margins  to  adorn. 
Each  native  beauty,  from  its  roots  is  torn, 
And  left  on  deferts,  rocks  and  fands,  are  toft. 
All  the  long  travel,  and  in  ocean  loft. 
So  fares  the  foul,  which  more  that  power  reveres. 
Man  claims  from  God,  than  what  in   God  in^ 
heres. 


THE  GIFT  OF  POETRY, 

From  realms  of  never-interrupted  peace. 
From  thy  fair  ftation  near  the  throne  of  grace, 
From  choirs  of  angels,  joys  in  endlefs  round, 
And  endlefs  harmony's  enchanting  found, 
Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker's  praife  to  (how, 
Bright  gift  of  verfe  defcend,  and  here  below 
My  ravifti'd  heart  with  rais'd  affeftion  fill. 
And  warbling  o'er  the  foul  incline  my  will. 
Among  thy  pomp,  let  rich  exprefllon  wait. 
Let  raging  numbers  form  thy  train  complete, 
■\Vhile  at  thy  motions  over  all  the  Iky 
Sweet  founds,  and  echoes  fweet,  refounding  fly  ; 
And  where  thy  feet  with  gliding  beauty  tread. 
Let  fancy's  flowery  fpring  ere«9:  its  head. 

It  comes,  it  comes,  with  unaccuftom'd  light. 
The  tradts  of  airy  thought  grow  wondrous  bright, 
Its  notions  ancient  memory  reviews. 
And  young  invention  new  defigns  purfues. 
To  fome  attempt  my  will  and  wifhes  prefs. 
And  pleafure,  rais'd  in  hope,  forbodes  fuccefs. 
My  God  !  from  whom  proceed  the  gifts  divine. 
My  God !   I  think  I  feel  the  gift  is  thine. 
Be  this  no  vain  illufion  which  I  find. 
Nor  nature's  imyulfe  on  the.paflive  mind. 


But  rcafon's  a(!t,  produc'd  by  good  defWe, 
By  grace  enliven'd  with  cejeftial  fire; 
While  bafe  conceits,  like  mifty  fons  of  night. 
Before  fuch  beams  of  glory  take  their  flight. 
And  frail  affiedlions,  born  of  earth,  decay. 
Like  weeds  that  wither  in  the  warmer  ray. 

I  thank  thee.  Father  !  with  a  grateful  mind  ; 
Man's  undeferving,  and  thy  mercy  kind. 
1  now  perceive,  I  long  to  ling  thy  praife, 
I  now  perceive,  I  long  to  find  my  lays 
The  fweet  incentives  of  another's  love, 
And  fure  fuch  longings  have  their  rife  aboTC, 
My  refolution  ftands  confirm'd  within. 
My  lines  afpiring  eagerly  begin; 
Begin,  n-y  lines,  to  fuch  afubjeiS  due. 
That  aids  our  labours,  and  rewards  them  too  I 
Begin,  while  Canaan  opens  to  mine  eyes. 
Where  fouls  and  fongs,  divinely  form'd,  arife. 

As  one  whom  o'er  the  fweetly-vary'c^iead* 
Entire  recefs  and  lunely  pleafure  lead?. 
To  verdur'd  banks,  to  paths  adorn'd  with  flowerjj 
To  fhady  trees,  to  clofely  waving  bowers. 
To  bubbling  fountains,  and  afide  the  ftream 
That  foftly  gliding  fooths  a  waking  dream, 
Or  bears  the  thought  infpir'd  with  heat  along. 
And  with  fair  images  improves  a  fong  ; 
Through  facred  anthems,  fo  may  fancy  range. 
So  ftill  from  beauty,  ftill  to  beauty  change, 
To  feel  delights  in  all  the  radiant  way. 
And,  with  fweet  numbers,  what  it  feels  repay. 
For  this  I  call  that  ancient  time  appear, 
And  bring  his  rolls  to  ferve  in  method  here  ; 
His  rolls  which  ads,  that  endlefs  honour  claim, 
Have  rank'd  in  order  for  the  voice  of  fame. 
My  call  is  favour'd  :  Time  from  firft  to  laft 
Unwinds  his  years,  the  prefent  fees  the  paft  ; 
I  view  their  circles  as  he  turns  them  o'er. 
And  fix  my  footfteps  where  he  went  before. ; 

The  page  unfolding  would  a  top  difclofe. 
Where  founds  melodious  in  their  birth  arofe. 
Where  firft  the  morning  ftars  together  fung, 
Where  firft  their  harps  the  Ions  of  glory  ftrung, 
With  fliouts  of  joy  while  hallelujahs  rife 
To  prove  the  chorus  of  eternal  fkies. 
Rich  fparkling  ftrckes  the  letters  doubly  gild, 
And  ail's  with  love  and  admiration  fill'd. 


M  O  S  E  S. 

To  grace  thofe  lines,  which  next  appear  to  fight, 
The  pencil  flione,  with  mors  abated  light ; 
Yet  ftill  the  pencil  Ihone,  the  lines  were  fair. 
And  awful  Mofes  Hands  recorded  there  ; 
Let  his,  replete  with  flames  and  praife  divine, 
Let  his,  the  firft-remcmber'd  long  be  mine. 
Then  rife  niy  thought,  and  in  thy  prophet  find 
What  joy  Thould  warm  thee,  for  the  work  deCgn'di 
To  that  great  a^.^,  which  rais'J  his  heart,  repair. 
And  find  a  portion  of  his  fpirit  there. 

A  nation  helplefs  and  unarm'd  I  view, 
Whom  ftrong  revengeful  troops  of  war  purfue, 
Seas  flop  their  flight,  their  camp  muft  prove  their 

grave, 
Ah.  1  what  can  fave  them  ?  God  alone  can  fave. 


THE    WORKS    OF    PARNELL. 


jGod's   ^"ondrous  voice   proclaims  his  high  com 

mand, 
He  bids  their  leader  wave  the  facred  wand, 
And  where  the  billows  flow'd,  they  flow  no  more, 
A  road  lies  nakfd,  and  they  march  it  o'er. 
Safe  may  the  Ions  of  Jacob  travel  through, 
But  why  will  harden'd  Egypt  venture  too  ? 
Vain  in  thy  rage,  to  think  thofe  waters  flee 
And  rife  like  wails,  on  eirher  hand,  for  thee. 
'I'he  night  comes  on,  the  feafon  for  furprife, 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael,  God  dirf<5ls  thine  eyes. 
A  fiery  cloud  I  fee  thine  angel  ride, 
His  chariot  is  thy  light,  and  he  tJiy  guide.     . 
The  day  comes  on,  and  haif  the  fuccours  fail. 
Yet  fear  not,  Ifrael,  God  will  dill  prevail. 
I  fee  thine  angel  from  before  thee  go, 
To  make  the  wheels  of  venturous  Egypt  flow. 
His  rolling  cloud  inwarps  its  teams  of  light, 
And  what  fupply'd  thy  dav,  prolongs  their  nignt. 
At  length  the  dangers  of  the  deep  are  run, 
The  further  brii)k  is  paft,  the  bank  is  won; 
The  leader  turns  to  view  the  foes  behind, 
Tien  waves  his  folemn  wand  within  the  wind, 
Oh  !  nation  freed  by  wonders,  ceafe  thy  fear, 
And  fland,  and  lee  the  Lord's  falvation  here. 

Ye  tempefts,  now,  from  every  corner  fly. 
And  wildly  rage  in  all  my  fancied  flcy. 
Roll  on,  ye  waters,  as  they  roll'd  before, 
Ye  billows  of  my  fancied  ocean,  roar  ; 
Dafli  high,  ride  foaming,  mingle,  all  the  main, 
'Tis  done,  and  Pharaoh  can't  afflidl  again. 
The  work,  the  wondrous  work  of  freedom's  donCj 
The  winds  abate,  the  cloud?;  reftore  the  fun, 
The  wreck  appears,  the  threatening  army  drown'd 
Floats  o'er  the  waves,  to  ftrew  the  fandy  ground, 
Then  place  thy  Mofes  near  the  calming  flood, 
Majeftically  mild,  ferenely  good  ; 
Let  meeknefs,  lovely  virtue,  gently  ftreara 
Around  his  vifage,  like  a  lambent  flame  ; 
l^et  grateful  fentiments,  let  fenfe  of  love, 
l^et  holy  zeal,  within  his  bofom  move; 
And  while  his  people  gaze  the  watery  plain, 
And  fear's  laft  touches  like  to  doubts  remain  ; 
While  bright  aftonifliment,  that  feems  to  raife 
A  queftioning  belief,  is  fond  to  praife ; 
Be  thus  the  rapture  in  the  prophet's  breaft. 
Be  thus  the  thanks  f<  r  freedom  gain'd  exprefs'd  : 

I'll  fing  to  God,  rU  firg  the  iongsof  praife. 
To  God,  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways, 
To  Gdd,  whofe  glories  In  the  feas  excel, 
Where  the  proud  horfe,  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

The  Lord,  in  mercy  kind,  in  juftice  ftrong, 
Is  now  my  ftrength  ;  this  ftrength  be  now  my  fong 
This  fure  falvation  fuch  he  proves  to  me, 
From  danger  refcued,  and  from  bondage  free; 
The  Lord's  my  God,  and  I'll  prepare  his  feat. 
Thy  father's  God,  and  I'll  proclaim  hiln  great; 
Him  Lord  of  battle?,  him  renown'd  in  name. 
Him  ever- faithful,  evermore  the  fame. 
His  gracious  aids  avenge  his  people's  thrall, 
They  make  the  pride  of  boafting  Pharaoh  fall. 
Within  the  feas  his  ftately  chariots  lie. 
Within  the  feas  his  chofen  'captains  die. 
The  rolling  dctps  have  cover'd  o'er  the  foe. 
They  funk  like  tlor.es,  they  fwiftly  funk  below  : 


Thine  hand,  my  God!  thine  hand  confefs'd  thy 

care, 
Thine  hand  was  glorious  in  thy  power  there, 
It  broke  their  troops,  unequal  for  the  fight, 
In  all  the  greatntfs  of  excelling  might : 
Thy  wrath  fent  forward  o'er  the  raging  ftream. 
Swift,  fure,  and  fudden,  their  deftru<5lion  came. 
They  fell  as  ftubble  burns,  while  driving  ikies 
Provoke  and  whirl  a  flame,  and  ruin  flies. 

When  blafls,  difpatch'd  with  wonderful  intent, 
On  fovereign  orders  from  thy  noftrils  went. 
For  our  accounts,  the  waters  were  afraid, 
Perceiv'd  thy  prefence,  and  together  fled  ; 
In  heaps  uprightly  plac'd,  they  learn  to  ftand. 
Like  banks  of  cryftal,  by  the  paths  of  fand. 
The>n,  fondly  fluih'd  with  hope,  and  fwell'd  with 

pride, 
And  fill'd  with  rage,  the  foe  profanely  cry'd, 
Secure  of  conqueft,  I'll  purfue  their  way, 
I'll  overtake  them,  I'll  divide  the  prey. 
My  luft  I'll  futisfy,  mine  anger  cloy, 
My  fword  I'll  brandifli,  and  their  name  deftroy. 
How  wildly  threats  their  anger,  hark !  above. 
New  blafts  of  wind  on  new  commiflion  move. 
To  loofe  the  fetters  that  confin'd  the  main, 
And  make  its  mighty  waters  rage  again. 
Then,  oyerwhelm'd  with  their  refiftlefs  fway, 
They  funk  like  lead,  they  funk  beneath  the  fea. 

Oh,  who's  like  thee, thou  dreaded  Lord  of  Hofl.! 
Among  the  gods,  whom  all  the  nations  boaft. 
Such  adts  of  wonder  and  of  ftrength  difplays  ? 
Oh  great,  oh  glorious  in  thine  holy  ways ! 
Deferving  praife,  and  that  thy  praife  appear 
In  figns  of  reverence,  and  fenfe  of  fear. 
With  juflice  arm'd.thou  fl;retchedft  out  thine  hand. 
And  earth  between  its  gaping  jaws  of  land 
Receiv'd  its  waters  of  the  parted  main, 
And  fwallow'd  up  the  dark  Egyptian  train. 
With  mercy  rifing  on  the  weaker  fide, 
Thyfelf  bec'anae  the  refcued  people's  guide  I 
And  in  thy  ftrength  they  paft  th'  amazing  road 
To  reach  thine  holy  mount,  thy  blefs'd  abode. 
What  thou  haft  done  the  neighbouring  realms 

ftiall  hear. 
And  feel  the  ftrange  report  excite  their  fear. 
What  thou  haft  done  fliall  Edom's  Duke  amaze. 
And  make  defpair  on  Paleftina  feize ; 
Shall  make  the  warlike  fons  of  Moab  ibake, 
And  ail  the  melting  hearts  of  Canaan  weak. 
In  heavy  damps,  diffus'd  on  every  breaft. 
Shall  cold  diftruft  and  hopelefs  terror  reft, 
The  matchlefs  greatnefs,  which  thine  hand  has 

ftiewn. 
Shall  keep  their  kingdoms  as  unmov'd  as  ftone. 
While  Jordan  ftops  above,  and  fails  below, 
And  all  thy  flock  acrofs  the  channel  go. 
Thus  on  thy  mercy's  filver-fhining  wing. 
Through  feas  and  ftreams  thou  wilt  the  nation 

bring. 
And  as  the  rooted  trees  fecurely  ftand. 
So  firmly  plant  it  in  the  promis'd  land ; 
Where  for  thyfelf  thou  wilt  a  place  prepare. 
And  after-ages  will  thine  altar  rear. 
There  reign  vitStorious  In  thy  facred  feat. 
Oh,  Lord !  for  ever  and  for  ever  great. 
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Look  where  the  tyrant  was  but  lately  feen, 
The  feas  gave  backward,  and  he  veiitur'd  in  : 
In  yonder  n;ulf  with  haughty  pomp  he  ftiow'd, 
Here  manh'd  his  horfcnien,  there   his  chariots 

rode. 
And  when  our  God  reftor'd  the  floods  again, 
Ah,  vainJy  ftrong,  they  periih'd  in  the  main ; 
But  Ifrael  went  a  dry  lurprifing  way, 
Mace  fafe  by  miracles,  amidft  the  fea.  [joy. 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  though  not  the  Prophet's 
Which  others  hands  and  others  tongues  employ; 
For  flill  the  lays,  v/ith  warmth  divine  exprefl, 
Jnflam'd  his  hearers  to  their  iumoft  breall. 
Then  Miriam's  notes  the  chorus  fweetly  raife. 
Arid  Miriam's  timbrel  gives  new  life  to  praife. 
The  moving  found*,  like  foft  delicious  wind, 
That  breath'd  from  paradife,  a  paffage  find, 
Shed  fympathies  for  odours,  as  they  rove, 
And  fan  the  rifings  of  enkindled  love 

O'er  all  the  crowd  the  thought  infpiring  flew. 
The  women  follow'd,  with  their  timbrels  too. 
And  thus  from  Mofes,  where  his  flrains  arofe, 
They  catch'd  a  rapture,  to  perform  the  clofe. 

We'll  fing  to  God,  we'll  fing  the  fongs  of  praife, 
To  God  triumphant  in  his  wondrous  ways, 
'I'o  God,  whofe  glories  in  the  feas  excel. 
Where  the  proud  horfe  and  prouder  rider  fell. 

Thus  Ifrael,  raptur'd  with  the  pleafing  thought, 
Of  freedom  wifh'd,  and  wonderfully  got, 
Made  cheerful  thanks  from  every  bank  refound, 
.Exprefs'd  by  fongs,  improv'd  in  joy  by  found. 
Oh,facred  Mofes,  each  infuftng  line, 
That  mov'd  their  gratitude,  was  part  of  thine ; 
And  ftill  the  Chrillians  in  thy  numbers  view, 
The  type  of  baptifm,  and  of  heaven  too. 
So  fouls  from  water  rife  to  grace  below. 
So  faints  from  toil  to  praife  and  glory  go. 

Oh,  graref'd  Miriam,  in  thy  temper  wrought, 
Too  warm  for  filence,  or  inventing  thought ; 
Thy  part  of  anthem  was  to  warble  o'er. 
In  fweet  refponfe  what  Mofes  fung  before. 
'J  hou  ledfl  the  public  voice  to  join  his  lays. 
And  words  redoubling,  well  redoublfjd  praife. 
Receive  thy  title,  prophetefs  was  thine. 
When  here  thy  praiftice  fhew'd  thy  form  divine. 
1'he  fpirit  thus  approv'd,  refign'd  in  will, 
The  cJiurch  bows  (iown,  and  hears  refponfes  {till. 

Nor  lliglitly  fuffer  tuneful  Jubai's  name 
To  niifs  his  place  among  the  fons  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  fweet  infuiions  could  of  old  infpire 
The  bre.xrhing  organs,  and  the  trembling  lyre. 
Father  of  thefe  on  .^arth,  whofe  gentle  foul, 
By  fuch  engagements,  could  the  miud  controul, 
If  holy  verles  aught  to  mufic  owe. 
Be.  that  thy  large  account  of  thanks  below  : 
Whilft,  then,  the  timbrels  lively  pleafure  gave. 
And,  now,  whilft  organs  found  fedately  grave. 
-  My  firft  attempt  the  finifh'd  courfe  commends, 
Npw,  Fancy,  flag  not,  as  that  fubjeft  ends, 
But,  charni'd  with  beauties  which  attend  thy  way, 
Afcend  harmonious  in  the  next  efl'ay. 
So  flies  the  lark,  and  learn  from  her  to  fly; 
She  mount)",  fhe  warbles  on  the  wind  on  high, 
She  falls  from  thence,  and  feems  to  drop  her  wing, 
But,  ere  ft>e  lights  to  reft,  remounts  to  fing. 


It  is  not  far  the  days  have  roU'd  their  years 
Before  the  fecond  brighten'd  work  appears. 
It  is  not  far,  alas  1  the  faulty  caufe, 
Which,  from  the  prophet,  fad  refledlion  draws  : 
Alas  !  th^t  blellings  in  pofleflion  cloy. 
And  peevifh  murmurs  arc  preferr'd  to  joy; 
That  favour'd  Ifrael  could  be  faithlefs  flill. 
Or  queftion  God's  protediing  power  or  will. 
Or  dr^ad  devoted  Canaan's  warlike  men. 
And  long  for  Egypt  and  their  bonds  again. 
Scarce  thrice  the  fun  fince  harden'd  Pharaoh  dy'd. 
As  bridegrooms  ilfue  furth  with  glittering  pride. 
Rejoicing  rofe,  and  let  the  nation  fee 
Three  fhining  days  of  eafy  liberty. 
Ere  the  mean  fears  of  want,  produc'd  within. 
Vain  thought,  replenifli'd,  with  rebellious  fin. 

Oh  look  not,  lirael,  to  thy  former  way  ; 
God  cannot  fail;  and  either  wait  or  pray. 
Within  the  borders  of  thy  promis'd  lands, 
Lot's  haplefs  wife  a  ftrange  example  flands, 
She  turn'd  her  eyes,  and  felt  her  change  begin. 
And  wrath  as  fierce  may  meet  refcmbling  fin. 
Then  forward  move  thy  camp,  and  forward  ftill. 
And  let  fweet  mercy  bend  thy  flubborn  wilL 

At  thy  complaint,  a  branch  in  Marah  caft. 
With  fweetening  virtue  mends  the  water's  tafte. 
At  thy  complaint,  the  labouring  tempeft  fails. 
And  drives  before  a  wondrous  Ihower  of  quails. 
In  tender  grafs  the  falling  manna  lies. 
And  heaven  itfelf  the  want  of  bread  fupplles. 
The  rock  divided,  flows  upon  the  plain 
At  thy  complaint,  and  ftill  thou  wilt  complain. 
As,  thus  employ'd,  thou  went  the  defert  through, 
Lo  I  Sinai  mount  uprear'd  its  head  to  view. 
Thine  eyes  perceiv'd  the  darkly-rolling  cloud. 
Thine  ears  the  trumpet  flirill,  the  thunder  loud. 
The  forky  lightning  fhot  in  livid  green. 
The  fmoke  arofe,  the  mountain  all  a  flame 
Qnak'd  to  the  depths,  and  work'd  with  figns    of 

awe. 
While  God  defccnded  to  difpenfe  the  law. 
Yet  neither  mercy,  manifeft  in  might. 
Nor  power  in  terrors  could  preferve  thee  right. 

Provok'd  with  crimes  of  fuch  an  heinous  kind. 
Almighty  juflice  fware  the  doom  defign'd  : 
That  they  ihould  never  reach  the  promis'd  feat; 
And  Mofes  grsatly  mourns  their  haften'd  fate. 

I'll  think  how  now  retir'd  to  public  care. 
While  night  in  pitchy  plumes  ilides  foft  in  air, 
I'll  think  him  giving  what  the  guilty  fleep. 
To  thoughts  where  forrow  glides,  and  numbers 

weep. 
Sad  thoughts  of  woes  that  reign  where  fuch  prevail. 
And  man's  ftiort  life,  though  not  fo  Ihort  as  fraiL 
Within  this  circle  for  his  inward  eyes. 
He  bids  the  fading  low  creation  rife. 
And  ftrait  the  train  of  mimic  fenfes  brings 
The  dulky  fhapes  of  tranfitory  things. 
Through    penfive    fhades,    the    vifioa    feem    to 

range, 
They  feem  to  flourilh,  and  they  fecm  to  change  ; 
A  moon  decreafing  runs  the  filent  fky. 
And  fickly  birds  on  moulting  feathers  fly ; 
Men  walking  count  their  days  of  blefling  o'er, 
The  bleflings  vanilh,  and  the  tale's  no  more. 
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S:i!l  hours  of  nightly  watches  fteal  away, 
Big  waters  roil,  green  blades  of  grafs  decay, 
Then  all  the  penfive  fhades,  by  juft  degrees. 
Grow  faint  in  profpedl,  and  go  off  with  thefe  : 
But  while  th'  affecting  notions  pafs  along, 
He  choofes  fuch  as  bed  adorn  his  fong  ; 
And  thus  with  God  the  rifing  lays  began, 
God  ever  reigning,  God  compar'd  with  man  : 
And  thus  they  move  to  man  beneath  hisrod, 
!Man  deeply  finning,  man  chaftis'd  by  God. 

Oh  Lord  .  Oh  Saviour  I  though  thy  chofen  band 
Have  ftay'd  likt  ftrangers,  in  a  foreign  land. 
Through  number'd  ages,  which  have  run  their 

race, 
Still  has  thy  mercy  been  our  dwelling-place  : 
Before  the  moft  exalted  riuft  of  earth. 
The  fiately  nn  untains  had  receiv'd  a  birth; 
Before  the  pillars  of  the  world  we.  e  laid  ; 
Btfore  the  habitable  parts  were  made; 
Thou  wert  their  God,  from  thee  their  rife  they 
Thou  great  for  ages,  great  for  ever  too.        [drew, 

Man  (mortal  creature)  fram'd  to  feel  decays. 
Thine  unrcfifted  power  at  pieafnre  fways; 
Thou  fay'ft;  return,  and  parting  fouU  obey. 
Thou  fay'ft  return,  and  bodies  fall  to  clay. 
For  what's  a  thoufand  fleering  years  with  thee  ? 
Or  time,  compar'd  with  long  eternity, 
Whofe  wings  expanding  infinitely  vafl 
O'erftrerch  its  utmof:  ends  of  firfl,  and  lafl: ; 
Tis  like  thofe  hours  that  lately  faw  the  fun  ; 
He  rofe,  and  fet,  and  al!  the  day  was  done  : 
Or  like  the  watches  which  dread  night  divide. 
And  while  we  Cumber  unregarded  glide, 
When  all  the  prefent  feems  a  thing  of  nought, 
And  paft  and  future  clofe  to  waking  thought. 
As  raging  floods,  when  rivers  fwell  with  rain. 
Bear  down  the  groves,  and  overflow  the  plain. 
So  fwifc  and  ftrong  thy  wondrous  might  appears. 
So  life  is  carried  down  the  rolling  years. 
As  heavy  fleep  purfues  the  day's  retreat. 
With  dark,  with  filent,  and  unadlive  ftate, 
Ss  life's  attended  on  by  certain  doom. 
And  death's  their  reft;  their  refting-place,  a  tomb. 
It  quickly  rifes,  and  it  quickly  goes; 
And  youth  its  morning,  age  its  evening  fhews. 
Thus  tender  blades  sjI  grafs,  when  beams  diffufe. 
Rife  from  the  prefTure  of  their  early  dews, 
Point  tow'rds  the  fKies  their  elevated  fpires. 
And  proudly  flnurifh  in  their  green  attires; 
But  foon     ah  fading  ftate  of  things  below  1) 
The  fcythe  deftru<9:ive  mows  the  lovely  Ihewr. 
The  rifing  fun  thus  faw  their  glories  high; 
That  fun  defcended.  fees  their  glories  die. 

We  ftill  with  more  than  common  hafte  of  fate 
Are  doom'd  to  pe-ifti,  in  thy  kindled  hate. 
Our  j->ublic  fins  lor  public  juftice  call,  [fall ; 

And   it  and  like  marks,  on  which  thy  judgmerits 
Our  fecret  fins,  that  folly  thought  conccal'd, 
Are  in  thy  light  for  puniftiment  reveai'd. 
Beneath  the  ttrrors  of  thy  wrath  divine 
Our  days  unmix'd  with  hapj'inefs  decline, 
l.ikf  empty  ftories,  tediuu",  fhort,  and  vain, 
And  never,  never  more  recail'd  again. 
Yet  what  were  life,  if  to  the  longeft  date, 
Which  v^'e  have  aam'd  a  life,  wc  backen'd  fate, 


Alas,  its  moft  computed  length  appears 
To  reach  the  limits  but  of  feventy  years, 
A'ld  if  by  ftrength  to  fi)urfcore  years  we  go. 
That  ftrength  is  labour,  and  that  labour  woe 
Then  will  thy  term  expire,  and  thou  muft  fly. 
Oh  man  !  oh  creature  fureiy  born  to  die  ! 
But  who  regards  a  truth  fo  throughly  known  f 
Who  dreads  a  wrath  fo  manifeftly  fnewn  ? 
Wh'>  feems  to  fear  it,  though  the  danger  vie* 
With  any  pitch  to  which  our  fear  can  rife  ? 
O  teach  us  fo  to  number  all  our  days. 
That  thcfe  reflections  may  corrcft  our  ways. 
That  thtfe  may  lead  us  from  delufive  dreams 
To  walk  in  heavenly  wifdom's  golden  beams. 

Return,  oh  Lord  :    how  long  fliall  lirael  fin  J 
How  long  thine  anger  be  preferv'd  within  i 
Before  our  time's  irrevocably  paft. 
Be  kind,  be  gracious,  and  return  at  laft; 
Let  favour  foon  difpens'd  our  fouls  employ, 
And  ftill  remember'd  favour  live  in  joy. 
Send  years  of  comforts  for  our  years  of  woes. 
Send  thefe  at  leaft  of  equal  length  with  thofe. 
Shine  on  thy  flock,  and  on  their  offspring  faille^ 
With  tender  mercy  (fweeteft  a£l  divine)  ; 
Bright  rays  of  majefty  ferenely  ihed 
To  reft  in  glories  on  the  nation's  head. 
Our  future  deeds  with  approbation  blefs. 
And  in  the  giving  them  give  us  fuccefs. 

Thus  with  forgivenefs  earneftly  dcfir'd,. 
Thus  in  the  raptures  of  a  blifs  requir'd, 
The  man  of  God  concludes  his  facred  ftrain* 
Now  fit  and  lee  the  fubj^ft  once  again; 
See  ghaftly  death,  where  deferts  all  around 
Spread  forth  the  barren  undelightful  ground  : 
There  ftalks  the  filent  melancholy  ihade. 
His  naked  bones  recli!>ing  on  a  fpade  ; 
And  thrice  the  fpadc  with  folemn  fadnefs  heaves. 
And  thrice  earth  opens  in  the  form  of  graves. 
His  gates  of  darkncfs  gape,  to  take  him  in  ; 
And  where  he  foon  would  fink,  he's  pufti'd  by  fin. 

Porr  mortal- !  here,  your  common  pidlure  know. 
And  with  yourfelve;  in  this  acquainted  grow. 
Through  life,   with  airy,  thougiitlefs  pride   yoti 

range. 
And  vainly  glitter  in  the  fphere  of  charge, 
A  fphere  where  all  things  but  for  time  remain, 
Where  no  fix'd  ftars  with  endlefs  glory  reign. 
But  meteors  only,  fhort-iiv'd  meteors  rife. 
To  fhine,  flioot  down,  and  die  beneath  the  Ikies. 
There  is  an  hour,  ah!  who  that  hour  attends? 
When  man,  the  gilded  vanity,  dcfcends; 
When  foreign  force,  or  waftc  f>f  inward  heat, 
Conftrain  the  foul  to  leave  its  ancient  feat ; 
When  barifh'd  beauty  from  fcr  empire  flies. 
And  with  a  languifti  leaves  rhe  fparkling  eyes; 
When  foftenir.g  mufic  and  pcrfuafion  fail. 
And  ail  the  charms  that  in  the  tongue  prevail ; 
When  fpirits  ftop  their  courfe,  when  nerves  un« 

brace, 
And  outward  aftion  and  perception  ccafe  ; 
'Tis  then  the  poor  deform'd  remains  fliall  be 
That  naked  fkeleton  we  feem'd  to  fee. 

Make  this  thy  mirror,  if  thou  would'ft  hare 
blifs. 
No  flattering  image  fhews  itfclf  in'this , 

\ 


1>     O    E     M    S. 


a«ji 


But  fuch  as  lays  the  lofiy  looks  of  pride, 
And  makes  cool  thought  in  humble  channel  glide; 
JSut  fuch  as  clears  the  cheats  of  error's  den, 
Whence  magic  mifts  furround  the  foul*  of  men  ; 
Whence  felf-delufion's  trains  adorn  their  flight, 
As  fnow's  fair  feathers  fleet  to  darken  fight ; 
Then  reft,  and  in  the  work  of  fancy  fpread, 
To  g^ay-wav'd  plumes  for  every  mortal's  head. 
Thefc  empty  forms,  when  death  appears,  difperfe. 
Or  melt  in  tears,  upon  its  mournful  hearfe  ; 
The  fad  refledtion  forces  men  to  know, 
Life  furely  fails,  and  fwiftly  flies  below. 
Oh,  left  thy  folly  lofe  the  profit  fought, 
Oh  never  touch  it  with  a  glancing  thought, 
As  men  to  glafles  come,  and  ftraight  withdraw. 
And  ftraight  forget  what  fort  of  face  they  faw  : 
But  fix,  intently  fix,  thine  inward  eyes. 
And  in  the  ftrength  of  this  great  truth  be  wife. 
If  on  the  globe's  dim  fide  our  fenfes  ftray. 
Not  us'd  to  perfecSl  light,  we  think  it  day: 
Death  feems  long  flcep ;    and  hopes  of  heavenly 

beams, 
Deceitful  wiflies,  big  with  diftant  dreams; 
But  if  our  reafon  purge  the  carnal  fight. 
And  place  its  objeiSs  in  their  jufter  light, 
We  change  the  fide,  from  dreams  on  earth  we 

move, 
And  wake  through  death,  to  rifing  life  above. 

Here  o'er  my  foul  a  folenin  filcnce  reigns. 
Preparing  thought  for  new  celeft.ial  ftrains, 
The  former  vanifli  off,  the  new  begin, 
The  folemn  filence  ftands  like  night  between, 
In  whofe  dark  hofom  day  departing  lies, 
And  day  fucceeding  takes  a  lovely  rife. 
But  though  the  fong  be  chang'd,  be  ftill  the  flame, 
And  ftill  the  prophet,  in  my  lines  the  fame; 
With  care  renew'd,  upon  the  children  dwell, 
Whofe  finful  fathers  in  the  defert  fell, 
With  care  renew'd,  if  any  care  can  do. 
Ah !  left  they  fin,  and  left  they  perifti  too. 

Go  feek  for  Mofes  at  yon  facred  tent, 
On  which  the  Prefence  makes  a  bright  dcfcent. 
Behold  the  cloud,  with  radiant  glory  fair, 
Like  a  wreath'd  pillar,  curl  itfelf  in  air  '. 
Behold  it  hovering  juft  above  the  door, 
And  Mofes  meekly  kneeling  on  the  floor. 
But  if  the  gazing  turn  thy  edge  of  fight. 
And  darknefs  fpring  from  unfupported  light, 
Then    change    the    fenfe,    be    fight   in    hearing 

drown'd. 
While  thefe  ftrange  accents  from  the  vifion  found: 

The  time,  my  fervant,  is  approaching  nigh. 
When  thou  flialt  gather'd  with  thy  fathers  lie  ; 
And  foon  thy  nation,  quite  forgetful  grown 
Of  all  the  glories  which  mine  arm  has  fhewn. 
Shall  through  my  covenant  perverfely  break, 
Defpife  my  worfhip,  and  my  name  forfake, 
By  cuftoms  conquer'd,  where  to  rule  they  go, 
And  fervtng  gods  that  can't  protedl  their  foe. 
Difpleas'd  at  this,  I'll  turn  my  face  afidc 
Till  ftiarp  Afflidion's  rod  reduce  their  pride  ; 
Till,  brought  to  better  mind,  they  feck  relief, 
Ey  good  confeffions  in  the  midft  of  grief. 
Then  write  thy  fong,  to  ft&nd  a-witnefs  ftill 
Of  favours  paft,  and  of  my  future  will, 


For  I  their  vain  conceits  before  difcern, 

Then  write  thy  fong  which  Ifrael's  fons  fhall  learn. 

As  thus  the  wondrous  voice  its  charge  repeats, 
The  prophet  mufing  deep  within  repeats. 
He  feems  to  feel  it  on  a  ftreaming  ray, 
Pierce  through  the  foul  enlightening  all  its  way. 
And  much  ohedient  will,  and  free  defire. 
And  much  his  love  of  Jacob's  feed  infpire; 
And  much,  ohl  much  above  the  warmth  of  thofe, 
The  facred  fpirit  in  his  bofom  glows, 
Majeftic  Notion  feems  decrees  to  nod, 
And  holy  Tranfport  fpeaks  the  words  of  God.! 

He  now  returns,  the  finilh'd  roll  he  brings, 
Enrich'd  with  ftrains  of  paft  and  future  things  ; 
The  priefts  in  order  to  the  tent  repair. 
The  gather'd  tribes  attend  the  elders  there  : 
Oh  !  facred  Mercy's  inexhaufted  ftore  I 
Shall  thefe  have  warning  of  their  faults  before, 
Shall  thefe  be  told  the  recompenccs  due. 
Shall  heaven  and  earth  be  call'd  to  witncfs  to  I 
Then  ftill  the  tumult,  if  it  will  be  fo, 
Let  fear,  to  lofe  a  word,  its  caution  fliew; 
Let  clofe  attention  in  dead  calm  appear. 
And  foftly,  foftly  fteal  with  filence  near; 
While  Mofes,  rais'd  above  the  liftening  throng. 
Pronounces  thus  in  all  their  ears  the  fong  : 

Hear,  Oh  ye  heavens.  Creation's  lofty  fliew. 
Hear,  Oh  thou  hcaven-encompafs'd  earth  below. 
As  filver  fliowers  of  gently  dropping  rain, 
As  honey  dews  diftilling  on  the  plain, 
As  rain,  as  dews,  for  tender  grafs  defign'd. 
So  fhall  my  fpeeches  fink  within  the  mind. 
So  fweetly  turn  the  foul's  enlivening  food, 
So  till  and  cherifh  hopeful  feeds  of  good. 
For  now  my  numbers  to  the  world  abroad 
Will  loudly  celebrate  the  name  of  God. 

Afcribe,  thou  nation,  every  favour'd  tribe. 
Excelling  greatnefs  to  the  Lord  afcribe. 
The  Lord  1  the  rock  on  whom  we  fafely  truft, 
Whofe  work  is  perfed,  and  whofe  ways  are  juftj 
The  Lord  1  whofe  promife  ftands  for  ever  true  ; 
The  Lord  1   moft  righteous,  and  moft  holy  too. 

Ah,  worfe  eletftion !    Ah,  the  bonds  of  fin! 
They  choofe  themfelves,  to  take  corruption  in  ; 
They  ftain  their  fouls  with  vice's  deepeft  blots. 
When  only  frailties  are  his  children's  fj  ots. 
Their  thoughts,  words,  adions,  all  arc  run  aftray. 
And  none  more  crooked,  more  perverfe,  than  they. 

Say,  rebel  nation,  and  unwifely  light, 
Say,  will  thy  folly  thus  the  Lord  requite  ? 
Or  is  he  not  the  God  who  made  thee  free, 
Whofe  mercy  purchas'd  and  eftablifti'd  thee  ? 
Remember  well  the  wondrous  days  of  old. 
The  years  of  ages  long  before  thee  told, 
Aik  all  thy  fathers,  who  the  truth  will  (hew,. 
Or  afk  thine  elders,  for  thine  elders  kr.ow.  [down, 

W^hen   the  Moft   High,    with  fceptrc   pointed 
Defcrib'd  the  reahiis  of  each  beginning  crown. 
When  Adam's  offspring  providential  care, 
To  people  countries,  fcatter'd  here  and  there  ; 
He  to  the  limits  of  their  lands  confin'd, 
That  favour'd  lltael  has  itv  part  afiign'd. 
For  Urael  is  the  Lord's,  and  gains  the  place 
Referv'd  for   thefe,    whom  he   would  choefc  t« 
grace. 
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Him  in  the  defert,  him  his  mercy  found. 
Where   famine   dwells   and   howling   deafs   the 

ground. 
Where  dread  is  felt  by  favage  noife  increaft, 
Where  folitude  cre<5ts  its  feat  on  wafte  : 
And  there  he  led  him,  and  he  taught  him  there, 
And  fafely  kept  him  with  a  watchful  care ; 
The  tender  apples  of  our  heedful  eye, 
Not  jnore  in  guard,  nor  more  fecurely  lie. 
And  as  an  eagle,  that  attempts  to  bring 
Ker  unexperienc'd  young  to  truft  the  wing, 
Stirs  up  her  neft,  and  flutters  o'er  their  heads, 
And  all  the  forces  of  her  pinions  fpreads. 
And  takes  and  bears  them  on  her  plumes  above, 
To  give  peculiar  proof  of  royal  love ; 
'Twas  fo  the  Lord,  the  gracious  Lord  alone, 
With  kindnefs  mod  peculiar,  led  his  own : 
As  no  {Grange  God  concurr'd  to  make  him  free. 
So  none  had  power  to  lead  him  through  but  he. 
To  lands  excelling  lands  and  planted  high. 
That  boafts  the  kindefl  influencing  flcy, 
He  brought,  he  bore  hirtj,  on  the  wings  of  grace, 
To  tafte  the  plenties  of  the  ground's  increafe ; 
Sweet  dropping  honey  from'  the  rocky  foil. 
From  flinty  rocks  the  fnioothly  flowing  oil, 
The  gilded  butter  from  the  {lately  kine. 
The  milk  with  which  the  duggs  of  flieep  decline. 
The  marrow  fatnefs  of  the  tender  lambs, 
The  bulky  breed  of  Bafan's  goats  and  rams ; 
The  fineft  flowery  wheat  that  crowns  the  plain 
Diftends  its  hufk,  and  loads  the  blade  with  grafn, 
And  flill  he  drank  from  ripe  delicious  heaps 
Of  clutters  prefb'd,  the  purcft  blood  of  grapes. 
But  thou  art  wanton,  fat,  and  kicked  now. 
Oh,  well  di^e^fted,  Oh,  Jefliuron  thou  : 
Thou  foon  wert  fat,  thy  fides  were  thickly  grown. 
Thy  fatnefs  deeply  cover'd  every  bone ; 
Then  wanton  fulnefs  vain  oblivion  brought, 
And  God,  that  made  and  fav'd  thee,  was  forgot ; 
While  gods  of  foreign  lands,  and  rites  abhorr'd. 
To  jealoufies  and  anger  mov'd  the  Lord  ; 
While  gods  thy  fathers  never  knew  were  own'd, 
And  fiends  themfelves  with  facrifice  aton'd. 
Oh  I  fools,  unmindful  whence  your  order'd  frame, 
And  whence  your  life-infufing  fpirit  came  ; 
Such  ftrange  corruptions  could  his  hate  provoke. 
And  thus  their  fate  his  indignation  fpoke  : 
It  is  decreed,  I'll  hide  my  face,  and  fee, 
When  I  forfake  them,  what  their  end  fhall  be ; 
For  they're  a  froward,  very  froward  train. 
They  promife  duty,  but  return  difdain. 
Within  my  foul  they've  rais'd  a  jealous  flame. 
By  new-nam'd  gods,  and  only  gods  in  name ; 
They  make  the  burnings  of  my  anger  glow. 
By  guilty  vanity's  difpleafing  fliew  ; 
I'll  alfo  teach  their  jealoufy  to  fret, 
At  fuch  as  are  not  form'd  a  people  yet, 
I'll  make  their  anger  vex  their  inward  bread, 
When  fuch  as  have  not  known  my  laws  are  bleft. 
A  fire,  a  fire  that  nothing  can  afl'uage, 
Is  kindled  in  the  fiercenefs  of  my  rage, 
To  burn  the  depths,  confume  the  land's  increafe. 
And  on  the  mountains'  (Irong  foundations  feize. 
Thick  heaps  of  mifchief  on  their  heads  I  fend. 
And  all  mine  arrows,  wing'd  with  fury,  fpcnd  ; 


Slow-parching  death,  and  peftllential  heaf. 
Shall  bring  the  bitter  pangs  of  lingering  Fate. 
The  teeth  of  beafts  fliall  fwift  deflrudion  bring. 
The  ferpents  wound  them  with  invenom'd  fting, 
The  fword  without,  and  dread  within,  confume 
The  youth  and  virgin,  in  their  lovely  bloom, 
Weak  tender  infancy,  by  fuckling  fed. 
And  Iielplefs  age,  with  hoary  frofted  head. 
I  faid  I'd  fcatter  all  the  finful  race, 
1  faid  I'd  make  its  mere  remembrance  ceafe, 
But  that  I  fear'd  the  foe's  unruly  pride. 
Their  glory  vaunted,  and  their  power  deny'd. 
While  thus  they  boaft,  our  arm  has  (hewn  u£ 

bfave, 
And  God  did  nothing,  for  he  could  not  fave. 
So  fond  their  thoughts  are,  fo  remote  of  fenfe. 
And  blind  in  every  courfe  of  Providence. 
O  did  they  know  to  what  my  judgments  tend  ! 
O  would  they  ponder  on  their  latter  end ! 
They  foon  would  find,  that  when  upon  the  field 
One  makes  a  thoufand,  two,  ten  thoufand  yield. 
The  Lord  of  Hofts  has  fold  a  rebel  fiate, 
And  fure  enclos'd  it  in  the  nets  of  Fate ; 
For  what's  another's  rock  compar'd  with  ours, 
Let  them  be  judges  that  have  prov'd  their  powers,' 
That  on  their  own  have  vainly  call'd  for  aid. 
While  ours  to  freedom  and  to  glory  led. 
Their  vine,  indeed,  may  fecm  to  flouriih  fair, 
But  yet  it  grows  in  Sodom's  tainted  air, 
It  fucks  corruption  from  Gomorrah's  fields, 
And  galls  for  grapes  in  bitter  clufters  yields. 
And  poifon  fheds  for  wine,  like  that  which  comes 
From  afps,  and  dragons  death-infedled  gums. 
And  are  not  thcfe  their  hateful  fins  reveal'd. 
And  in  my  treafures  for  my  juftice  feal'd? 
To  me  the  province  of  revenge  belongs. 
To  me  the  certain  recompence  of  wrongs. 
Their  feet  fhall  totter  in  appointed  time. 
And  threatening  danger  overtake  their  crime ; 
For,  wing'd  with  feather'd  hade,  the  minutes  fly 
To  bring  thofc  things  that  mud  afliA  them  nigh. 
The. Lord  will  judge  his  own,  and  bring  them  low. 
And  then  repent,  and  turn  upon  the  foe. 
And  when  the  judijments  from  his  own  remove 
Will  thus  the  foe  convincingly  reprove  : 
■Where  are  the  gods,  the  rock,  to  whom  in  vain 
Your    offerings    have  been  made,    your  Vi<5lim» 

flain  ? 
Let  them  arife,  let  them  afford  their  aid. 
And  with  protection's  diield  furround  your  head. 
Know  then  your  Maker,  I  the  Lord  am  he. 
Nor  ever  was  there  any  God  with  me; 
And  death,  or  life,  or  wounds,  or  health,  I  give, 
Nor  can  another  from  my  power  reprieve. 
With  folemn  date  1  lift  my  arm  on  high, 
Above  the  glories  of  the  lofty  iky  : 
And  by  myfelf  majedically  fwear, 
I  live  for  ever,  and  for  ever  there. 
If  in  my  rage  the  glittering  fword  I  whet, 
And,  dernly  fitting,  take  the  judgment-feat. 
My  jud  awarding  fentence  dooms  my  foe, 
And  vengeance  wields  the  blade,  and  gives  the 

blow, 
And  deep  in  fledi  the  bkuk  of  fury  bites. 
And  deadly  deep  my  bearded  arrow  lights, 
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A»(l  toth  grow  drunk  with  blood  dcfil'd  in  fin, 
When  executions  of  revenge  begin. 

Then  let  his  nation  in  a  common  voice, 
And  with  his  nation  let  the  world  rejoice  : 
For  whether  he  for  crimes  or  trials  fpiU 
His  fervants  blood,  he  will  avenge  it  ftill ; 
He'll  break  the  troops,  he'll  fcatter  them  afar, 
Who  vex  our  realm  with  defolating  war, 
And  on  the  favour'd  tribes  and  on  the  land, 
Shed  vidlories  and  peace,  from  Mercy's  hand. 

Here  ceas'd  the  fong,  and  Ifrael  look'd  behind, 
Aud  gaz'd  before,  with  unconfining  mind, 
And  fix'd  in  filence  and  amazement  faw 
The  flrokes  of  all  their  (late  beneath  the  law. 
Their  recoUedlion  does  its  light  prefent 
To   fhew   the  mountain  blels'd  with   God's  tle- 

fcent. 
To  fiiew  their  wanderings,  their  unfix'd  abode. 
And  all  their  guidance  in  the  defert  road. 
Then  where  the  beams  of  recolleiSion  go. 
To  leave  the  fancy  difpofiefs'd  of  fhcvv. 
The  fairer  light  of  prophecy's  begun, 
Which,  opening  fuuire  days,  fupplies  their  fun, 
By  fuch  a  fun  (and  fancy  needs  no  more) 
They  fee  the  coming  times,  and  walk  them  o'er. 
And  now  they  gain  that  refl  their  travail  fought. 
Now  milk  and  honey  flream  along  the  thought, 
Anon  they  feel  their  fouls  the  blefilng  cioy, 
And  God's  forgot  in  full  excefs  of  joy  : 
And  oft  they  fin,  and  oft  his  anger  burns, 
And  every  nation's  made  their  fcourge  by  turns, 
Till,  oft  repenting,  ihey  convert  to  God, 
And  he,  repenting  too,  deftroys  the  rod. 

O  nation  timely  warn'd  in  facrcd  ftrain, 
O  never  let  thy  Mofes  fing  in  vain  I 
Dare  to  be  good,  and  happinefs  prolong. 
Or,  if  thy  folly  will  fulfil  the  fong, 
At  leaft  be  found  the  feldomer  in  ill. 
And  flill  repent,  and  foon  repent  thee  fiill; 
When  fuch  fair  paths  ihou  Ihalt  avoid  to  tread, 
Thy  blood  will  reft  upon  thy  Ijnful  head ; 
Thy  crime,  by  lafting,  will  fecure  thy  foe. 
The  gracious  warning  to  the  Gentiles  go, 
And  all  the  world,  that's  call'd  to  witneis  here, 
Convinc'd  by  thine  example,  learn  to  fear. 
^he  Gentile  world,  a  myftic  Ifrael  grown. 
Will  in  thy  firll  condition  find  their  own, 
A  God's  defcent,  a  pilgrimage  below, 
And  promis'd  rcfl  where  living  waters  flow. 
They'll  fee  the  pen  defcribe  in  every  trace 
The  frowns  of  anger,  or  the  fmiles  of  grace  ; 
Why  mercy  turns  afide,  and  leaves  to  ihine, 
What  caufe  provokes  the  jealoufy  divine  ; 
Why  juftice  kindles  dire  avenging  flames. 
What  endlefs  power  the  lifted  arm  proclaims; 
Why  mercy  fhines  again  with  cheerful  ray, 
And  glory  double-gilds  the  lightfome  day. 
Though  nations  change,  and  Ifrael's  empire  dies. 
Yet  flill  the  cafe  on  earth  again  may  rife; 
Eternal  Providence  its  rule  retains. 
And  ftill  prefervcs,  and  ftill  applies  the  (trains. 

'Twas  fuch  a  gift,  the  prophet's  facred  pen. 
On  his  departure,  left  the  fons  of  men  ; 
Thus  he,  and  thus  the  fwan  her  breath  refigns, 
(Within  the  beauty  of  poetid  lines). 


He  white  with  innocence,  hij  figure  fh;, 
And  both  harmonious,  but  the  fvveeter  he. 
Death  learns  to  charm,  and,  while  it  leads  to  blifsj 
Has  found  a  Invely  circumftance  in  this, 
To  fuit  the  meekeft  turn  of  eafy  mind. 
And  adlions  cheerful  in  an  air  rcfign'd. 

Thou  flock  whom  JMofes  to  thy  freedom  led. 
How  wilt  thou  lay  the  venerable  dead  ? 
Go  (if  thy  fathers  taught  a  work  they  knew) 
Go  build  a  pyramid  to  glory  due. 
Square  the  broad  bafe,  with  Coping  fides  arife,' 
And  let  the  point  dimini(h  in  the  (kjes. 
There  leave  the  corpfe,  impending  o'er  his  head 
The  wand  whofc  motion  winds  and  waves  obey'd, 
On  fable  banners  to  the  fight  defcribe 
The  painted  arms  of  every  mourning  tribe. 
And  thus  may  public  grief  adorn  the  tomb, 
Deep-flreaming  downwards  through  the  vaulted 

room. 
On  the  black  (lone  a  fair  infcription  raife. 
That  fums  his  government  to  fpeak  his  praife. 
And  may  the  ftyle  as  brightly  worth  proclaim, 
As  if  affedlion,  with  a  pointed  beam, 
Engrav'd  or  fir'd  the  words,  or  honour  due 
Had  with  itfelf  inlaid  the  tablet  through. 

But  flop  the  pomp  that  is  not  man's  to  pay. 
For  God  will  grace  him  in  a  nobler  way. 
Mine  eyes  perceive  an  orb  of  heavenly  (late. 
With  fplendid  forms  and  light  ferene  replete  ; 
1  hear  the  found  of  fluttering  wings  in  air, 
I  heaf  the  tuneful  tongues  of  angels  there  : 
They  fly,  they  bekr,  they  reft  on  Nebo's  head. 
And  in  thick  glory  wrap  the  reverend  dead ; 
This    errand    crowns    his  fongs,    and   tends  to 

prove 
His  near  cominunion  with  the  quire  above. 
Now  fwifily  down  the  fteepy  mount  they  go. 
Now  fwiftly  glides  their  (hining  orb  below. 
And  now  moves  oiF,  where  rifing  grounds  deny 
To  fprcad  their  valley  to  the  diftant  eye. 
Ye  blefs'd  inhabitants  of  glittering  air. 
You've  borne  the  prophet,  but  we  know  not  where. 
Perhaps,  left  (frael,  over-fondly  led, 
In  rating  worth  when  envy  leaves  the  dead, 
Might  plant  a  grove,  invent  new  rites  divine. 
Make  liim  their  idol,  and  his  grave  the  (hrine. 
But  what  diforder  ?  what  repels  the  light  i 
And  ere  its  feafon  forces  on  the  night  ? 
Why  fweep  the  fpedlres  o'er  the  blafted  ground  ? 
What    (hakes    the    mount    with    hollow-roaring 

found  ? 
Hell  rolls  beneath  it,  terror  flalks  before 
With  (hrieks  and  groans,  and  horror  burfts  a  door; 
And  Satan  rifes  in  infernal  Hate, 
Drawn  up  by  malice,  envy,  rage,  and  hate, 
A  darkening  vapour  with  fulphureous  fleam. 
In  pitchy  curlings  edg'd  by  fullen  flame. 
And  fram'd  a  chariot  for  the  dreadful  form. 
Drives  whirling  up  on  mad  confufion's  florm. 

Then  fiercely  burning  where  the  prophet  dy'd. 
Nor  (hall  thy  natjon  'fcape  my  wrath,  he  cry'd ; 
This  corpfe  I'll  enter,  and  thy  flock  miilead, 
And  all  thy  miracles  my  lies  (hall  aid. 
But  where  ? — He's  gone,  and,  by  the  fccnted  flcf. 
The  favourite  courtiers  have  besa  \ately  njgh  j 
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Oh,  flow  to  bofinefs,  curs'd  in  miTchief  s  hour, 
Trace  on  their  odours,  and  if  hell  has  power — 
This  faid,  with  fpite  and  with  a  bent  for  ill, 
He  (hot  with  fury  from  the  trembling  hill. 

In  vain,  proud  fiend,  thy  threats  are  half  expreft, 
And  half  lie  choking  in  thy  fcornful  breaft. 
His  fhining  bearers  have  perform'd  their  rite, 
And  laid  him  foftly  down  in  (hades  of  night, 
A  warrior  heads  the  band,  great  Michael  he, 
Renown'd  for  viAories  in  wars  with  thee, 
A  fword  of  flame  to  ftop  thy  courfe  he  bears, 
Nor  has  thy  rage  avail'd,  nor  can  thy  ("nares; 
The  Lord  rebuke  thy  pride  !  he  meekly  crits  : 
The  Lord  has  heard  him,  and  thy  projeift  dies. 

Here  Mofes  leaves  my  fong,  the  tribes  retire, 
The  divert  flies,  and  forty  years  expire  ; 
And  now,  my  fancy,  for  a  while  be  ftill. 
And  think  of  coming  down  from  Nebo's  hill. 
Go  fearch  among  thy  forms,  and  thence  prepare 
A  cloud  in  folds  of  (oft  furrounding  air  '. 
Go  find  a  breeze  to  lift  thy  cloud  on  high, 
/^o  waft  thee  gently-rock'd  in  open  (ky. 
Then  ftealing  back  to  leave  a  filent  calm. 
And  thee  repofing  iii  a  grove  of  palm, 
The  place  will  fuit  my  next  fucceeding  ftrain, 
And  I'll  awake  thee  (oon  to  fing  again. 


DEBORAH. 

Time,  fire  of  years,  unfold  thy  leaf  anew, 
And  ftill  the  paft  recall  to  prefent  view. 
Spread  forth  thy  circles,  fwiftly  gaze  them  o'er, 
But  where  an  anion's  nobly  fung  before. 
There  ftop  and  ftay  for  me,  whofe  thoughts  defign 
To  hiake  another's  fong  refound  in  mine. 
Pafs  where  the  prieft's  proceffion  bore  the  law. 
When  Jordan's  parted  waters  fix'd  with  awe. 
While  Ifrael  march'd  upon  the  naked  fand, 
Adinir'd  the  wonder,  and  obtain'd  the  land; 
Slide    through    the    numerous  fates  of  Canaan's 

kings. 
While  conquefts  rode  on  expedition's  wings, 
Glance  over  Ifrael  at  a  fingle  view. 
In  bondage  oft,  and  oft  unbound  knew, 
Till  Jabin  rife,  and  Deborah  ftand  enroU'd, 
Upon  the  gilded  leaf's  revolving  fold. 

Oh,  king  fubdued '.    Oh,  woman  born  to  fame! ' 
Oh,  wake  my  fancy  for  the  glorious  theme  ; 
Oh,  wake  my  fancy  with  the  ienfe  of  praife, 
Oh,  wake  with  warblings  of  triumphant  lays. 
The  land  you  rife  in  lultry  funs  invade ; 
Bwt,  when  you  rife  to  fiig,  you'll  find  a  (hade. 
•Thofe  trees  in  order,,  and  with  verdure  crown'd, 
The  facrcd  prophetefs's  tent  furround, 
And  that  fair  palm  a  front  exadly  plac'd, 
That  overtops  and  overfpreads  the  reft. 
Near  the  firm  root  a  moffy  bank  fupports, 
W^here  Juftice  ipens  unexpenfive  courts  : 
There  IJeborah  lit.-,  the  willing  tribes  repair, 
Refer  their  caufes,  and  (he  judges  there; 
Nor  ijeeds  a  guard  to  bring  her  fubjedls  in, 
Each  grace,  each  virtue,  proves  a  guard  unfecn  ; 
Nor  wants  the  penalties  enforcing  law. 
While  great  Opinion  gives  cffeiitual  awe. 


Now  twenty  years,  that  roU'd  in  heaty  f>airi, 
Saw  Jabin  gall  them  with  Opprcflion's  chain. 
When  ftie,  fubmifTive  to  divine  command, 
Proclaims  a  war  for  Freedom  o'er  the  land, 
And  bids  young  Barack  with  thofe  men  defcendj 
Whom  in  the  mountains  he  for  battle  train'd. 
Go,  fays  the  prophetefs,  thy  foes  alTail, 
Go  make  ten  thoufand  over  all  prevail. 
Make  Jabin's  captains  feel  thine  edged  fword, 
Make  all  his  army,  God  has  fpoke  the  word. 
He,  fit  fcr  war,  and  Ifrael's  hope  in  fight. 
Yet  doubts  the  numbers,  and  by  that  the  fights 
Then  thus  replies  with  wifh  to  ftand  fecure, 
Or  eager  thought  to  know  the  conqueft  fure ; 
Belov'd  of  God,  lend  thou  thy  preience  too. 
And  I  with  gladncfs  lead  th'  appointed  few ; 
But,  if  thou  wilt  not,  let  thy  (on  deny. 
For  what's  ten  thoufand  men,  or  what  am  I  ? 
If  fo,  (he  cries,  a  (hare  of  toil  be  mine. 
Another  (hare,  and  fome  difhonour  thine  ; 
For  God,  to  punilh  doubt,  refolves  to  (hew 
That  lefs  than  numbers  can  fupprefs  his  foe  ; 
You'll  move  to  conquer,  and  the  foes  to  yield, 
But  'tis  a  woman's  acft  fecures  the  field. 

Now  feem  the  warriors  in  their  ranks  afTign'd^. 
Now  furling  banners  flutter  in  the  wind  : 
Her  words  encourage,  and  his  a(ftions  lead, 
Hope  fpurs  them  forward,  Valour  draws  the  blade^ 
And  Freedom,  like  a  fair  reward  for  all, 
Stands  reaching  fotth  her  hands,  and  feemsto  calL 

On  i'  other  fide,  and  almoft  o'er  the  plain. 
Proud  Sifera,  Jabin's  captain,  brings  his  men. 
As  thick  as  locufts  on  the  vintage  fly, 
As  thick  as  fcatter'd  leaves  in  autumn  lie. 
Bold  with  fuccefs  againft  a  nation  try'd, 
And  proud  of  numbers,  and  fecure  in  pride. 

Now    founds    the    trumpet,    now    my    fanc^ 
warms. 
And  now  methinks  I  view  their  toifs  in  arms. 
The  lively  phantoms  tread  my  boundlefs  mind, 
And  no  faint  colours  or  weak  ftrokes  defign'd  : 
See  where  in  diftant  conqueft  from  afar. 
The  pointed  arrows  bring  the  wounds  of  war  ; 
See  where  the  lines  with  clofer  force  engage. 
And  thruft  the  fpear,  and  whirl  the  fword  of  ragej 
Here  break  the  files,  and  vainly  ftrive  to  clofe. 
There  on  their  own  repeli'd  aflift  their  foes. 
Here  Deborah  calls,  and  Jabin's  foldiers  fly. 
There"  Barack  fights,  and  Jabin's  foldiers  die. 
But  now  nine  hundred  chariots  roll  along, 
Expert  their  gulders,  and  their  horfes  ftrong  } 
And  Terror,  rattling  in  their  fierce  array. 
Bears  down  on  Ifrael  to  reftore  the  day. 
Oh,  Lord  of  battle,  Oh,  the  danger's  near  ! 
AlTift  thine  Ifrael,  or  they  perilh  here. 
How  fwift  is  Mercy's  aid,  behold  it  fly 
On  rufhing  tempefts  through  the  troubled  flcy ; 
With  dalhing  rain,  with  pelting  hail  they  blow. 
And  (harply  drive  them  on  the  facing  foe. 
Thus  blefs'd  with  help,  and  only  touch'd  behind, 
The  favourite  nation  prelTes  in  the  wind. 
But  heat  of  adlion  now  difturbs  the  fight. 
And  wild  confufion  mingles  all  the  fight; 
Cold-whiftling  winds,  and  (hrieks  of  dying  men, 
And  groans  and  armour,  ioun^  in  all  the  plain. 
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The  baniis  hi  Canaan  fate  no  longer  dare, 

bpprefa'd  by  weather,  and  deftroyM  by  war ; 

And,  from  his  chariot  whence  he  rul'd  the  fight. 

Their  haughty  leader  leaps  to  join  the  flight. 

See  where  he  flies,  and  fee  the  viiStor  near; 

See  rapid  conqtieft  in  purfuit  of  fear. 

See,  fee,  they  both  make  off,  the  work  is  o'er. 

And  fancy  clear 'd  of  vifion  as  before. 

Thus  (if  the  mind  of  man  may  feem  tn  move 

With  fome  refemhlance  of  the  fkies  abnve) 

"When  wars  are  gathering  in  our  hearts  below, 

We've  feen  their  battles  in  ethereal  (how  : 

The  long  diftended  trads  of  opening  iky, 

The  phantoms  azure  field  of  figlit  fupp'iy ; 

The  whitifh  clouds  an  argent  armour  yitld, 

A  radiant  blazon  gilds  their  argent  fliield  ; 

Young  glittering  comets  point  the  level'd  fpear, 

Which  for  their  pennons  hang  tlieir  filming  hair, 

And  o'er  the  helms  for  gallant  glory  drell 

Sit  cnrls  of  air,  and  nod  upon  tiie  crefi;. 

Thus  arm'd,  they  feem  to  march,  and  feem  to  fight, 

And  feeming  wounds  of  death  dtlude  the  fight. 

The  ruddy  thunder-clouds  look  Oain'd  with  gore, 

And  for  the  din  of  war  within  they  roar. 

Then  flies  afide,  and  then  afide  piirfues. 

Till  in  their  motion  all  their  fiiupes  theyloofe, 

Difperfing  air  concludes  tlie  mimic  fccne, 

The  fky  fhuts  up,  and  fwiftly  clears  again. 

But  does  their  Sifera  (hare  the  common  fate. 

Or  mourn  his  humbled  pride  in  dark  retreat  ? 

With  fuch  inquiry  near  the  palm  repair, 

Vidlorious  honour  knows  and  tells  it  there. 

To  that  fair  type  of  Ifracl's  late  fucceC-j 
Which  nobly  rifes  as  its  weights  deprtfs, 
']'o  that  fair  type  returns  the  joyful  band, 
Whofe  courage  rofe  to  free  their  groaning  land  ; 
There  (lands  the  leader  in  the  pomp  of  arms, 
There  (lands  the  judge  in  beauty's  awful  ciiarms; 
And  whilft,  reclin'd  upon  the  refting  fuear. 
He  pants  with  chace  and  breathes  in  calmer  air. 
Her  thoughts  are  working  with  a  backward  view. 
And  would  in  fong  the  great  exploit  renew. 
She  fees  an  arm'd  oppreffion's  hundred  hands 
Impofe  its  fetters  on  the  promis'd  lands. 
She  fees  their  nation  ftruggling  in  the  chains, 
And  wars  arifing  with  unequal  trains. 
She  fees  their  fate  in  arms,  the  field  imbrued, 
The  foe  diforder'd,  and  the  foe  purfued. 
Till  conqucft,  dreft  in  rays  of  glory,  come 
\Vith   peace  and   freedom,   brought   in   triumph 

horne. 
Then  round  her  heart  a  beamy  gladnefs  phys, 
Wiiich,  darting  forward,  thus  converts  to  praife. 

For  Ifrael's  late  avengings  on  the  foe. 
When  led  by  no  compelling  power  below. 
When  each  fpring  forward  of  their  own  accord. 
For  this,  for  all  the  mercy,  praife  the  Lord. 

Hear,  O   ye  kings ;   ye   neighbouring    princes, 
hear  ; 
My  fong  triumphant  fiiall  inftrudl  your  fear  : 
My  long  triumphant  bids  your  glory  bow, 
To  God  confcfs'd,  tlie  God  of  Jacob  now. 

O  glorious  Lord !    when,  with  thy  fovereign 
hand. 
Thou  lea'll  the  nation  off  from  Edom's  land, 
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Then  trembled  earth,  and  flicok  the  heavens  orj 

high. 
And  clouds  in  drops  f  irfook  the  malted  iky, 
Witii  tumbling  waters,  hills  were  heard  to  roar. 
And  felt  fuch  (hock^  as  Sinai  felt  before. 
Hut  fear  abating,  which  by  time  decays, 
The  kings  of  Canaan  rofe  in  Shamgar's  days. 
And  flill  continued  ev'n  in  Jaei's  times. 
Their  empire  fixing  with  fuccefsful  crimes. 
Ofprtfhon  ravag'd  all  o-.tr  loft  abodes, 
Nor  date  the  people  truft  the  conmion  roads; 
But  paths  perplex'd  and  unfrequented  chol'c, 
To  fhun  the  danger  of  perplexing  foes. 
Thus  direful  was  deform'd  the  country  round, 
Unpeopled  tovi'ns,  ai;d  difimprov'd  the  ground. 
Till  r,  refolving  in  the  gap  to  fland, 
I,  Deborah,  roii:  a  mother  of  the  land,    * 
Where  others,  flaves  by  fettled  cuftom  grown. 
Could  ferve,   and   cl;ool'e  to  ferve,  the  gods  un- 
known ; 
Where  others  fulTer'd  with  a  tame  regret, 
Deflru61:ion  fpilling  blood  in  every  gt\te. 
And  forty  thoufand  had  not  for  the  field  v 

One  fpear  ofFenfive,  or  defenfive  (hitld. 

O  towards  the  leaders  of  my  nation  move, 
O  beat  my  warming  heart  with  fenfe  of  love. 
Commend  th'alTtrters  on  their  own  accord. 
And  blefs  the  fovereign  ca  fer,  blefs  the  L.ord. 
Speak   ye,   thai  ride   with   power  return'd  in 
flate. 
Speak  ye  the  praife,  that  rule  the  judgmert-feat. 
Speak  ye  the  praife  to  God,  that  walk  the  roads, 
Vlliile  fafety  brings  you  to  refi:or'd  abodes. 

The  refcued  villagers,  no  more  afraid 
Of  archers  lurking  in  the  faithlcfs  (liade. 
And  fudden  death  convey'd  from  founding  firings, 
Shall  fafe  approach  the  water's  rifing  fprings; 
And,  whii-'  their  turns  of  drawing  there  they  wait, 
Ijoitering  in  eafe  upon  a  mofTy  feat. 
Call  all  the  bleffings  of  the  Lord  to  mind. 
And  fing  the  Lord  in  all  the  bkfTings  kind. 
The  towr.f'men  refcued  from  the  tyrant's  reicrn 
Shall  flock  with  joy  to  fill  their  walls  again, 
See  jullice  in  the  gates  the  balance  bear,  ^ 

And  none  but  her  unfheath  a  w-eapon  there. 

Awake,  O  Deborah  !  O  awake  to  praife  ! 
Awake,  and  utter  forth  triumphant  lays. 
Arife,  O  Barack!  be  thy  pomp  begun. 
Lead  on  thy  trium.ph  thou  Abinoam's  fon ; 
Thy  captives  bound  in  chains,  when  God's  decres 
Made  humbled  princes  (loop  their  necks  to  thee, 
When  he,  the  giver  of  fuccefs  in  fight, 
Advanc'd  a  womr^n  o'er  the  fons  of  might. 
Again!!;  this  Amaleck,  of  banded  foes,  ' 

I,  Deborah,  root  of  ail  the  war,  arofe. 
From  Ephraim  fprung,  and  leading  Ephralm's  line; 
The  next  in  rifing,  Benjamin,  was  thine. 
The  ruling  heads  of  half  Manaffch's  land, 
To  ferve  in  danger,  left  their  fafe  command. 
The  tribe  of  Zebulun's  unadlive  men 
For  glorious  arms  forfook  the  peaceful  pen. 
The  lords  of  Iffachar  with  Deborah  went, 
I'iie  tribe  with  Earack  to  the  vale  was  fent. 
Where  he  on  foot  perform'd  the  general's  part^ 
And  Ihai'J  the  foldier'stoil  to  raile  their  heart, 
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But  Reuben's  ftrange  dlvifionsjnftly  wrought 
Amongft  his  brethren  deep  concern  of  thought. 
Ah  ;  while  the  nation  in  affliflion  lay. 
How  could'ft  thou,  Reuben,  by  the  (heepfolds  (lay, 
And  let  thy  bleating  flock  divert  thy  days 
That  idly  pafs'd  thcc  with  inglorious  eafe  ? 
Divided  tribe,  without  thy  dangers  free, 
Deep  were  the  fearchinps  of  our  heart  for  thee. 
Our  Gilead  too,  by  fuch  example  fway'd, 
With  unconcern  beyond  the  river  ftay'd, 
And  Dan  in  fhips  at  fea  for  fafety  rode, 
And  frighten'd  Afncr  in  its  rock's  abode. 

Now  fing  the  Held,  the  feats  of  war  begun, 
And  praifc  thy  Napthali  with  Zcbulun, 
To  death-  espos'd,  in  pofts  advaiic'd  they  flood 
With  fouls  rclblv'd,  and  gallant  rage  of  blood. 
Then  came  the  kings  and  foi'ght,  the  gather'd 

kings 
By  waters  dreaming  from  Megiddo's  fprings ; 
In  Taanach  vale  fuftain'd  the  daring  toil. 
Yet  neither  fought  for  pay,  nor  won  the  fpoil. 
The  fkies  indulgent  in  the  caufe  of  right, 
On  Hr.ici's  fide,  againft  their  army  fight, 
In  evil  ajpedls,  flars  and  planets  range. 
And  by  the  weather  in  tempeftuous  change 
Promote  the  dire  diftrefs,  and  make  it  known 
That  God  has  hods  above  to  fave  his  own. 
fhe  Kifhon  fvvell'd,  grew  rapid  as  they  fled. 
And  roU'd  theni  finking  down  its  fandy  bed. 
O  river  Kifbon,  river  of  renown  ! 
And,  O  my  foul,  that  trod  their  glory  down  i 
The  flony  paths,  by  which  diforder'd  flight 
Convey'd  their  troops  and  chariots  from  the  fight. 
With  rugged  points  their  horfes  hoofs  diftrefs'd. 
And  broke  them  prancing  in  impetuous  hafte. 

Curfe,  curfe  ye  Meroz,  curie  the  town  abhorr'd, 
(So  fpake  the  glorious  angel  of  the  Lord) 
For  Meroz  came  not  in  the  field  prepar'd, 
'l"o  join  that  fide  on  which  tho  Lord  declar'd. 
But  blefs  ye  Jacl,  be  the  Kenite's  name 
Above  our  women's  blefs'd  in  endkfs  fame. 
The  captain,  faint  with  fore  fatigue  of  flight, 
Implor'd  for  water  to  fupport  his  might. 
And  milk  (lie  pcur'd  him,  while  he  water  fought, 
And  in  her  lordly  difli  her  butter  brought. 
With  courage  wcll-deferving  to  prevail. 
One  hand  the  hammer  held,  and  one  the  nail, 
And  him,  reclin'd  to  (lecp,  (he  boldly  flew, 
Sht  fmote,  (he  pierc'd,   (be   {truck   the  temples 

through. 
Before  her  feet,  relinftant  on  the  clay, 
He  bow'd,  Ixe  fell ;  he  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  lay; 
He  bow'd,  he  fell,  he  dy'd.     By  fuch  degrees 
As  thrice  (he  (Iruck,  each  ftroke's  effciSl  ihc  fees. 
His  mother  gaz'd  with  long-expeiling  eyes; 
And,  grown  impatient,  through  the  lattice  cries, 
Why  moves  the  chariot  of  my  fon  fo  flow  ? 
Or  what  afifaits  retard  his  coming  fo  ? 
Her  ladies  anfwer'd — but  (he  would  not  (lay, 
(For  pride  had  taught  what  flattery  meant  to  fay) 
I'hcy've  fped,  flic  fays,  and  now  the  prey  they 

(hare, 
For  each  a  damfel,  or  a  lovely  pair, 
I'or  Sifira's  part  a  robe  of  gallant  irrace, 
Wh^iC  diveifc  cokars  rjfUi  embroidery  trace, 


Meet  for  the  necks  of  thcSe  who  win  the  fpoii 
When  triumph  offers  its  reward  for  toil. 

Thus  perilli  all  whom  God's  decrees  oppofe, 
Tlui^,  like  the  vanquifli'd,  perifli  all  thy  foes; 
But  let  the  men  that  in  thy  name  delight 
Be  like  the  fun  in  heavenly  glory  bright, 
When  mounted  on  the  dawn  he  pofts  away, 
And  with  full  ilrength  encreafes  on  the  Jay. 

' Twas  here  the  prophetefs  refpir'd  from  fong, 
Then  loudly  fliouted  all  the  cheerful  throng, 
By  freedom  gain'd,  by  vivflory  complete, 
Prepar'd  for  mirth  irregularly  great. 
The  frowns  of  forrow  gave  their  ancient  place 
To  pleafure,  drawn  in  fmiles  of  every  face. 
The  groans  of  flavery  were  no  longer  wrung, 
Bat  thoughts  of  comfort  from  the  biefTiag  fprung. 
And  as  they  fhouted  from  the  breezy  weft, 
Amongft  the  plumes  that  deck  the  finger's  crcft. 
The  fpirit  of  applaufe  itfelf  convey'd 
On  wafted  air,  and  lightly  waving  play'd  : 
Such  was  the  cafe  (or  fuch  ideas  flow 
From  theught  repltnifh'd  with  triumphant  (how). 
What  rais'd  their  joy  their  love  could  alfo  raife. 
And  each  contended  in  the  words  of  praife. 
And  every  word  proclaim'd  the  wonders  paft, 
And  God  was  ftill  the  firft,  and  (lill  the  laft ; 
Deep  in  their  fouls  the  fair  impreflion  lay, 
Deep  trac'd,  and  never  to  be  worn  away. 

From  hence  the  refcued  generation  (lill 
Abhorr'd  the  pracSlice  of  rebellion^  ill. 
And  fear'd  the  punifhment  for  ill  abhorr'd. 
And  lov'd  repentance,  and  ador'd  the  Lord. 

From  hence  in  all  their  days  the  Lord  was  kind, 
His  face  ferene  with  fettled  favour  fliin'd, 
Fair  banifii'd  Order  was  recall'd  in  (late. 
The  laws  rcviv'd,  the  princes  rul'd  the  gate. 
Peace  cheer'd  the  vale^,  Contentment  laugh'd  with 

Peace, 
Gay  blnoming  Plenty  rofe  with  large  increafe, 
Sweet  Mercy  thcfe  who  thought  on  mercy  bled, 
And  lb  f-r  forty  years  the  land  had  reft. 

Reft,  happy  land,  a  while  ;  ah  longer  fo, 
Didll'  thou  thine  happinefs  fincerely  know  ! 
But  foon  thy  quiet  with  thy  goodnefs  pall. 
And  in  the  fcng  alone  obtain'd  to  laft. 

Live,  fong  triumphant,  live  in  fair  record, 
And  teach  (ucceeding  times  to  fear  the  Lord  ; 
For  fancy  moves  by  brijjht  c'sample  woo'd. 
And  wins  the  mind  with  images  of  good. 
Touch'd  with  a  facred  rage  and  heavenly  flarae, 
1  ftrive  to  Gng  thine  unlverfal  aim. 
To  quit  the  fuhjedl,  and  in  lays  fublime. 
The  moral  fit  for  any  point  of  time. 
Then  go,  my  verfes,  with  applying  ftrain, 
Go  form  a  triumph  not  afcrib'd  to  men. 

Let  all  the  clouds  of  grief  impending  lie, 
And  ftorms  of  trouble  drive  along  tl'.e  (ky, 
Then  humbled  Piety  thine  accents  raife, 
For  prayer  will  prove  the  powerful  charm  of  eafe. 

Lo,  now  my  foul  has  fpoke  its  beft  defires, 
How  blcflings  anfwcr  what  the  prayer  requires! 
Before  thy  fighs  the  clouds  of  grief  retreat. 
The  ftorms  of  trouble  by  thy  tears  abate, 
And  radiant  glory,  from  her  upper  fpherc, 
L'juks  d<i\Yn  a.'id  glitters  in  relented  air. 
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.,.RIfe,  l.oV(*ly  Piety,  fram  earthy  bed, 
T!ie  parted  flume  dcfcenns  upon  chine  head, 
This  wondrous  niitro,  framM  by  facred  love, 
And  for  thy  triumph  fent  thee  from  above, 
in  two  brifjht  points  with   upper  rays  afpirc!!. 
And  rounds  thy  temples  with  innocuous  liics. 
Rife,  lovely  Piety,  with  pomp  appear, 
^nd  thou,  kind  Mercy,  lend  thy  chariot  here  ; 
On  either  fide,  fair  Fame  and  KoiKvir  place. 
Behind  let  Plenty  vv;dk  in  hand  wiJi  Peace; 
WL^ilc  Irrehtrion,  nnitteriro;  horrid  found,  i 

With  fierce  and  proud  OpprelTion  backward  bound, 
Draj;  by  the  wheels  along  the  dufty  plain, 
And  gnafhing  lick  the  ground,  ai)d  curfc  with  pain. 
Now  come,  ye  thoufandg,  and  more  thoufauds 

With  order  join  to  fill  the  train  of  ftate, 

Souls  tun'd  for  praifing  to  the  temple  bring, 

And  thus  amidfl  the  facxed  mufic  fmg  ." 

Hail,  Piety!   triumphant  goodnefs,  hail '. 

Hail,  O  prevailing,  ever  O  prevail ! 

At  thine  entreaty,  Jufljce  leave*  to  frown, 

And  wrath  appeafing  lays  the  thunder  down  ; 

The  tender  heart  of  yearning  Mercy  burn~. 

Love  alks  a  blefiing,  and  the  Lord  returns. 

In  his  great  name  that  heaven  arid  earth  has  made, 

In  his  great  name  ajone  we  find  our  aid ; 

Then  blefs  the  Name,  and  let  the  wprld  adore, 

From  this  time  forward,  and  for  evermore. 


HANNAH. 

Now  crowds  move  r-ff,  retiring  trumpets  found, 
On  fi^hoes  dying  in  their  laft  rebound  ; 
The  notes  of  fancy  fcem  no  longer  ftrong. 
But  fweetening  dofss  fit  a  private  fong. 
•So  when  the  llorms  foifake  the  fea's  cornrtjand. 
To  break  their  fcrccs  in  the  winding  land, 
No  more  their  blafts  tumultiiaus  rage  proclaim, 
But  fweep  iti  murmurs  o'er  a  murmuring  flream. 

Tht  n  ieek  the  fubjsdt,  and  its  fong  be  mine, 
Whofe  numbers,  mixt  in  facred  ftoiy,  fiiine  :. 
Go,  brightly  working  thought,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Aiiove  the  page  on  hovering  pinions  lie, 
And  beat  Aviih  flronger  force,  to  make  thee  rife 
Where  beauteous  Hannah  meets  the  fearching  ey-rs, 
:.  There  fr-an'ie  a  town,  and  P.x  a  tent  with  cordj, 
The  tOA-n  be  Shiloh  cali'd,  the  tent  the  Lord's. 
C^irv'd  pillars,  fiUetted  with  filver,  rear, 
To  clofe  the  curtains  in  an  ouivvard  I'juare, 
But  thofe  within  it,  vrhich  the  purch  uphold, 
Be  finely  wrought,  and  overlaid  witii  gold. 

Here  Eli  comes  to  take  the  retling  ic£t, 
£f!ow  moving  forwurd  with  a  reverend  gait : 
Sacred  in  olTice,  venerably  fage, 
And  venerably  great  in  filver'd  cige. 
Here  Hannah  comes,  a  melancholy  wife, 
ileproach'd  for  barren  in  the  marriage  life; 
Lih-e  fjinmcr  mornings  {he  to  fight  appears, 
f  edew'd  and  iliining  in  the  midfl  of  tears. 
Her  heart  in  biiterncfs  of  grirf  fhe  bow'J, 
And  thu«)  her  wifhes  to  the  Lord  Ihe  vow'd  ; 
Ji  5I1OU  thine  handmaid  with  tonipafrioa  i't:, 
U  .,  121  y  Gud  1  o-ir.  not  forgo:  by  ■;..■.£  ; 


If  in  mine  offspring  thon  prolong  my  Jine, 
'I'he  child  !  with  for  all  his  days  be  fhinc; 
His  life  devoted,  in  thy  courts  bo  led, 
And  not  a  razor  come  up.in  his  head. 
.  tjo,  from  recefTes  of  her  inmoll  foul. 
Through  moving  lips  htr  flill  devotion  flnle  : 
As  filent  waters  glide  tiirough  parted  trees, 
Whofe  branches  trenibjc  with  a  riung  bret  ;.e. 
The  words  were  bifl  becauic  her  hcatt  was  low. 
But  free  d^fire  had  tauglit  the  m.outh  to  go; 
This  Eli  mark'd,  arid   v/ith  a  voice  fcvere, 
Wlijle  yet  ihe  nudtiply'd  her  thoughci  in  prayer. 
How  long  fliall  wine,  he  cries,  diilraLl  thy  bread  ? 
Be  gone,  and  lay  the  drunken  fit  by  refl. 

Ah  !  fays  the  mourner,  count  not  this  for  fin. 
It  is  not  wine,  but  grief,  that  works  within  ; 
The  fpirit  of  thy  wretched  handmaid  know. 
Her  prayer's  compluitit,  and  her  condition  woo. 
Then  fpake  the  facred  pricil:,  in  peace  depart. 
And  with  thy  comfort  God  fulfil  thine  heart ! 
His  blefiing  thus  pronounc'd  with  awful  fiiund. 
The  votary  bending  leaves  the  folemn  ground. 
She  feems  confirni'd  the  Lord  has  heard  her  criesf 
And  cheerful  hope  the  tears  of  trouble  dries. 
And  niakes  her  alter'd  eyes  jrrr.diate  roll, 
With  joy  that  dav,rns  in  thought  upcni  th£  foul. 

Now  let  the  sown,  and, tent,  and  court  remain,' 
And  leap  the  time  till  Hannah  comes  again. 
As  painted  profpeiils  fkip  ali.fi^-  the  green, 
From  hills  to  niount'iins  eminently  fcen. 
And  leave  their  intervals  that  fink  below, 
In  deep  retreat,  and  imexpref^'d  tpfncw. 

Behold  I  (he  comes  (but  not  as  once  fiia  came,  . 
To  grieve,  t>  figh,  and  teach  her  eyes  to  ftream)  ; 
Content  adorns  lier  vvirh  a  lively  face, 
An  open  lock,  aud  foiiling  kind  of  grace  ; 
Her  little  Samuel  in. her  ainvs  f!\e  bears,     , 
The  wiih  uf  longdefire,  and  child  of  prayets; 
And  as  the  facrifice  file  brought  begun. 
To  reverend  £ii  Ihe  prefents  her  fon. 
Here,  cricj  rhe  m.other,  I;crc  my  Lord  may  fee 
rhc  woman  conie,  vvho  pray'd  in  grief  by  thee; 
The  child  i  fi:ed  for,  God  in  bounty  gav(;; 
And  what  he  granted,  let  hitii  now  receive. 

But  fiill  the  votary  feels  her  temper  move, 
With  ail  the  tender  violence  of  love. 
That  ftil!  etij'^.ys  the  gift,  and  inly  burns 
Tt  feai-ch  for  larj»c!',  or  for  rriore  returns. 
Fh.en,  fill'd  with  blelfing'i  ^vhich  allure  to  praifcj 
Ar;J  r.iii'd-by  ioy  to  foul-trclianting  lays, 
Ihus  thanks  tl;c;  Lord,  beneficently  kind. 
In  Ivveet  effiifions  of  the  grateful  rhind  : 
My  lifting  heajt,  with  more  th.^n  coiVim.on  Iieat,' 
Sendi  up  its  thar;ks  to  God  on  evcrj  beat, 
if'iy  glory,  rals'd  aboYc  the  reach  c(  fcorn. 
To  God  rxalts  iiLs  highly  planted  horn  ; 
My  iiinu'tirenhrg'd,  mine  eiiemies  defies. 
And  finds  in  God's  filvAtion  ftiU  replies. 
*^^hj  bright  ill!  holy,  beauty's  pov/er  divine. 
T'-.ere'"s  none  whofe  glory  can  coiTipare  with  thine  ! 
Nlmic   iV.are    thins,  honouri,    nay-,    there';  uoivi 

No  mdk^  on  which  thy  creatures  can  confide. 
Y-:  pror.d  in  fj'irit-:,  who  yotir  gilt  adore, 
Urlv£.ri-  ;he  faults,  and  f^cnk  '.vith  ciide  r.c  .Tiore; 
■C  ^        - 
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JCo  more  your  wnrcis  in  arrogance  be  fnown, 
Nor  call  the  works  of  Provuicnce  your  own, 
.Since  he  that  rules  tis  infinitely  knows, 
And,  as  he  wiils,  his  acts  of  power  ilifpofe. 

Tlie  ftrong,  wh^fc  fincwy  forces  arch'd  the  bow, 
Have  feen  it  fliatter'd  by  the  conqiierinjr  foe  ; 
The  weak  have  felt  their  nerves  more  firmly  brace, 
An.d  new  iprung  vigour  in  the  limbs  encreafe. 
Thfe  full,  whom  vary'd  taftesof  plenty  fed, 
Have  let  their  labour  ont  to  gain  their  bread. 
The  poor,  that  lanpuiili'd  in  a  ftarvinnj  flate, 
Content  and  full,  have  ceas'd  to  beg;  their  meat. 
The  barren  womb,  no  loiigrer  barren  now, 
(Oh,  be  my  thanks  accepted  with  my  vow  !) 
In  pleafi'.re  wonders  at  a  mothers  pain. 
And  fees  her  ofTsprino;,  and  conceives  again  ; 
While  file  that  tjlory'd  in  her  numerous  heirs, 
Now  broke  by  fceblenefs,  no  longer  bears. 

Such  turns  their  rifing  from  the  Lord  derive, 
The  Lord  that  kills,  the  Lord  that  makes  ahve; 
He  brings  by  firknefs  down  to  gaping  graves, 
And,  by  rsfloring  health,  from  ficknefs  faves. 
He  makes  the  poor  by  keeping  back  his  (lore. 
And  makes  tlie  rich  by  blefling  men  with  more  ; 
He  finking  hearts  with  bitter  jjricf  annoys. 
Or  lifts  them  bounding  with  enliven'u  joys. 

He  tak-is  the  beggar  from  his  h'.imble  clay. 
From  ofT  the  dunghill  where  dcfpis'd  he  lay, 
To  mix  with  princes  in  a  rank  fupreme. 
Fill  thrones  of  honour,  and  inherit  lame  : 
For  all  the  pillirs  of  exalted  ftate. 
So  nobly  firm,  fo  beautifully  great, 
Whofc  various  orders  bear  the  rounded  ball, 
Which  would  without  them  to  confufion  fall, 
All  are  the  Lord's,  at  his  difpofure  (land, 
And  prop  the  govern'd  world  at  his  command. 

His  m.ercy,  flill  more  wonderfully  fv.'eet, 
Shall  guard  the  righteous,  and  uphold  their  feet. 
While,  through  the  darknefs  of  the  vi'icked  foul. 
Amazement,  dread,  and  defpcration  roll; 
■WMiile  envy  flops  their  tongues,  and  hcpelefs  grief, 
That  fees  their  fears,  but  not  their  fears  relief. 
And  they  their  (Irength  as  unavailing  view, 
Since  none  fhall  trufl  in  that  and  fafety  too. 

The  foes  of  Ifrael,  for  Ifrael's  fake, 
God  will  to  pieces  in  his  anger  break  ; 
liis  b.  Its  of  thunder,  from  an  open'd  iky, 
Shall  on  their  heads,  with  force  unerring,  fly. 
■}fis  voice  fhall  call,  and  all  the  world  (hall  hear, 
And  all  for  fentencc  at  his  ftat  appear. 

Eat  mount  to  gentler  praifes,  mount  again, 
My  thoughts,  pri>phetic  of  MefTiah's  reign  ; 
PeVceive  the  glories  which  around  .'lim  fliinc, 
And   thus  thine  hymn   be   crown'd   with  grace 
divine. 

'Tip  here  the  numbers  find  a  bright  repofe, 
The  vow's  accepted,  and  the  votary  goes. 
Put  thou,  my  foul,  upon  her  accents  hung, 
And  fwteily  ple?.s'd  with  what  fnc  fweetly  fimg, 
Prolong  the  pleafure  with  thine  inward  eyes, 
Turn  back  thy  ihoughts,  and  fee  the  fubjed:  rife. 

In  her  peculiar  cafe,  the  fcng  begun. 
And  for  a  while  through  ptivate  blcffingsrun, 
As  through  their  banks  the  curling  waters  play, 
And  fof:  in  murirurs  kifs  the  fiowcry  way, 


With  force  cncreafing  then  flic  leaps  the  bounds? 
And  largely  flows  on  more  extended  grounds  ; 
Spreads  wide  and  wider,  till  vafl  feas  appear, 
And  boundlefs  views  of  Providence  are  here. 
How  fvvift  thefe  view*  along  her  anthem  glide, 
As  waves  on  waves  pufli  forward  in  the  tide  '. 
How, fvvift  thy  wonders  o'er  my  fancy  fvveep, 
O  Providence,  thou  great  unfathom'd  deep  ! 
Where  refignation  gently  dips  the  wing, 
And  learns  to  love  and  thank,  admire  and  fing  ; 
But  bold  prefumptuous  reafonings,  diving  down 
To  reach  the  bottom,  in  their  diving  drown. 

Negleifling  man,  forgetful  of  thy  ways, 
Nor  owns  thy  care,  nor  thinks  of  giving  praife, 
But  from  himfetf  his  happinefs  derives, 
And  thanks  his  wifdom,  when  by  thine  he  thrives; 
His  limbs  at  eafe  in  foft  repofe  he  fpreads, 
Bewitch'd  virith  vain  delights,  on  flowery  beds  ; 
And,  while  his  fenfe  the  fragrant  breezes  kifs. 
He  meditates  a  waking  dream  of  blifs  ; 
He  thinks  of  kingdoms,  and  their  crowns  are  near; 
He  thinks  of  glories,  and  their  rays  appear  ; 
He  tliinks  of  beauties,  and  a  lovely  face 
Serenely  fmiles  in  every  taking  grace; 
He  thinks  of  riches,  and  their  heaps  arife, 
Difplay  their  glittering  forms,  and  fix  his  eyes; 
Thus  drawn  with  pleafures  in  a  charming  view, 
Rifing  he  reaches,  and  would  fain  purfue. 
But  flill  the  fleeting  fhadows  mock  his  care. 
And  ftill  his  fingers  grafp  at  yielding  air; 
Whate'er  our  tempers  as  their  comforts  want. 
It  is  not  man's  to  take,  but  Goil's  to  grant. 
If  then,  perfifting  in  the  vain  defign. 
We  look  for  blifs  without  an  help  divine. 
We  flill  may  fearch,  and  fearch  without  relief. 
Nor  only  want  a  blifs,  but  find  a  grief. 
That  fucii  couvid:ion  may  to  fight  appear. 
Sit  down,  ye  fons  of  men,  fpeflators  here  ; 
Behold  a  fcene  upon  your  folly  wrought, 
And  let  this  lively  fcene  inflrudl  the  thought. 

Boy,  blow  the  pipe  until  the  bubble  rife. 
Then  call  it  off  to  float  upcn  the  fivies  ; 
Still  fvvell  its  fides  with  breath — O  beauteous  frame  I 
It  grows,  it  fhines  :   be  now  the  world  thy  name  ! 
Klethinks  creation  forms  itfclf  within, 
The  men,  the  towns,  the  birds,  the  frees,  arc  feen  ; 
The  fkies  above  prefent  an  azure  fhow, 
And  lovely  verdure  paints  an  earth  btlow. 
ril  v/ind  niyfcli  in  this  delightful  fphere, 
And  live  a  thoufand  years  of  ]^leafurc  there  ; 
Roll'd  up  in  blifles,  which  an  und  me  dofe, 
And  now  regal'd  with  thefe,  and  now  with  thcfc. 
Fa'fe  hope,  but  fal.'er  words  of  joy,  farewell. 
You've  rent  the  lodging  where  1  meant  to  dwell, 
My  hubbies  biirfl,  my  proipedls  difappear. 
And  leave  behind  a  moral  and  a  tear. 
If  at  the  type  our  dreaming  fouls  awake, 
And  Hi;nTiah's  ftrains  their  jiifc  imprtffion  make, 
The  boundlefs  power  of  Piovidcncc  we  know. 
And  fix  our  truft  on  nothing  here  below. 
Then  he,  grown  pleas'd  that  men  his  greatncfi 

own. 
Looks  down  fercnely  from  his  ftarry  throne, 
Ar.d  bids  the  bleffed  days  our  prayers  have  -vvo-n 
Put  on  their  gioricf,  and  2)repare  to  run. 
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ror  which  our  thanks  be  jnftly  lent  above, 
Eularg'd  by  gladnefi,  and  inl'pir'd  with  love  : 
For  which  his  prailcs  be  for  ever  fung, 
O  fweet  employment  of  the  grateful  tongue  '. 
Burft  forth,  my  temper,  in  a  godly  flame. 
For  all  his  bleflings  laud  his  holy  name  : 
That,  ere  mine  eyes  faluted  cheerful  day, 
A  gift  devoted  in  the  womb  1  lay, 
J.ike  Samuel  vow'd,  before  my  breath  I  drew, 
O  could  I  prove  in  life  like  Samuel  too  1 
I'hat  all  my  frame  is  exquifitcly  wrought, 
The  world  cnjoy'd  by  fenfe,  aud  God  by  thought  ; 
That  living  ftrcams  through  living  channels  glide, 
"Fo  make  this  frame  by  Nature's  couri'e  abide  ; 
That,  for  its  good,  by  Providence's  tare. 
Fire  joins  with  water,  earth  concurs  with  air  ; 
'Fhat  mercy's  ever-inexhaulled  ilore 
Is  pleas'd  to  proffer,  and  to  promife  more; 
And  all  the  proffers  ftream  with  grace  divine, 
And  all  the  promifes  with  glory  fliitje. 
O  praife  the  Lord,  my  foul,  in  one  accord. 
Let  all  that  is  within  me  praife  the  Lord  ; 
O  praife  the  Lord,  my  foul,  and  ever  ftrive 
To  keep  the  fwect  remembrances  alive. 
Still  raife  the  kind  afFedions  of  thhic  heart, 
Raife  every  grateful  word  to  bear  a  part, 
With  every  word  the  ftrains  of  love  devife. 
Awake  thine  harp,  and  thou  thyfelf  arife  ; 
Then,  if  his  mercy  be  not  half  exprefs'd. 
Let  wondering  filence  magnify  the  reft. 

DAVID. 

My  thought,  on  views  of  admiration  hung. 
Intently  ravifii'd,  and  depnv'd  of  tongue, 
Now  darts  a  while  on  earth,  a  while  in  air, 
Here  mov'd  with  praife,  and  mov'd  with  glory 

there  ; 
The  joys  entrancing,  and  the  mute  furprife, 
Half  fix  the  blood,  and  dim  the  moiftening  eyes ; 
Pleafure  and  praife  on  one  another  break, 
An  exclamation  longs  at  heart  to  fpeak ; 
V/hen  thus  my  genius  on  the  work  defign'd. 
Awaiting  clofely,  guides  the  wandering  mind. 

If,    while   thy   thanks   v/ould    in    thy    lays   be 
wrought, 
A  bright  aftoniflvnent  involve  the  thought, 
If  yet  thy  temper  would  attempt  to  fing, 
Another's  quill  Ihall  imp  thy  feebler  wing  ; 
B/hold  the  name  of  royal  David  near, 
Behold  his  mufic,  and  his  meafures  hear, 
Whofe  harp  devotion  in  a  rapture  ftrung. 
And  left  no  {late  of  pious  fouls  uni'ung. 

Him  to  the  wondering  world  but  newly  fliewn, 
Celeflial  poetry  pronounc'd  her  own  ; 
A  thouland  hopes,  on  clouds  adotn'd  with  rays. 
Bent  down  their  little  beauteous  forms  to  gaze; 
Fair  blooming  innocence,  with  tender  years, 
And  native  fweetnefs  for  the  ravifii'd  ears, 
Prepar'd  to  fmile  within  his  early  fong, 
And  brought  their  rivers,  groves,  and  plains  along: 
Majeftic  honour,  at  the  palace  bred, 
F^nrob'd  in  white,  embrcjidcr'd  o'er  with  red, 
Reach'd  forth  the  fceptre  of  her  royal  fate. 
His  forehead  couch'd,  and  bid  his  lays  be  great , 


Undaunted  courage,  dcck'd  with  manly  charms, 
With  waving  azure  plumes,  and  gilded  arms, 
Difplay'd  the  glories  and  tjie  toils  of  light. 
Demanded  fame,  and  call'd  him  forth  to  write. 
To  perfed;  thefe,  the  facred  Spirit  came. 
By  mild  infufion  of  celeflial  flame. 
And  mov'd  with  dove-like  candour  in  his  breall, 
And  brcath'd  his  graces  over  all  the  reft. 
Ah  !  where  the  daring  flights  of  men  afpire. 
To  match  his  numbers  with  an  equal  fire  ; 
In  vain  they  ftrive  to  make  proud  Babel  rife. 
And  with  an  earth-born  labour  touch  tlie  Ikies  : 
While  I  the  glittering  page  refolv'd  to  view. 
That  will  the  fubjed  of  my  lines  renew  ;   • 
The  laurel  wreath,  my  fame's  imagin'd  fliade. 
Around  my  beating  temples  fears  to  fade  ; 
My  fainting  fancy  trembles  on  the  brink. 
And  David's  G^d  muft  help,  or  elfe  1  fink. 

As  rolling  rivers  in  their  channels  flow. 
Swift  from  aloft,  but  on  the  level  flow  : 
Or  rage  in  rocks,  or  glide  along  the  plains. 
So  jull,  fo  copious,  move  the  l-Talniifl's  {trains; 
So  iweetly  vary'd  with  proportion'd  heat. 
So  gently  clear,  or  fo  fubliiiiely  great ; 
While  Nature's  feen  in  all  her  forms  to  fhine, 
And  mix  with  beautijs  drawn  from  'Fruth  divine; 
Sweet  beauties  (fwcet  aifeclion's  tncilefs  rill) 
That  in  the  foul  like  honey  drops  diftil. 

Hail,  Floly  Spirit,  hail  Supremely  Kind, 
Whofe  infpiration  thus  enlarg'd  the  mind  ; 
Who  taught  him  what  the  gentle  fhepherd  fings, 
VV^hat  rich  cxpreflions  fuit  the  port  of  kings; 
What  daring  words  defcribe  the  foldier's  heat, 
And  what  the  prophet's  ecftafies  relate; 
Nor  let  his  worft  condition  be  forgot, 
In  all  this  fpiendour  of  exalted  thought. 
On  one  thy  different  forts  of  graces  fall. 
Still  made  for  each,  of  equal  force  in  all; 
And  while  from  heavenly  courts  he  feels  a  flame, 
He  fings  tfie  place  from  whence  the  blelTingcame ; 
And  makes  his  infpirations  fweetly  prove 
The  tuneful  fubjtdt  of  the  mind  they  move. 

Immortal  Spirit,  light  of  life  infliU'd, 
Wlio  thus  the  bofom  of  a  mortal  fiil'd, 
I'hough  weak  my  voice,  and  though  my  light  ba 

dim. 
Yet  fain  I'd  praife  thy  wondrous  gifts  in  him  ; 
I'hen,  flnce  thine  aid's  attradtd  by  defirc. 
And  they  that  fpeak  thee  right  muft  feel  thy  fire, 
Voiichfaie  a  portion  of  thy  grace  divine. 
And  raife  my  voice,  and  in  my  numbers  ihine  : 
I  iing  of  David,  David  fings  of  thee, 
Afiill  the  Pfalmitf,  and  hib  work  in  me. 

But  now,  my  vcrfe,  arifing  on  the  wing, 
What  part  of  all  thy  fubjedt  wilt  thou  fuig  ? 
How  lire  thy  firll  attempt  ?  in  what  rcforc 
Of  Paledina's  plains,  or  S.Jem's  co-art; 
Where,  as  his  hands  ihe  folemn  meafure  play 'J, 
Cnrs'ti  fiends  with  torment  and  conftifion  lied ; 
Where,  at  the  rofy  Ipring  of  cheerful  light, 
(If  pious  fame  record  tradition  right) 
A  foft  elflation  of  celeflial  tire 
Came  like  a  rulhing  breeze,  and  (hook  the  lyre  j 
Mill  iweetly  giving  every  trembling  fliing 
So  much,  of  found,  as  made  hini  wake  to  ling  I 
C  iij 
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^^'ithin  my  view  the  -orntry  fitft  appeais. 
The  country  iirft  eujoy'd  his  youthful  years ; 
Then  frame  thy  ihady  landfcapes  in  my  Itrain, 
Soni^  confcioui  mountain,  or  accuftom'd  plain  ; 
XV'hfre  by  the  water',  on  the  graisreclin'd, 
With  notes  he  rais'd,  wiih   notes  he  calm'dhis 

■  "''      Ir.ind :  ■ 

S^or  through  the  paths  of  rural  life  I'll  ftray, 
And  in  Ins  pleSftnes  paint  k  fhrpTierd's  da^'. 

■\\'ith  fi;ratefii]  fcniinients,  with  a<51ivevvill, 
\ViJi  voice  e:-:ertcd,  and  enlivi  hing  fkill, 
His  free  return  (  ?  thank.i  he  d'.ily  paid,' 
And  each  new  day  new  beams  of  bounty  flied. 
Awcke,  my  tuneful  harp  ;  awake,  he  cries; 
AwaTcc,  my  lute,  the  fun  begins  to  rife ; 
Aly  God,  I'm  ready  now  1  then  takes  a  flight, 
To  ])ureft  Piety's  exahcd  height  :•  " 

i'roui  thence  hi>fuul,  T\-ith  heaven  itfelf  in  view, 
On  humble,  prayer^  and  humble  jraifcs  flew. 
The  j'r;'.ife  ar.  picafiPg,  Snd  as  fweet  the  prayer, 
■As  .Mcenfe  curling  up  thrcupli  morning  air.  ■ ' 

5^'^hen  towards  the  field  with  early  ffeps  he  trod, 
And  gaz'd  around,' and  own'd  the  Worlcsot  God,' 
Perhaps,  in  fweet  uieicdicUs  words  of  praii'e, 
He  drew  the  profpedl;  which  adornVl  his  ways  ; 
^I'heToil,  but  newly  vifitcd  Xvich  rain, 
The  rivet' of  the  Lord  with  fpringing  grain, 
lidarge,  e?i«real'e  tlie  fofcen'd furrow  bleft, 
'I  he  year  with  goodnefscrown'd,  with  beauty  dreil. 
^\nJ  IHU  to  powcrdjvineai'cribe  it  all, 
iVcni  whofe  high  paths-  the  drops  of  fatnefs  fall ; 
Then  in  the  fong  tlie  fmiling  fightstejoice, 
And  all  the  mute  creation  finds  a  voice;  ■ 
\Vith  tliick  returns  delightful  echoes  fill 
The  pat'iir'd  green,  or  foftafcendirg  hill, 
Kais'd  by  the  bleatings  of  unnun-.her'd  fheep, 
"i'o  boaft  their  gloriss  in  the  cri.wds  they  keep. 
A;!d..corn,  that's  waving  in  the  wefccrn  gale,' 
Vv  it'll  jcjful  four.d  proclaims  the  ci'ver'd  vale. 

•  Whene'er  his  flocks  the  lovely  fliepherd  drove, 
To    r.cighbouriiig    waters,    to    the    neighbouring 

■  grove ; 
To  Jordan's  flood,  refrefli'd  by  cooling  wind, 
•■.^r  Ctdiori's  brook,  to  moffy  banks  confin'd  ; 
Tn  eafy  nctes,  audgnife  of  lowly  fwain,        [train  : 
'Twas  thus  he  charm'd  and  taught  -the  liftening 

The  Lord's  my  fhepherd,  bountiful  and  good, 
J  cannot  want,  fince  he  provides  me  food  ; 
^Ic  for  his  fheep  along  the  verdant  meads, 
IVIe,  sll  too  mean,  his  tender  mercy  leads. 
To  tafrc  the  fprings  of  life,  and  tatic  repol'e 
Wlierevcr  living  paflurc  fweetly  grows.     ■ 
JAnd  as  I  cannot  want,  I  need  not  fear, 
For  fl^lithe  preftnce  of'my  fhej>herd"s  near; 
"^Iluough  darldonie  valef,  where  beads  of  prey 

rcfort,      •  • 

"^.'Jiere  death  appears  with  all  his  dreadful  court, 
2^is  rod  and  hook  dirc<f^  mc  when  I  flray, 
lie  cails  to  fold,  and  they  direifl:  my  way-; 

Perhaps,  \v'hen  I'eated  on  the.  river's  brink. 
He  faw  the  tender  jheep  at  noon-day  drink, 
lie  fung  the  land  where  milk    :  d  honey  glide, 
And  fattening  plenty  rolls  upon  the  tide. 

Or,  ti,\'d  within  the  frcfhnef-*  of  a  Ihade, 
■^yhwie  bc-ughs  diffulc  their  leavts  arouad  liisheaJ 
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He  bcrrow'd  notions  from  the  kind  retreat, 

1  hen  fung  the  righteous  in  their  happy  ftate, 

And  how,  by  providential  care,  fucrels 

Shall  all  their  aftion;-  in  due  feafon  blefs; 

So  firm  they  (land,  fo  beaut  ful  they  look, 

As  planted  trees  afide  the  purling  brook  : 

Not  faded  by  the  ray<  that  parch  the  plain. 

Nor  rareful  f'jr  the  want  of  droppir^g  rain  : 

The  (caves  fpiout  forth,  the  riling  l)ianches  fhoot. 

And  fummcr  crowns  them  wiiii  the  ripei;'d  fruit.* 

But  if  the  flowery  fald,  wiih  varied  hue. 
And  hativc  fwcetnefs,  tntertain'd  his  view; 
The  flowery  field  with  all  the  glorious  throng 
Of  lively  colours  role,  to  pr-irt  his  long  ; 
It-<  pride  and  fail  within  the  numbers  ran, 
And  fpaJic  the  life  of  tranfitcry  man. 

As  grafs  arifes  by  degrees  unfeen 
To  dsck  the  breaft  of  earth  with  lovely  green, 
1  ill  'Nature's  order  brings  the  withering  days. 
And  all  the  funrriier's  beauteous  pomp  decays; 
So,  by  degrees  unfeen,  doth  man  arife, 
So  blooms  by  courfe,  and  fo  by  courl'e  he  dies. 
I  Or  as  her  head  the  gaudy  floweret  heaves. 
Spreads  to  the  fun,  and  boafls  her  f  Iken  leave?. 
Till  accidental  winds  their  glory  fhed. 
And  then  they  fall  before  the  time  to  fade ; 
So  man  appear?,  fo  falls  in  all  his  prime. 
Ere  age  approaches  on  the  fteps  of  time. 

But  thee,  my  God  i  thee  flill  the  fame  we  find, 
Thy  glory- Jailing,  and  thy  mercy  k^nd; 
That  Hill  the  juft,  and  all  his  race,  may  know 
No  caufe  to  mcurn  their  fwift  account  below. 

Whfn    from    beneath   he   faw  the  wanderirg 
•  fheep 
That  graz'd  the  level,  range  along  the  fleep, 
1'hen  rofe,  the  wanton  ilragglcrs  home  to  calJ, 
Before  the  pearly  dews  at  evening  fall; 
Perhaps  new  thoughts  the  rifing  ground  f'jpply, 
And  that  employs  his  mind  which  fills  his  eye. 
From  pointed  hills,  he  cries,  my  wifhes  tend. 
To  that  great  hill  irom  whence  fi.j-ports  dtfcend  : 
The  ]-ord's  that  hill,  that  place  of  lure  defence, 
My  v,-ants  obtain  their  certain  help  from  thence. 
And  as  large  hills  projecfled  fkadows  throw. 
To  ward  the  fun  from  off  the  vales  belowj 
Or  for  their  fafety  flop  the  blaft  above, 
That^  with  raw  ^'apours  loaded,  nightly  rove; 
So  fhull  protection  o'er  his  lervants  Ipread, 
And  Lrepofc  beneath  the  facred  fhade, 
Unhurt  by  rage,  that,  like  a  fummer'sday, 
Dtfiroys  and  fcorehes  with  impetuous  ray  ; 
By  wailing  forrows,  undepriv'd  of  reft, 
That  fall,  like  damps  by  nioon-fliine,  on  the  breaft. 
Were  from  the  mind  ihe  prpfpedls  fecm  to  wear, 
And  leave  the  couch'd  defign  appearing  bare; 
And  now  no  more  the  fnepherd  fings  his  hill. 
But  fings  the  fovercign  Lord's  proteiflion  flill. 
J''or  as  he  fees  the  night  prepar'd  to  come,   . 
On  wings  of  evening  he  prepares  for  home; 
A.nd  in  ihc  fong  thus  adds  a  bklling  more. 
To  what  the  thought  within  the  figure  bore  : 
Eternal  goodncfs-manifeftly  Hill 
Preferves  my  foul  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
Ends  all  my  days,  as  all  my  days  begin,  ' 

And  kccpe  n;y  goings,  and  my-  coniingsin. 
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Here  tliiiik  the  fuiking  fun  dcfcends  apace, 
And,  from  thy  firll;  attempt,  my  fancy  ceafe  ; 
Here  bid  the  ruddy  fliepherd  quit  the  plain, 
And  to  the  fold  return  his  flocks  again. 
Go,  left  the  lion,  or  the  fhagged  bear, 
Thy  tender  lambs  with  favage  hunger  tear; 
Though  neither  bear  nor  lion  match  thy  might, 
When  in  their  rage  they  flood  rt:veal'd  to  fight ; 
Go,  left  thy  wanton  (lieen  returning  home. 
Should,  as  they,  pal's,  through  doubtful  darknefs 

roam. 
Go,  ruddy  yuutli,  to  Bethlem  turn  thy  way, 
On  Bethlejii's  road  conclude  the  parting  day. 

Methinks  he  goes  as  twilight  leads  the  night, 
And  fees  the  crefcent  rife  with  filver  light  ; 
His  words  confider  all  the  fparkling  fliow 
With  which  the  ftars  in  golden  order  glow. 
And  what  is  man,  he  cries,  that  thus  thy  kind. 
Thy    wondrous    love,   has  lodg'd    him    in    thy 

mind  ? 
For  him  they  glitter,  him  the  hearts  of  prey. 
That  fcare  my  fheep,  and  thefe  my  fheep  obey. 

0  Lord,  our  Lord,  with  how  deferv'd  a  fame, 
Does  earth  record  the  glories  of  thy  name  '. 
Then,  as  he  thus  devoutly  walks  along, 
And  finds  the  road  has  finifh'd  with  thefong, 
He  fings,  with  lifted  hands  and  lifted  eyes, 
Be  this,  my  God,  an  evening  facrifice. 

But  now,  the  lowly  dales,  the  trembling  groves, 
O'er  which  the  whifper'd  breeze  ferenely  roves, 
Leave  all  the  coarfe  of  woiking  fancy  dear, 
Or  only  grace  another  fubjecSt  here ; 
For  in  my  purpofe  new  defigns  arife, 
Whofe  brightening  images  engage  mine  eyes. 
Then  here,  my  verfe,  thy  louder  accents  raife, 
Thy  theme  through  lofty  paths  of  glory  trace  ; 
Call  forth  his  honours  in  imperial  throngs, 
And  ftrive  to  touch  his  more  exalted  fongs. 

While  yet  in  humble  vales  his  harp  he  ftrung, 
While  yet  he  follow'd  after  ewes  with  young. 
Eternal  Wifdom  chofe  him  for  his  own. 
And  from  the  flock  aiidvanc'd  him  to  the  throne; 
That  there  his  upright  heart,  and  prudent  hand, 
With  more  diftinguifli'd  Ikill,  and  high  command, 
Might  adl  the  fhcpherd  in  a  noble  fphere. 
And  take  his  nation  into  regal  care. 
He  could  of  mercy  then,  and  juftice  fing, 
Thofe  radiant  virtues  that  adorn  a  king, 
That  make  his  reign  blaze  forth  with   bright  re- 
nown. 
Beyond  thofe  gems  whofe  fplendour'i^cks  a  crown : 
That  fixing  peace,  by  temper'd  Icve  and  fear. 
Make  plains  abound,  and  barren  mountains  bare. 
To  thee,  to  whom  thefe  attributes  belong, 
To  thee,  my  God,  he  cry'd,  I  fend  ray  fong; 
To  thee,  from  wliom  my  regal  glory  came, 

1  fing  the  forms  in  which  my  court  I  frame  ; 
Aflift  the  models  of  imperfedt  fkill, 

O  come,  with  facred  aid,  and  fix  my  will.  ■ 
A  wife  behaviour  in  my  private  ways. 
And  all  my  foul  difpos'd  to  public  peace. 
Shall  daily  ftrive  to  let  my  fubjeds  fee 
A  perfecl  pattern  how  to  live,  in  me. 
Still  will  1  think,  as  ftill  my  glories  rife, 
To  fct  no  wicked  thing  before  mine  ey°s, 
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Nor  will  I  cnoofc  the  favourites  of  ftatc,  "y 

Among  thofe  men  that  have  incurr'd  thine  hate,  V 
Whole  vice  but  makes  them  fcandaloufiy  great;  j 
'  ris  time  that  all,  whofe  froward  rage  of  heart 
Would  vex  my  realm,  fliall  from  my  realm  depart; 
'  ris  time  that  all,  whofe  private  fiandering  lie 
l-eads  judgment  falfely,  fliall  by  judgment  (iie. 
And  time  the  great,  who  loofe  the  reins  to  pride. 
Shall  with  neglecit  and  fcorn  be  laid  afide  ; 
But  o'er  the  traits  that  my  cimmatids  obey, 
I'll  fend  my  light,  with  fnarp  difarming  ray, 
Through    dark   retreats,    where    humble    minds 
abide,  [hide ; 

Through  fliades  of  peace,  where  modcft  tempers 
To  find  the  good  that  may  fupport  my  ftate. 
And,  having  lound  them,  then  to  make  them  great. 
My  voice  fnall  raife  vhem  frr.m  the  lonely  cell, 
With  me  to  govern,  and  with  me  to  dwell. 
My  voice  fliall  flattery  and  deceit  difgrace, 
And  in  their  room  exulted  virtue  place; 
That,  with  an  early  care,  and  ftedfaft  hand. 
The  wicked  perifli  from  the  faithful  land. 

When  on  the  throne  he  fate  in  calm  repofe, 
And  with  a  royal  hope  his  offspring  rofe, 
His  prayer,-;,  anticipating  time,  reveal 
Their  deep  concernment  for  the  public  weal ; 
Upon  a  good  ft)recafted  thought  tlicy  run. 
For  common  blcflings  in  the  king  begun  : 
For  righteoufnefs  and  judgment  ftricftly  fair, 
Wiiich  from  the  king  defcends  upon  his  heir. 
So  when  his  life  and  all  his  labour  ceafe. 
The  reign  fucceeding,  brings  fucceeding  peace  ; 
So  ftill  the  poor  fhallfind  impartial  laws, 
And  orphans  ftill  a  guardian  of  their  caufe  : 
And  ftern  oppreflion  have  its  galling  yoke. 
And  rabid  teeth  of  prey,  to  pieces  broke. 
Then,  wondering  at  the  glories  of  his  way, 
His  frier.ds  ftiall  love,  his  daunted  toes  obey; 
For  peaceful  commerce  neighbouring  kings  apply, 
And  with  great  prefcnts  court  the  grand  ally. 
For  him  rich  gums  fliall  fvveet  Arabia  bear. 
For  him  rich  Sheba  mines  of  gold  prepijre; 
Him  Tharfis,  him  the  foreign  ifles  ihall  greet. 
And  every  nation  bend  beneath  his  feet. 
And  thus  his  honours  far-extended  grow, 
1  he  type  of  great  Mefliah's  reign  below. 

But  worldly  realms,  that  in  his  accents  fliine, 
Are  left  beneath  the  full  advanc'd  defign  ; 
When  thoughts  of  empire  in  the  mind  increafe 
O'er  all  the  limits  that  determine  place, 
If  thus  the  monarch's  rifmg  fancy  move 
To  fearch  for  more  unbounded  realms  above. 
In  which  celeftial  courts  the  king  maintains, 
And  o'er  the  vaft  extent  of  nature  reigns; 
He  then  defcribes,  in  elevated  words. 
His  Ifrael's  ftiepherd,  as  the  Lord  of  Lords. 
How  bright  between  the  cherubims  he  fits. 
What  dazzling  luftre  all  his  throne  emits; 
Flow  righteoufnefs,  with  judgment  join'd,  fup 

port 
The  regal  feat,  and  dignify  the  court ; 
How  faireft  honour,  and  majeftic  ftate. 
The  prefence  grace,  and  ftrength  the  beauty  wait 
What  glittering  minifteis  around  him  ftand, 
To  flv  like  v^'inds,  or  flames,  at  his  command, 
C  iii] 
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How  fure  tlie  beams,  on  which  his  pahce  rife, 
Are  fct  in  waters,  rais'd  above  the  Ikies; 
How  wide  the  llcies,  h'ke  outfpread  curtains,  fly 
To  veil  majeftic  light  from  human  eye; 
Or  form'd  the  wide-expanded  vaults  above, 
Where  ftornis  are  bounded,  though  they  fetm  to 

rove  ; 
Where  fire,  and  hail,  and  vapour,  fo  fulfil 
The  vAi'e  intentions  of  their  Maker's  will  ; 
How  well  'tis  feen  the  great  eternal  mind 
Rides  on  the  clouds,  and  walks  upon  the  wind. 

O,  v/ondrous  Lord  1    how    bright    thy   glories 
fhine 
The  heavens  declare,  for  what  they  boafl  is  thine  ; 
And  yon  blue  tradt,  enrich'd  with  orbs  of  light, 
In  all  its  hsndy-work  difplays  thy  might. 

Again  the  monarcii  touch'd  another  ftrain, 
Another  province  claim'd  his  verfe  again. 
Where  goodnefs  infinite  has  fix'd  a  fway, 
Whofe  outftretch'd  limits  are  the  bounds  of  day. 
Beneath  this  empire  of  extended  air, 
Yet  flill  in  reach  of  Providence's  care, 
God  plac'd  the  rounded  earth  with  Itedfafl  hand, 
And  bid  the  bafis  ever  firmly  Hand  : 
He  bid  the  mountains  from  confufion's  heaps 
Exalt  their  fum.niits,  and  afTume  their  fliapes. 
He  bid  the  wafers  like  a  garment  fpread. 
To  form  large  feas,  and,  as  he  fpake,  they  fled. 
His  voice,  his  thunder,  made  the  waves  obey. 
And  forward  haften,  till  they  form'd  the  fea  ; 
Then,  left  with  lawlefs  rage  the  furges  roar. 
He  mark'd  their  bounds,  and  girt  them  in  with 
fliore,  '    [fteal 

He  fiU'd  the  land   with  brooks,  that  trembling 
Through  vyinding  hills,  along  the  flowery  vaie; 
To  which  the  bealls,  that  graze  the  vale,  retreat 
For  cool  refrefliings  in  the  fummer's  heat ; 
While,  perch'd  in  leaves  upon  the  tender  f prays. 
The  birds  around  their  finging  voices  raife. 
He  makes  the  vapours,  which  he  taught  to  fly, 
Forfake  the  chambers  of  the  clouds  on  hio-h. 
And  golden  harvell,  rich  with  eats  of  grain 
And  fuiry  blades  of  grafs,  adorn  the  plain  ; 
And  grapes  luxuriant  cheer  the  foul  with  wine. 
And  ointment  fned,  to  make  the  vifagc  fliine. 
Thtough  trunks  of  trees  fermenting  fap  proceeds. 
To  feeci,  and  tinge  the  living  boughs  it  feeds  : 
bo  flioots  the  fir,  where  airy  ftorks  abide. 
So  cedar,  Lebanon's  afpiring  pride, 
Whofe  birds,  by  God's  appointment,  in  their  neft. 
With  green  furrounded,  lie  fecure  of  reft  ; 
Where  Imall  increafe  the  barren  mountains  give. 
There  kines,  adapted  to  the  feeding,  live; 
There  flocks  of  goats  in  healthy  putlures  browfe. 
And,  in  their  rocky  entrails,  rabbits  houfe. 
Where  forcfts,  thick  with  fhrubs,  entangled  Hand, 
TJntrod  the  roads,  and  defolate  the  land, 
There  cltrfe  in  covens  hide  the  bealls  of  prey, 
'Jill  heavy  darkncfs  creeps  upon  the  day, 
'j'hen  roar  with  hunger's  voice,  and  range  abroad. 
And,  in  tlicir  method,  feek  their  meat  from  Cod; 
And,  when  the  dawning  tdge  of  eaflcrn  air 
Begins  to  purple,  to  their  dcm  repair. 
jS.1an,  next  fucceeding,  from  the  fweet  repofe 
or  downy  beds,  ;o  v.'oxk  apnoihtcd  goes. 


When  firfl  the  morning  fees  the  rifing  fan. 

He  fees  their  labours  both  at  once  begun ; 

And,  night  returning  with  its  flarry  train. 

Perceives  their  labours  donp  at  once  again. 

O  !  manifold  in  works  fupremely  wife. 

How  well  thy  gracious  {lore  the  world  fupplies! 

How  all  thy  creatures  on  thy  goodnefs  call. 

And  that  bellows  a  due  fupport  for  all ! 

When  from  an  open  hand  thy  favours  flow. 

Rich  bounty  ftorps  to  vifit  us  below  ; 

When  from  thy  hand  no  more  thy  favours  flream. 

Back    to    the   duft    we    turn,    from    whence   w^ 

came  ; 
And  when  thy  fpirit  gives  the  vital  heat, 
A  fure  fucceflTioii  keeps  the  kinds  complete; 
The  propagated  feeds  their  forms  retain. 
And  ail  the  face  of  earth's  renew'd  again. 
Thus,  as  you've  feen  th*  efiedl  revealthe  caufe. 
Is  Nature's  Ruler  known  in  Nature's  laws ; 
Thus  ftill  his  power  is  o'er  the  v/orld  difplay'd. 
And  ftill  rejoices  in  the  world  he  made. 
The  Lord  he  reigns,  the  King  of  kings  is  king; 
Let  nations  praife,  and  praifes  learn  to  fing. 

My  verfts  her*;  may  change  their  ftyle  again, 
And  trace  the  Pfalmill  in  another  ftrain ; 
Where  all  his  loul  the  foldier's  fpirit  warms, 
And  to  the  muiic  fits  the  found  of  arms  ; 
Where  brave  diforder  does  in  numbers  dwell. 
And  artful  number  fpeaks  diforder  well. 
Arife,  my  genius,  and  attempt  the  praiie 
Of  dreaded  power,  and  perilous  e flays; 
And  where  his  accents  are  too  nobly  great. 
Like  diftant  echoes,  give  the  faint  repeat : 
For  who,  like  him,  with  enterprifing  pen. 
Can  paint  the  Lord  of  hofts  in  wrath  with  men  ? 
Or  with  juft  images  of  tuneful  lay. 
Set  all  his  terrors  in  their  fierce  array  ? 
He  comes  1   1  he  tumult  of  difcordmg  fpheres. 
The  quivering  ftiocksof  earth  confefs  their  fears  j 
Thick  Imnke  precede,  and  blafts  of  angry  breathy 
That  kindle  dread  devnuiing  flames  of  death. 
He  comes  !   the  firmament,  with  difm.al  night. 
Bows  down,  and  leems  to  fail  upon  the  light : 
The  darkling  mifts  enwrap  his  head  around. 
The  waters  deluge,  and  the  tempefts  found  ; 
While  on  the  cherub's  puiple  wings  he  flies. 
And  plants  his  black  pavilion  in  the  Ikies. , 
He  comes  1   the  clouds  remove  ;  the  rattling  hailj 
Defcending,  bounds,  andfcatters  o'er  the  vale  : 
His  voice  is  lyyrd,  his  thunder  fpeaks  his  ire. 
His  lightning'blafts  with  blue  fulphureous  fire  ; 
His  brandifii'd  bolts  with  fwift  ccmmiflion  go, 
To  puniflj  man's  rebellious  a<5ls  below. 
His  ftern  rebukes  lay  deepeft  ocean  bare. 
And  folid  earth,  by  wide  eruption,  tear. 
Then  glares  the  naked  gulf  with  difmal  ray. 
And  then  the  dark  foundations  fee  the  day  : 
O  God  1   let  mercy  this  thy  war  afl'uage  '. 
Alas!   no  mortal  can  fuftain  thy  rage. 
While  I  but  ftrive  the  dire  efl'edls  to  tell. 
And  on  another's  words  attentive  dwell, 
Coiifufing  paifions  in  my  bofom  roll. 
And  all  in  tumult  work  the  troubled  foul : 
Remi.rle  with  piry,  f^ar  with  forrow  blend, 
Aud  I  but  flrivc'  iii  w-'w  ;  my  vtrfe,  defcend^ 
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To  iefs  afjiir".ng paths  diredl  thy  flight, 

Though  iHll  the  Id's   may  moie  than   match  thy 

might ; 
While  1  to  lecond  agents  tune  the  flrings, 
And  Ifrael's  warrior  Ifratl's  battles  fings  ; 
Great  warrior  he,  and  great  to  ling  of  war, 
Whofe  lines  (if  ever  lines  prevaii'd  fo  far) 
Alight  pitch  the  tents,  conipofe  the  ranks  anew, 
To  combat  found,  and  bring  the  toil  to  view. 
O  nation  niofl;  fecurely  rais'd  in  name, 
Whofc  fair  records  he  wrote  for  endlefs  fame ; 

0  nation  oft  viAorious  o'er  thy  foes. 

At  once  thy  conquefts,  and  thy  thanks  he  fhows; 
For  thus  lie  fung  the  realms  that  muftbe  thine, 
And  made  thee  thus  confefs  an  aid  divine. 
When  mercy  look'd,  the  waves  perceiv'd  itsfway, 
And  Ifracl  pafs'd  the  deep  divided  fea. 
When  Mercy  fpake  ik,  haughty  Pharaoh's  hoft. 
And  haughty  Pharaoh,  by  the  waves  were  toft. 
When  Mercy  led  us  through  the  defert  fand. 
We  reach'd  the  borders  of  the  promis'd  land  : 
Then  all  the  kings  their  gather'd  armies  brought, 
And  all  thofe  kings  by  Mercy's  help  we  fought  : 
There,  with  their  monarch.  Amor's  people  bleed, 
For  God  was  gracious,  and  the  tribes  fucceed. 
There  monftrous  Ogg  was  fell'd  on  Bafan's  plain, 
For  God  was  gracious  to  the  tribes  again, 
/it  length  their  yoke  the  realms  of  Canaan  feel, 
And  li'rael  fmgs  that  God  is  gracious  flill. 

Nor  has  the  warlike  prince  alone  inroU'd 
The  wondrous  feats  their  fathers  did  of  old  ; 
His  own  emblazon'd  afls  adorn  his  lays, 
Thefc  ti>o  may  challenge  juft  returns  of  praife. 
My  God  !  he  cries,  my  fureft  rock  of  might. 
My  truft  in  dangers,  and  rpy  Ihield  in  tight ; 
Thy  matchlefs  bounties  I  with  gladnefs  own, 
Nor  find  affiftance  but  from  thee  alone  : 
.  Thy  ftrength  is  armour,  and  my  path  fucccfs, 
No  power  like  thee  can  thus  fecurely  blefs. 
When  troops  united  would  arreft  my  courfe, 

1  break  their  files,  and  through  their  order  force  ; 
When  in  their  towns  they  keep,  my  fiege  I  form, 
And  leap  the  battlements,  and  lead  the  ftorm  ; 
And  when  in  camps  abroad  intrcnch'd  they  lie, 
As  fwift  as  hinds  in  chace  1  bound  on  high  ; 

My  llrenuous  arms  thou  teachefl  how  to  kill. 
And  fnap  in  funder  temper'd  bows  of  fteel ; 
My  moving  footfteps  are  cnlarg'd  by  thee. 
And  kept  from  fnares  of  planned  ambulh  free  ; 
And  when  my  foes  forfake  the  field  of  fight. 
Then,  fiufh'd  with  conc^ueft,  I  purfue  their  flight; 
In  vain  their  fears,  that  almoft  reach  defpair. 
The  trembling  wretches  from  mine  anger  bear ; 
As  fwift  as  fear  brilk  warmth  of  conqueft  goes, 
And  at  my  feet  dejedls  the  wounded  toes  ; 
For  help  they  call,  but  find  their  helper's  gone. 
For  God's  againll  them,  and  I  drive  them  on 
As  whirling  duft  in  airy  tumult  fly, 
Before  the  tempefl  that  involves  the  Iky. 
And,  in  my  rage's  unavoided  fway, 
1  tread  their  necks  like  abjed;  heaps  cf  clay. 

The  warrior  thus  in  fong  his  deeds  exprefs'd. 
Nor  vainly  boafted  what  he  but  confefs'd  ; 
While  warlike  adtions  were  proclaim'd  abroad, 
That  all  their  prailes  Ihould  refer  to  God. 


And  here,  to  make  this  bright  defign'arife, 

In  fairer  fplendour  to  the  nation's  eyes. 

From  private  valour  he  converts  his  lays. 

For  yet  the  public  claim'd  attempts  of  praife  ; 

And  public  conquefls  where  they  jointly  fought, 

Thus  ftand  recorded  by  refle«fling  thought ; 

God  fent  his  Samuel  from  his  holy  feat 

To  bear  the  promife  of  my  future  ftate, 

And  I,  rejoicing,  fee  the  tribes  fulfil 

The  promis'd  purpofe  of  almighty  will ; 

Subje6led  Sichem,  fweet  Samaria's  plain, 

And  Succoth's  valleys,  have  cor.fefs'd  my  reign; 

Remoter  Gilead's  hilly  tradls  obey, 

Manafl'eh's  parted  fands  accept  my  fway;    [mine. 

Strong  Ephraim's  fons  and   Ephraim's  ports  arc 

And  mine  the  throne  of  princely  Judah's  line  ; 

Then  fince  my  people  with  my  ftandard  go, 

To  bring  the  llrength  of  adverfe  empire  low, 

Let  Moab's  foil,  to  vile  fubjedtion  brought. 

With  groans  declare  how  well  our  ranks  have 

fought ; 
Let  vanquilh'd  Edom  bow  its  hunsbled  head. 
And  tell  how  pompous  on  its  pride  I  tread; 
And  now,  Philitlia,  with  thy  conquering  hoft, 
Difmay'd  and  broke,  of  conquer'd  Ifrael  boaft; 
But  if  a  Seer  or  Rabbah  yet  remain 
On  Johemaan's  hill,  or  Anion's  plain. 
Lead  forth  our  armies.  Lord,  regard  our  pray'r; 
Lead,  Lord  of  battles,  and  we'ii  conquer  there. 
As  this  the  warrior  fpake,  his  heart  arofe. 
And  thus,  with  grateful  turn,  pcrform'd  the  clofe  ; 
Though  men  to  men  their  beft  afliftance  lend. 
Yet  men  alone  will  but  in  vain  befriend  ; 
Through  God  we  work  exploits  of  high  renown, 
'  ris  God  that  treads  our  great  oppofersdown. 

Hear  now  the  praife  of  weli-difputcd  fields. 
The  beft  return  vidtorious  honour  yields  ; 
'Tis  common  good  reftor'd,  when  lovely  Peace 
Is  joiii'd  with  righteoufnefs  in  ftridl  embrace  ; 
Flear,  all  ye  vidlors,  what  your  fword  fecures. 
Hear,  all  ye  nations ;  for  the  caufe  is  yours  ; 
And  when  the  joyful  trumpets  loudly  found, 
When  groaning  captives  in -their  ranks  are  bound. 
When  })illars  lift  the  bloody  plumes  in  air. 
And  broken  fliafts  and  batter'd  armour  bear ; 
When  painted  arches  adls  of  war  relate. 
When  flow  proceflion's  pomps  augment  the  {late  ; 
When  fame  relates  their  worth  among  the  throng. 
Thus  take  from  David  their  triumphant  fong  ; 
Oh,  clap  your  hands  together  '.  oh,  rejoice 
In  God  with  melody's  exalted  voice  ; 
Your  facred  pfalm  within  his  dwelling  raife^ 
And,  for  a  pure  oblation,  offer  praife ; 
For  the  rich  goodnefs  plentifully  fhows 
He  profpers  our  defign  upon  our  foes. 
Then,  hither,  all  ye  nations,  hither  run. 
Behold  the  wonders  which  the  Lord  has  done  ; 
Behold,  with  what  a  mind,  the  heap  of  flain. 
He  fpreads  the  fanguine  furface  of  the  plain ; 
Ho  makes  the  wars,  that  mad  confufion  hurl'd, 
Be  fpent  in  vidlorics,  and  leave  the  world. 
He  breaks  the  bended  bows,  the  fpears  of  ire^ 
And  burns  the  fliatter'd  chariots  in  the  fire, 
And  bids  the  realms  be  ftill,  the  tumults  ceafe. 
And  know  the  Lord  of  war,  for  Lord  of  peace. 
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Now  may  the  tender  youth  in  goodnefs  rife, 

Beiica;h  the  guidance  of  their  parents  eyes, 

And  tall  young  poplars,  when  the  ranger'o  nigh, 

To  watch  their  rifings,  left  they  fhoot  awry. 

Now  may  the  beauteous  daughters,  bred  with  care, 

In  modeft  rules,  and  pious  afts  of  fear, 

J^ike  polifti'd  corners  of  the  temple  be. 

So  bright,  fo  fpotlefs,  and  fo  fit  for  thee. 

Now  may  the  various  feafons  blefs  the  foil, 

And   plenteous  gardeners  pay    the  ploughman's 

toil; 
Now  flieep  and  kine,  upon  the  flowery  meads, 
Increafe  in  thoufands,  and  ten  thoufand  heads; 
And  now  no  more  the  Ibund  of  grief  complains 
For  thofe  that  fall  in  fight,  or  live  in  chains; 
Here,  when  the  blelTings  are  prociaim'd  aloud. 
Join  all  the  voices  of  the  thankful  crowd  ; 
Let  all  that  feel  them  thus  confefs  their  part. 
Thus  own  their  worth,  with  one  united  heart ; 
Happy  the  realm  which  God  vouchfafcs  to  blcfs 
With  all  the  glories  of  a  bright  J'ucceis  : 
And  happy  thrice  the  realm,   if  thus  he  pleafe 
To  crown  thofe  glories  with  the  fweets  of  eafe  ; 
From  warfare  finifh'd  on  a  cham  of  thought, 
To  bright  attempts  of  future  rapture  wrought ; 
Yet  ftronger.  yet  thy  pinions  flronger  taife, 

0  Fancy,  reigr.ingin  the  power  of  lays. 
B<ir  Sion's  hil!  thine  airy  coui  I'es  hold, 
'Twas  there  thy  David  projhcfy'd  of  old  ; 
And  there  devout  in  contemplation  fit, 

Jn  holy  vifion,  and  ecftatic  fit. 

Methinks  I  feem  to  feel  the  charms  begin, 
Nowfwcct  contentment  tunes  my  foul  within  ; 
Now  wondrous  foft  ahfing  mufic  plays. 
And  now  full  founds  upon  the  fenfe  increafe  ; 
Fit  David's  lyre,  his  artful  fingers  move, 
To  court  the  fpirit  from  the  realms  above  ; 
And,  pleas'd  to  come  where  holinefs  a'tends, 
The  coutted  fpirit  from  above  defcend-. 
Hence  on  the  lyre  and  voice  new  graces  reft, 
And  bright  prophetic  forms  enlarge  the  breaft; 
Hence  firm,  decrees  his  myftic  hymns  relate, 
Affix'd  in  heaven's  adciniantine  gate. 
The  glories  of  the  moft  important  age. 
And  Chrift's  bleft  empire  fecn  by  fure  prefage. 

When,  in  a  diftant  view,  with  inward  eyes. 
He  fees  the  Son  defcending  from  tiic  fkies. 
To  take  the  form  of  man  for  mankind's  fake, 
'Tis  thus  he  makes  the  great  Mtfiiah  fpeak  : 
It  is  not,   Father,  bhiod  of  bullocks  flain 
Can  clcanfe  the  world  from  univerfal  ftain ; 
Such  offerings  are  not  here  rcquir'd  by  thee, 
But  point  at  mine,  and  leave  the  work  for  mc ; 
To  perfedl  which,  as  fervanls  cars  they  drill. 
In  fign  of  opening  to  their  mafter's  will ; 
Thy  will  would  open  mine,  and  have  me  bear 
My  fign  of  mniiftry,  the  bo^y  there. 
Prophetic  volumes  of  our  ftate  afhgn 
'J'he  world's  redemption  as  an  adl  of  mine ; 
Arid  lo  I  with  cheerful  and  obedient  heart, 

1  come,  my  Father,  to  perform  my  part. 
So  fpake  the  Son,  and  left  his  throne  above, 
When  wings  to  bear  him  were  prepar'd  by  love  ; 
When  with  their  Monarch,  on  the  great  defcent, 
Sweet  iiuniblenefs  and  gentle  patieuce  went; 


Fair  fifters  both,  both  blefs'd  in  his  efteem, 
And  both  appointed  here  to  wait  on  him. 

Bat  now,  before  ihe  Prophet's  ravifli'd  eyes, 
Succeeding  profpetis  of  his  life  arife  ; 
And  here  he  teaches  all  the  world  to  fing 
Thofe  ftrains  in  which  the  nations  own'd  hln> 

King. 
When  boughs  as  at  an  holy  feaft  they  bear, 
To  fliow  the  Godhead  manifefted  there  ; 
And  garments,  as  a  mark  of  glory,  ftrow'd, 
Declar'd  a  prince  prociaim'd  upon  the  road  : 
This  day  the  Lord  hath  made,  we  will  employ 
In  fongs,  he  cries,  and  confecrate  the  joy. 
Hofannah,  Lord,  Hofannah,  fhed  rhy  peace; 
Hofannah,  long-expe<Sing  nations  grace  ; 
Oh,  blefs'd  in  honour's  height  triumphant  thou. 
That  waft  to  come,  oh,  blefs  thy  people  now. 

'Twere  eafy  dwelling  here  with  fix'd  delight, 
And  much  the  fweet  engagement  of  the  fight ; 
But  fleeting  vifions  each  on  other  throng, 
And  change  the  mufic,  and  demand  the  fong  : 
Ah  1   mufic  chang'd  by  fadly  moving  fliow  : 
Ah  I  fong  demanded  in  excefs  of  woe  I 
For  what  was  all  the  gracious  Saviour's  flay, 
Whilft  here  he  trod  in  life's  encumber'd  way, 
But  troubled  patience,  perfecuted  breath, 
NegleAed  forrows,  and  afilidling  death  ; 
Approach,  ye  finners  ;  think  the  garden  fhows 
His  bloody  fweet  of  full  arifing  throws ; 
Approach  his  grief,  and  hear  him  thus  complain, 
Through  David's  perfon,  and  in  David's  ftrain. 

Oh,  fave  me,  God,  thy  floods  about  me  roll, 
Thy  wrath  divine  hath  overflow'd  my  foul : 
I  conic  at  length  where  rifing  waters  drown, 
And  fitdc  in  deep  affli6lion,  deeply  down. 
Deceitful  fnares,  to  bring  me  to  the  dead, 
Lie  ready  plac'd  in  every  path  I  tread; 
And  hell  itfelf,  with  all  that  hell  contains, 
Of  fiends  accurs'd,  and  dreadful  change  of  pains; 
To  daunt  firm  will,  and  croi's  the  good  defign'd, 
With  ftrong  temptations  faften  on  the  mind; 
Such  grief,  fuch  forrows,  in  amazing  view, 
DiftraAcd  fears  and  heavinefs  purfue. 
Ye  fages,  deeply  read  in  human  frame, 
The  paffions'  caufes,  and  their  wild  extreme; 
Where  mov'd  an  objeft  more  oppos'd  to  blifs, 
What  other  agony  could  equal  his  ? 

The  mufic  ftill  proceeds  with  mournful  airs, 
And  fpeaks  the  dangers,  as  it  fpeaks  the  fears. 
Oh,  facred  Prefence,  from  the  Son  withdrawn  : 
Oh,  God,  my  Father,  whether  art  thou  gone  ? 
Oh,  muft  my  foul  bewail  tormenting  pain. 
And  all  my  words  in  anguifli  fall  in  vain  ? 
The  trouble's  near,  in  which  my  life  will  end  ; 
But  none  is  near,  that  will  aflTiftance  lend  ; 
Like  Bafhan's,  bulls,  my  foes  againft  me  throng, 
So  proud,  inhuman,  numberlefs,  and  ftrong. 
Like  defert  lions,  on  their  prey  they  go, 
So  much  their  fierce  dcfire  of  blood  they  fhow  : 
As  ploughers  wound  the  ground,  they  tore  my 

back. 
And  long  deep  furrows  manifeft  the  trait. 
They  pierc'd  my  tender  hands,  my  tender  feet. 
And  caus'd  fliarp  pang?,  where  nerves  in  num- 
b-ers  meet ; 
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Rich  flreams  of  life  forfake  my  rended  veins, 
And  fall  like  water  fpili'd  upon  the  plains  ; 
My  bones,  tliat  us'd  in  hollow  feats  to  clofe. 
Disjoint  withanguifh  of  convulfivc  throes  ; 
My  mourning  heart  is  melted  in  my  frame, 
As  wax  dilTolving;  runs  before  a  flame  ; 
My  ftrengtli  dries  up,  myflefli  the  moiflure  leaves, 
And  on  my  tongue  my  clammy  palate  cleaves  : 
Alas  !   I  thirft  ;  alas  !  for  drink  I  call ; 
For  drink  they  give  me  vinegar  and  gall.] 
To  fportful  game  the  favage  foldiers  go. 
And  for  my  vefture,  on  my  vefture  throw  ; 
While  all  deride,  who  fee  me  thus  forlorn, 
And,  fhoot  their  lips,  and  (hake   their  heads  in 

(corn. 
And,  with  defpiteful  jefl:.  Behold,  they  cry. 
The  great  peculiar  darling  of  the  fky  ; 
He  trufted  God  would  fave  his  foul  from  woe. 
Now  God  may  have  him,  if  he  loves  him  fo. 
But  to  the  duft  of  death,  by  quick  decay, 
I  come ;  O  Father,  be  not  long  away. 
And  was  it  thus,  the  Prince  of  Life  was  flain  ? 
And  was  it  thus  he  dy'd  for  ■worthlcfs  men  ? 
Yes,  bh ffed  Jefus  ;  thus,  in  every  line, 
The  fufferings  which  the  prophet  fpake  were  thine. 

Come,  Chriflian,  to  the  corpfe,  in  fpirit  come, 
And  with  true  figns  of  grief  furround  the  tomb. 
Upon  the  thrcfhokl  flone  let  fin  be  flain, 
Such  facrifice  will  bell  avenge  his  pajn. 
Bring  thither  then  repentance,  f!ghs,and  tears, 
Bring  mortify'd  defire-i,  bring  holy  fears ; 
And  earneft  prayer  expprefs'd  from  thoughts  that 

roll 
Through  broken  mind,  and  groanings  of  the  foul ; 
Thefc  fcatter'd  on  his  hearfc,  and  fo  prepare 
Thofe  obsequies  the  Jews  deny'd  him  there; 
While  in  your  hearts  the  flames  of  love  may  burn, 
To  drefs  the  vault,  like  lamps  in  facred  urn. 
There  oft,  my  fouly  in  luch  a  grateful  way. 
Thine  humblcfl  homage,  with  the  godly  pay. 

Bur  David  flrikes  the  founding  chords  anew, 
And  to  thy  firfl  defign  recals  thy  view  ; 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  he  flies, 
And  ftill  purfues  his  objeift  in  his  eyes; 
And  here  recounts,  in  more  enliven'd  fong, 
The  facred  prefence,  rot  abfented  long  : 
The  flefh  not  fuifcr'd  in  the  grave  to  dwell, 
The  foul  not  fuffer'd  to  remain  in  hell; 
But  as  the  conqueror,  fatigu'd  in  war, 
Wi:h  hot  purfuit  of  enemies  afar. 
Reclines  to  drink  the  torrent  gliding  by, 
Then  lifts  his  looks  to  repoflefs  the  fky  ; 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  in  life's  uneafy  road. 
With  anxious  toil  and  thorny  danger  ftrow'd; 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  but  not  to  find  relief. 
But  tafte  the  deep  imbitter'd  floods  of  grief; 
So  when  he  tafted  thefe,  he  rais'd  his  head, 
And  left  the  fable  maiifions  of  the  dead. 
Ere  mouldering  time  confum'd  the  bones  away, 
Or  flow  corruption's  worms  had  vvork'd  decay  : 
Here  faith's  foundations  all  the  foul  employ 
With  fpringing  graces,  fpringing  beams  of  joy; 
Then   paus'd   the  voice,   where  nature's  leen  to 

ppufe, 
And  for  a  time  fufpend  her  ancicut  laws^ 
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From  hence  arifing  as  the  glories  rife, 
That  mud  advance  above  the  lofty  ikies. 
He  runs  with  fprightly  fingers  o'er  the  lyre, 
And  fills  new  fongs  with  nt  w  celcftial  fire  : 
In  which  he  fhews,  by  fair  defcription's  ray. 
The  Chrift's  afcenfion  to  the  realms  of  day; 
When  juflice,  plcas'd  with  life  already  paid, 
Unbends  her  brows,  and  fheaths  her  angry  blade  : 
And  meditates  rewards,  and  will  reftore 
What  mercy  woo'd  him,  to  forfake  before. 
When  on  a  cloud,  with  gilded  edge  of  light, 
He  rofe  above  the  reach  of  human  fight, 
And  met  the  pomp  that  hung  aloft  in  air. 
To  make  his  honours  more  exceeding  fair ; 
See,  tries  the  prophet,  how  the  chariots  wait 
To  bear  him  upwards,  in  triumphant  flate. 
By  twenty  thoufands  in  unnumber'd  throng. 
And  angels  draw  the  glittering  ranks  along. 
I'he  Lord  amongft  them  fits  in  glory  drefs'd. 
Nor  more  the  prefence,  Sinai  mount  confeft. 
And  now  the  chariots  have  begun  to  fly. 
The  triumph  moves,  the  Lord  afcends  on  high. 
And  Sin  and  Satan,  us'd  to  captive  men, 
Are  dragg'd  for  captives  in  his  ample  train  ; 
While,  as  he  goes,  feraphic  circles  fing 
The  wondrous  conquefi  of  their  wondrous  King; 
V^'ith  fliouts  of  joy  their  heavenly  voices  raife. 
And  v/ith  flirill  trumpets  manifeft  his  praife; 
From  fuch  a  point  of  fuch  exceeding  height, 
A  while  my  verfes  ftoop  their  airy  flight, 
Ar.d  feem  for  reft  on  Olivet  to  breathe. 
And  charge  the  two  that  ftand  in  white  beneath; 
That  as  they  move,  and  join  the  moving  rear 
Within  their  honour'd  hands  aloft  they  bear 
The  crown  of  thorns,  the  crofs  on  which  he  dy'd. 
The  nails  that  pierc'd  his  limbs,  the  fpear  his  fide  ; 
Then,  where  kind  mercy  lays  the  thunder  by. 
Where  peace   has  hung  great  Michael's  arms  on 
Ixt  thefe  adorn  his  magazine  above,  [high ; 

And  hang  the  trophies  of  vidorious  love ; 
Left  man,  by  fuperftitious  mind  entic'd. 
Should  idolize  vthatever  touch'd  the  Chrift. 

But  ftili  the  prophet  in  the  fpirit  foars 
To  new  Jerufalem's  imperial  doors ; 
There  fees  and  hears  the  blefs'd  angelic  throng, 
There  feels  their  mulic,  and  records  their  fong  : 
Or,  with  the  vifion  warm'd,  attempts  to  write. 
For  thofe  inhabitants  of  native  light. 
And  teaches  harmony's  diftinguifli'd  parts. 
In  fwcet  refpondence  of  united  hearts; 
For  thus  without  might  warbling  angels  fing 
Their  courfe  contairing  on  the  flutter'd  wing. 
Eternal  gates  1  your  ftately  portals  rear. 
Eternal  gates  !   your  ways  of  joy  prepare  ; 
The  ICing  of  Glory  for  admittance  ftays ; 
He  comes,    he'il  enter,  O  prepare  your  ways ; 
Then  bright  archangels,  that  attend  the  wall. 
Might  thus  upon  the  beauteous  order  call ; 
Ye  ftllow-minifters,  that  now  proclaim 
Your  King  of  Glory,  tell  his  awful  name. 
At  wliich  the  beauteous  order  will  accord, 
And  found  of  folemn  notes  pronounce  the  Lord  : 
The   Lord    endued  with  Ilrength,  renown'd  for 

might. 
With  fpoils  returning  from  the  finifli'd  fight. 
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Again  with  lays  they  charm  thefacred  gates, 
And  graces  double,  while  the  fong  repeats  ; 
Again  within  the  facred  guardians  fuig. 
And  aflc  the  name  of  their  vicftorious  king ; 
And  then  again,  the  Lord's  the  name  rebounds 
From  tongue   to  tongue,  catch'd  up  in  frequent 
rounds. 
New  thrones  and  powers  appear  to  lift  the  gate, 
And  David  ftill  purfues  their  cnter'd  ftate. 
Oh,  prophet !  father  1   whither  wouid'ft  thou  fly  ? 
Oh,  myftic  Ifrael's  chariot  for  the  Iky ; 
Thou,  facred  fjiirit !  what  a  wondrous  height. 
By  thee  fupported,  foars  his  airy  flight  ! 
For  glimpfe  of  Majefty  divine  is  brought, 
Among  the  fhifced  profpedls  of  the  tliought : 
Dread,  facred  fight ;   I  dare  not  gaze  for  fear, 
But  fit  beneath  the  finger's  feet,  and  hear  ; 
And  hold  each  found  that  interrupts  the  mind, 
Thus  in  a  calm  by  power  of  verfe  confin'd. 
Ye  dreadful  miniflers  of  God,  difpleas'd, 
In  blafling  tempells  be  no  longer  rais'd  ! 
Yedeep-mouth'dthunders,leave  your  direful  groan. 
Nor  roll  in  hollow  clouds  around  the  throne. 
The  flill  fmall  voice  more  juflly  will  exprcfs 
How  great  Jehovah  did  the  Lord  addrefs. 
And  you  brignt-feather'd  choirs  of  endlefs  peace, 
A  while  froni  tuneful  Hallelujah's  ceafe  ; 
A  while  ftand  fix'd,  with  deep  attentive  care, 
You'll  have  the  time  to  fing  for  ever  there. 
'I'he  royal  Prophet  will  the  filence  break. 
And  in  his  words  Almighty  gcodnefs  fpeak. 
He  fpake  (and  fmil'd  to  fee  the  bufinefs  done). 
Thou  art  my  firft,  my  great  begotten  Son  , 
Here  on  the  right  of  Majefty  fit  down. 
Enjoy  thy  conquefl,  and  receive  thy  crown, 
While  1  thy  worfhip  and  renown  complete. 
And  make  thy  foes  the  foot-ftool  of  thy  feet ; 
For  I'll  pronounce  the  long-refolv'd  decree, 
My  facred  Sion  be  referv'd  for  thee. 
From  thence  thy  peaceful  rod  of  pnwer  extend, 
From  thence  thy  Mcffcnger  of  mercy  fend. 
And  teach  thy  vanquifli'd  enemies  to  bow, 
And  rule  where  hell  has  fix'd  an  empire  now. 
Then  readyinations  to  their  rightful  king 
The  free-will  offerings  of  their  hearts  fliall  bring. 
In  holy  beauties  for  acceptance  drefs'd. 
And  ready  nations  be  with  pardon  blefs'd  ; 
Meanwhile  thy  dawn  of  truth  begins  the  day, 
F^nlighten'd  fubjeiils  ftiall  encreafc  the  fway  ; 
With  luch  a  fplendid  and  unnumber'd  train. 
As  dews  in  morning  fill  the  gralTy  plain. 
This  by  myfelf  I  fwore;  the  great  intent 
Has  paft  my  fandion,  and  I  can't  repent  : 
Thou  art  a  king,  and  prieft  of  peace  below. 
Like  Salem's  monarch,  and  for  ever  fo. 
Aik  what  thou  wilt,  'tis  thine  the  Gentiles'  claim; 
For  thy  poffeflion  take  the  world's  extreme. 
The  kings  fliall  rage,  the  parties  ftrive  in  vain, 
By  perfecuting  rage,  to  break  thy  reign  ; 
Thou  art  my  Chrill,  and  they  that  ftill  can  be 
■Rebellious  fubjecls  be  dejlroy'd  by  thee. 
Bring,  like  the  potter,  to  fcvere  decay, 
Thy  worthlefs  creatures,  found  in  humble  clay  ; 
Then  hear,  ye  monarths,  and  ye  judges  hear, 
Rejoice  with  trembling,  Icrvc  the  Lord  with  fear 


In  his  commands  with  figns  of  homage  move. 

And  kifs  the  graciou'i  ofters  of  his  love: 

Ye  furely  perifli  if  his  anger  flame. 

And  only  they  be  blefs'd  that  bltfs  his  name. 

Thus  does  the  Chrift  in  David's  anthems  fliine, 

With  full  magnificence  of  art  divine  ; 

Then  on  his  fubjecSts  gifts  of  grace  heflcw. 

And  fpread  his  image  on  their  hearts  below  ; 

As  when  our  earthly  kings  receive  the  globe, 

The  facred  undlion,  and  the  purple  robe. 

And  mount  the  throne  with  golden  glory  crown'd, 

I'hey  fcatter  medals  of  themfelves  around  ; 

I'here  heavenly  fingers  clap  their  vary'd  wings, 

And  lead  the  choir  of  all  created  things. 

Relate  his  glory's  everlafting  prime, 

His  fame  continued  with  the  lep.gth  of  time  ; 

While,  ere  the  fun  fhall  dart  a  gilded  beam. 

Or  changing  moons  diffufe  the  fjlver'd  gleam; 

Where-e'er  the  waves  of  rolling  ocean  fent, 

Encompafs  land  with  arms  of  wide  extent. 

Hail,  full  of  mercy  :  ready  nations  cry  I 

Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  ever  blefs'd  on  high  1 

Hail,  oh,  for  ever  on  thy  beauteous  thrcine  ! 

Thou  Lord  that  workeft  wondrous  things  alone  I  . 

Still  let  thy  glory  to  the  world  appear. 

And  all  the  riches  of  thy  goodnefs  hear. 

But  thou,  fair  church,  in  whom  he  fixes  love. 
Thou  queen  accepted  of  the  Prince  above; 
Behold  him,  fairer  than  the  fons  ol  men  ; 
Embrace  his  offer'd  heart,  and  fhare  his  reign  ; 
In  Mofes'  laws  they  bred  thy  tender  years; 
But  now  to  new  commands  incline  thine  ears, 
Forget  thy  people,  bear  no  more  in  mind 
Thy  father's  houfchold,  for  thy  fpoufe  is  kind. 
Within  thy  foul  let  vain  afie(5tions  die. 
Him  only  worfnip,  and  with  him  comply. 
So  fhall  thy  fpoule's  heart  with  thine  agree. 
So  fhall  his  fervour  ftiill  encreafe  for  thee. 
Come,  while  he  calls,  fupremcly-favour'd  queen. 
In  heavenly  glories  drefs  thy  foul  within  ; 
With  pious  adlions  to  the  throne  be  brought. 
In  clofo  connedlioii  of  the  virtues  wrought ; 
Let  thefe  around  thee  fiT  a  garment  fliiiie. 
And  be  the  work  to  make  thenx  pleafing  thine  ; 
Come,  lovely  queen,  advance  with  {lately  port  : 
Thy  good  companions  fliall  complete  thy  court, 
With  joyful  fouls  their  joyful  entrance  fing. 
And  fill  the  palace  of  your  gracious  king  ; 
What  though  thy  Mofes  and  the  prophets  ceafe. 
What  though    the   piicflhood   leaves  the  fettled 

race. 
The  father's  place  their  offspring  well  fupplics. 
When  at  thy  fpoufc's  miniftry  they  rife  ; 
When  thy  blefs'd  houfchold  on  his  orders  go. 
And  rule  for  him  where-e'er  he  reigns  btlow. 
Come,  queen  exalted,  come  ;  my  lalling  fong 
To  future  ages  fhall  thy  fame  j)i  oloiig^ 
The  joyful  nations  fhall  thy  praile  proclaim. 
And,  for  their  fafety,  crowd  beneath  thy  namak. 
Oh,  bounteous  haviour  1  ftill  thy  mercy  kind. 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fcrvants  find; 
Still  what  thy  David  fung  thy  fervants  fee, 
From  thee  fent  down,  and  fent  again  to  thee. 
They  fee  the  v/ords  of  thanks,  and  love  divine 
In  tlrains  niyftcrious  intermingled  fliine. 
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As  fweet  and  rich  unite  in  coftly  waves, 
When  purling  gold  the  purpled  web  receives; 
And  ftill  the  church  he  fliadow'd  hears  the  lays, 
In  daily  fervice,  as  an  aid  to  praife. 
At  thefe  her  temper  good  devotion  warms, 
And  mounts  aloft  with  more  engaging  charms  : 
Then,  as  (he  drives  to  reach  the  lofty  flcy, 
Bids  gratitude  affift  her  will  to  fly  ; 
In  thefe  our  gratitude  becomes  on  fire. 
Then  feels  its  flames  improv'd  by  flrong  define  ; 
Then  feels  defire  in  eager  wifhes  move. 
And  wifli  determine  in  the  point  of  love. 

Such  hymns  to  regulate,  and  fuch  to  raife, 
Approach,  ye  founding  inflruments  of  praife  : 
'Tis  fit  you  tune  for  him  whofe  holy  love, 
In  wifh  afpiring  to  the  choir  above, 
And  fond  to  prailife  ere  his  time  to  go, 
Devoutly  cali'd  you  to  the  choir  below; 
There,  where   he   plac'd  you,  with  your  folemn 

found. 
For  God's  high  glory,  fill  the  facred  ground. 
And  there,  and  every-where,  his  wondrous  name 
Within  his  firmament  of  power  proclaim. 
Soft  pleafing  lutes  with  eafy  fweetnefs  move, 
To  touch  the  fentiments  of  heavenly  love ; 
Aflift  the  lyre  and  voice,  to  tell  the  charms 
That  gently  ftole  him  from  the  father's  arms ; 
Gay  trembling  timbrels,  us'd  wifh  airs  of  mirth, 
Aflift  the  loud  Hofannah  rais'd  on  earth  ; 
When  on  an  afs  he  meekly  rides  along, 
And  multitudes  are  heard  within  the  fong. 
Full-tenor'd  pfaltery  ioin  the  doleful  part, 
In  which  his  agony  poffcft  his  heart ; 
And  feem  to  feel  thyfelf,  and  feem  to  fliow, 
A  rifing  hcavinefs  and  figns  of  woe. 
Sonorous  organ,  at  his  pafTion  moan. 
And  utter  forth  thy  fympathizing  groan, 
In  big  flow  murmurs  anxious  forrow  fpeak. 
While  melancholy  winds  thine  entrails  fliake. 
As  when  he  fuffer'd,  with  complaining  fouod, 
The  ftorms  in  vaulted  caverns  iliook  the  ground ; 
Swift  cheerful  cymhals  give  an  airy  flrain. 
When,  having  bravely  broke  the  doubled  chain 
Of  death  and  hell,  he  left  the  conquer'd  grave, 
And  rofe  to  vifit  thofe  he  dy'd  to  fave, 
And  as  he  mounts,  in  fong,  and  angels  fing, 
■V^''ith  grand  procefllon,  their  returning  king. 
Triumphant  trumpets  raife  their  notes  on  high. 
And  make  them  feem  to  mount,  and  feem  to  fly, 
Then  all  at  once  confpire  to  praife  the  Lord, 
In  mufic's  full  confent,  and  jufl  accord  : 
Ye  fons  of  art,  in  fuch  melodious  way. 
Conclude  the  fervice  which  you  join  to  pay, 
Wliiie  nations  fing  Amen,  and  yet  again 
Hold  forth  the  note,  and  fing  aloud  Amen. 

Here  has  my  fancy  gone  where  David  leads. 
Now  foftly  pacing  o'er  the  graffy  meads; 
Now  nobly  mounting  where  the  monarchs  rear 
The  gilded  fpires  of  palaces  in  air  ; 
Now  iliooting  thence,  upon  the  level  flight, 
To  dreadful  dangers  and  the  toils  of  fight. 
Anon  with  utmolt  ilretch  afctnding  far, 
Beyond  the  region  of  the  farthcft  (far  ; 
As  fliiirpefl.flghted  eagles  towering  fly, 
l"o  weather  theii  broad  fails  in  open  fky, 


At  length  on  wings  half-clos'd  Aide  gently  down, 
Andgonc  attempt  fhall  all  my  labours  crown, 
In  others'  verfe  the  reft  be  better  fhewn. 
But  this  is  more, or  fhould  be  more,  thine  own.. 

If  then  the  fpirit  that  fupports  my  lines 
Have  prov'd  unequal  to  my  large  defigns. 
Let  others  rife  from  earthly  pafilon's  dream, 
By  me  provok'd  to  vindicate  the  theme. 
Let  others  round  the  world  in  rapture  rove. 
Or  with  ftrong  feathers  fan  the  breeze  above. 
Or  walk  the  duiky  (hades  of  death,  and  dive 
Down  hell's  abyfs,  and  mount  again  alive. 
But,  Oh,  my  God  1  may  thefe  unartful  rhymes 
In  fober  words  of  woe  bemoan  my  crimes. 
'Tis  fit  the  forrows  I  for  ever  vent 
For  what  I  never  can  enough  repent ; 
'Tis  fit,  and  David  fhews  th:;  moving  way, 
And  with  his  prayer  inftrudts  my  foul  to  pray. 
Then,  fince  thy  guilt  is  more  than  match'd  by  me. 
And  fince  my  troubles  fhould  with  thine  agree, 
O  Mufe,  to  glories  in  afHidion  born  ! 
May  thy  humility  my  foul  adorn. 
For  humbleft  prayers  are  moft  afre(Sling  ftrains, 
As  mines  lye  rich  in  lowly  planted  veins; 
Such  aid  I  want,  to  render  mercy  kind. 
And  fuch  an  aid  as  here  I  want,  I  find  ; 
Thy  weeping  accents  in  my  numbers  run. 
Ah,  thought!  ah,  voice  of  inward  dole  begun  '. 

My  God,  whofe  anger  is  appeas'd  by  tears. 
Bow  gently  down  thy  mercy's  gracious  ears; 
With  many  tongues  my  fins  for  juftice  call. 
But  mercy's  ears  are  manifold  for  all. 
Thofe  fweet  celeftial  windows  open  wide. 
And  in  full  ftreams  let  foft  compalTion  glide ; 
There  v/a(h  my  foul,  and  cleanfe  it  yet  again, 
O  throughly  cleanfe  it  from  the  guilty  flain; 
For  I  my  life  with  inward  angGifh  fee, 
And  all  its  wretchednefs  confefs  to  thee. 
The  large  indi(Sment  ftands  before  my  view, 
Drawn  forth  by  confcience,  moft  amazing  true; 
And  fill'd  with  fecrets  hid  from  human  eye. 
When,  foolifh  man,  thy  God  flood  witnefs  by. 
Then,  oh,  thou  majefty  divinely  great. 
Accept  the  fad  confeffions  I  repeat. 
Which  clear  thy  juftice  to  the  world  below. 
Should  difmal  fentence  doom  my  foul  to  woe. 
When  in  the  filent  womb  my  (hape  was  made. 
And  from  the  womb  to  lightfome  life  convey'd, 
Curs'd  fin  began  to  take  unhappy  root. 
And  through  my  veins  its  early  fibres  fhoot ; 
And  then,  what   goodnefs   didfl   thou   fhew,  ts 

kill 
The  rifing  weeds, and  principles  of  ill; 
When  to  my  breaft,  in  fair  celeftial  flame. 
Eternal  truth  and  lovely  wifdom  came, 
Bright  gift,  by  fimple  nature  never  got. 
But  here  reveal'd  to  change  the  ancient  blot. 
This  wondrous  help  which  mercy  pleas'dto  grant. 
Continue  flill,  for  ftill  thine  aid  I  want ; 
And,  as  the  men  whom  leprofies  invade. 
Or  they  that  touch  the  carcafc  of  the  dead, 
With  hyfop  fprinkled,  and  by  water  clean'd. 
Their  former  purenefs  in  the  law  regain'd  ; 
So  purge  my  foul,  difeas'd,  alas  1  within, 
And  much  polluted  with  dead  works  of  fin. 
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For  fuch  blefs'd  favours  at  thine  hand  I  fue. 
Be  grace  thine  hyfop,  and  thy  water  too. 
Then  fliall  my  whirenefs  for  perfcAion  vie 
With  blanching  fnows  that  newly  leave  the  (ley. 
Thus,  throogh  my  mind,  thy  voice   of  gladuefs 

fend, 
Thus  fpeak  the  joyful  word,  I  will  be  clean'd  ; 
That  all  my  ftrength,  confum'd  with   mournful 

pain, 
May,  by  thy  faving  health,  rejoice  again  : 
And  now  no  more  my  foul  offences  fee, 
O  turn  from  thefe,  but  turn  thee  not  from  me ; 
Or,  left  they  make  me  too  deform'd  a  ligiu, 
Oh,  blot  them  with  oblivion's  endlefs  night. 
Then  further  purenefs  to  thy  fervant  grant, 
Another  heart,  or  ciiange  in  this,  I  want. 
Create  another,  or  th;  change  create, 
For  now  my  vile  corruption  is  fo  great, 
3t  feems  a  new  creation  to  reftorc 
Its  fall'n  eftate  to  what  it  wa;  before. 
Renew  my  fpirit,  raging  in  my  hreaft. 
And  all  its  palTions  in  their  ciurfe  arrefl: ; 
Or  turn  their  motions,  widely  gone  aftray. 
And  fix  their  footfteps  in  thy  righteous  way  ; 
When  this  is  granted,  when  again  I'm  whole. 
Oh  ne'er  withdraw  thy  prefence  from  my  foul ; 
There  let  it  fhine,  fo  let  me  be  reftor'd 
To  prefent  joy,  which  confcious  hopes  afford. 
There  let  it  fweetly  fliine,  and  o'er  my  breafl: 
Diffafe  the  dawning  of  eternal  reft  ; 
Then  fliall  the  wicked  this  compaffion  fee. 
And  learn  thy  worftiip,  and  thy  works,  from  me. 
For  I,  to  fuch  occafions  of  thy  praife. 
Will  tune  my  lyre,  and  confecrate  my  lays. 
Unfcal  my  lips,  where  guilt  and  (hame  have  hung. 
To  flop  the  paffage  of  my  grateful  tongue 
And  let  my  prayer  and  fong  afcend,  my  prayer 
Here  join'd  with  faints,  my  long  with  angels  there ; 
Yet  neither  prayer  I'd  give,  nor  fongs  alone, 
If  either  offerings  were  as  much  thy  own  : 
Eut  thine's  the  contrite  fpirit,  thine's  an  heart 
Opprefs'd  with  forrow,  broke  with  inward  fmart; 
That  at  thy  footftool  in  confeffion  fhews 
How  well  i;s  faults,  how  well  the  judge  it  knows; 
That  fin  with  fobe r  rtfolution  flies, 
This  gift  thy  mercy  never  will  defpife. 
Then  in  my  foul  a  myilic  altar  rear. 
And  fuch  a  facrifice  I'Jl  offer  there. 
There  fliall  it  fland,  in  vows  of  virtue  bound 
There  falling  tears  ihall  wafh  it  all  around  ; 
And  fliarp  remorfe,  yet  fharpcr  cdg'd  by  woe, 
Deferv'd  and  fear'd,  infliift  the  bleeding  blow  • 
There  fhall  my  thoughts  to  holy  breathings  fiy, 
Inftead  of  incenfe,  to  perfume  tlic  iky. 
And  thence  my  willing  heait  afpires  above 
A  vidim  panting  in  the  flames  of  love. 
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As  through  the  Pfalms,  from  theme  to  theme 
I  chan'g'd, 
Methinks  like  Eve  in  Paradife  I  rang'd  ; 
And  every  grace  of  fong  1  feem'd  to  fee, 
As  the  gay  pride  of  every  fcafon  lie ; 


She,  gently  treading  all  the  walks  around, 
Admir'd  the  fpringing  beauties  of  the  ground. 
The  lily,  gliftering  with  the  morning  dew. 
The  rofe  in  red,  the  violet  in  blue. 
The  pink  in  pale,  the  bells  in  purple  rows. 
And  tulips  coJour'd  in  a  thoufand  fbows  : 
Then  here  and  there  perhaps  {he  puU'd  a  flower, 
To  flrew  with  mofs,  and  paint  her  leafy  bower; 
And  here  and  there,  like  her,  I  went  along, 
Chofe  a  bright  ftrain,  and  bid  it  deck  my  fong. 

But  now  the  facred  finger  leaves  mine  eye, 
Crown'd  as  he  was,  I  think  he  mounts  on  high; 
Ere  this  devotion  bore  his  heavenly  Pfalms, 
And  now  himfelf  boars  up  his  harp  and  palms. 
Go,  faiiit  triumphant,  leave  tlie  changing  fight. 
So  fitted  out,  you  fuit  the  realms  of  light ; 
But  let  thy  glorious  robe  at  parting  go, 
Thofe  realms  have  robes  of  more  effulgent  Ihow; 
It  flies,  it  falls,  the  fluttering  filk  I  fee; 
Thy  fon  has  caught  it,  and  he  fings  like  thee. 
With  fuch  eledlion  of  a  theme  divine. 
And  fuch  fweet  grace,  as  conquers  all  but  thinei 

Hence  every  writer  o'er  the  fabled  ftreams. 
Where  frolic  fancies  fport  with  idle  dreams  ; 
Or  round  the  fight  enchanted  clouds  difpofe. 
Whence  wanton  Cuoids  fhoot  with  gilded  bows, 
A  nobler  writer,  ftrair.smore  brightly  wrought. 
Themes  more  exalted,  till  my  wondering  thought: 
The  parted  Ikies  are  track'd  with  flames  above, 
As  love  dcfcends  to  meet  afcending  love  ; 
The  feafons  flourifli  where  the  fpoufes  meet. 
And  earth  in  gardens  fpreads  beneath  their  feet  J 
This  frefh-bloom  profpeft  in  the  bofom  throngs, 
When  Solomon  begins  his  fong  of  fongs, 
Bids  the  wrapt  foul  to  Lebanon  repair. 
And  lays  the  fcene  of  all  his  a(5lions  there  ; 
V.'here  as  he  wrote,  and  from  the  bower  farvey'd 
The  fcenting  groves,  or  anfvvering  knots  he  riiadej 
His  facred  art  the  fights  of  narure  bring';. 
Beyond  their  ufe,  to  figure  heavenly  things. 

Great  Son  of  God!  whofe  gofpel  pleas'dto  thro\f 
Round  thy  rich  glory  veils  of  earthly  fhow  ; 
Who  made  the  vineyard  oft  thy  church  defign; 
Who  made  the  marriage-feaft  a  type  of  thine; 
Afiift  my  verfes,  which  attempt  to  trace 
The  fhadow'd  beauties  of  celeftiai  grace, 
And  with  illapfes  of  feraphic  fire 
The  work  which  pleas'd  thee  once,  once  more  ia- 
fpire. 

Look.orillufion's  airy  vifions  draw. 
Or  now  I  walk  the  gardens  which  I  law, 
Where  filver  waters  feed  a  flowering  fpring. 
And  winds  iMute  it  witli  a  balmy  wii-g. 
There,  on  a  bank,  whofe  fiiades  direilfy  rife. 
To  icrcen  the  fun,  nnd  not  exclude  the  Ikies, 
There  fiis  the  facred  church;  methinks  I  vievr 
The  fpoufe's  afpetfl,  and  her  enligns  too. 
Her  face  has  features  where  the  virtues  reign, 
Her  hands  the  book  of  facred  love  contain, 
A  light  (truth's  emblem)  on  her  bofom  fhines. 
And  at  her  fide  the  meekcft  lamb  reclines : 
And  oft  on  heavenly  le^flures  in  the  book. 
And  oft  on  heaven  itfelf  file  cafis  a  look. 
Sweet,  humble,  fervent  zeal,  that  works  within. 
At  length  burils  forth,  and  raptures  thns  begin  ; 
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Let  him,  that  him  my  foul  adores  above. 
In  clofe  communions  breathe  his  holy  love  ; 
For  thefe  blefs'd  words  his  pkafing  lips  impart, 
Beyond  all  dordials,  cheer  the  fainting  heart. 
As  rich  and  I'vveet  the  precious  ointments  ftream, 
So  rich  thy  graces  flow,  fo  fweet  tliy  name 
DifFufes  facred  joy  ;  'tis  hence  we  find 
Affedion  rais'd  in  every  virgin  mind  ; 
For  this  we  come,  the  daughters  here,  and  I, 
Still  draw  we  forward,  and  behold  I  fiy  ; 
1  fly  through  mercy,  when  my  king  invites. 
To  tread  his  chambers  of  llncerc  delights; 
There,  join'd  by  myftic  union,  I  rejoice, 
Exalt  my  temper,  and  enlarge  my  voice. 
And  celebrate  thy  joys,  fupremely  more 
Than  earthly  biifs  ;  thus  upright  hearts  adore. 
Nor  you,  yc  maids,  v/ho  breathe  of  Salem's  air. 
Nor  you  rcfufe  that  I  condud:  you  there ; 
Though  clouding  darknefs  hath  eclips'd  my  face, 
Dark  as  I  am,  I  fhine  with  beams  of  grace, 
A;  the  black  tents,  where  Iflimael's  line  abides, 
With  glittering  trophies  drefs  their  inward  fides; 
Or  as  thy  curtains,  Solomon,  arc  feen, 
"Whofe  plaits  conceal  a  golden  throne  within. 
'Twere  wrong  to  judge  me  by  the  carnal  fight, 
And  yet  my  vifage  was  by  nature  white ; 
But  fiery  funs,  which  perfecute  the  meek. 
Found  me  abroad,  and  fcorch'd  my  rofy  cheek. 
The  world,  my  brethren,  they  were  angry  grown, 
They  made  me  drefs  a  vineyard  not  my  own, 
Among  their  rites  (their  vines)  I  learn'd  to  dwell, 
And  in  the  mean  employ  my  beauty  fell ; 
By  frailty  loft,  I  gave  my  labour  o'er, 
And  my  own  vineyard  grew  deform'd  the  more. 
Behold  1  turn ;  O  fay,  my  foul's  defire. 
Where  doft  thou  feed  thy  flock,  and  where  retire 
To  reft  that  flock,  when  noon-tide  heats  ariic  ? 
Shepherd  of  Ifrael,  teach  my  dubious  eyes 
To  guide  me  right ;  for  why  Ihould  thine  abide 
Where  wandering  fhepherds  turn  their  flocks  a- 
fide  ? 

So  fpake  the  church,  and  figh'd :   a  purple  light 
Sprung  forth,  the  Godhead  ftood  reveal'd  to  fight. 
And  heaven  and  nature  fmil'd  ;  as  white  as  fnovv 
His  fcanilefj  veilure  loofely  fell  below  : 
Sedate  and  pleas'd,  he  nodded  ;  round  his  head 
The  pointed  glory  (hook,  and  thus  he  faid  : 
If  thou,  the  lovelieft  of  the  beauteous  kind. 
If  thou  canft  want  thy  fhepherd's  walk  to  find. 
Go  by  the  foot-fteps  where  my  flocks  have  trod. 
My  faints,  obedient  to  the  laws  of  God  ; 
Go,  where  their  tents  my  teaching  fervants  rear. 
And  feed  the  kids,  thy  young  believers  there. 
Should  thus  my  flocks  increafe,  my  fair  delight, 
I  view  their  numbers,  and  compare  the  fight 
To  Pharaoh's  horfes  when  they  take  the  field, 
Beat  plains  to  duft,  and  make  the  nations  yield. 
With  rows  of  gems  thy  comely  cheeks  I  deck. 
And  chains  of  pendant  gold  o'erflow  thy  neck, 
For  fo  like  gems  the  riches  of  my  grace, 
And  fo  defcending  glory,  cheers  thy  face  : 
Gay  bridal  robes  a  flowering  iilver  ftrows, 
Bright  gold  engrailing  on  the  border  glows. 

He  I'pake  ;  the  fpoufe.  admiring  heard  the  found, 
"Xheo,  miiekly  beudir.g  ou  the  facred  ground, 


She  crie?,  Oh  prtfent  to  my  ravlfh'd  breaft, 

This  fweet  communion  is  an  inward  feaft. 

There  fits  the  king,  while  all  around  our  heads 

His  grace,  my  fpikenard,  pleafing  odours  fhed» 

About  my  foul,  his  holy  comfort  flies; 

So  clofely  trcafur'd  in  the  bofom  lies 

The  bundled  myrrh,  fo  fweet  the  fcented  gale 

Breathes  all  En-gedi's  aromatic  vale. 

Now,  fays  the  king,  my  love,  I  fee  thee  fair, 

Thine  eyes,  for  mildnefs,  with  the  dove's  compare. 

No,  tiiou,  belov'd,  art  fair,  the  church  replies, 
(Since  all  my  beauties  but  from  thee  arife;) 
All  fair,  all  pleafant,  thefe  communions  fliow 
Thy  counfels  jileafant,  and  thy  com.forts  fo. 
And  as  at  marriage  feafts  they  ftrow  che  flowers. 
With  nuptial  chapkts  hang  the  fummer  bowers. 
And  make  the  rooms  of  fmelling  cedars  fine, 
Where  the  fond  bridegroom  and  the  bride  recline; 
I  drefs  my  foul  with  luch  exceeding  care, 
With  fuch,  with  more,  to  court  thy  prefence  there. 

Well  haft  thou  prais'd,  he  fays;  the  Sharon  rofe 
Through  fiowety  fields  a  pleafing  odour  throws. 
The  valley  lilies  ravilh'd  fenfe  regale. 
And  with  pura  whitenefs  paint  their  humble  vale  i 
Such  names  of  fweetnefs  are  thy  lover's  due, 
And  thou,  my  love,  be  thou  a  lily  too, 
A  lily  fet  in  thorns;  for  all  I  fee, 
Ail  other  daughters,  are  as  thorns  to  thee. 

Then  ftie  ;  the  trees  that  pleafing  apples  yIelJ, 
Surpafs  the  barren  trees  that  clothe  the  field  ; 
So  you  furpafs  the  fons  with  worth  divine, 
So  fhade,  and  fruit  as  well  as  fhade,  is  thine. 
I  fat  me  down,  and  fav/  thy  branches  fpread. 
And  green  protedlion  fiourifh  o'er  my  head  ; 
I  faw  thy  fruit,  the  foui's  celeftial  food, 
I  pull'd,  I  tafled,  and  I  found  it  good. 
Hence  in  the  Ipirit  to  the  blifsful  feat^;, 
Where  love,  to  feaft,  myfterioufly  retreats, 
He  kd  me  forth  ;  I  law  the  banner  rear. 
And  love  vvas  pencil'd  for  the  motto  there. 
Prophets  and  teachers  in  your  care  combine. 
Stay  me  with  apples,  comfort  me  with  wine. 
The  cordial  promifes  of  joys  above, 
For  hope  defcrr'd  has  made  rne  fickwith  love. 
Ah  I  while  my  tongue  reveals  my  fond  defire. 
His  hands  fupport  m.e,  left  my  life  expire  ; 
As  round  a  child  the  parent's  arms  are  plac'J, 
This  hold^  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waiiL 

Here  ceas'd  the  church,  and  iean'd  her  languil 
head. 
Bent  down  with  joy;  when  thus  the  lover  faid  : 
Behold,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  peace. 
She  fleeps,  at  leaft  her  thoughts  of  forrow  ceafe. 
Now,  by  the  bounding  roes,  the  flcipping  fawns. 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  graffy  lawns. 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove. 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove, 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  ea;h  approach  of  ill, 
I  would  not  have  her  wake  but  when  flie  will. 

So  reft  the  church  and  fpoufe  :  my  verfes  fo 
Appear  to  languifh  with  the  flames  you  iliew, 
And  paufing  reft  ;  but  not  the  panfe  be  long. 
For  ftill  thy  Solomon  purfucs  the  long. 
Then  keep  the  place  in  view ;  let  fweets  more  raW 
Thau  eartji  produi^s  fill  the  purpled  air; 
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Let  fcmethlng  folemn  overfpread  the  green, 
Which  feems  to  tell  us,  Here  the  Lord  has  been  I 
But  let  the  virgin  ftill  in  profpc<5l  fliine, 
And  other  flrains  of  her's  enliven  mine. 
She  wakes,  fhe  rifes:  bid  the  whifpering  breeze 
More  foftly  whifper  in  the  waving  trees, 
Or  fall  with  filent  awe;  bid  all  around, 
Before  the  church's  voice,  abate  their  found  ; 
"While  thus  her  fhadowy  ftrains  attempt  to  fhew 
A  futiire  advent  of  the  fpoufe  below ; 

Hark  !  my  beloved's  voice  !   behold  him  too  ! 
Behold  him  coming  in  the  diftant  view  : 
ITo  clambering  mountains  make  my  lover  (lay, 
(For  what  are  mountains  in  a  lover's  way  ?) 
Leaping  he  comes,  how  like  the  nimble  roe 
He  runs  the  path*  his  prophets  us'd  to  fhovv  '. 
And  now  he  looks  from  yon  partition-wall, 
Built  till  he  comes — 'tis  only  then  to  fall. 
And  now  he's  nearer  in  the  promife  feen, 
Too  faint  the  fight — 'tis  with  a  glafs  between: 
prom  hence  I  hear  him  as  a  lover  fpeak. 
Who  near  a  window  calls  a  fair  to  wake. 

Attend,  ye  virgin^,  while  the  words  that  trace 
An  opening  fpring  defign  the  day  of  grace. 
Hark  '.  or  1  dream,  or  elfe  I  hear  him  fay, 
Arife,  hiy  love;  my  fair-one,  come  away  ; 
Tor  now  the  tempefls  of  thy  winter  end, 
Thick  rains  no  more  in  heavy  drops  defcend  ; 
Sweet  painted  flowers  their  filken  leaves  unclofe, 
And  drefsthe  face  of  earth  with  varied  fhows; 
In  the  green  v^rood  the  finging  birds  renew 
Their  chirping  notes,  the  filvcr  turtle  coo  : 
The  trees  that  yield  the  fig  already  flioot, 
And  knit  their  blofToms  for  their  early  fruit ; 
With  fragrant  fcents  the  vines  refrefli  the  day, 
Arife,  nly  love  ;  my  fair  one,  come  away. 

0  come,  my  dove,  forfake  thy  clofe  retreat, 
i'or  clofe  infafety  haft  thou  fix'd  thy  feat, 
As  fearful  pigeons  in  dark  clefts  abide, 
And  fafe  the  clefts  their  tender  charges  hide. 
Now  let  thy  looks  with  modell  guife  appear, 
Now  let  thy  voice  falute  my  longing  ear. 
Tot  in  thy  looks  a  humble  mind  I  fee, 

Prayer  forms  thy  voice,  and  both  are  fweet  tome. 
To  fave  the  bloomings  of  my  vineyard,  hafte, 
Which  foxes  (falfe  deluding  teachers)  wafte  ; 
Watch  well  their  haunts,    and  catch   the  foxes 

there, 
Our  grapes  are  tender,  and  demand  thy  care. 
Thus  fpeaks  my  love  :  furprifing  love  divine  '. 

1  thus  am  his,  he  thus  for  ever  mine. 
And,  til!  he  comes,  I  find  thyprefence  ftill. 
Where  fouls  attentive  ferve  his  holy  will ; 
Where  down  in  vales  unfpotted  lilies  grow. 
White  types  of  innocence,  in  humble  (how. 
Oh,  till  the  fpicy  breath  of  heavenly  day. 
Till  all  thy  ftiadows  fleet  before  the  ray  ; 
Turn,  my  beloved,  with  thy  comforts  here, 
Turn  in  thy  promife,  in  thy  grace  appear. 
Nor  let  fuch  fwittnefs  in  the  roes  be  fhown 

To  fave  themfelvcs,  as  thou  to  cheer  thine  own ; 
Turn  like  the  nimble  harts  that  lightly  bound. 
Before  the  ftretchescf  the  fleeteft  hound; 
Kkim  the  plain  chace  of  lofty  Btther's  head, 
And  make  the  mountain  wonder  if  they  tread. 
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But  long  expedlance  of  a  blifs  delay 'd 
Breeds  anxious  doubt,  and  tempts  the  facred  maid  i 
Then  mifts  arifing  ftrait  repel  the  light, 
Thecolour'd  garden  lies  difgiii>'d  in  night; 
A  pale-horn'd  crefcent  leads  a  glimmering  throng. 
And  groans  of  abfence  jar  within  the  fong^. 

By   night,  fhe  cries,  a   night  which   blots  the 
mind, 
I  feek  the  lover,  whom  T  fail  to  find  : 
When  on  niy  couch  compos'd  to  thought  I  lie, 
1  fearch,  and  vainly  fearch,  with  reafon's  eye  ; 
Rife,  fondly  rife,  thy  prefent  fearch  give  o'er. 
And  alk  if  others  knew  thy  lover  more. 
Dark  as  it  is,  I  rife  ;  the  moon  that  fliines 
Shows  by  the  glcarii  the  city's  outward  lines : 
I  range  the  wandering  road,  the  winding  ftreet. 
And  aik,  but  aflc  in  vain,  of  all  I  meet. 
Till,  toil'd  with  every  difappointing  place, 
My  fleps  the  guardians  of  the  temple  trace. 
Whom  thus  my  wifli  accofts  :   Ye  facred  guides. 
Ye  prophets,  tell  me  where  my  love  refides? 
' Twas  well  I  qiieftion'd  ;  fcarce  f  pafs'd  them  by. 
Ere  my  rais'd  foul  perceives  my  lover  nigh  ; 
And  have  I  found  thee,  found  my  joy  divine  ? 
How  faft  I'll  hold  thee,  till  I  make  thee  mine  I 
My  mother  waits  thee,  thither  thou  repair, 
Long-waiting  Ifrael  wants  thy  pvefence  there. 
The  lover  fmiles  to  fee  the  virgin's  pain  ; 
The  mifts  roll  ofT,  and  quit  the  flowery  plain. 

Yes,  there  I  C(.me,  he  fays,  thy  forrow  ceafe  ; 
And  guard  her,  daughters  of  the  realms  of  peace, 
By  all  the  bounding  roes  and  fltipping  fawn>;. 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o'er  the  grafiy  lawns  ; 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  rove. 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  facred  grove  : 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
I'll  have  her  feel  my  comforts  while  {he  will. 

Here,  hand  in  hand,  with  cheerful  heart  they  go, 
When  wandering  Salem  fees  the  folemn  lliow. 
Dreams  the  rich  pomp  of  Solomon  again, 
And  thus  her  daughters  fing  th'  approaching  fccnc 

Who  from  the  defert,  where  the  waving  cloud* 
High  Sinai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds  i 
For  Sion's  hill  her  fober  pace  fhe  bends. 
As  grateful  incenfe  from  the  dome  af.ends. 
It  feems  the  fweets,  from  all  Arabia  fhed, 
Curl  at  her  fide,  and  hover  o'er  her  head. 
For  her  the  king  prepares  a  bed  of  ftate, 
Round  the  ;ich  bed  her  guards  in  order  wait^ 
All  myftic  Ifrael's  fons,  'tis  there  they  quell 
The  foes  within,  the  foes  without  repel. 
The  guard  his  miniftry,  their  fwords  of  fight. 
His  facred  laws,  her  prefent  ftate  of  night. 
iHe  forms  a  chariot  too,  to  bring  her  there, 
Not  the  carv'd  frame  of  Solomon  fo  fair  ; 
Sweet  fmells  the  chariot  as  the  temple  ftood, 
The  fragrant  cedar  lent  them  both  the  wood  ; 
High  wreaths  of  filver'd  columns  prop  the  door, 
Fine  gold  engrail'd  adorns  the  figur'd  floor. 
Deep  fringing  purple  hangs  the  roof  above. 
And  filk  embroidery  paints  the  midft  with  love. 

Go  forth,  ye  daughters;  Sion's  daughters,  go; 
A  greater  Solomon  exalts  the  (how. 
If  crown'd  wi'h  gold,  and  by  the  queen  beftow'd, 
To  grace  his  nuptials,  Jacob's  monarch  rode; 
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A  crown  of  glory  from  the  King  Divine, 
To  grace  thefe  nuptial?,  makes  the  Saviour  fliinc; 
While  the  blels'd  pair  exprefs'd  in  emblem  ride, 
MeUiah  Solomon,  his  church  the  bride. 

Ye  kind  attendants,  who,  with  wondering  eyes, 
Saw  the  grand  entry,  wiiat  you  laid  fufiice  ; 
You  fung  the  lover  with  a  loud  acclaim. 
The  lover's  fondnefs  longs  to  fmg  the  dame. 
He  fpeaks,  admiring  naiuraeftands  around, 
And  learns  new  mufic,  while  it  hears  the  found. 

Behold,  my  love,  how  fair  thy  beauties  fliow. 
Behold  how  more,  how  mofl  extremely  fo  ! 
How  flill  to  me  thy  conftant  eyes  incline, 
1  fee  the  turtle's  when  I  gaze  on  thine; 
Sweet  through  the  lids  they  fhine  with  mudefl  care, 
And  fweet  and  modeft  is  a  virgin's  air. 
How  bright  tliy  locks!  how  well  their  number 

paints 
The  great  aflemblies  of  my  lovely  faints  I 
So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufly  fed, 
Graze  the  green  top  of  lofty  Gilead's  head  ; 
All  Gilead's  head  a  fleecy  whitenefs  clouds, 
And  the  rich  mafter  glories  in  the  crowds. 

How  pure  thy  teeth  '.  for  equal  order  made, 
Each  anfwering  each,  whilfl  all  the  public  aid  ; 
Thefe  lovely  graces  in  my  church  I  find. 
This  candor,  order,  and  accorded  mind: 
Thus  when  the  feafon  bids  the  fhepherd  lave 
His  iheep,  new  ftiorn,  within  the  cryllal  wave  ; 
Wafh'd  they  return,  in  fuch  unfully'd  white. 
Thus  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
How  pleafe  thy  lips  adorn'd  with  native  red  !■ 
Art  vainly  mocks  them  in  the  fcarlet  thread  '. 
But,  if  they  part,  what  mufic  wafts  the  air  ! 
So  fweet  thy  praifes,  and  fo  foft  thy  prayer. 
!f  through  thy  loofen'd  curls,  with  lioneft  (hame. 
Thy  luvely  temples  fine  complexion  flame, 
Whatever  crimfon  granate  bloffoms  fhow, 
'  Twas  never  theirs  fo  much  to  pleafe  and  glow. 
But  what's  thy  neck,  the  poiifli'd  form  I  fee, 
Whofe  ivory  llrength  fupports  thine  eyes  to  me  ! 
Fair  type  of  firmnefs,  v/lien  my  faints  afpire 
The  facred  confidence  that  lifts  defire. 
As  David's  turret,  on  the  flately  frame, 
Upheld  its  thoufand  conquering  (hitkls  of  fame. 
And  what  thy  breafls  1   they  fiill  demand  my  lays, 
What  image  wakes  to  charm  me  whilft  I  gaze  '. 
Two  lovely  mountains  each  exaftly  round. 
Two  lovely  mountains  with  tlie  lily  crown'd  ; 
While  two  twin  rocs,  and  each  on  either  bred. 
Feed  in  the  lilies  of  the  mountain's  head, 
l.et  this  refemblance  fpotlefs  virtues  fhow, 
And  in  fuch  liUes  feed  my  young  below. 
But  now,  farewell,  till  night's  dark  fliades  decay, 
Farewell,  my  virgin,  till  the  break  of  day; 
Swift  for  the  hills  of  fpice  and  gums  I  fly, 
To  breathe  fuch  fweets  as  fcent  a  purer  iky  ; 
Yet,  as  I  leave  thee,  ftill,  above  compare. 
My  love,  my  fpotlefs,  flill  I  find  thee  fair. 

Here  reft,  celeftial  maid  ;  for  if  he  go. 
Nor  will  he  parr,  nor  is  the  proniife  flow, 
Nor  flow  my  fancy  move;  difpel  the  fhaJe, 
Charm  forth  the  morning,  and  relieve  the  maid. 
Arife,  fair  fun,  the  church  attends  to  fee 
I'he  fun  of  righteoufnefs  srife  in  thee ; 
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,  Arife,  fair  fun  ;  and  bid  the  church  adore  ; 

I  Tis  then  he'll  court  her,  whom  he  prai'd  before. 

I  As  thus  I  fing,  it  fhines ;  there  fecnis  a  found 
Of  plumes  in  air,  and  feet  ui}on  the  ground  : 

I  I  fee  their  meeting,  fee  the  fl(-wery  fcene. 
And  hear  the  myftic  love  purfued  again. 

Now  to  the  mount,  whofe  fpice  perfumes  the  day. 
'Tis  I  invite  thee ;   come,  my  fpoufc,  away  ; 
Come,  leave  thy  Lebanon  .   is  aught  v/e  fee 
In  all  thy  Lebanon,  compar'd  to  me  ? 
Nor  tow'rd  thy  Canaan  turn  with  wiihful  fight, 
Frrm  Hermon's,  Shfeniar's,  and  Amana'shtight; 
There  dwells  the  leopard,  there  afl"aul's  tfc  bear; 
This  world  has  ills,  and  fuch  may  find  thee  there. 

My  fpoufe,  my  fifler,  O  thy  wondrous  art, 
Which  through  my  bofom  drew  my  ravifh'd  heart  I 
Won  by  one  eye,  my  ravifh'd  heart  is  gone. 
For  all  thy  feeing  guides  confent  as  one. 
Drawn  by  one  chain,  which  round  thy  body  plies, 
For  all  thy  members  one  blefs'd  union  ties. 
My  fpoufe,  my  flfl;er,  O  the  charm  to  pleafe, 
When  love  repaid  returns  my  bofom  eafe  1 
Strongly  thy  love,  and  flrongly  wines  reftore, 
But   wines   mufl   yield,    thy    love   enflames    me 

more. 
Sweetly  thine  ointments  (all  thy  virtues)  fmelf,', 
Not  altar-fpices  pleafe  thy  king  fo  well. 
How  foft  thy  dodrine  ou  thy  lips  rcfides  1 
From  thofe  two  combs  the  drooping  honey  glides  ;i 
All  pure  without,  as  all  wi-hin  fir.cere,  .    ,  ,  ,' 

Beneath  thy  tongue — I  find  it  honey  there. 
Ah,  while  thy  graces  thus  around  thee  fliinc, 
The  charms  of  Lebanon  mufl  yield  to  thine'. 
His  fpring,  his  garden,  every  fcented  tree. 
My  fpoufe,  my  fifler,  all  I  find  in  thee.' 
Thee,  for  niyfelf,  I  fence,  I  fliut,  I  feal ; 
Myfterious  fpring,  myfterious  garden,  hail  ?    .1'./, 
A  fpring,  a  font,  where  heavenly  waters  flow.* 
A  grove,  a  garden,  where  the  graces  grow. 
There  rife  my  fruits,  my  cyprefs,  and  my  fir^. 
My  faffron,  fpikenard,  cinnamon,  and  myrrh.-,  , 
Perpetual  fountains  for  their  ufe  abound,  ! 

And  flreams  of  favour  feed  the  living  ground. 
Scarce  fpake  the  Chrift,  when  thus  the  CAurcK 
replies  '    , 

f  And  fpread  her  arms  where'er  the  fpirit  flics)  ; 
Ye  cooling  northern  gales,  who  freflily  fhake 
My  balmy  reeds;   ye  northern  gales,  awake." 
And  thou  the  regent  of  the  foulhcrn  iky, 
O  foft  infpiring,  o'er  my  garden  fly; 
Uiilock  and  v.'aft  my  fv.'eets,'  that  every  graT  , 
In  ail  its  heavenly  life,  regale  tht  place. 
If  thus  a  paradife  thy  garden  prove, 
'  I'were  beft  prepat'd  to  entertain  my  love; 
And,  that  the  pleafing  fruits  may  pleafe  the  irLOr.'j 

0  think  my  proffer  was  thy  gift  before. 

At  this,  the  Saviour  cries,  behold  me  near, 
My  fpoufe.,  my  fifler  ;  O  behold  me  here  ; 
To  gather  fruits,  I  come  att'ny  requcft. 
And,  pleas'd,  my  iuul  accepts  tiie  folcmn  feafl ; 

1  gather  myrrh,  with  fpice  to  fcent  the  tre-t, 
My  virgin-honey  with  the  combs  I  eat; 

I  drink  my  fweetening  milk,  my  lively  wire 
(Thef;   words   of    plcr-fure   mean   thy  gifu   di- 
vined : 
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To  fliare  my  blifs,  my  good  e\e£t  I  call. 
The  church  (my  garden)  muft  include  them  all; 
Now  Ct  and  banquet;  now,  belov'd,you  fee 
What  gifts  I   love,  and   prove  thcfe   fiuits  with 
me; 

0  might  this  fweet  communion  ever  laft  ! 
But  with  the  fun  the  fweet  communion  pad. 
The  Saviour  parts,  and  on  oblivion's  breaft 
Benumb'd  and  flumbering  lies  the  church  to  reft, 
Pafsthe  Iweet  alleys  while  the  dulk  abides, 
Setk  the  fair  lod;;c  in  which  the  maid  refides ; 
Then,  Fancy,  feek  the  maid  at  night  again, 
The  Chrift  will  come,  hut  comes,  alas,  in  vain. 

I  fleep,  file  fays,  and  yet  my  heart  awakes 
(There's  flill  fome  feeling  while  the  lover  fpeaks) ; 
With  what  fond  fervour  from  without  he  cries, 
Arife,  my  love;  my  undefil'd,  arife  ! 
!My  dove,  my  filler,  cold  the  dews  alight, 
And  fill  my  trefles  with  the  drops  of  night ; 
Alas,  I'm  all  unrob'd,  1  waf.i'd  my  feet, 

1  taflcd  flumbcr,  and  1  find  it  fweet 

As  thus  my  words  refufe,he  flips  his  hands 
Where  the  clos'd  latch  my  cruel  door  commands ; 
What,  thnugii  deny'd,  fo  perfevering  kii;d  ! 
Who  long  denies  a  pei-fevering  mind  ? 
F/iim  my  wak'd  foul  my  flothful  temper  files. 
My  bowels  yearn  ;  I  rife,  my  love,  1  life  ; 
i  find  the  latch  thy  fingers  touch'd  before. 
Thy  ftnelling  myrrh  comes  dropping  off  the  door. 
Now,  where's  my  love  ? — v.'hat !    liaft  thou  left 

'        the  place, 
O,  lo  my  foul  repeat  thy  words  of  grace  ! 
hpealC  in  the  dark,  my  love  ;  I  feek  thee  ro\ind, 
,\.iid  vainly  icck  thee,  till  thou  wilt  be  found. 
V/h^e,  no  return  !  1  own  my  folly  paft,  , 

1  lay  too  lilliefs  ,  fpeak,  my  love,  at  laft. 
The  guards  have  found  me — are  ye  guards  indeed, 
■^Vh:)  I'mite  the  fad,  who  mal^e  the  feeble  bleed? 
Dividing  teachers,  thcfe  ;  who  wrong  my  name. 
Rend  Tny  long  veil,  and  caft  me  hate  to  Ihame. 
Eut'ycu,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  reft, 
it  ever  pity  mnv'd  a  virgin-breaft, 
'I'elimy  belov'd  howlanguilhing  1  lie, 
Ho^/'lovc  has  brought  me  near  the  point  to  die. 

And  what  belov'd  is  this  you  woti'd  have  found  ? 
6^.y  Salem's  daughters,  as  they  flock'd  around  ; 
WhHt    wondrous   thing  ?    what   charm    beyond 

compare  ? 
Say^  what's  thy  lover,  faireft  o'er  the  fair? 
His  face  is  white  and  ruddy,  Ihe  replies, 
So*i''^rcy,  join'd  to  juftice,  tempers  dies; 
Hi'i  loity  ftature,  where  a  myriad  fhine, 
O'ertcps,  and  Ipeaks  a  nmjefty  divine. 
Fjir  honour  crov.T.s  his  head,  (he  raven-black. 
In  buftiy  curlings,  flovi'sadown  his  back  : 
Sparkling  hii  eyes,  with  full  proportion  plac'd, 
^\^lite  like  the  milk,  and  with  a  mildncfs  gruc'J; 
As  the  fweet  doves,  whene'er  they  fondly  play 
Ey  running  waters  in  a  glittering  day. 
Witi-.in  his  breath  what  pleafmg  fvvtetnefsgrowil 
*Tis  fplrc  exhal'd.and  mingled  in  the  role. 
Within  his  words  what  grace  with  goodnefs  meets  I 
So  beds  of  lilies  drop  with  balmy  fweets. 
What  rings  of  eafterii  price  his  fingers  hold  ! 
^cld  dcvSs  the  fiiigtri,  beryl  dccku  the  gold  ! 


His  ivory  (hape  adorns  a  coftly  vcft. 
Work  paints  the  fkirts,  and  gems  enrich  the  breaft ; 
His  limbs  beneath,  his  (hiniiig  fandals  cafe 
i^ike  marble  columns  on  a  golden  bafe. 

Nor  hoafts  that  mountain,  where  the  cedar-tree 
Perfumes  our  realm,  fuch  numerous  fiveets  as  he. 
O,  lovely  all  I   what  could  my  king  require 
To  make  his  prcfence  more  the  world's  defire  ? 
Aiid  now,  ye,  m.aids,  if^uch  a  friend  you  know, 
'Tis  fufh  my  longings  look  to  fi.nd  below. 

While  thus  her  friend  the  fpcufc's  anthem  fing, 
Dcck'd  Vvith    the    thummim,    crown'd   a  facrcd 

king  ; 
The  daughters'  hearts  the  fine  defcription  drew. 
And  that  which  rais'd  their  wonder,  aflc'd  their 
view. 

I'hen  where,  they  cry,  thou  faitcft  o'er  the  fair, 
Where  goes  thy  lover?  Tell  the  virgins  where. 
What  flowering  walks  invite  the  Heps  afide  ? 
Wei!  help  to  feck  him,  let  thofe  walks  be  try'd. 

The  fpoufe  refolving  here  tlic  grand  defccnt, 
'I'was  that  he  promis'd,  there,  fhe  cries,  he  went; 
He  ktepi  a  garden  where  the  fpices  breatJie, 
Itsbowering  borders  ki.^s  the  va'e  b;;neath  ; 
'I'is  there  he  gathers  lilies,  there  he  dwells. 
And  hinds  his  llowei  etf  to  unite  the  fmelU. 
O,  'tis  my  height  of  love  that  I  am  his  1 
O,  he  is  m^ne,  and  that's  my  height  of  blifs  I 
Defcend,  my  virgins;   well  1  know  the  place. 
He  feeds  in  lilie;;,  that's  a  fpotlefs  race. 

At  dawniiigday  the  bridegroom  leaves  a  bower, 
And  here  he  waters,  there  he  props  a  flower. 
When  the  kind  damfel,  fpring  of  heavenly  flame. 
With  Salem's  daughters  to  the  garden  came. 
Tl'.en  thus  his  love   the   bridegrocm'i  words  re- 
peat 
(The  fnielling  herders  lent  them  both  a  feat)  :     ja 
O,  great  as  Tirzah  I   'twas  a  regal  place, 
O,  fair  as  Salem  !   'tis  the  reahn  of  peace; 
Whofe  afpcci,  awful  to  the  wondeiing  eye, 
Appeats  like  armies  when  the  banneis  fly  ; 
O  turn,  my  fifter,  O  my  beauteous  bride. 
Thy  face  o'ercomes  me,  turn  that  face  afide  ; 
How  bright   thy  locks,  how  well   their  number 

paints 
The  great  affemblies  of  my  lovely  faints  ! 
So  bright  the  kids,  fo  numeroufly  fed, 
Gra.;e  the  green  wealth  of  lofty  Gilead's  head. 
How  pure  thy  teetli  '.  for  equal  order  made,  _ 
Each  anfwerii:g  each,  while  all  the  public  aid  ; 
As  when  the  feaibu  bids  the  fliepherd  lave 
His  flieep,  new  fhorn,  within  the  filver  wave : 
Walh'd,  they  return  in  fuch  unfuUy'd  white,       .    , 
So  inarch  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unite. 
How  fweet  thy  temples. !  not  pomegranates  know, 
With  equal  modeft  look,  to  pleefe  and  glow, 
if  Soh.mon  his  life  of  pleafure  kadi, 
"U^ith  w'v;e>-  in  numbers,  and  unnumbet'd  maids, 
In  ether  paths,  aiy  life  of  pleafure  fliown. 
Admits  my  love,  and  undefil'd  alone, 
'i  i:y  mother,  Ifrael,  fhe  dame  who  bore 
Her    choice,   m.y    dove,    my   fpotlefs,    owns    ne 

more; 
The  Gel. tile  quecDR,  at  thy^  appearance,  cry. 
Hail,  queen  of  natiyns  1  hail,  the  maid''  r;ply  ; 
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And  thus  they  fing  thy  pralfe  :  wliat  heavenly 

dame 
Springs  hke  the  morning,  with  a  purple  flame  ? 
What  rifes  like  the  morn  with  filver  light  ? 
Whar,  like  the  fun,  aflifts  the  world  with  fight  ? 
Yet  awful  ftill,  thougji  thus  fereneiy  kind, 
Like  hofts  with  enfigns  rattling  in  the  wind  ? 
I  grant  I  left  thy  fight,  I  feem'd  to  go, 
But  was  1  abfent  when  you  fancy'd  lo  ? 
Down  to  my  garden,  all  my  planted  vale, 
Where  nuts  their  ground  in  underwood  conceal ; 
Where  blown  pomegranates,  there  I  went  to  fee 
What  knitting  blolToms  wliite  the  beaiing  tree : 
View  the  green  buds,  recall  the  wandering  fhoots. 
Smell  my  gay  ilov>rerets,  tafte  my  flavour'd  fruits  ; 
Raife  the  curl'd  vine,  refrefli  the  fpicy  beds, 
And  joy  for  every  grate  my  garden  Iheds. 

The  Saviour  here,  and  here  the  church  arife, 
And  am  I  thus  refpedied,  thus  ihe  cries  ! 
1  mount  for  heaven,  tranfported  on  the  winds. 
My  flying  chariot's  drawn  by  willing  minds. 

As,  rapt  with  comfort,  thus  the  maid  withdrew, 
The  waiting  daughters  wonder'd  where  fhe  flew  ; 
And  O  !  return,  they  cry,  for  thee  we  burn, 
O  maid  of  Salem;  Salem's  felf  return. 
And  what's  in  Salem's  maid  we  covet  fo  ? 
Hear,  all  ye  nations — 'tis  your  blils  below  ; 
That  glorious  vifion,  li»y  the  patriaich  feen. 
When  fky-born beauties march'd  thefcented  green; 
There  the  met  faints  and  meeting  angels  came. 
Two  lamps  of  God,  ATahanaim  was  the  name. 

Again  the  maid  reviews  her  facred  ground  ; 
Solemn  fhe  fi-s,  the  damfels  fing  around. 
O,  prince's  daughter  1  how  with  fhining  {how, 
Thy  golden  fhoes  prepare  thy  feet  below  ! 
How  firm  thy  joints!  what  temple-v/ork  can  be, 
With  all  its  gems  and  art,  prtferr'd  to  thee  ? 
In  thee,  to  feed  thy  lover's  faithful  race. 
Still  flow  the  riches  of  abounding  grace  ; 
Pure,  large,  refrefhiiig,  as  the  waters  fall 
From  the  carv'd  navels  of  the  ciftem-wall. 
In  thee  the  lover  finds  his  race  divine. 
You  teem  with  numbers,  they  with  virtues  fhine  ; 
So  wheat  with  lilies,  if  their  heaps  uinte, 
'l"he  wheat's  unnumber'd,  and  the  lilies  white ; 
Like  tender  roes,  thy  breads  appear  above. 
Two  types  of  innocence,  and  twiiis  of  love. 
Like  ivory  turrets  feems  thy  neck  to  rear, 
O,  facred  emblem,  upright,  firm,  and  fair  '. 
As  Helhhon-pools,  which,  with  a  fiivtr  ftate, 
Diffufe  their  waters  at  their  city-gate. 
For  ever  fo  thy  virgin-eyes  remain, 
So  clear  within,  atid  fo  without  ferene. 
As  thri/ugh  fweet  fir  the  royal  turret  fliows, 
Whence  Lebanon  furveys  a  realm  of  foes ; 
So  through  thy  lovely  curls  appear  thy  face, 
To  watch  thy  foes,  and  guard  thy  faithful  race. 
The  richell  colours  flowery  Carmf  1  wears. 
Red  fillets,  crof^'d  wiih  purple,  braid  thy  hairs; 
Yet,  not  more  flridly  thefe  thy  locks  reftrain. 
Than  thou  thy  king,  with  flrong aiTcdlion's chain; 
When  from  this  palace  he  enjoys  thy  fight, 
O  love,  O  bea'.uy,  form'd  for  all  deljglu  ! 
5trait  is  thy  goodly  feature,  firm,  and  hi'^h. 
As  palrasafpiriiig  in  the  brighter  fit)  ; 


Thy  breafts  the  clufter  (if  thofe  brcafts  we  view. 
As  late  for  beauty,  now  for  profit  t<.o) 
Won'd  to  thine  arms,  thofe  arms  that  oft  extend, 
In  the  kind  pofture  of  a  waiting  friend; 
Each  mind  of  Salem  cries,  I'll  mount  the  tree. 
Hold  the  broad  branches,  and  depend  on  thee. 
O,  more  than  grapes,  thy  fruit  delights  the  maids. 
Thy  pleafing  breath  excels  the  citron  fhades : 
Thy  mouth  exceeds  rich  wine,  the  words  that  go 
From   thofe   fweet   lips   with  more   refrcfhnient 

flow. 
Their  powerful  graces  flumberlng  fouls  awake. 
And  caufe  the  dead,  that  hear  -hy  voice,  to  fj>c.iko 

This  anthem  futig,  the  glorious  fpouie  arole, 
Yet  thus  inilrudls  the  daughters  ere  fhe  goes. 
If  aught,  my  dan.fels,  in  the  Ipoufe  ye  find 
Doferving  praiies,  thmk  the  lover  kind  ; 
To  my  belov'd  thefe  marriage-robes  I  owe, 
I'm  his  dcfire,  and  he  would  have  it  i'o. 

Scarce  fpake  the  fpoufe,  but  fee  the  lover  near  1 
Her  humble  temper  brought  the  prej'eiice  here ; 
Then,  rais'd  by  grace,  and  flrongly  warm'd  by 

love. 
No  fecond  languor  lets  her  lord  remove  ; 
She  flies  tameet  him,  zeal  fupplies  the  wings. 
And  thus  her  hafle  to  work  his  will  Cne  fings  ; 
Come,  my  beloved,  to  the  fields  rej^air. 
Come,  where  another  fpot  demands  our  care  ; 
There  in  the  village  we'll  to  reft  recline, 
Mean  as  it  is,  I  try  to  make  it  thine. 
When  the  firft  rays  their  cheering  crimfon  flied, 
We'll  life  betimes  to  fee  the  vineyard  fpread; 
See  vines  luxuriant  verdur'd  leaves  display, 
Supporting  tendrils  curlir.g  all  the  way. 
See  young  unpurplcd  grapes  in  dufleis  grow, 
And'fmell  pomegranate-biolToms  as  they  blow; 
There  will  f  give  my  loves,  emjjloy  my  care, 
And,  as  my  labours  thrive,  approve  me  there : 
Scarce  have  we  pafs'd  my  gate,  the  fcent  we  m^eet. 
My  covering  jafmines  now  dilFule  their  fweet; 
My  Ipicy  flowerets,  mingled  as  they  fly. 
With  doubling  odours  crowd  a  balmy  fky. 
Now  ail  the  fruits,  which  crown  the  feafon,  view, 
Thefe  nearer  fruits  are  old,  and  thofe  are  new ; 
And  thefe,  and  all  of  every  loaded  tree, 
My  love,  I  gather,  and  referve  for  thee. 
If  then  thy  fpoul'e's  labour  pieafe  thee  well, 
Oh  I   like  my  brethren,  with  thy  filter  dwell; 
No  blame'Iefs  maid,  whofe  fond  carcJTes  meet 
An  infant-brother  in  the  public  flreet, 
Clings  to  its  lips  with  lefs  rel'erve  than  I  ' 

Would  hang  on  thine,  where'er  I  found  thee  nigh  : 
No  fhame  would  make  me  from  thy  fide  remove. 
No  danger  make  me  not  confefs  thy  love. 
Strait  to  my  niother's  houfe,  tliine  Ifrael  fiie 
(And  thou  my  monarch  wouldft  arrive  with  me)  : 
'  ris  there  I'd  lead  thee,  where  I  mean  to  flay. 
Till  thou,  by  her,  inflnidl  my  foul  to  pray  ; 
There   ihalt   thou   prove  my  virtues,  drink  my 

wine, 
And  feel  my  joy,  to  find  me  wholly  thine. 
Oh  :  while  my  fiiul  were  fick,  thnugh  fonddefire, 
Thine  hands  ihould  hold  me  left  my  life  expire; 
As  round  a  chi;d  the  parents'  arms  are  plac'd, 
Thii  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waif}. 
D  ij 
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So  caft  thy  cares  on  mc,  the  lover  cry'd, 
Lean  to  my  bofom,  lean,  my  lovely  bride; 
And  now,  ye  daughters  of  the  realm  of  blifs, 
Let  nothing  difcompofe  a  love  like  this ; 
But  guard  her  reft;  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
I  caus'd  her  languor,  guard  her  while  fhe  will. 

Here  paufe  the  lines,  but  foon  the  lines  renew, 
Once  more  the  pair  celeftial  come  to  view  ; 
Ah  ;  feek  them  once,  my  ravifh'd  fancy,  more, 
And  then  thy  fongs  cf  Solomon  are  o'er  : 
By  yon  green  bank  purfue  their  orb  of  light, 
The  fan  fhines  out.  but  fliines  not  half  fo  bright. 
See  Salem's  maids,  in  white,  attend  the  King, 
They  greet  the  fpoufes — hark,  to  what  they  fing. 

Who,  from  the  defert,  where  the  wandering 
clouds 
High  Sinai  pierces,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds  ? 
'Tis  fhe,  the  I'poufe  :   Oh  '.  favour'd  o'er  the  reft  ' 
Who  walks  reclin'd  by  fuch  a  lover's  bieaft. 

The  I'poufe,  rej' icing,  heard  the  kind  falute. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  him — all  the  refh  were  mute. 
Beneath  the  law,  our  goodly  parent  tree, 
I  went,  my  much-bciov'd,  in  fearch  of  thee  ; 
For  thee,  like  one  in  pangs  of  travail,  drove; 
Hence,  none  may  wonder  if  I  gain  thy  love. 
As  feai^  their  pi(ftures  to  the  wax  impart, 
So  let  my  picture  flamp  thy  gentle  heart ; 
As  fix'd  the  fignets  on  our  hands  remain, 
So  fix  me  thine,  and  ne't  r  to  part  again  : 
For  love  is  ftrong  as  death  ;  whene'er  they  ftrike  ; 
Alike  iirperious,  vainly  check'd  alike  ; 
Both  dread  to  lofe,  Love,  mix'dv/ith  jealous  dread  1 
As  fnon  the  marble  tomb  refigns  the  dead. 
Its  fatal  arrows  fiery-pointed  fall. 
The  fire  in'enfe,and  thine  the  moft  of  all  ; 
To  flack  the  points  no  chilling  floods  are  found, 
Nay,  faould  affli<5lions  roll  like  floods  around. 
Were  wealth  of  nations  ofFer'd,  all  v/ould  prove 
Too  fmall  a  danger,  or  a  price  for  love. 
If  then  with  love  this  world  of  worth  agree, 
Wiih  foft  regard  our  little  fifter  fee ; 
How  far  unapt,  as  yet,  like  maids  that  own 
No  breaCrs  at  all,  or  breafts  but  hardly  grown; 
"Her  part  of  profelyte  is  ftatce  a  part. 
Too  much  a  Gentile  at  her  erring  heart; 
Her  day  draw?  nearer  ;  what  have  we  to  do, 
Lcit  flie  be  afk'd,  and  prove  unworthy  too  ? 
Defpair    not    fpoufe,    he    cries;    we'll    find    the 

means. 
Her  g-  cd  beginnings  afic  the  greater  pains. 
Let  her  hut  (hand,  fhe  thrives ;  a  wall  too  low 
I-  -ot  rtjedlcd  for  the  ftanding  f.i; 
What  falls  is  only  loll,  we'll  build  her  high, 
Till  the  rich  palace  glitters  in  the  Iky. 
Tiie  door  that's  weak   (what  need   we  fpare  the 

coft  ?) 
If  'tis  a  door,  we  nted  not  think  it  lofl.; 
*I'he  leaves  fhe  brings  iss,  if  t'iol'e  leaves  be  good. 
We'll  clofe  in  cedar's  uncorrupting  wood.       (.eye;. 

Wrapt  with  the  new,  the  fyouie  converts  her 
Ar.d,  oh  !  companions  to  the  maids,  flie  cries, 
What  joys  are  ours,  to  hail  the  nuptial  day, 
M'^Juch  calls  our  fifter! — Hark,  I  liear  her  lay, 
Yes,  I'm  a  wall;  lo  I   flie  that  boaltcd  none, 
Nor  boafts  of  breaUs  uumcafur^iHy  grown; 


Large  towery  buildings,  where  fecurely  rcfts 
A  thoufand  thoufand  of  my  lover's  guefts  ; 
The  vaft  increafe  affords  his  heart  delight. 
And  1  find  favour  in  his  heavenly  fight. 
The  lover  here,  to  make  her  rapture  laft. 
Thus  adds  aflurance  to  the  promife  paft. 

A  fpacious  vineyard  in  Baal-Han-on  vale. 
The  viniage  fet,  by  Solomon,  to  fale. 
His  keepers  took  ;  and  every  keeper  paid 
A  thoufand  ourfcs  for  the  gains  he  made. 
And  I've  a  vintage  too;  his  vintage  bleeds 
A  large  increale,  but  my  return  exceeds. 
l.,et  Solomon  receive  his  keeper's  pay, 
He  gains  his  thoufand, their  two  hundred  they; 
Mine  is  mine  own,  'tis  in  my  prefence  ftill. 
And  fhall  increaic  the  more,  the  more  flie  will. 
My  love,  my  vineyard,  oh  the  future  fhoots 
Which  fill  my  garden-rows  with  facred  fruits! 
1  favv  the  lifteinng  maids  attend  thy  voice, 
And  in  their  liileiiing  law  their  eyes  rejoice; 
A  due  fuccefs  thy  words  of  comfi:rt  met, 
Now  turn  to  me — 'tis  1  would  hear  thee  yet. 
Say,  dove,  and  fpotlefs,  for  1  muft  away. 
Say,  fpoufe,  and  fifter,  all  you  wifh  to  fay. 
He  fpake ;  the  vlace  was  bright  with  lambent  fire, 
(But  what  is  brightnefs,  if  the  Chrift  retire  ? 
Gold-bordering  purple  mark'd  his  road  in  air, 
And  kneeling  all,  the  fpoufe  addrefs'd  the  prayer: 

Defire  of  nations  '.  if  th"U  muft  be  gone, 
Accept  our  wilhes,  all  compris'dln  one; 
We  wait  thine  advent  I   Oh,  we  long  to  fee 
I  and  my  fifter  both  as  one  in  thee. 
Then  leave  thy  heaven,  and  come  and  dwell  below; 
Why  fnid  I  leave  ? — 'tis  heaven  where'er  you  go. 
Hafte,  my  be'.ov'd,  thy  promife  hafte  to  crown. 
The  form  thou'lt  honour  waits  thy  coming  down  ; 
Nor  let  fuch  fwiftnefs  in  the  roes  be  fhown 
To  fave  themfelves,  as  thine  to  fave  thine  own. 
Hafte,  like  the  nimbleft  harts  that  lightly  bound 
Before  the  ftretches  of  the  fwifteft  hound ; 
With  ri-achiiig  feet  devour  a  level  way, 
Acrofs  their  backs  their  branching  antlers  lay, 
In  the  cool  dews  their  bending  body  ply. 
And  biulh  the  fpicy  mountains  as  they  fly. 


JONAH. 

Thus  fung   the  king Some  angel  reach  a^ 

bough 
From  Eden's  tree  to  crown  the  wifeft  brow. 
And  now  thou  faireft  garden  ever  made. 
Broad  bank  of  fpices,  bloflbm'd  walks  of  (hade, 

0  Lebanon  1   where  much  I  love  to  dwell. 
Since  I  muft  leave  thee,  Lebanon,  farewell  I 

Swift  from  my  foul  the  fair  idea  flies, 
A  wilder  fight  the.  changing  fcene  fupplies; 
W)dc  ffas  come  rolling  to  my  future  page. 
And  ftorms  Hand  ready,  when  I  call,  to  rage. 

1  iien  go  where  Joppa  crov/ns  the  winding  fhore, 
The  prophet  Jonah  juft  arrives  before; 

He  fees  a.  flilp  unmooring,  foft  the  gales, 
He  pays,  and  enters,  and  the  vcflel  fails. 

Ah.  \youldft  thoii  fly  thy  God?  rafli  man, forbear. 
What  land  i'y  diftaut  but  thy  God  is  there .' 


POEMS. 


sa 


Weak  reafon,   ceafe  thy  voice. — They  run  the 

deep, 
And  the  tir'd  prophet  lays  his  limbs  to  fleep. 
Here  God  fpeaks  louder,  fends  a  ftorm  to  fea, 
The  clouds  remove  to  give  the  vengeance  way; 
Strong  blafts  come  whiftling,  by  degrees  they  roar, 
And  fhove  big  furges  tumbling  on  to  Ihore ; 
The  veffel  bounds,  then  rolls,  and  every  blaft 
Works  hard  to  tear  her  by  the  groaning  mall ; 
The  failors,  doubling  all  their  fliours  and  cares, 
Furl  the  white  canvas,  and  caft  forth  the  wares; 
Each  feek  the  god  their  native  regions  own, 
In   vain   they   feek  them,  for   thofe   gods   were 

none. 
Yet  Jonah  flept  the  while,  who  foiely  knew, 
In  all  that  number,  where  to  find  the  true. 
To  whom  the  pilot  :  Sleeper,  rife  and  pray, 
Our  gods  are  deaf;    may   thine    do   more    than 

they  I 
But  thus  the  reft :  Perhaps  we  waft  a  foe 
To  heaven  itfelf,  arid  that's  our  caufe  of  woe ; 
Let's  feek  by  lots,  if  heaven  be  pleas'd  to  tell ; 
And  what  they  fought  by  lots,  on  Jonah  fell : 
Then,  whence  he  came,  and  who,  and  what,  and 

why 
Thus  rag'd  the  tempefl,  all  confu^'dly  cry ; 
Each  prefs'd  in  hafte  to  get  his  queftion  heard, 
When  Jonah  flops  them  with  a  grave  regard. 

An  Hebrew  man,  you  fee,  who  God  revere. 
He  made  this  world,   and  makes  this  world  his 

care ;  [head. 

His  the  whirl'd  Iky,   thefe  waves  that  lift  their 
And  his  yon  land,  on  which  you  long  to  tread 
He  charg'd  me  late,  to  Nineveh  repair. 
And  to  their  face  denounce  his  fentence  there  : 
Go,  faid  the  vifion,  prophet,  preach  to  all. 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  fhall  fall 
But  well  I  knew  him  gracious  to  forgive. 
And  much  my  zeal  abhorr'd  the  bad  fhould  live ; 
And  if  they  turn,  they  live  ;  then  what  were  I 
But  fome  falfe  prophet,  when  they  fail  to  die  ? 
Or  what,  I  fancied,  had  the  Gtntiles  too 
With  Hebrew  prophets,  and  their  God,  to  do  ? 
Drawn  by  the  wilful  thoughts,  my  foil  I  run, 
I  fled  his  prefence,  and  the  work's  undone. 

The  florm  increafes  as  the  prophet  fpeaks. 
O'er  the  tofl  fliip  a  foaming  billow  breaks; 
She  rifes  pendant  on  the  lifted  waves, 
And  thence  defcries  a  thoufand  watery  graves  ; 
Then,  downward  rufliing,  watery  mountains  hide 
Her  hulk  beneath,  in  deaths  on  every  fide. 
O,  cry  the  failors  all,  thy  fad  was  ill, 
Yet,  if  a  prophet,  fpeak  thy  mafter's  will ; 
What  part  is  ours  with  thee  ?  can  aught  remain. 
To  bring  the  bleflings  of  a  calm  again  ? 

Then  Jonah:  Mine's  the  death  will  befl  atone 
(And  God  is  pleas'd  that  I  pronounce  my  own}  ; 
Arife,  and  caft  me  forth,  the  wind  will  ceafe. 
The  fea  fubfiding  wear  the  looks  of  peace. 
And  you  fecurely  fteer.     For  well  I  fee 
Alyfelf  the  criminal,  the  florm  iqr  me. 

Yet  pity  moves  for  one  that  ov.'ns  a  blame. 
And  awe  refulting  from  a  prophet's  name  ; 
Love  pleads,  he  kindly  meant  for  them  to  die ; 
Fear  pleads  againfl  him,'  left  they  power  defy ; 


It  then  to  aid  the  flight  abets  the  fin, 

They  think  to  land  him  where  they  took  him  in. 

Perhaps,  to  quit  the  caufe,  might  end  the  woe, 

And,  G'ld  appeafing,  let  the  veffel  go. 

For  this  they  fix  their  oars,  and  ftrike  the  main, 

But  God  withftands  them,  and  they  llrike  in  vain. 

The  florm  increafes  more  with  want  of  light, 
Low  blackening  clouds  involve  the  fhip  in  night; 
Thick  battering  rains  fly  through  the  driving  fkies, 
Loud  thunder  bellows,  darted  lightning  flies; 
A  dreadful  picture  night-born  horror  drew. 
And  his,  or  their's,  or  both  their  fates,  they  v'levr. 

Then  thus  to  God  they  cry  :  Almighty  power, 
Whom  we  ne'er  knew  till  this  defpairing  hour. 
From  this  devoted  blood  thy  fervants  free. 
To  i.'s  he's  innocent,  if  fo  to  thee; 
In  all  the  paft  we  fee  thy  wond'rous  hand. 
And  that  he  perifli,  think  it  thy  command. 

This  prayer  perform'd,   they  caft  the  prophet 
o'er  ; 
A  furge  receives  him,  and  he  mounts  no  more : 
Then  flill's  the  thunder,  ceal'e  the  flames  of  blue. 
The  rains  abated,  and  the  winds  withdrew  ; 
The  clouds  ride  olF,  and,  as  they  march  away. 
Through  every  breaking  fhoots  a  cheerful  day; 
The  fea,  which  rag'd  fo  loud,  accepts  the  prize, 
A  while  it  rolls,  then  all  the  temped  dies ; 
By  gradual  finking,  flat  the  furface  grows. 
And  fafe  the  veffel  with  the  failors  goes: 
The  lion  thus,  that  beunds  the  fences  o'er, 
And  makes  the  mountain-echoes  learn  to  roar. 
If  on  the  lawn  a  branching  deer  he  rend. 
Then  falls  his  hunger,  al!  his  roarings  end; 
Murmuring  a  while,  to  refl  his  limbs  he  lays, 
And  the  freed  lawn  enjoys  its  herd  at'eafe. 

Blefs'd  with  the  fudden  calm,  the  failors  own 
That  wretched  Jonaii  worfhipp'd  right  alone; 
Then  make  their  vows,  the  viiSf  im  iheep  prepare, 
Bemoan  the  prophet,  and  the  God  revere. 

Now,   though  yoii  fear  to  lofe  the  power  to 
breathe. 
Now,  though  you  tremble,  fancy,  dive  beneath  ; 
What  worlds  of  wonders  in  the  deep  are  feen  ! 
But  this  the  greateft — Jonah  lives  wfthin  '. 
The  man  who  fondly  fled  the  Maker's  view, 
S:range  as  the  crime,  has  found  a  dungeon  too, 
God  fent  a  monfter  of  the  frothing  fea. 
Fit,  by  the  bulk,  to  gorge  the  living  prey. 
And  lodge  him  flill  alive  ;  this  hulk  receives 
The  falling  prophet,  as  he  dafh'd  the  waves. 
There,  newly  wak'd  from  fancied  death,  he  lies, 
And  oft  again  in  apprehenfion  dies  : 
While  three  long   days  and  nights,   deprlv'd  of 

Ceep, 
He  turn'd  and  tofs'd  him  up  and  down  the  deep, 
He  thinks  the  judgment  of  the  flrangcft  kind, 
And  much  he  wonders  what  the  Lord  defign'd ; 
Yet,  fmce  he  lives,  the  gift  of  life  he  weighs. 
That's  time  for  prayer,  and  thus  a  ground  for 

praife  ; 
From  the  dark  entrails  of  the  whale  to  thee, 
(  This  new  contrivance  of  a  hell  to  nie) 
To  thee,  my  God,  I  cry'd ;  my  full  diilrer* 
Pierc'd  thy  kind  ear,  and  brought  my  f.ul  rc- 
dreis. 
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Caft  to  the  deep  1  fell,  by  thy  command, 
Caft  in  the  midft,  beyond  the  reach  of  land; 
Then  to  the  midl)  brought  down,  the  feas  abide 
Beneath  my  feet,  the  feas  on  evtry  fide  ; 
In  ftcrms  the  billow,  and  in  calms  the  wave. 
Are  movinjj  coveritgs  t<>  my  v/andering  grave. 
Forc'd  by  defpair,  I  cry'd,  How  to  my  coll 
I  fled  thy  prdencc.  Oh,  for  ever  lofl;  1 
But  hope  revives  my  foul,  and  makes  me  fay. 
Yet  tow'rds  thy  umjle  fnall  I  turn  and  pray  ; 
Or,  if  1  know  not  here  where  Salem  lie:. 
Thy  temple's  heaven,  and  faith  has  inward  eyes. 
Alas  I   tlie  waters,  which  my  whale  furround, 
Have  through  my  fc.rrowing  foul  a  p-.'ffaj-e  found; 
And  now  rhe  dungeon  movep,  new  depths  1  try, 
New  thoughts  of  danger  ail  his  paths  fiipply. 
The  lait  of  deeps  afiords  the  laft  of  dread. 
And  wraps  its  funeral  weeds  around  m.y  head  : 
Now  o'er  the  fund  his  rollings  feem  to  go. 
Where  the  bijj  mountains  root  their  bafe  below; 
And   now  to  rocks  and  clefts  their   courfe  they 

t?.ke, 
Earth's  endlefs  bars,  too  ftrong  for  me  to  break  ; 
Yet,  from  th*  abyf*    my  God  1   thy  grace  divine 
Hath  call'd  him  upward,  and  my  life  is  mine, 
ttill,  as  1  tofs'd.  I  fcarcc  retain'd  my  breath, 
IMy  foul  was  fick  withiu,  and  faint  to  death. 
'Twas  then  I  thought  of  thee,  for  pity  pray'd, 
And  to  thy  temple  flew  the  prayers  1  made. 
The  men,  whom  lying  vanity  cr,l:'.ares, 
Fniri:.ke  tliy  mercy,  that  which  might  be  theirs, 
Eu'  I  will  pay — my  Gnd  :   my  King  I   leceive 
The  folemn  vows  my  full  sffLfiion  gave, 
M'hen  in  thy  temple,  fur  a  pfalm,  I  iing 
Salvation  only  from  my  God,  my  king. 
Thus  ends  the  prophet  j  firft  from  Canaan  fent, 
To  let  the  Gentiles-  know  they  muft.  repent : 
<jod  bears,  and  ipeuks ;  the  whale,  at  God's  com- 
mand. 
Heaves  to  the  ligh',  and  cafls  him  forth  to  land. 

With  long  fatigue,  with  unexpcdled  eafe, 
Opprefi'd  a  while,  he  lies  afide  the  feas ; 
Hi:,  eyes,  th-  ugh  glad,  in  flrarge  afloi'iih'd  way 
Stare  at  the  golden  front  of  cheerful  day; 
Then,  flowly  rais'd,  he  fees  the  wonder  plain, 
And  what  he  pray'd,  he  wrote,  to  fing  again. 
The  fong  recorded  brings  his  vow  to  mind  ; 
He  muft  be  thaiikfcl,  fcr  the  Lord  was  kind ; 
Strait  to  the  work  he  fhunn'd  he  flics  in  hafte 
(That  Items  his  vow,  or  Jecms  a  part  at  leafl); 
Pleaching  he  comes,  and  thus  denounc'd  to  all, 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nincvth  fliall  fall. 
I^ear  feiz'd  the  Gentiles,  Nineveh  believes; 
All  fad  with  penitence,  and  God  forgives. 

Nor  yet  of  ufe  the  prophet's  I'ufTering  fails. 
Hell's  deep  black  bolbni  more  than    fhews   the 

whale's. 
But  fome  refemblance  brings  a  type  to  view. 
The  place  was  drak,  the  time  proportion'd  too. 
A  race,  the  Saviour  cries,  a  finftd  rsce. 
Tempts  for  a  fign  the  powers  of  heavenly  grace, 
And  let  them  take  the  fign  '.  as  Jonah  lay, 
Thi-ce  days  ni;d  nifjhts  vvithin  the  flfii  of  prey  ; 
S<i  fiiall  the  S  -n  of  Man  drfcend  b'=low, 
lartli's  o^iening  entrails  fliall  retain  him  fo. 


My  foul,  now  feek  tlie  fong,  and  find  me  tlierC 
What  heaven  has  fhewn  thee  to  repel  defpair; 
See,  where  from  hell  Ihe  breaks  the  crumbling 

ground. 
Her  hairs  uand  upright,  and  they  ftare  around  ; 
Her  horrid  front  deep-trenching  wrinkles  trace, 
Lean  fharpening  looks  deform  her  livid  face  ; 
Bent  lie  the  brows, .and  at  the  bend  below. 
With    fire   and   blood  two  wandering  eye-balU 

glow  ; 
Fili'd  are  her  arms  w-ith  numerous  aids  to  kill, 
And  Gnd  fhe  fancies  but  the  judge  of  ill. 
Oh,  fair  cye'd  Hope  I  thcu  fee'd  the  palfion  nigh, 
Daughter  of  promife,  oh  forbear  to  fly  ! 
Aff  .ranee  holds  thee,  fear  would  have  thee  go, 
Clofe  thy  blue  wings,  and  ftand  thy  deadly  foe; 
The  judge  of  ill  is  ftill  the  Lord  of  Grace, 
As  fuch  behold  him  in  fhe  prophet's  cafe, 
Caft  to  be  drown'd,  devour'd  within  the  fea. 
Sunk  to  the  deep,  and  yet  reftor'd  to  day. 

Oh,  love  the  Lord,  my  foul,\\hrife  parentcartf 
So  rules  the  world  he  puniflirs  to  I'pare. 
If  heavy  grief  my  downcaft  heart  opprefs,. 
My  body  danger,  or  niv  ftate  diftrefs. 
With  lov;  fiibmiflion  in  thy  temper  bow, 
Like  Jonah  pray,  like  Jonah  make  thy  vow ; 
Wic.h  hopes  of  comfort  kifs  the  chaftening  rod. 
And,  fliur.ning  mad  defpair,  repofe  in  God  ; 
Then,  whatfoe'er  the  prophet's  vow  deCgn, 
Repentance,  thanks,  and  charity,  be  mine. 


HEZEKIAH. 


FRorii  the  bleak  beach,   and  broad  espanfe  of 
fea. 
To  lofty  SaleiTi,  thorght,  direct  thy  way; 
Mount  thy  light  chariot,  move  along  the  plains. 
And  end  thy  flight  when  Hezekiah  reigns. 

How  fwiftly  thought  has  pafs'd  from  land  to 
land. 
And  lyurt  out-run  time's  meafuring-glafs  of  fandl 
Great  Salem's  walls  appear,  and  I  refort 
To  view  the  ftate  of  Htzekiah's  court. 

Well  may  that  king  a  pious  verfe  infpire. 
Who  cltans'd  the  temple,  who  reviv'd  the  choir, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fervice  David  fix'd  before. 
That  heavenly  nlufic  might  on  earth  adore. 
Decp-rob'd  in  white,  he  made  the  Levites  fland 
Wiih  cymbals,  harps,  and  pfalteries  in  their  hand; 
He  gave  the  pritfls  their  trumpets,  prompt  to 

raife 
The  tuneful  foul,  by  forre  of  found,  to  praife. 
A  ilcilful  mafter  for  the  fong  he  chofe, 
The  fongs  were  David's  thefe,  and  Afaph's  thofej 
Then  burns  thei*  offering,  all  around  rejoice, 
Each  tunes  hisinflrument  to  join  the  voice; 
The  trumpets  founded,  and  the  fingers  fung, 
1  he  people  worftiipp'd,  and  the  temple  rung. 
Each,  while  the  vidlim  burns,  prefents  his  heart, 
Then  the  prieft  bleilts,  and  the  people  part. 

Hnii !  facred  Alufic  '.  fince  you  know  to  draw 
The  foul  to  heaven,  the  fpirit  to  the  law, 
I  come  to  prove  thy  force,  thy  warbling  ftring. 
May  tunc  my  foul  to  write  what  others  iing. 


p    o   : 

But  is  this  Sakm  ?  thi;  the  promis'd  blifs, 
Thcfe  fighs  and  groans  1  what  means  the  realm  by 

this  ? 
What  folemn  forrow  dwells  in  every  ftreet  ? 
What  fear  confounds  the  downcaft  looks  I  meet  ? 
Alas  I  the  king;  1  whole  nations  fink  with  woe, 
When   righteous  kings  are  fummon'd  hence  to 

go; 
The  king  lies  fick ;  and  thus,  to  fpeak  his  doom, 
The  prophet,  grave  Ifaiah,  ftalks  the  room  : 
Oh,  prince,  thy  fervant,  fent  from  God,  believe ; 
Set  all  in  order,  for  thou  canft  not  live. 
Solemn  he  faid,  and  fighing  lef:  the  place  ; 
Deep  prints  of  horror  furrow'd  every  face  ; 
Within  their  minds  appear  eternal  glooms. 
Black  gaping  marbles  of  their  monarchs'  tombs ; 
A  king  beiov'd  deceas'd,  his  offopring  none. 
And  wars  deflrudlive,  ere  they  fix  the  throne. 
.Strait  to  the  wall  he  turn'd,  with  dark  defpair, 
('Twas  tow'rds  the  temple,  or  for  private  prayer,) 
And  thus  to  God  the  pious  monarch  fpoke, 
Who  burn'd  the  groves,  the  brazen  fetpent  broke: 
Remember,  Lord,  with  what  a  heart  for  righr. 
What  care  for  truth,  I  walk'd  within  thy  fight. 
'Twas  thus  with  terror,  prayers,  and  tears,  he 
tofs'd. 
When  the  mid-court  the  grave  Ifaiah  crofs'd, 
Whom,  in  the  cedar  columns  of  the  fquare. 
Meets  a  fweet  angel,  hung  in  glittering  air, 
Seiz'd  with  a  trance,  he  ftnpp'd,  before  his  eye 
Clears  a  rais'd  arch  of  vifionary  Iky, 
Where,  as  a  minute  pafs'd,  the  greater  light 
Purpling  appear'd,  and  fouth'd  and  fet  in  night ; 
A  moon  fucceeding  leads  the  ftarry  train, 
She  glides,  and  finks  her  filver  horns  again  1 
A  fecond  fancied  morning  drives  the  fhades, 
Clos'd  by  the  dark,  the  fecond  evening  fades. 
The  third  bright  dawn  awakes,  and  ftrait  he  fees 
The  remple  rife,  the  monarch  on  his  knees. 
Pleas'd  with  the  fcene,  his  inward  thoughts  re- 
joice, 
When  thus  the  guardian  angel  form'd  a  voice  ; 
Now  tow'rds  the  captain  of  my  people  go, 
And,  feer,  relate  him  what  thy  vifions  fhow; 
The  Lord  has  heard  his  words,  and  feen  his  tears, 
And  through  fifteen  extends  his  future  years. 

Here,  to  the  room  prepar'd  with  difmal  black, 
The  prophet  turning,  brought  the  comfort  back. 
Oh,   monarch,    hail,    he  "cry'd ;    thy  words  are 

heard. 
Thy  virtuous  actions  meet  a  kind  regard  ; 
God  gives  thee  fifteen  years,  when  tlirice  a  day 
Shews  the  round  fun,  within  the  temple  pray. 
When  thrice  the  day !  furpriz'd,  the  monarch 
cries, 
"When  thrice  the  fim  I  what  power  have  I  to  rife  ! 
But,  if  thy  comfort's  human  or  divine, 
'Tis  fhort  to  prove  it — give  thy  prince  a  fign. 
Behold,   the  prophet  cry'd   (_and   flretch'd  his 
hands), ; 
Againfl  yon  lattice,  where  the  dial  flands; 
Kow  fiiall  the  fun  a  backward  journey  go 
Through  ten  drawn  Hnes,  or  leap  to  ten  below. 
'Tis  cafier  porting  nature's  airy  track, 
"' Allies  the  monarch  :  kt  the  fun  go  back. 
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Attentive  here  he  gaz'd,  the  prophet  pfay'd, 
Back  went  the  fun,  and  back  purfued  the  Ihade. 

Cheer'd  by  the  fign,  and  by  the  prophet  heal'd. 
What  facred  thanks  his  gratitude  reveal'dl 
As  fickly  fvvallows,  when  a  lummer  ends. 
Who  niifs'd  the  paflage  with  their  flying  friends, 
Take  to  a  wall,  there  Jean  the  languid  head. 
While  all  who  find  them  think  the  fleepers  dead  ; 
If  yet  tijeir  warmth  new  days  of  fummcr  bring, 
They  wake,  and  joyful  flutter  up  to  fing  : 
So  far'd  the  monarch,  fick  to  death  he  lay. 
His  court  defpair'd,  and  watch'd  the  laft  decay; 
At  length  new  favour  fnines,  new  life  he  gains. 
And  rais'd  he  Qngs  ;  'tis  tlius  the  fong  remains  : 

1  faid,  my  God,  v/hen  in  the  loth'd  difeafe 
Thy  prophet's  words  cut  off  my  future  days, 
Now  to  the  grave,  with  mournful  hafle,  I  go, 
Now  death  unbars  his  fable  gates  belovv. 
How  might  my  years  by  courfe  of  nature  laft  ! 
But  thou  pronounc'd  it,  and  the  profpe(5l  pafs'd. 
I  faid,  my  God,  thy  forvant  now  no  more 
Shall  in  thy  temple's  facred  courts  adore  ; 
No  more  on  earth  with  living  man  converfe. 
Shrunk  in  a  cold  uncomfortable  hearfe. 
My  life,   like  tents  which  wandering  Ihcpherd? 

ralfe, 
Proves  a  (hort  dwelling,  and  removes  at  eafe. 
My  fins  purfue  me ;  fee  the  deadly  band  1 
My  God,  who  fees  them,  cuts  me  from  the  land ; 
As  when  a  weaver  finds  his  labour  fpcd. 
Swift  from  the  beam  he  parts  the  faftening  thread. 
With  pining  ficknefs  all  from  night  to  day, 
From  day  to  night,  he  makes  my  ftrength  decay : 
Reckoning  the  time,  I  roil  with  refllefs  groans. 
Till,  with  a  lion's  force,  he  cruih  my  bones ; 
New  morning  dawns,  but,  like  the  morning  paft, 
'Tis  day,  'tis  night,  and  Hill  my  forrows  laft. 
Now,  fcreaming  like  the  crane,  my  words  I  fpoke. 
Now,    like   the   fwallow,    chattering  quick,   and 

broke ; 
Now,  li'ite  the  doleful  dove,  v.-hen  on  the  plains 
Her  mourning  tone  affedts  the  liftening  fwains. 
To  heaven,  for  aid,  my  wearying  eyes  I  throw. 
At  length  they're  weary'd  quite,  and  fink  with 

woe. 
From  lieath's  arreft,  for  feme  delays,  I  fue ; 
Though,  Lord,  who  judg'd  me,  thou  reprieve  me, 

too. 
Rapture  of  joy  I   what  can  thy  fervant  fay  ? 
He  fent  his  prophet  to  prolong  my  day; 
Through  my  glad  limbs  1  feel  the  wonder  run. 
Thus  faid  the  Loi'-d,  and  this  himfelf  has  done. 
Soft  IhaU  I  walk,  and,  well  fecur'd  from  fears, 
Poffefs  the  comforts  of  my  future  years. 
Keep  foft,  my  heart,  keep  humble,'  while  they 

roll, 
Nor  e'er  forget  my  bitternefs  of  foul. 
"I'is  by  the  means  they  facred  words  fupply, 
That  mankind  live,  but  in  peculiar  1 ; 
A  fecond  grant  thy  mercy  pleas'd  to  give. 
And  my  rais'd  fpirits  dcubly  feem  to  live. 
Behold  the  time  !  when  peace  adorn'd  my  reigHj 
Twas  then  I  felt  my  ftroke  of  humbling  pain  ; 
Corruption  dug  her  jit,  I  fear'd  to  fink, 
God  lov'd  my  foul,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  brinlir,. 
Et  iijj 
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He  turn'd  my  follies  from  his  gracious  eye, 
As  men  who  pafs  accounts,  and  caft  them  by. 

What  mouth  has  death,  which  can  thy  praife 
proclaim  ? 
What  tongue   the  grave,  to  fpeak  thy  glorious 

name  ? 
Or  will  the  fenfelefs  dead  exult  with  mirth, 
IMov'd  to  their  hope  by  promifes  on  earth  ? 
The  living.  Lord,  the  living  only  praife, 
The  living  only  fit  to  fing  thy  lays  : 
Thefe  feel  thy  favours, thefe  thy  temple  fee; 
Thefe  raife  the  fong,  as  I  this  day  to  thee, 
i^or  v;ill  thy  truth  the  prefent  only  reach. 
This  the  good  fathers  ihall  their  offspring  teach  ; 
JReport  the  bleffings  which  adorn  my  page, 
And  hand  their  own,  with  mine,  from  age  to  age. 

So,  when  the  Maker  heard  his  creature  crave, 
So  kindly  rofe  his  ready  will  to  fave,. 
Then  march  we  folemn  tow'rds  the  temple-door, 
While  all  our  joyful  mufic  founds  before; 
There,  on  this  day,  through  all  my  life  appear. 
When  this  comes  round  m  each  returning  year  ; 
There  flrike  the  firings,  our  voices  jointly  raife, 
And  let  his  dwellings  hear  my  fongs  of  praife. 

Thus  v/rote  the  monarch,  and  I'll  think  the  lay 
Defign'd  for  public,  when  he  went  to  pray  ; 
I'll  think  the  perfecft  compofition  runs, 
Perform'd  by  Heman's  or  Jeduthun's  fons. 

1  hen,  fince  the  t'me  arrives  the  Seer  foretold, 
And  the  third  morning  rolls  an  orb  of  gold, 
With  thankful  zeal,  rcccver'd  prince,  prepare 
To  lead  thy  nation  to  the  dome  of  prayer. 

iVIy  fancy  takes  her  chariot  once  again, 
3VIoves  the  rich  wheel-,  and  mingles  in  thy  train  ; 
She  fees  the  fingers  reach  Mr.riah'shill, 
The  minftrels  foUow,  rhen  the  porches  fiK  ; 
She  wakes  the  numerous  inftruments  of  art, 
Than  each  perform  iis  own  adapted  part; 
Seeks  aiis  cxprclllve  of  :hy  graieful  ftrains. 
And,  lifiening,  hears  the  vary'd  tune  flie  f?ign?. 

From  a  grave  pilch,  to  fpeak  the  monarch's  woe. 
The  notes  flow  dovin,  and  deeply  found  below; 
All  long-continuing,  while  depriv'dot  eafe 
He  rolls  for  tedious  nights  and  heavy  days. 
Here  intermix'd  with  difcord,  when  the  crane 
Streams  in   the   notes,  through  fliarper  fcnfe  of 

pain; 
There,  run  with  defcant  on,  and  taught  to  fliake, 
When  pangs  repeated  force  the  voice  to  break  : 
Now  like  the  dove  they  murmur,  till  it  fighs 
They  fall,  and  langullh  with  the  failing  eyes  : 
Then  flowly  flackening,  to  furpfife  the  more. 
From  a  dead  paufe  his  exclamarions  foar. 
To  meet  briik  health  the  notes  afcending  fly, 
J.ivc  with  the  living, and  exult  on  high  : 
Yet  flill  dlllindt  in  parts  the  mufic  plays. 
Till  prince  and  people  both  are  call'd  to  praife  ; 
Then  all,  uniting,  ftrongly  flrike  the  flrinii, 
Put  forth  their  utmoft  breath,  and  loudly  fing ; 
The  wide-fpread  chorus  fills  the  facred  ground. 
And  holyjtratifport  fcalcs  the  clouds  with  found. 

Or  thus,  or  livelier,  if  their  hand  ar.d  voice 
Join'd  the  good  aiithcm,  might  the  realm  rejoice. 

Thisfl.ory  known,  the  learn'd  Chaldtans  came, 
Drawn  by  the  fi^n  obfsrv'ti,  or  niov'd  by  fariie; 


Thefe  aflc  the  faiSl  for  Hezeklah  done, 

And  much  they  wonder  at  their  God  the  fun, 

That  thrice  he  drove,  through  one  extent  of  day, 

Hisgold-fliod  horfes  in  etherial  way  : 

Then  vainly  ground  their  guefs  on  nature's  laws; 

The  fcundeft  knowledge  owns  a  greater  caufe. 

Faith  knows  the  fadt  tranfcends,  and  bids  roe 
find 
What  help  for  prailice  here  incites  the  mind : 
Strait  to  the  fong,  the  thankful  fong,  I  move; 
May  fuch  the  voice  of  every  creature  prove  1 
If  every  creature  meets  its  fliare  of  woe, 
Aiid  for  kind  refcues  every  creature  owe. 
In  public  fo  thy  Maker's  praife  proclaim, 
Nor  what  you  bcgg'd  with  tears,    conceal  with 
fhame. 

*Tis  there  the  miniflry  thy  name  repeat. 
And  tell  what  mercies  were  vojjchfaf  'd  of  late; 
Then  joins  the  church,  and  begs,  through  all  our 

days. 
Not  ordy  with  our  lips,  but  lives,  to  praife. 

'  ris  there  our  fovercigns,  for  a  Cgr.al  day 
The  feaft  proclaiir.'d,  their  fignal  thanks  repay. 
O'er  the  long  ftrects  we  fee  the  chariots  wheel, 
And,  following,  think  of  Hezekiah  flill. 
In  the  hlefb'd  dome  we  meet  the  white-rob'd  choir. 
In  whofe  fweet  notes  our  ravifh'd  fouls  afpire; 
Side  anfvvering  fide,  we  hear,  and  bear  a  part, 
AH  warm'd  with  language  from  the  grateful  heart ; 
Or  raife  the  fong,  where  meeting  keys  rejoice, 
And  teach  the  bafe  to  wed  the  treble  voice ; 
Art's  foftning  echoes  in  the  mufic  found. 
And,  anfvvermg  nature's,  from  the  roof  rebound. 

Here  clofe  my  verfe,  the  fervice  afks  no  more, 
B'.efs  thy  good  God,  and  give  the  tranfport  o'er. 


H  A  B  A  K  K  U  K. 

Now  leave  the  porch,  to  vifion  now  retreat, 
Whei  e  the  next  rapture  glows  with  varj-ing  heat ; 
Now  change  the  time,  and  change  the  teniple- 

fcene. 
The  following  feer  forewarns  a  future  reign. 
To  fome  rctirtment,  where  the  prophet'  fons 
Indulge  their  holy  flight,  n^y  fancy  runs  ; 
Some  I'acred  college,  built  for  praife  and  prayer. 
And  heavenly  dream,  flie  feeks  Habakkuk  thwe. 
Perhaps 'tis  there  he  moans  the  nation's  fin. 
Hears  the  word  come,  or  feels  the  fit  within  ; 
Or  fees  the  vifion,  fram'd  with  angels'  hands. 
And  dreads  the  judgments  of  revolted  lands; 
Or  holds  a  converfe,  if  the  Lord  appear, 
And,  Like  Elijah,  wraps  his  face  for  fear.  ' 

This  deep  recefs  portends  an  &&  of  weight, 
A  me fl"age  labouring  with  the  work  of  fate. 

Methinks  the  Ikies  have  loft  their  lovely  blue, 
A  ftorm  rides  fiery,  thick  the  clouds  enfue. 
Fall'n  to  the  ground,  with  proftrate  face  I  lie  : 
Oh  !  'twere  the  fame  in  this  to  gaze  and  die  ! 
But  hark  the  prophet's  voice ;  my  prayers  com- 
plain 
Of  labour  fpcjit,  of  preaching  urg'd  in  vain. 
And  muft,  my  God,  thy  forrowing  fervant  flill 
Q_Liit  my  lone  joys,  to  walk  this  world  cf  ill  ? 
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Where  fpoiling  rages,  ftrife  and  wrong  command, 
And  the  flack'd  laws  no  longer  curb  the  land  ? 

At  this  a  ftrange  and  more  than  human  found 
Thus  breaks  the  clcud,  and  daunts  the  trembling 

ground. 
Behold,  ye  Gentiles: ;  wondering  all  behold. 
What  liarce  ye  credit,  though  tlie  work  be  told  ; 
For,  lo,  the  proud  Chaldean  troops  I  raife, 
To  march  the  breadth,  and  all  the  region  feize ; 
Fierce  as  the  prowling  wolves,  at  clofe  of  day, 
And  fwift  as  eagles  in  purfuit  of  prey. 
As  eaftern  winds  to  blaft  the  feafon  blow. 
For  blood  and  rapine  flies  the  dreadful  foe ; 
Leads  the  fad  captives,  countlefs  as  the  fand, 
Derides  the  prince?,  and  deftroys  the  land. 
Yet  thefc,  triumphant  grown,  offend  me  more. 
And  only  thank  the  gods  they  chofe  before. 

Art  thou  not  holieft,  here  the  prophet  cries  ; 
Supreme, eternal,  of  the  pureft  eyes; 
And  fhaJl  thofe  eyes  the  wicked  realms  regard. 
Their  crinxes  be  great,  yet  victory  their  reward  ? 
Shall  thefe  ftill  ravage  more  and  more  to  reign, 
Draw  the  fiill  net,  and  caft  to  fill  again  ? 
As  watchmen  filent  fit,  1  wait  to  fee 
How  folves  my  doubt,  what  fpeaks  the  Lord  to  me. 

Then  go,  the  Lord  replies,  fufpend  thy  fears. 
And  write  the  vifion  for  a  term  of  years : 
Thy  foes  will  feel  their  turn  when  thofe  are  part, 
Wait,  though  it  tarry  ;  fure  it  comes  at  laft. 
'Tisfor  their  rapine,  lufts,  and  thirft  of  blood, 
And  all  thdir  unprotc6ting  gods  of  wood, 
The  Lord  is  prefent  on  his  facred  hill, 
Ceafe  thy  weak  doubts,  and  let  the  world  be  ftill. 

Here  terror  leaves  me  ;  with  exalted  head, 
I  breathe  fine  air,  and  find  the  vifion  fled; 
The  feer  withdrawn,  infpir'd,  and  urg'd  to  write. 
By  the  warm  influence  of  the  facred  fight. 

His  writing  finifli'd,  prophet-like  array'd, 
He  brings  the  burden  on  the  region  laid; 
His  hands  a  tablet  and  a  volume  bear, 
The  tablet  threatenings,  and  the  volume  prayer; 
Both  for  the  temple,  where,  to  fhun  decay, 
Enroll'd  the  works  of  infpiration  lay. 
And  awful,  oft  he  fl;ops,  or  marches  flow. 
While  the  duU'd  nation  hears  him  preach  their  woe. 

Arriv'd  at  length,  with  grave  concern  for  all. 
He  fix'd  his  table  on  the  facred  wall. 
'Twas  large  infcrib'd,  that  thofe  who  run  might 

read : 
"  Habakkuk's  burden,  by  the  Lord  decreed; 
"  For  Judah's  fins  her  empire  is  no  more, 
"  The  fierce  Chaldeans  bathe  her  realm  in  gore." 

Next  to  the  priefl  his  volume  he  refign'd, 
'¥was  prayer,   with   praifes   mix'd,   to  raifc  the 

mind ; 
'Twas  facSs  recounted,  which  their  fathers  knew, 
'Twas  power  in  wonders  manifeft  to  view  ; 
'  fwas  comfort, rais'd  on  love  already  paft. 
And  hope,  that  former  love  returns  at  laft. 

The  priefts  within  the  prophecy  convey'd, 
The  fingers'  tunes  to  join  his  anthem  made. 
Hear,  and  attend  the  v/ords  :  and,  holy  thou 
U'hat  help'd  the  prophet,  help  the  poet  now. 

O,  Lord,  who  rul'ft  the  world,  with  mortal  ear 
I've  heard  thy  judgments,  and  I  fliake  for  fear. 


O,  Lord,  by  whom  their  numberM  years  Xve  find, 
Ev'n  in  the  niidft  receive  the  drooping  mind  ; 
Ev'n  in  the  midfl;  thou  canft — then  make  it  known, 
Thy  love,  thy  will,  thy  power,  to  fave  thine  own. 
Remember  mercy,  though  thine  anger  burn. 
And  foon  to  Salem  bid  thy  flock  return. 
O,  Lord,  who  gav'ft  it  with  an  outftretch'd  hand. 
We  well  remember  how  thou  gav'ft  the  land. 
God  came  from  Teman,  fouthward  fprung  the 
flame. 
From  farori-mount  the  one  that's  holy  came ; 
A  glittering  glory  made  the  defert  blaze, 
High,  heaven  was  cover'd,  earth  was  fill'd  wid| 

praife. 
Dazzling  the.  brightnefs,  not  the  fun  fo  bright, 
'  Twas  here  the  pure  fubflantial  fount  "of  light ; 
Shot  from  his  hand  and  fide  in  golden  ftreams 
Came  forward  effluent  horny-pointed  beams  : 
Thus  fkone  his  coming,  as  fublimely  fair 
As  bounded  nature  has  been  fram'd  to  bear ; 
But  all  his  further  marks  of  grandeur  hid, 
Nor  what  he  could  was  known,  but  what  he  did. 
Dire  plagues  before  him  ran  at  his  command. 
To  wafte  the  nations  in  the  promis'd  land. 
A  fcorching  flame  went  forth  where'er  he  trod^ 
And  burning  fevers  were  the  coals  of  God. 
Fix'd  on  the  mount  he  flood,  his  meafuring  reed 
Marks  the  rich  realms  for  Jacob's  feed  decreed  ; 
He  looks  with  anger,  and  the  nations  fly 
From  the  fierce  fparklings  of  his  dreadful  eye; 
He  turns,  the  mountain  fliakes  its  awful  brow  • 
Awful  he  turns,  and  hills  eternal  bow. 
How  glory  there,  how  terror  here,  difplays 
His  great  unknown,  yet  everlafting  ways  ! 

I  fee  the  fable  tents  along  the  ftrand 
Where  Cuflian  wander'd,  defolately  ftand; 
And  Midian's  high  pavilion?  fliake  with  dread 
While  the  tam'd  feas  thy  refcued  nation  tread. 
What  burft  the  path .'  what  made  the  Lord  ea- 

gage  ? 
Could  waters  anger,  feas  incite  thy  rage, 
That  thus  thine  horfes  force  the  foaming  tide 
And  all  the  chariots  of  falvation  ride  ? 
Thy  bow  was  bare  for  what  thy  mercy  fvvore  • 
Thofe  oaths,  that  promife,  Ifrael  had  before. 

The  rock  that  felt  thee  cleav'd,  the  rivers  flow 
The  wondering  defert  lends  them  beds  below. 
Thy  might  the  mountain's  heaving  fhocks  con- 

fefs'd. 
High  fliatter'd  Horeb  trembled  o'er  the  reft. 
Great  Jordan  pafs'd  its  nether  vraters  by. 
Its  upper  waters  rais'd  the  voice  on  high  ; 
Safe  in  the  deep  we  went,  the  liquid  wall 
Curling  arofe,  and  had  no  leave  to  fall. 
The  fun  effulgent,  and  the  moon  ferene, 
Stopt  by  thy  will,  their  heavenly  courfe  refrain  ; 
The  voice  was  man's,  yet  both  the  voice  obey. 
Till  wars  completed  clofe  the  lengthen'd  day. 
Thy  glittering  fpears,  thy  rattling  darts  prevail. 
Thy  fpears  of  lightning,  and  thy  darts  of  hail. 
'Twas  thou  that  march'd  againft  their  heathen 

band. 
Rage  in  thy  vifage,  and  thy  flail  in  hand ; 
'Twaf  thou  that  went  before  to  wound  their  headj 
The  ci^itain  foUow'd  where  the  Saviour  led  : 
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•Tom  from  their  earth,  they  feel  the  defperate 

wound. 
And  power  unfounded  fails  for  want  of  ground. 
With  village-war  thy  tribes,"where'er  they  go, 
Diftrefs  the  remnant  of  the  fcatter'd  foe  ; 
Yet  mad  they  rufh'd,  as  whirling  wind  defcends, 
And  deeni'd   for   friendlefs   thofe   the  Lord  be- 
friends. 
Thy  trampling  horfe  from  fea  to  fea  fubdue. 
The  bounding  ocean  left  no  more  to  do. 

O,  when  I  heard  what  thou  vouchfaf 'ft  to  win, 
With  works  of  wonder  muft  be  loft  for  fin  ; 
1  quak'd  through  fear, the  voice  forfook  my  tongue. 
Or,  at  my  lips,  with  quivering  accent  hung; 
Dry  leannefs  entering  to  my  marrow  came, 
And  every  loofening  nerve  unftrung  my  frame. 
How  ftiall  I  reft,  in  what  protcdting  ftiade. 
When  the  day  comes,  and  hoftile  troops  invade  ? 

Though  neither  bloffomson  the  fig  appear. 
Nor  vines  with  clufters  deck  the  purpling  year  ; 
'i'hough  all  our  labours  olive-trees  belie. 
Though  fields  the  fubftance  of  the  bread  deny ; 
Though  flocks  are  fever'd  from  the  filent  fold, 
And  the  rais'd  ftalls  no  losing  cattle  hold  ; 
Yet  fliall  my  foul  be  glad,  in  God  rejoice, 
Yet  to  my  Saviour  will  I  lift  my  voice ; 
Yet  to  my  Saviour  ftlU  my  temper  fings, 
What  David  fet  to  inftruments  of  firings  :      [feet, 
The  Lord's  my  ftrength,  like  hinds  he  makes  my 
Yon  mount's  my  refuge,  I  as  fafely  fleet ; 
Or  (if  the  fong's  apply'd)  he  makes  me  ftill 
ExpetS:  returning  to  Moriah's  hill. 

In  ail  this  hymn  what  daring  grandeur  fliines, 
What  darting  glory  rays  among  the  lines  : 
What  mountains,  earthquakes,  clouds,  and  fmokes 

are  feen. 
What  ambient  fires  conceal  the  Lord  within  ; 
What  working  wonders  give  the  promis'd  placej 
And  Inad  the  conduct  of  a  fiubborn  race  ! 
In  ail  the  work  a  lively  fancy  flows,    ' 
O'er  all  the  work  fi.ncere  affeiliion  g!ows  : 
While  truth's  firm  rein  the  courfe  of  fancy  guides, 
And  o'er  affedlion  zeal  divine  prefides. 

Berne  on  the  prophet's  wings,  methinks  I  fly 
Amongft  eternal  attributes  on  high  ; 
And  here  I  couch  at  love  fupremely  fair. 
And  now  at  power,  anon  at  mercy  there  ; 
So,  like  a  warbling  bird,  my  tunes  I  raife. 
On  thofe  green  bi.ughs  the  tree  of  life  difplays ; 
Whofe  twelve  fair  fruits,  each  month  by  turns  re- 
ceives. 
And,  for  the  nations'  healing,  ope  their  leaves. 
Thtn  be  the  nations  heal'd,  for  this  I  fing, 
DeCcending  frftly  from  the  prophet's  wing. 

Thou,  work', attend  the  cafe  of  Ifrael;  fee 
"Twill  thus  at  large  refer  to  God  and  thee. 
If  love  be  faewn  thee,  turn  thine  eyes  above. 
Aid  pay  the  duties  relative  to  love  ; 
If  ]vower  be  fheVrn,  and  wonderfully  fo. 
Wonder  and  thank,,  adore,  and  bow  below. 
If  power  that  led  thee,  now  no  longer  lead, 
But  blow  bent  juftice  draws  the  flaming  blade  ; 
When  love  is  fcorn'd,  when  fin  the  fv.ord  pro- 

viikes. 
Let  tearb  and  prayer?  aver:,  or  heal  the  ft.okes ; 
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If  juftice  leaves  to  wound,  and  thou  to  groan, 
Beneath  new  lords,  in  countries  not  thine  own^ 
Know  this  for  mercy's  adf,  and  let  your  lays. 
Grateful  in  all,  recount  the  caufe  of  praife  : 
Then  love  returns,  and  while  no  fins  divide 
The  firm  alliance,  power  will  ftiield  thy  fide. 
See  the  grand  round  of  Providence's  care. 
See  realms  afiTifted  here,  and  punifli'd  there  ; 
O'er  the  juft  circle  caft  thy  wondering  eyes, 
Thank  while  you  gaze,  and  ftudy  to  be  wife. 


HYMN  FOR  MORNING. 


See  the  ftar  that  leads  the  day, 

Rifing,  flioots  a  golden  ray. 

To  make  the  fliades  of  darknefs  go 

From  heaven  above  and  earth  below ; 

And  warn  us  early  with  the  fight. 

To  leave  the  beds  of  filent  night ; 

From  an  heart  fincere  and  found. 

From  its  very  deepeft  ground; 

Send  devotion  up  on  high, 

Wing'd  with  heat  to  reach  the  iky. 

See  the  time  for  fleep  has  run. 

Rife  before,  or  with  the  fun  : 

Lift  thy  hands,  and  humbly  pray. 

The  fountain  of  eternal  day ; 

That,  as  the  light  ferenely  fair, 

llluftrates  all  the  tradls  of  air  ; 

The  Sacred  Spirit  fo  may  reft, 

With  quickening  beams,  upon  thy  breaftf 

And  kindly  clean  it  all  within. 

From  darker  blemifhes  of  fin  ; 

And  fhine  with  grace  until  we  view 

The  realm  it  gilds  with  glory  too. 

Ste  the  day  that  dawns  in  air, 

Brings  along  its  toil  and  care  : 

From  the  lap  of  night  it  fprings, 

With  heaps  of  bufinefs  on  its  wings; 

Prepare  to  meet  them  in  a  mind, 

Th:it  bows  fubmifiively  reugn'd; 

That  would  to  works  appointed  fall. 

That  knows  that  God  has  order 'd  all. 

And  whether,  with  a  frnall  repaft, 

We  break  the  fober  morning  faft  ; 

Or  in  our  thoughts  and  houfes  lay 

The  future  methods  of  the  day ; 

Or  early  walk  abroad  to  meet 

Our  bufinefs,  with  induftrious  feet : 

Whate'cr  we  think,  whate'cr  we  do. 

His  glory  ftill  be  kept  in  view. 

O,  giver  of  eternal  blifs. 

Heavenly  Father,  grant  me  this; 

Grant  it  all,  as  well  as  me. 

All  whofe  hearts  are  fix'd  on  thee; 

Who  revere  thy  Son  above, 

Who  thy  Sacred  Spirit  love. 


HYMN  FOR  NOON^ 


The  fun  is  fwiftly  mounted  hieh, 
U  g'ittcrs  in  the  fcuthern  fl:y  •, 
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Its  beams  with  ferce  and  glory  Iieaf, 
And  fruitful  earth  is  fjll'd  with  heat. 
Father,  alfo  with  thy  fire 
Warm  the  cold,  the  dead  defire. 
And  make  the  facred  love  of  thee, 
Within  my  foul,  a  fun  to  me. 
Let  it  fhine  fo  fairly  bright. 
That  nothinp:  elfe  he  took  for  light ; 
That  worldly  charms  be  feen  to  fade. 
And  in  its  luflre  find  a  (hade. 
Let  it  Ilrong:ly  fhine  within,^ 
To  fcatter  all  the  clouds  of  fin, 
■That  drive  when  gufls  of  pafTion  rife, 
And  intercept  it  from  our  eyes. 
Let  its  glory  more  than  vie 
With  the  fun  that  lights  the  Iky : 
Let  it  fwiftly  mount  in  ait; 
Mount  with  that,  and  leave  it  there; 
And  foar,  with  more  afpiring  flight. 
To  realms  of  everlafling  light. 
Thus,  while  here  I'm  forc'd  to  be, 
I  daily  wifii  to  live  with  thee  : 
And  feel  that  union  which  thy  love 
Will,  after  death,  complete  above. 
From  my  foul  I  fend  my  prayer. 
Great  Creator,  bow  thine  ear  ; 
Thou,  for  whofe  propitious  fway 
The  world  was  taught  to  fee  the  day; 
Who  fpake  the  word,  and  earth  begun. 
And  fbew'd  its  beauties  in  the  fun  ; 
With  pleafure  I  thy  creatures  view, 
And  would,  with  good  afFedion  too; 
Good  affeftion  fwectly  free. 
Loofe  from  them,  and  move  to  thee  ; 
O,  teach  me,  due  returns  to  give. 
And  to  thy  glory  lot  me  live  ; 
And  then  my  days  (hall  fhine  the  more, 
tr  pafs  more  bleffed  than  before. 


HYMN  FOR  EVENING. 

'i'HE  beam-repelling  mifts  arife. 
And  evening  fpreads  obfcurer  fkies  : 
The  twilight  will  the  night  forerun. 
And  night  itfelf  be  foon  begun. 
Upon  thy  knees  devoutly  bow. 
And  pray  the  Lord  of  glory  now. 
To  fill  thy  breafl,  or  deadly  fin 
May  caufe  a  blinder  night  within. 
And  whether  pleafing  vapours  rife. 
Which  gently  dim  the  clofmg  eyes ; 
Which  make  the  weary  niefiibers  blefs'd. 
With  fvveet  refrefhment  in  their  reft  ; 
Or  whether  fpiritsin  the  brain 
Difpel  their  foft  embrace  again  ; 
And  on  my  watchful  bed  I  fbay, 
Forfook  by  fleep,  and  waiting  day ;, 
Be  God  for  ever  in  my  view, 
And  never  he  forf<tke  me  too  ; 
But  fiill  as  day  concludes  in  night. 
To  break  again  with  new-born  light ; 
His  wondrous  bounry  let  nie  find, 
With  flill  a  more  enlightsn'd  niirid ; 


When  grace  and  love  in  one  agre€, 
Grace  from  God,  and  love  from  me  ; 
Grace  that  will  from  heaven  infpire, 
Love  that  feals  it  in  defire  ; 
Grace  and  love  that  mingle  beams, 
And  fill  me  with  cncreafmg  flames. 
Thou  that  haft  thy  palace  far 
Above  the  moon  and  every  flar. 
Thou  that  fitteft  on  a  throne 
To  which  the  night  was  never  known. 
Regard  my  voice  and  make  me  blefs'd, 
By  kindly  granting  its  requefV. 
If  thoughts  on  thee  my  foul  employ. 
My  darknefs  will  afford  me  joy, 
Till  thou  fbalt  call,  and  I  fhallfoar. 
And  part  with  darknefs  evermore. 


THE  SOUL  IN  SORROW, 

With  kind  compafTion  hear  me  cry, 
O,  Jefu,  Lord  of  life,  on  high  ! 
As  when  the  fummer's  fcafons  beat, 
With  fcorching  flame  and  parching  heat : 
The  trees  are  burnt,  the  flowers  fade, 
■And  thirfly  gaps  in  earth  are  made  : 
My  thoughts  of  comfort  languifh  fo. 
And  fo  my  foul  is  broke  by  woe. 
Then  on  thy  fervant' '  drooping  head 
Thy  dews  of  bleffing  fweetly  fhed; 
Let  thofe  a  quicV  refrefiinient  give. 
And  raife  my  mind   and  bid  me  live. 
My  fears  of  danger,  while  T  breathe, 
My  dread  of  endlefs  hell  beneath  : 
My  fenfe  of  forrnw  for  my  fin, 
To  fpringing  comfort,  change  within  ; 
Change  all  my  fad  con.f  laints  for  eafc, 
To  cheerf'jl  notes  of  endlefs  praife: 
Nor  let  a  tear  mine  eyes  employ, 
But  fuch  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy ; 
Joy  tranfporting,  fweet,  and  ftrong, 
Fit  to  fill  and  raife  my  fong  ; 
Joy  that  fhall  refounded  be. 
While  days  and  nights  fucceed  for  mc : 
Be  not  as  a  judge  fevere, 
For  fo  thy  prefence  who  may  bear  ? 
On  all  my  words  and  anions  look, 
(I  know  they're  written  in  thy  book;) 
But  then  regard  my  mournful  cry, 
And  look  wath  mercy's  gracious  eye  ; 
What  needs  my  blood,  Cnce  thine  will  do, 
To  pay  the  debt  to  juftice  due  ? 
O,  tender  mercy's  art  divine  I 
Thy  forrow  proves  the  cure  of  mine  ! 
Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woeful  fmart^ 
Allay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart ; 
Thy  death,  in  death's  extreme  of  pain, 
Reftores  my  foul  to  life  again. 
Guide  me  then,f^r  here  I  burn, 
To  make  my  Saviour  fome  return. 
I'll  rife  (if  that  will  pleafe  him,  flill. 
And  fure  I've  heard  him  own  it  will)  ; 
I'll  tracf  his  fieps  and  hear  my  crofs, 
Defpifing  every  g.-ief  and  lofj; 


u 
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Since  hs,  defpifing  pain  and  fhame, 
Firft  took  up  his,  and  did  tlie  fame. 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 


How  blefs'd  the  man,  how  fully  fo, 
As  far  as  man  is  blefs'd  below, 
Who,  taking  up  his  cr;.fs,  effays 
To  follow  Jefus  all  his  days  ; 
With  refolution  to  obey, 
And  fteps  enlarging  in  his  way. 
The  Father  of  the  faints  above 
Adopts  him  with  a  father's  love, 
And  makes  his  bofom  throughly  fhine 
With  wondrous  ftores  of  grace  divine  ; 
Sweet  grace  divine,  the  pledge  of  joy, 
That  will  his  foul  above  employ ; 
Full  joy,  that,  when  his  time  is  done, 
Becomes  his  portion  as  a  fon. 
Ah  me  I   the  fweet  infus'd  defires. 
The  fervid  wifhe?,  holy  fires, 
Which  thus  a  melted  heart  refine. 
Such  are  his,  and  fuch  be  mine. 
From  hence  defpifing  all  befides 
That  earth  reveals,  or  ocean  hides ; 
All  that  men  in  either  prize. 
On  God  alone  he  fets  his  eyes. 
From  hence  his  hope  is  on  the  wings, 
His  health  renews,  his  fafety  fprings. 
His  glory  blazes  up  below. 
And  all  the  dreams  of  comfort  flow. 

He  calls  his  Saviour  King  above, 
Lord  of  mercy,  Lord  of  love; 
And  finds  a  kingly  care  defend, 
And  mercy  fmile,  and  love  dcfcend, 
To  cheer,  to  guide  him  in  the  ways 
Of  this  vain  world's  deceitful  maze  : 
And  though  the  wicked  earth  cifplay 
Its  terrors  in  their  fierce  array  ; 
Or  gape  fo  wide  that  horror  fliows 
Its  hell  replete  with  endlefs  woes; 
Such  fuccour  keeps  him  clear  of  ill. 
Still  firm  to  good,  and  dauntlefs  ftill. 
So,  fix'd  by  Providence's  hands, 
A  rock  aniidft  an  ocean  ilands; 
So  bears,  without  a  trembling  dread. 
The  tempeft  beating  round  its  head  ; 
And  with  its  fide  repels  the  wave, 
Whofe  hollow  feems  a  coming  grave  : 
The  Ikies,  the  deeps,  are  heard  to  roar ; 
The  rock  {lands  fettled  as  before. 

I,  all  with  whom  he  has  to  do, 
Admire  the  life  which  bleffes  you. 
That  feeds  a  foe,  that  aids  a  friend, 
Without  a  bye  defigning  end  ; 
Its  knowing  real  intereft  lies 
On  the  bright  fide  of  yonder  Ikies, 
Where,  having  made  a  title  fair. 
It  mounts,  and  leaves  the  world  to  care. 
While  he  that  feeks  for  pleafing  days, 
Id  earthly  joys  and  evil  ways, 
Is  but  the  fool  of  toil  or  fame, 
(Though  happy  be  t|ie  fpacious  riam») 


And  made  by  wealth,  which  makes  him  great- 
A  more  confpicuous  wretch  of  flate. 


THE  WAY  TO  HAPPINESS. 

How  long,  ye  miferable  blind. 

Shall  idle  dreams  engage  your  mind;   . 

How  long  the  paflions  make  their  Sight 

At  empty  fhadows  of  delight. 

No  more  in  paths  of  error  ftray. 

The  l-,ord  thy  Jefus  is  the  way. 

The  fj'ring  of  happincfs,  and  where 

Should  men  ftek  happinefs  but  there  I 

Then  run  to  meet  him  at  your  need,  3 

Run  with  boldnefs,  run  with  fpeed, 

For  he  forfook  his  own  abode 

To  meet  thee  more  than  half  the  road. 

He  laid  afide  his  radiant  crown, 

And  love  for  mankind  brought  him  dowA 

To  fhirft  and  hunger:  pain  and  woe. 

To  wounds,  to  death  itfelf  below ; 

And  he,  that  fuffer'd  thefe  alone 

For  all  the  world,  defpifes  none. 

To  bid  the  foul,  that's  fick,  be  clean. 

To  bring  the  loft  to  life  again  ; 

To  comfort  thofe  that  grieve  for  ill. 

Is  his  peculiar  goodnefs  ftill. 

And,  as  the  thoughts  of  parents  rua 

Upon  a  dear  and  only  fon. 

So  kind  a  love  his  mercies  (how. 

So  kind  and  more  extremely  fo. 

Thrice  happy  men  1  (or  find  a  phrafe 
That  fpeaks  your  blifs  with  greater  praife^ 
Who  moft  obedient  to  thy  call. 
Leaving  pleafures,  leaving  all. 
With  heart,  with  foul,  with  ftrength  inding^ 
O  fweeteft  Jefu  ;  to  be  thine. 
Who  know  thy  will,  obferve  thy  ways. 
And  in  thy  fervice  fpend  their  days  : 
Ev'n  death,  that  feems  to  fet  them  free, 
But  brings  them  clofer  ftill  to  thee. 


THE  CONVERT'S  LOVE. 

Blessed  light  of  faints  on  high. 
Who  fill  the  manfions  of  the  fky  ; 
Sure  defence,  whofe  mercy  ftill 
Pfeferves  thy  fubjeds  here  from  lU; 
Oh,  my  Jefus  !  make  me  know 
How  to  pay  the  thanks  I  owe. 

As  the  fond  ftieep  that  idly  ftrays. 
With  wanton  play,  through  winding  way|j 
Which  never  hits  the  road  of  home, 
O'er  wilds  of  danger  learns  to  roam. 
Till,  wearied  out  with  idle  fear. 
And  palling  there,  and  turning  here. 
He  will,  for  reft,  to  covert  run. 
And  meet  the  wolf  he  wifh'd  to  (hun. 
Thus  wretched  I,  through  wanton  will. 
Run  blind  and  headlong  on  in  ill : 
'Twas  thus  from  fin  to  fin  I  flew. 
And  thus  1  might  have  periih'd  too  ; 


POEMS. 


»^ 


But  mercy  dropt  the  likenefs  here, 

And  ftijw'd,  and  fav'd  me  from  my  fear. 

While  o'er  the  darkncfs  of  my  mind 

The  facred  fpirit  purely  fhin'd. 

And  mark'd  and  brighten'd  all  the  way 

Which  leads  to  everlafting  day ; 

And  broke  the  thickening  clouds  of  fin, 

And  fix'd  the  light  of  love  v.  ithin. 

From  hence  my  ravifh'd  foul  afpires, 
And  dates  the  rife  of  its  defires. 
From  hence  to  thee,  my  God  1   I  turn, 
And  fervent  wifhes  fay  1  burn  ; 
I  burn,  thy  glorious  face  to  fee, 
And  live  in  endlefs  joy  with  thee. 

There's  no  fuch  ardent  kind  of  flame 
Between  the  lover  and  the  dame ; 
Nor  fuch  afFecftion  parenrs  bear 
To  their  young  and  only  heir. 
Though,  join'd  together,  both  confpire. 
And  boaft  a  doubled  force  of  fire, 
My  t  nder  heart,  within  its  feat, 
Diifolves  before  the  fcorching  heat;. 
As  foftening  wax  is  taught  to  rnn 
Before  the  warmnefs  of  the  fun. 

Oh,  my  flame,  my  pleafing  pain, 
Burn  and  purify  my  (tain. 
Warm  me,  burn  me,  day  by  day. 
Till  you  purge  niy  earth  away ; 
Til!  at  the  laft  I  throughly  (hine. 
And  turn  a  torch  of  love  divine. 


A  DESIRE  TO  PRAISE. 

Propitious  Son  of  God,  to  thee. 
With  all  my  foul,  I  bend  my  knee  ; 
My  wifli  I  fend,  my  want  impart, 
And  dedicate  my  mind  and  heart : 
For,  as  an  abfent  parent's  fon, 
Whofe  fecond  year  is  only  run. 
When  no  proteAing  friend  is  near. 
Void  of  wit,  and  void  of  fear, 
With  things  that  hurt  him  fondly  plays, 
Or  here  he  falls,  or  theie  he  ilrays; 
So,  (hould  my  foul's  eternal  guide, 
The  facred  "spirit  he  deny'd. 
Thy  fervant  foon  the  lofs  would  know, 
And  fink  in  fin,  or  run  to  woe. 

O,  Spirit  bountifully  kind. 
Warm,  poffefs,  and  fill  my  mind; 
Difperfe  my  fins  with  light  divine, 
And  raife  the  flames  of  love  with  thine  ; 
Before  thy  pleafures  rightly  priz'd, 
Let  wealth  and  honour  be  defpis'd ; 
And  let  the  Father's  glory  be 
More  dear  than  life  itfelf  to  me. 

Sing  of  Jefus  :  Virgins,  fing 
Him,  your  everlafting  King  '. 
Sing  of  Jefus !  cheerful  youth. 
Him,  the  God  of  love  and  truth  '. 
Write,  and  raife  a  fong  divine. 
Or  come  and  hear,  and  borrow  nunc. 


Son  eternal.  Word  fuprcme, 
Who  made  the  univerfal  frame. 
Heaven,  and  all  its  (hining  fhow, 
Earth,  and  all  it  holds  below  : 
Bow  with  mercy,  bow  thine  ear. 
While  we  fing  thy  j  raifes  here; 
S;!n  Eternal,  ever  bleL'd, 
Refting  on  the  Father's  breafl, 
Whofe  tender  love  for  all  provides, 
Whofe  power  over  all  prefides ; 
Bow  with  pity,  bow  thine  ear ; 
While  we  fing  thy  praifes,  hear  I 

rhou,  by  pity's  foft  extreme, 
Mov'd,  and  won,  and  fet  on  flame^ 
Aff"um'd  the  form  cf  man,  and  fell    • 
In  pains,  to  refcue  man  from  hell ; 
How  bright  thine  humble  glories  rife. 
And  match  the  luftre  of  the  fkies, 
From  death  and  hell's  dejecfted  ftate 
Arifing,  thou  refuni'd  thy  feat. 
And  golden  thrones  of  blifs  prepar'd 
Above,  to  be  thy  faints'  reward. 

How  bright  thy  glorious  honours  rife. 
And  with  new  luftre  grace  the  fliiesl 
For  thee,  the  fweet  feraphic  choir 
Raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  lyre. 
And  praifes  with  harmonious  found 
Through  all  the  higheft  heaven  rebound. 

O  make  our  notes  with  theirs  agree. 
And  bkfs  the  fouls  that  fing  of  thee  1 
To  thee  the  churches  here  rejoice. 
The  folemn  organs  aid  the  voice  : 
To  facred  roofs  the  found  we  raife. 
The  facrtd  roofs  refound  thy  praife  : 
And  while  our  notes  in  one  agree, 
O  :  biefs  the  church  that  fings  to  thee  I 


ON  HAPPINESS  IN  THJS  LIFE. 

The  morning  opens,  very  frefhly  gay, 
And  life  itfelf  i>  in  the  month  of  May. 
With  green  my  fancy  paints  an  arbour  o'er. 
And  flowerets  with  a  thoufand  colours  more; 
Then  falls  to  weaving  that,  and  fpreading  thefe, 
And  foftly  fhakes  them  with  an  eafy  breeze. 
With  golden  fruit  adorns  the  bending  fhade. 
Or  trails  a  filver  water  o'er  its  bed. 
Glide,  gentle  water,  ftill  more  gently  by, 
While  in  this  fummer-bower  of  blifs  I  lie, 
And  fweetly  fing  of  fenfc-delighting  flames. 
And  nymphs  and  ftiepherds,  foft  invented  names; 
Or  view  the  branches  which  around  me  twine, 
And  praife  their  fruit,  diffufing  fprightly  wine  j 
Or  find  new  pleafures  in  the  world  to  praife, 
And  ftill  vvith  this  return  adorn  my  lays; 
"  Ran"-e  round  your  gardens  of  eternal  fpring, 
"  Go,  range  my  fenfes,  while  I  fweetly  fing ;"_ 

In  vain,  in  vain,  alas !  feduc'd  by  ill. 
And  adled  wildly  by  the  force  of  will ! 
1  tell  my  foul,  it  will  be  conftant  May, 
And  chxrm  a  feafon  never  made  to  Ilay; 
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My  beauteous  artour  will  not  ftand  a  ftorm, 
The  world  but  promifes,  and  can't  perform  : 
Then  fade,  ye  leaves;  and  wither,  all  ye  flowers; 
I'll  doat  no  longer  in  enchanted  bowers  ; 
But  fadly  mourn,  in  melancholy  fong. 
The  vain  conceits  that  held  my  foul  fo  long. 
The  lufts  that  tempt  us  with  ddufivc  fhow, 
And  fin  brought  forth  for  cverlafting  woe. 
Thus  fhall  the  notes  to  furrow's  objeA  rife, 
While  frequent  refts  procure  a  place  for  fighs ; 
jftnd,  as  I  moan  upon  the  naked  plain, 
Be  this  the  burthen  chfing  every  (train  : 
Return,  my  fenfes:  range  no  more  abroad  ; 
He'll  only  find  his  blifs  who  feeks  for  God. 


ECSTACY, 

The  fleeting  joys,  which  all  affords  below, 
Work  the  fond  heart  with  unperforming  fhow; 
The  with  that  makes  our  happier  life  complete, 
Nor  grafps  the  wealth  nor  honours  of  the  great, 
Nor  loofely  fails  on  pleafure's  eafy  ftreain  ; 
Nor  gathers  wreatjis  from  all  the  groves  of  fame  ; 
Weak  man,  whofe  charms  to  thefe  alone  confine, 
Attend  my  prayer,  and  learn  to  make  it  thine. 
Trom  thy  rich  throne,   where  circling  trains  of 

light 
Make  day  that's endlefs,  infinitely  bright; 
Thence,  heavenly  Father  !   thence  with  mercy  dart 
One  beam  of  brightnefs  to  my  longing  heart. 
Dawn  through  the  mind,  drive  errtir's  clouds  away, 
And  ftill  the  rage  in  paflion's  trouliled  fea  ; 
That  the  poor  banifli'd  foul   ft  rene  and  free, 
May  rife  from  earth,  to  vifit  heaven  and  thee  : 

Come,  peace  divine  ;  filed  gently  from  above, 
Infpire  my  willing  bi  fom,  wondroi.s  love  ; 
Thy  purpled  pinions  to  my  fhoulders  tie, 
And  point  the  pafiage  where  I  want  to  l^y. 

But  whither,  whither  now  '.  what  powerful  fire 
With  this  blels'd  influence  equals  my  dtfire  .' 
I  rife  (or  love,  the  kind  dcludct,  n-igns, 
And  adls  in  fancy  fuch  enchanted  fcenes) ; 
Earth  lefTcning  flies,  the  parting  (kics  retreat, 
The  fleecy  clouds  my  waving  feathers  beat ; 
And  now  the  fun  and  now  the  ftars  are  gone, 
Yet  ftill  methinks  tJie  fpirit  bears  me  on. 
Where  traiSls  of  sther  purer  blue  difplay. 
And  edge  the  golden  realm  of  native  day. 

Oh,  ftrange  enjoyment  of  a  blifs  unfeen  I 
Oh,  ravifhment !  Uli,  farred  rage  within  ! 
Tumultuous  pleafure,  rais'd  on  jieace  of  mind, 
Sincere,  excefllvc,  from  the  world  r efin'd  1 
J  fee  the  light  that  veil?  the  throne  en  high, 
A  light  unpicrc'd  by  man's  impurer  eye  ; 
1  hear  the  v.'ords,  that  ifTuing  thence  proclaim, 
"  Let  God's  attendants  praifc  his  awful  name  !" 
Then  heads  unnumbcr'J  bend  before  the  I'-.riue, 
Myfterioiis  feat  cf  M.'jcfty  divine  I 
Atsd  bancs  unnnmber'd  ftrike  the  fiWer  firing, 
And  tongues  unnumbcr'd  hailtlujah  fii'g. 
See,  whi  rt»  the  ihinirg  lerapiiims  appe;:r,  ■ 
And  link  their  decii:!  eyes  vvi.h  h.  ly  {lir. 


See  flights  of  angels  all  their  feathers  ralfe. 

And  range  the  orbs,  and,    as  they  range,  they 

praife ; 
Behold  the  great  apoflles  !  fweetly  met, 
And  high  on  pearls  of  azure  aether  fet. 
Behold  the  prophets,  full  of  heavenly  fire, 
With  wandering  finger  wake  the  trembling  lyre ; 
And  hear  the  martyrs'  tune,  and  all  around 
The  church  triumphant  makes  the  region  found. 
With  harps  of  gold,  with  boughs  of  ever-green. 
With  robes  of  white,  the  pious  throngs  arefeen; 
Exalted  anthems  all  their  hours  employ. 
And  all  is  mufic,  and  cxcefs  of  joy. 

Charm'd  with  the  fight,  I  long  to  bear  a  part; 
The  pleafure  flutters  at  my  ravifh'd  heart. 
Sweet  faints  and  angels  of  the  heavenly  choir. 
If  love  has  warm'd  you  with  celefVial  fire, 
Aflift  my  words,  and,  as  they  move  along, 
With  hallelujahs  crown  the  burthsri'd  fong. 

Father  of  all  above,  and  all  below, 
O  great,  and  far  beyond  exprcflion  fo; 
No  bounds  thy  knowledge,  non;"  thy  power  confine, 
For  power    and    knowledge  in  their  fource  are 

thine  ; 
Around  thee  glory  fpreads  her  golden  wing: 
Sing,  glittering  angels,  hallelujah  fing. 

boii  of  the  father,  firft  beg'  tten  Son, 
Ere  the  fliort  nieafuring  line  of  time  begun. 
The  world  has  feen  thy  works,  and  joy'd  to  fee 
The  bright  effulgence  manifeft  in  thee. 
The  world  mull    own    thee    love's   unfathom'4 

fpring ; 
Sing,  glittering  angels,  hallelujah  fing. 
Proceedirig  -pirit,  equally  divme, 
In  whom  the  Godhead's  full  perfeilion";  (bine, 
With  various  graces,  comforts  uncxprefs'd, 
With  holy  trar-fports  you  refine  the  breaft; 
^nd  earth  is  heaverly  where  your  gifts  you  brinfj 
Sing,  giitteriog  a^'gcls,  hsllelujah  fing. 

But  where's  my  rapture,  where  my  wondrous 
heat. 
What  inteiruption  makes  my  blifs  retreat  ? 
i'his  world's  goi;  in,  the  thoughts  of  t*  other's  croft, 
And  the  gay  j'idture's  in  my  fancy  loft. 
"W'itn  what  an  eager  zeal  the  confcious  foul 
Would  claim  its  feat,  and,  I'oaring,  pa's  the  pole  I 
But  our  attempts  thefe  chains  of  earth  reftrain, 
Deride  our  toil,  and  drag  us  down  again. 
So  frcm  the  ground  afpirjng  meteors  go. 
And,  rank'd  with  planets,  light  the  world  below  J 
But  their  own  bodies  fink  them  in  the  iky, 
Wiien  the  warmth's  gone  that  taught  them  hoT|(r 
to  fly. 


ON    DIVINE    LOVE; 

BY   MEDITATING  ON 

THE  JVQUNDi   QF  CHRIST. 

Holy  Jefps  1   God  of  love  ! 

L<.  ik  \vith  pity  from  above  ; 

Slied  the  precious  purple  tide 

f:oni  thine  haiuls,  ;hy  feet,  thy  fide; 
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Let  thy  fireams  of  comfort  roll, 
I,et  them  pleafe  and  fill  my  foul. 
Let  me  thus  for  ever  be 
Full  of  gladnefs,  full  of  thee. 
This,  for  which  my  wifhcs  pine, 
Is  the  cup  of  love  divine  ; 
iSweet  afFc(ftions  flow  from  hence, 
Sweet,  above  the  joys  of  fenfe  ; 
Blcfled  philtre  !  how  we  find 
Its  facred  worfhlps  I  how  the  mind, 
Of  all  the  world  forgetful  grown, 
Can  defpife  an  earthly  throne ; 
Raife  its  thoughts  to^realms  above. 
Think  of  God,  and  fing  of  love. 

Love  celeflial,  wondrous  heat, 
O,  beyond  expreflion  great ! 
What  refiftlefs  charms  were  thine. 
In  thy  good,  thy  beft  defign ! 
When  God  was  hated,  fin  obey'd, 
And  man  undone  without  thy  aid. 
From  the  feats  of  endlefs  peace 
They  brought  the  Son,  the  Lord  of  Grace; 
They  taught  him  to  receive  a  birth. 
To  clothe  in  fle/h,  to  live  on  earth ; 
And  after,  lifted  him  on  high. 
And  taught  him  on  the  crofs  to  die. 

Love  celeflial,  ardent  fire, 
O,  extreme  of  fweet  defire  1 
Spread  thy  brightly  raging  flame 
Through  and  over  all  my  frame ; 
Let  it  warm  me,  let  it  burn, 
Let  my  corpfe  to  afties  turn  ; 
And,  might  thy  flame  thus  adl  with  me 
To  fet  the  foul  from  body  free, 
1  next  would  ufe  thy  wings,  and  fly 
To  meet  my  Jefus  in  the  flcy. 


ON  QUEEN  ANNE'S  PEACE. 

WRITTEN  IN  DECEMBER  171a. 

Mother  of  plenty,  daughter  of  the  feies, 
Sweet  peace,  the  troubled  world's  defire,  arlfe  ; 
Around  thy  poet  weave  thy  fummer  fliades. 
Within  my  fancy  fpread  thy  flowery  meads; 
Amongfl;  thy  train  foft  eafe  and  pleafure  bring. 
And  thus  indulgent  footh  me  whilft  I  fing. 

Great  Anna  claims  the  long;  no  brighter  name 
Adorns  the  lift  of  never-dying  fame  ; 
No  fairer  foul  v^as  ever  form'd  above ; 
None  e'er  was  more  the  grateful  nation's  love, 
Nor  lov'd  the  nation  more.     I  fly  with  foeed 
To  fing  fuch  lines  as  Bolingbroke  may  read. 
On  war  difpers'd,  on  fadlion  trampled  down, 
On  all  the  peaceful,  glories  of  the  crov.rn. 
And,  if  I  fail  in  too  confin'd  a  flight. 
May  the  kind  world  upon  my  labours  write, 
"  So  fell  the  lines  vthich  flirove  for  endlefs  fame, 
"  Yet  fell,  attempting  on  the  noi^lefl;  theme." 

Now  tv-^elve  reVolvmg  years  lias  Britain  flood, 
With  iofs  of  wealth,  and  vafl  e.xpence  of  blood, 
Europa's  guardian;  fliil  her  gallant  arms 
Stcui'd  Europa  from  impending  harms. 


Fair  honour,  full  fuccefs,  and  juft  applaufe, 
Purfued  her  marches,  and  adorn'd  her  caufe; 
Whilfl  Gaul,  afpiring  to  ered:  a  throne 
O'er  other  empires,  trembled  for  her  own  ; 
Bemoan'd  her  cities  won,  her  armies  flain. 
And  funk  the  thought  qf  univerfal  reign. 

When  thus  reduc'd  the  woild's  invaders  lie. 
The  fear^  which  rack'd  the  nations  juftly  die  : 
Power  finds  its  balance,  giddy  motions  ceafe 
In  both  the  fcales,  and  each  inclines  to  peace. 
This  fair  occaOon  Providence  prepares, 
T'>  anfwer  pious  Anna's  hourly  prayers, 
Which  flill  on  warm  devotion's  w  ings  arofe. 
And,  reaching  heaven,   obtain'd  the  world's  re- 
pofc. 

Within  the  vaft  expanfion  of  the  fky, 
Where  orbs  of  gold  in  fields  of  azure  lie, 
A  glorious  palace  fiiines,  whofe  fiiver  ray. 
Serenely  flowing,  lights  the  milky  way; 
The  road  of  angels.     Here,  with  fpeedycare. 
The  fummon'd  guardians  of  the  world  repair. 
When  Britain's  angel,  on  the  mefTige  lent, 
Speaks  Anna's  prayers,    and    Heaven's   fupreme 

intent ; 
That  war's  deftrudlive  arm  lliould  humble  Gaul 
Spain's  parted  realms  to  different  monarchs  fall  ; 
The  grand  alliance  crown'd  with  glory  ceafe. 
And  joyful  Europe  find  the  fweets  of  peace. 
He  fpoke  :  the  fmiling  hopes  of  man's  repofe. 
The  joy  that  fprings  from  certain  hopes  arofe, 
Dilfufive  o'er  the  place ;  complacent  airs. 
Sedately  fweet,  were  heard  within  the  fpheres; 
And,  bowing,  all  adore  the  fovereign  mind. 
And  fly  to  execute  the  work  defign'd. 

This  done,  the  guardian  on  the  wing  repairs. 
Where  Anna  fate,  revolving  public  cares 
With  deep  concern  of  thought.     Unfeen  he  flood 
Prefenting  peaceful  images  of  good; 
On  fancy's  airy  ftage,  returning  trade, 
A  funk  exchequer  fill'd,  an  army  paid : 
The  fields  with  men,  the  men  with  plenty  blefs'd. 
The  towns  with  riches,  and  the  world  with  reft. 
Such  pleafing  objedts  on  her  bofom  play, 
And  give  the  dawn  of  glory's  golden  day  ; 
When  all  her  labours  at  their  harveft  fhown 
Siiall,  in  her  fubjects'  joy,  complete  her  own. 
Then  breaking  filence  ;  'Tis  enough,  fhe  cries. 
That  war  has  rag'd  to  make  the  nations  wife. 
Heaven  profpers  armies  whilft  they  fight  to  fave 
And  thirft  of  further  fame  deftroys  the  brave ; 
The  vanquifh'd  Gauls  are  humbly  pleas'd  to  livc» 
And  bi.it  efcap'd  the  chains  they  meant  to  give. 
Now  let  the  powers  be  ftill'd,  and  each  poflfefs'd 
Of  what  fecures  the  common  fafety  beft. 

So  fpake  the  queen ;  then,  fill'd  with  warmth 
divine, 
She  call'd  her  Oxford  to  the  grand  defign  ; 
Her  Oxford,  prudent  in  affairs  of  ftate. 
Profoundly  thoughtful,  raanifeftly  great 
In  every  turn,  whofe  fteady  temper  fleers 
Above  the  reach  of  giild,  or  (hock  of  fears  ; 
Whom  no  blind  chance,  but  merit  underftood. 
By  frequent  trials,  power  of  doing  good. 
And  will  to  execute,  advanc'd  o"  high  : 

Oh,  foul  created  to  deferve  the  iky  ; 
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And  make  the  nation,  crown'd  with  glory,  fee, 
How  much  it  rais'd  itfelf  by  raifing  thee  ! 
Now  kt  the  fchemes  which  lab-ur  in  thy  breaft, 
The  long  alliance,  crown'd  with  lading  reft, 
Weigh  all  pretences  with  impartial  laws, 
And  fix  the  feparate  interefts  of  the  caufe  ! 

Thefe  toils  the  graceful  Bolingbroke  attends, 
A  genius  fafhion'd  for  the  greateft  ends; 
Whofe  ftrong  perception  takes  the  fwifteft  flight, 
And  yet  its  fwiftnefs  ne'er  obfcures  its  fight : 
When  fchsmes  are  fix'd,  and  each  aflign'd  a  part, 
Kone  ferves  his  country  with  a  nobler  heart ; 
Juft  thoughts  of  honour  all  his  mind  controul, 
And  expedition  wings  his  lively  foul. 
On  fuch  a  patriot  to  confer  the  truft. 
The  monarch  knows  it  fafe,  as  well  as  juft. 

Then  next  proceeding  in  her  agents'  choice, 
And  ever  pleas'd  that  worth  obtains  the  voice, 
She,  from  the  voice  of  high-diftinguifh'd  fames. 
With  pious  Brifloi,  gallant  Strafford  names  : 
One  form'd  to  ftand  a  church's  firm  fupport. 
The  other  fitted  to  adorn  a  court  : 
Both  vers'd  in  bufinefs,  both  of  fine  addrefs. 
By  which  experience  leads  to  great  fuccefs  : 
And  both  to  diftant  lands  the  monarch  fends. 
And,  to  their  condu<5l,  Europe's  peace  commends. 

Now  (hips  unmoor'd,  to  waft  her  agents  o'er. 
Spread  all  their  fail,  and  quit  the  flying  fhore; 
The  foreign  agents  reach  th' appointed  place. 
The  congrefs  opens,  and  it  will  be  peace. 
Methinks  the  war,  like  flormy  winter,  flies, 
When  fairer  months  unveil  thcbluilh  flcies; 
A  flowery  world  the  fvveeteft  feafon  fpieads. 
And  doves,  with   branches,    flutter  round  their 
heads. 

Half-peopled  Gaul,  whom  numerous  illsdeftroy. 
With  wilhful  heart,  attends  the  promis'd  joy. 
For  this  prepares  the  duke — ah,  fadly  flain, 
'Tis  grief  to  name  him  whom  we  mourn  in  vain  ; 
No  warmth  of  verfc  repairs  the  vital  flame. 
For  verfe  can  only  grant  a  life  in  fame ; 
Yet  could  my  praife,  like  fpicy  odours  flicd, 
In  everlafling  fong  embalm  the  dead  ; 
To  realms  that  weeping  heard  thellofs  I'd  tell. 
What  courage,  fenfc,  and  faith,   with  Brandon 

fell; 

But  Britain  more  than  one  for  glory  breeds, 
And  polilh'd  Talbot  to  the  charge  fucceeds; 
Whole  far-projeiting  thoughts,  maturely  clear, 
Like  glafies,  draw  their  diflant  objecSts  near. 
Good  parts,  by  gentle  breeding  much  rcfin'd. 
And  ftores  of  learning,  grace  his  ample  mind  ; 
A  cautious  virtue  regulates  liis  ways, 
And  honour  gilds  them  with  a  thoufand  rays. 
To  ferve  his  nation,  at  his  queen's  command. 
He  parts,  comniiflion'd  for  the  Gallic  land  ; 
With  pleafure  Gaul  beholds  him  on  her  fliore. 
And  learns  to  love  the  name  fhe  fear'd  btfore. 

Once  more  aloft,  there  meet  for  new  debates, 
The  guardian  angels  of  Europa's  ftates : 
And  mutual  concord  flaiies  in  every  face. 
And  every  bofom  glows  with  hopes  of  peace  ; 
While    Britain's    fteps,    in    cue    coni'ent,     they 

praife, 
Then  gravely  mourn  their  other  realais  Jtlp.ys; 


Their   doubtful   claims,    through    feas   of    blooi 

purfued, 
Their  fears  that  Gallia  fell  but  half  fubdued ; 
And  all  the  reafonings  which  attempt  to  fhow 
That  war  Ihould  ravage  in  the  world  below. 
"  Ah,  fall'n  eftate  of  man !  can  rage  delight, 
"  Wounds   pleafe  the  touch,  or  ruin  charm  the 

"  fight! 
"  Ambition  make  unlovely  mifchief  fair  ! 
"  Or  ever  pride  be  Providence's  care  I 
"  When  ftern  opprefTors  range  the  bloody  field, 
"  'Tis  juft  to  conquer,  and  unfafe  to  yield  : 
*'  There  fave  the  nations ;  but  no  more  purfue, 
"  Nor  in  thy  turn  become  opprelTor  to." 

Our  rebel  angels  for  ambition  fell. 
And,  war  in  heaven  produc'd  a  fiend  in  hell. 
Thus,  with  a  foft  concern  for  man's  repofe. 
The  tender  guardians  join  to  moan  our  woes; 
Then  awful  rife,  combin'd  with  all  their  might, 
To  find  what  fury,  'fcap'd  the  den  of  night. 
The  pleafing  labours  of  their  love  withftands. 
And  fpreads  a  wild  diftradlion  o'er  the  lands. 
Their  glittering  pinions  found  in  yielding  air, 
And  watchful  Providence  approves  the  care. 
In  Flandria's  foil,  where  camps  have  mark'd  the 

plain. 
The  fiend,  impetuous  difcord,  fix'd  her  reign  ; 
A  tent  her  royal  feat.     With  full  refort 
Stern  fliapes  of  horror  throng 'd  her  bufy  court ; 
Blind  mifchief,  ambufli  clofe  concealing  ire. 
Loud  threatenings,  ruin  arm'd  with  fword  and  fire  ; 
Afiaulting  fiercenefs,  anger  wanting  breath, 
High  reddening  rage,  and  various  forms  of  deatii ; 
Dire  imps  of  darknefs,  whom  with  gore  fhe  feeds. 
When  war  beyond  its  point  of  good  proceeds. 
In  Gallic  armour,  call'd  with  alter'd  name 
Great  love  of  empire,  to  the  field  fhe  came  ; 
Now,  ftill  fupporting  feud,  fhe  ftrives  to  hide 
Beneath  that  name,  and  only  change  the  fide: 
But,  as  file  whirl'd  the  rapid  wheels  around, 
Where  mangled  limbs  in  heaps  pollute  the  ground 
(  A  fullen  joylefs  fport)  ;  with  fearching  eye, 
The  Ihining  chiefs  regard  her  as  they  fly  ; 
Then,  hovering,  dart  their  beams  of  heavenly  light : 
She  fiarts,  the  fury  ftands  confefs'd  to  ftght ; 
And  grieves  to  leave  the  foil,  and  yells  aloud. 
Her  yells  are  aiifwer'd  by  the  fable  crowd  ; 
And  all  on  bat-like  wings  (if  fame  be  true) 
From  Chriftian  lands  to  northern  climates  flew. 

But  rifing  murmurs  from  Britannia's  fliore 
With  fpeed  recall  her  watchful  guardian  o'er. 
Fie  fpreads  his  pinions,  and,  approaching  near, 
Thefe  hints,  in  fcatter'd  words,  affault  his  ear : 
The  people's  power — The  grand  alliance  ctofs'd, 
The  peace  is  feparate — Our  religion's  loft'. 
Led  by  the  blatant  voice  along  the  flcies. 
He  comes,  where  fadlion  over  cities  flies; 
A  talking  fiend,  whom  fnaky  locks  difgrace. 
And  numerous  mouths  deform  her  dufky  fiict: ; 
Whence  lies  are  utter'd,  whifpcr  fofcly  founds. 
Sly  doubts  amaze,  or  inuendo  wounds. 
Within  liCr  arms  are  heaps  of  jamphlcts  feen. 
And  thefe  blafpheme  the  Saviour,  thofe  the  queen ; 
Aflbciate  vices;  thus  with  tongue  and  hand, 
She  fhcd  her  venom  o'er  the  troubled  land. 
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Now  ve:i'cl  that  difcoid,  and  tlie  banefu!  train 
That    tends  on    difcord,    fled    the   neigiibouring 

plain, 
She  ra^'d  to  madnefs  ;  when  the  sfuardian  came, 
And  downwards  drove  her  v^ith  a  iword  of  flame. 
A  mountain,  gaping  to  the  nether  hell, 
Receiv'd  the  fury,  railing  as  (he  fell : 
The  mountain  cloring  o'er  the  fury  lies. 
And  ftopi?  her  palTage,  where  (he  means  to  rife ; 
Arid  when  flie  drives,  or  (hifcs  her  fide  for  eafe, 
All  Britain  rocks  aniidft  her  circling  feas. 

Now  peace,  returning  after  tedious  woes, 
Reftores  the  comforts  of  a  calm  repofe  ; 
Then  bid  the  warriors  Hieathe  their  fanguin'd  arras, 
Bid  angry  trumpets  ceafe  to  found  aLirms ; 
Guns  leave  to  thunder  in  the  toniir'd  air. 
Red  ftreaming  colours  furl  around  the  fpear; 
And  each  contending  realm  no  longer  jar, 
But,  pleas'd  with  reft,  unharneTs  all  the  war. 

She  comes,    the  blefling   comes ;    where'er  (he 
moves 
New-fpringlng  beauty  all  the  land  improves : 
More  heaps  of  fragrant  flowers  the  field  adorn, 
More  fweet  tiie  birds  falute  the  rofy  morn  ; 
More  lively  green  refrefhes  all  the  leave?. 
And  in  the  breeze  the  corn  more  thickly  waves. 
She  coaies,  the  blefling  comes  in  eafy  (late, 
And  forms  of  brightnefs  all  around  her  wait : 
Here  fmiling  fafety,  with  her  bofom  bare, 
Seci:rely  walks,  and  cheeiftil  plenty  there; 
Here  wondrous  fciences  with  eagles'  fight ; 
There  liberal  aits,  which  make  the  world  polite; 
And  open  traffic,  joining  hand  in  hand. 
With  honell  indullry,  approach  the  land. 

O,  welcome,  long-delir'd,  and  lately  found  1 
Here  fix  thy  f;at  upon  the  Britifh  ground; 
Thy  (hining  train  around  the  nation  fend, 
While  by  degrees  the  loading  taxes  end  : 
While  caution  calm,  yet  flill  prepar'd  for  arms. 
And  foreign  treaties,  guard  from  foreign  harms  : 
While  equal  juflice,  hearing  every  caufe, 
Makes  every  fubjetl  join  to  love  the  laws. 
Where  Britain's  patriots  in  council  meet. 
Let  public  fafety  reft  at  Anna's  feet  : 
Let  Oxford's  fchemes  the  path  to  plenty  (how, 
And  through  the  realm  increafnig  plenty  go. 
Let  arts  and  fciences  in  glory  rife. 
And  pleas'd  the  world  has  leifure  to  be  wife ; 
Around  their  Oxford  and  their  St.  John  (land, 
Like  plants  that  flourifh  by  the  maflcr's  hand  : 
And  fafe  in  hope  the  fons  of  learning  wait. 
Where  learning's  felf  has  fix'd  her  fair  retreat. 
Let  traffic,  cherifh'd  by  the  fenate's  care. 
On  all  the  feas  employ  the  wafting  air  : 
And  induflry,  with  circulating  vving. 
Through  all  the  land  the  goods  of  traffic  bring. 
The  blefllngs  fo  difpos'd  will  long  abide. 
Since  Anna   rsJgns,   and  Hurley's  thoughts  pre- 

fide, 
Great  Ormond's  arms  the  fword  of  caution  wield. 
And  hold  Britannia's  broad- prtKCvSIng  fnield; 
Bright  Bolingbroke  and  worthy  Dartmouth  treat. 
By  fair  difpatch,  with  every  foreign  (late  ; 
And  Harcourt's  knowledge,  equitably  fhown, 
Mikes  juftice  call  his  fira:  decrees  her  ow.i. 
Voi-.Vil, 


Thus  all  that  poets  fancied  heaven  of  old, 
M^.y  for  the  nation's  prefent  emblem  hold  : 
That  Jove  imperial  fway'd  ;  Minerva  wife, 
And  Phopbus  elnqicnt,  adorn'd  the.fkies  ; 
On  arts  Cyllenius  fix'd  his  full  delight, 
Mars  rein'd  the  war,  and  Themis  judg'd  the  right  I 
All  mortals,  once  beneficently  great, 
(As  fame  reports)  and  rais'd  in  heavenly  (late; 
Yet,  fharing  labours,  flill  they  fhunn'd  repofe, 
To  filed  the  blefling*  dawn  by  which  they  rofe. 
Illuftrious  queen,    how  Heaven    hath    heard  thy 

prayurs  ! 
What  ftores  of  happincfs  attend  thy  cares  ! 
A  church  in  fafety  fix'd,  a  ftate  in  rcfl, 
A  faithful  miniJlry,  a  people  blefs'd  ; 
.Vnd  kings,  fubmillive  at  thy  foot-il;ool  thrown, 
That  others  rights  rellore,  or  beg  their  own. 
Now  rais'd  with  thankful  mind;  and  rollino-  flow,  - 
In  grand  procefllon  to  the  temple  go, 
By  fnow-white  horfes  drawn  ;  while  founding  fame 
Proclaims  thy  confing,  praife  exalts  thy  name; 
Fair  honour,  drefs'd  in  robes,  adorns  thy  ftate. 
And  on  thy  train  the  crowded  nations  wait ; 
Who,  prefilng,  view  with  what  a  tempcr'd  grace 
The  looks  of  majefly  coniiinfe  thy  face; 
And  mingling  fwcetnefs  fhines,  or  how  thy  drefs, 
Aiid  how  thy  pomp,  an  inward  joy  coafefs; 
Then,  fiU'd  with  pleafures  to  thy  glory  due, 
With  fliouts,  the  chariot  moving  on,  purfue. 
As  when  the  Phoenix  from  Arabia  flown 
(If  any  Phoenix  were  by  Anna  known) 
His  fpice  at  Phcebus'  fhrine  prepar'd  to  lay, 
Wlure'er  their  monarch  cut  his  airy  way  ; 
The  g^tJicring  birds  around  the  wonder  flew, 
And  much  admir'd  his  fliape,  and  much  his  hue  ; 
The  tuft  of  gold  that  giow'd  above  his  head. 
His  fpacious  train  with  golden  feathers  fpi'ead  ; 
His  gilded  bofom,  fpcL-k'd  with  purple  pride, 
And  both  his  wings  in  gloffy  purple  dy'd  : 
He  ftdl  purfues  his  way  ;  with  wondering  eyes 
The  birds  attend,  and  f<;llow  where  he  flies. 
Thrice  happy  Britons,  if  at  iall  you  know 
'Tis  kfs  to  conquer,  than  to  want  a  foe; 
That  triumphs  flill  are  made  for  war's  decreafe. 
When  men,  by  conqueft,  rife  to  views  of  peace; 
I'hat  over  toils  for  peace  in  view  we  run. 
Which  gain'd,  the  world  is  pleas'd,  and  war  is 

done. 
Fam'd  Blenheim's  field,  Ramillies'  noble  feat, 
Blaregni's  defperate  adl  of  gallant  heat. 
Or  wondrous  Winendale,  Are  war  purfued. 
By  wounds  and  deaths,  through  plains  with  blooi 

embrued ; 
But  good  deflgn,  to  make  the  world  be  ftill. 
With  human  grace  adorns  the  needful  ill. 
This  end  obtain'd,  we  clofe  thefceucs  of  rage. 
And  gentler  glories  deck  the  riling  age. 
-Such  gentler  glories,  fuch  reviving  days, 
The  nation's  wifhcs,  and  the  ftatefman's  praife  : 
Now  pleas'd  to  ftiine,  iu  golden  order  throng. 
Demand  our  annals,  and  enrich  our  fong. 
Then  go  where  Albion's  cliffs  approach  the  fkies 
(The  fame  of  Albion  fo  defcrves  to  rife); 
And,  deep  engrav'd  for  time,  till  time  fhall  ceafe. 
Upon  the  flones  their  fair  infcription  plavr-i. 
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Iberia  rent,  the  power  of  Gallia  broke, 
Satavia  refcued  froMi  the  ihreaten'd  yoke; 
The  royal  Auftrian  rais'd,  his  realms  reftor'd. 
Great  Britain  ann'J,  triumphant  and  ador'd  ; 
It>  Itate  enlarg'd,  i:s  peac-  reilor'd  apain. 
Are  bleflings  all  adorning  Anna's  reign. 


TO    DR.    SWIFT, 

ON   UlS  BIKTH-DAV,  NOVEMBER   30,   IJIj- 

TJrg'd  by  the  warmth  of  friendfhip's  facred  flams, 

But  more  by  all  the  glories  of  thy  fame  ; 

By  all  thoft  offsprings  of  thy  learned  mind, 

In  judgment  folid  as  in  wit  refin'd, 

Refolv'd  i  ilng.     Though  labouring  up  the  way 

To  reach  my  theme,  O  Swift,  accept  my  lay. 

Rapt  by  the  force  of  thought,  and  rais'd  above, 
Through  contemplation's  airy  fields  I  rove; 
Where  powerful  fancy  purifies  my  eye. 
And  lights  the  beauties  of  a  brighter  Iky; 
Freih  paints  the  meadows,  bids  green  fbades  afcend, 
Clear  rivers  wind,  and  openii-.g  plains  extend ; 
Then  fills  its  landfcape  through  the  varied  parts 
With  virtuts,  gracr,;,  fciences,  and  arts  : 
Superior  forms,  of  more  than  m<rtalair, 
?.Iore  large  than  mortals,  more  ferenely  fair. 
Of  thefe  two  chiefs,  the  guardians  of  thy  name, 
Confpire  to  raife  thee  to  the  point  of  fame. 
Ye  future  times,  I  heard  the  filver  found  1 

1  faw  the  graces  form  a  circle  round ' 

iiacii,  where  (he  fix'd,  attentive  feem'd  to  root, 
And  all,  but  eloquence  herfelf,  was  mute. 

High  o'er  the  reft;  I  fee  the  goddefs  rife, 
Jjoofe  to  the  breeze  her  upper  garment  flies  : 
By  turns,  within  her  eyes  the  pafilons  burn, 
And  fofter  pafilons  languifli  in  their  turn  : 
Upon  her  tongue  pciruafion  or  command, 
And  decent  ?.<flion  dwells  upon  her  hand. 

From  out  her  bread  ('twas  there  the  treafure  lay) 
She  drew  ihy  labours  to  the  blaze  of  day; 
Then  gaz'J,  and  read  the  charms  Cac  could  infpire, 
And  taught  the  liftening  audience  to  admire. 
How  flrong  thy  flight,   how  large  thy  grafp  of 

thought. 
How  juft  thy  fchemes,  how  regularly  wrought ; 
How  fure  you  wouud  when  ironies  deride, 
M'hich  mull  be  fcen,  and  feign  to  turn  afide. 
'Twas  thus  exploring  flie  rcjoic'd  to  fee 

2  Icr  brightcll  features  dra%vn  fo  near  by  thf e  : 

"  Then  here,"  flie  cries,  "  let  future  ages  dwell, 
**  And  learn  to  copy,  where  tiiey  can't  excel." 
She  fpake.     Applaufe  attended  on  the  dole  : 
Then  pocly,  her  filler  art,  arofe ; 
Her  fairer  filler,  born  in  deeper  eafc, 
Not  made  fo  much  for  bufinefs,  more  to  plcafe. 
Upon  her  cheek  fits  beauty,  ever  young ; 
The  fi)ul  of  mufic  warbles  on  her  tongue; 
Bright  in  her  eyes  a  pieafiiig  ardour  glows, 
Atid  fmrn  her  heart  the  fwtetefl  temper  flows  : 
j\  laurel  wreath  adorns  her  curls  of  hair. 
And  binds  their  order  to  the  daneing  air  : 
hhe  Ihakes  the  colours  of  her  radnnt  wing, 
And,  from  the  fphcrcs,  (he  takes  a  pitch  to  fing. 


Thrice  happy  genius  his,  whofe  Works  have  hit 
The  lucky  point  of  bufinefs  and  of  wit. 
They   feem   like   fliowers,   which    April  months 

prepare 
To  call  their  flowery  glories  up  to  air  : 
The  drops,  defcending,  take  the  painted  bow, 
And  drefs  with  funfliine,  while  for  good  they  flow. 
To  me  retiring  oft,  he  finds  relief 
In  flowly  wafting  care  and  biting  grief : 
From  me  retreating  oft,  he  gives  to  view 
What  eafes  care  and  grief  in  others  too. 
Ye  fondly  grave,  be  wife  enough  to  know, 
"  Life,  ne'er  unbent,  were  but  a  life  of  woe." 
Some,  full  in  llretch  for  greatnefs,  fome  for  gain_. 
On  his  own  rack  each  puts  himfelf  to  pain. 
I'll  gently  fteal  you  from  your  toils  away, 
^\'■he^e  balmy  winds  with  fcents  ambrofial  play; 
Where,  on  the  banks  as  cryllal  rivers  flow. 
They  teach  immortal  amaranths  to  grow : 
Then,  from  the  mild  indulgence  of  the  fcene, 
Rellore  your  tempers  ftrong  for  toils  again. 

She  ceas'd.     Soft  mufic  trembled  in  the  wind. 
And  fweet  delight  diffus'd  through  every  mind: 
The  little  fmiles,  which  ftill  the  g^iddefs  grace, 
Sportive  arcfe,  and  ran  from  face  to  face. 
But  chief  (and  in  that  place  the  virtues  blefs) 
A  gentle  band  their  eager  joys  exprefs  : 
Here,  friendfhip  alks,  and  love  of  merit  longs 
To  hear  the  goddefies  renew  their  fongs; 
Here  great  benevolence  to  man  is  pleas'd  ; 
Thefe  own  their  Swift,   and   grateful  hear  him 

prais'd. 
You  gentle  band,  you  well  may  bear  your  part, 
You  reign  fuperior  graces  in  his  heart. 

O  Swift !  if  fame  be  life  (as  well  we  know 
That  bards  and  heroes  have  efteem'ti  it  fo) ; 
Thou  canlt  not  wholly  die.     Thy  works  will  fhinc 
I'o  future  times,  and  life  in  fame  be  thine. 


BISHOP    BURNET'S 

BEING  SET  ON   FIRE  IN    HIS  CL03ET. 

From  that  dire  aera,  bane  to  Sarum's  pride, 
V\'^hich  broke  his  fchemes,  and  laid  his  friends  afide. 
He  ta'ks  and  writes  that  Popery  will  return, 
A:-.d  we,  and  he,  and  all  his  works  will  burn. 
What  touch'd  himfelf  was  almoll  fairly  prov'd  : 
(Oil,  far  from  Britain  be  the  reft  remov'd  !) 
For,  as  of  late  he  meant  to  blefs  the  age. 
With  flagrant  prefaces  of  party  rage, 
O'erwt-ought  with  palfion,  and  the  fubjedl's  weight, 
Lolling,  he  nodded  in  his  elbow-feat ; 
Down  fell  the  candle  ;  greafe  and  zeal  confpire. 
Heat  meets  with  heat,  and  pamphlets  burn  their 

fire. 
Here  crawls  a  preface  on  itshalf-burn'd  maggots, 
And  there  an  introdudlion  brings  its  faggots  : 
Then  roars  the  prophet  of  the  northern  nation, 
Scorch'd  by  a  flaming  fpeech  on  moderation. 

Unwarn'd  by  this,  go  on,  the  realm  to  fright, 
Thou  Briton  vaunting  in  thy  fecond-fight  I 
In  fuch  a  niiniftry  you  fafely  tell, 
Huw  much  you'd  fufier,  if  re.igiun  fell. 


POEM    S. 
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In  airy  fields,  the  fields  of  blifsbelnw, 

Where  woods  of  myrtle,  fct  by  Maro,  grow  ; 

Where  grafs  beneath,  and  (hade  ditfus'd  above, 

Refrefh  the  fevers  of  diflratfted  love  : 

There,  at  a  folemn  tide,  the  beauties,  flain 

By  tender  paflion,  aft  their  fates  again. 

Through  gloomy  light,  that  juft  betrays  the  grove. 

In  orgies,  all  difconfolately  rove  : 

They  range  the  reeds,  and  o'er  the  poppies  fwcep, 

That  nodding  band  beneath  their  load  of  lleep. 

By  lakes  fubfiding  with  a  gentle  face. 

And  rivers  gliding  with  a  filent  pace; 

Where  kings  and  fvsraius,  by  ancient  authors  fung. 

Now  chang'd  to  flowerets  o'er  the  margin  hung ; 

The  felf-admirer,  white  NarcilTus,  fo 

Fades  at  the  brink,  his  pifture  fades  below  : 

In  bells  of  azure.  Hyacinth  arofe  ; 

In  crimfon  painted,  young  Adonis  glows ; 

The  fragrant  Crocus  (hone  with  golden  flame, 

And  leaves  infcrib'd  with  Ajax'  haughty  name. 

A  fad  remembrance  brings  their  lives  to  view, 

And,  with  their  palFion,  makes  their  tears  renew; 

Unwinds  the  years,  and  lays  the  former  I'ccne, 

Where,  after  death,  they  live  for  deatlis  again. 

Loft  by  the  glories  of  her  lover's  ftate, 
Deluded  Semele  bewails  her  fate; 
And  runs,  and  feems  to  burn,  the  flames  arife, 
And  fan  with  idle  fury  as  (he  flies. 

The  lovely  Cxnis,  whofe  transforming  (hape 
Secur'd  her  honour  fnmi  a  fecond  rape. 
Now  moans  the  firft,  with  ruflled  drefs  appears, 
Feels  her  whole  fex  return,  and  bathes  with  tears. 

The  jealous  Procris  wipes  a  feeming  wound, 
Whofe  trickling  crimfon  dyes  the  bu(hy  ground ; 
Knows  the  fad  (haft,  and  calls  before  flie  go, 
To  kifs  the  favourite  hand  that  gave  the  blow. 
Where  Ocean  feigns  a  rage,  the  Seilian  fair 
Holds  a  dim  taper  from  a  tower  of  air; 
A  noifelefs  wind  aflaults  the  wavering  light. 
The  beauty  tumbling  mingles  with  the  night. 

Where  curling  (hades  for  rough  Leucate  rofe, 
With  love  diftrafted  tuneful  Sappho  goes ; 
Sings  to  mock  clifts  a  melancholy  lay. 
And  with  a  lover's  leap  affrights  the  fea. 

The  fad  Eryphile  retreats  to  moan. 
What  wrought  her  hufband's  death,  and  caus'd 

her  own ; 
Surveys  the  glittering  veil,  the  bribe  of  fate, 
And  tears  the  (hadow,  but  (he  tears  too  late. 

In  thin  defign,  and  airy  picture,  fleet 
The  tales  that  ftain  the  royal  houfe  of  Crete; 
To  court  a  lovely  bull,  Pafiphae  flies, 
The  fnowy  phantom  feeds  before  her  eyes. 
1,0ft  Ariadne  raves,  the  thread  (he  bore 
Tfails  on  unwinding,  as  (he  walks  the  (hore ; 
And  Phasdra,  defperate,  feeks  the  lonely  groves. 
To  read  her  guilty  letter  while  (he  roves; 
Red  fhame  confounds  the  firft,  the  fecond  wears 
A  ftarry  crown,  the  third  a  halter  bears. 
Fair  Laodamia  niiourns  her  nuptial  night 
Of  love  defrauded  by  the  thii  ft  of  fight ; 
Yet,  for  another  as  delufive  cries, 
And,  dauntlefs,  fees  her  heroe's  ghoft  arife. 


Here  ThifBc,  Canace,  and  Dido,  (land, 
All  arm'd  wi'h  fwords,  a  fair,  but  angry  band  : 
The  fw  .rd  a  lover  own'd;  a  fither  gave 
The  next ;  a  ftranger  chanc'd  the  laft  to  leave. 

And  there,  ev'n  Oie,  the  i;oddefs  of  the  grove, 
Join'd  with  the  phantom-fairs,  afTeiSts  to  rove. 
As  once,  for  Latmos,  (he  furfook  the  plain, 
To  fecal  the  kiiTes  of  a  flumSering  fwain  : 
Around  her  head  a  ftarry  fillet  twines. 
And  at  the  frmt  a  filver  crefcent  (hines. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand,  and  a  thoufand  more, 
Wirh  facred  rage  recall  the  pangs  they  bore. 
Strike  the  deep  dirt  afrefii,  and  aik  relief. 
Or  fdoth  the  wound  with  foftening  words  of  grief,^ 
At  luch  a  tide,  uiiheedful  love  invades 
The  dark  recelTes  o(  the  madding  (hades  ; 
Through  long  defcent  he  fans  the  fogs  around; 
His  purple  feathers,  as  he  fliei,  refound. 
The  nimble  beauties,  crowding  all  to  gaze. 
Perceive  the  common  truubler  of  rheir  eaCe; 
rhough  dulling  mifts  and  dubious  day  deftroy 
The  fine  appearance  "i  tlie  fluttering  boy. 
Though  all  the  pomp  that  ghtters  at  hii  fide. 
The  g.  Iden  belt,  the  ciafp  and  quiver  hide  ; 
And  though  the  torch  appear  a  gleam  of  white, 
Thatfainrly  !p.)ts,  and  mives  in  hazy  night. 
Vet  ftill  they  know  the  god,  the  general  foe. 
And  threatening  'ift  their  airy  hands  below. 

From    hence   they  lead  hiai  where   a  myrtlfc 
flood,  ^ 

The  faddeft  myrtle  in  'he  mournful  wood; 
Devote  ti>  vex  the  gods,  'twas  here  before 
Hell's  awful  eniprcls  foft  Adonis  bore. 
When  the  young  hunter  fcorn'd  her  graver  air. 
And  only  Venus  warm'd  his  (hadow  there. 

Fix'd  to  the  trunk  the  tender  boy  they  bind, 
They  cord  his  feet  beneath,  his  hands  behind  ; 
He  mourns,  but  vainly  mourns  his  angry  fate. 
For  beauty,  ftill  releniefs,  atSls  in  hate. 
Thi'Ugh  no  oflence  be  done,  no  judge  be  nigh. 
Love  muft  be  guilty  by  the  common  cry ; 
For  all  are  pleas'd,  by  partial  pafTion  led, 
I'o  fliift  their  follies  on  another's  head. 

Now  (harp  leproaxhes  ring  their  flirill  alarms, 
And  all  the  heroines  branclilh  all  their  arms ; 
And  every  heroine  makes  i:  her  decree. 
That  Cupid  fuffer  juft  the  fame  as  fhe. 
'i'o  fix  the  defperate  halter  one  e(ray'd. 
One  feeks  to  wound  him  with  an  empty  blade." 
Some  headlong  hang  the  nodding  rocks  of  air, 
They  fall  in  fancy,  and  he  feels  delpair. 
Some  tofs  the  hollow  feas  around  his  head 
(The  feas  that  want  a  wave  afford  a  dread). 
Or  fhake  the  torch,  the  fparklinj^  fury  flies. 
And  flames  that  never  burn'd  afflivft  his  eyes. 

The  mournful  Myrrha  burfts  her  reridid  womb, 
And  drowns  his  vifage  in  a  moift  perfume. 
While  others,  feeming  mild,  advi.'e  to  wound 
With  humorous  pains  by  fly  derifion  found. 
That  prickling  bodkins  teach  the  blood  to  flow. 
From  whence  the  rofes  firft  begin  to  glow ; 
Or  in  their  flames,  to  fiiige  the  boy  prepare, 
That  all  (hould  choofe  by  wanton  fancy  where. 

The  lovely  Venus,  with  a  bleeding  breaft. 
She  too  fecurelv  through  the  circle  preft, 
£ij 
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Forgot  the  parent,  urg'J  his  hafty  fate, 
j\ud  fpurr'J  the  female  rage  beyond  debate  ; 
O'er  all  the  fccnes  of  frai'ty  f  .viftly  runs, 
<'\bfo'.vcs  herfelf,  and  makes  the  crime  her  fou's, 
That  clafp'd  in  chains  with  Mars  fhe  chanc'd  to 

lie, 
A  noted  fable  of  the  laughing  flcy; 
Thar,  from  her  love's  intemperate  heat,  began 
Sicanian  £ryx,  born  a  favage  man; 
The  loofe  Priapus,  and  the  nn.nfler  wight, 
In  whom  the  ftxes  {hamefully  unite. 

Nor  words  fufilce  the  goddefsof  the  fair, 
£!'.e  fnaps  the  rofy  wreath  that  binds  her  hair ; 
Then  on  the  God,  who  fear'J  a  fiercer  woe, 
Her  hands,  unpitying,  dealt  the  frequent  blow  : 
IVom  all  his  tender  {kin  a  purple  dew 
The  dreadfi'.l  fcourges  of  the  chapiet  drew, 
l-rom  whence  tlie  rofe,  by  Cupid  ting'd  before, 
Now,  doubly  tinging,  llameswith  lufrre  more^ 

Here  ends  their  wrath,  the  parent  fcems  fcvere, 
The  firckc's  unfit  for  little  Love  to  bear; 
To  fave  their  foe  the  melting  beauties  fly. 
And,  cruel  mother,  fpare  thy  child,  they  cry. 
To  love's  account  rhey  plac'd  their  death  of  late. 
And  now  transfer  the  fad  account  to  fate  : 
The  mother,  pleas'd,  beheld  the  ftorni  affwajje, 
Thank'd  the  calm  mourners,  and  difmifs'd  her 
rage, 

Thus  fancy,  once  in  dulky  fliade  exprefs'd, 
With  emi*y  teirors  work'd  the  time  of  reft. 
"Where  wretched  lovj  cndur'd  a  world  of  woe, 
lor  all  a  winter's  length  of  night  below. 
Then  foat'd,  as  fleep  diffolv'd,  unchain'd  away, 
And  thrmigh  the  port  oi  ivory  reach'd  the  day. 

As,  mindlefsof  their  rage,  he  flowly  iails 
On  pinions  cumber'd  in  tiie  mifty  vales ; 
(Ah,  fool  to  light !)  the  nymphs  no  mt.re  obey, 
Kor  vas  this  region  ever  his  to  fway  : 
Cafl  in  a  deencn'd  ring  they  clofe  the  plain, 
And  feize  the  god,  reluftant  all  in  vaii). 


THE  JUDGMENT  Of  PARIS. 

VuETiE  waving  pines  the  brows  of  Ida  (hade. 
The  iwain,  young  Paris,  half  fiipinely  laid,    [rove. 
Saw  th.e   loofe  flocks  through  fhrubs  unnumbcr'd 
Ai}d,  piping,  call'd  them  to  the  gladded  grove. 
'  rv»as  there  he  met  the  meQage  of  tlie  Ikies, 
That  he,  the  judge  of  beauty,  deal  the  prize, 
'i'lie  mcffagc  kno%vn  ;  one  love  with  anxious  nund, 
To  make  his  mother  guard  the  time  afiign'd. 
Drew  foith  her  proud  white  fwans,  and  trac'd  the 

pair 
That  wheel  her  chariot  in  the  purple  air: 
A  goldfn  bow  behind  his  fliouldcr  bends, 
A  golden  quiver  at  his  iidc  depends; 
Pointing  to  thefe  he  nods,  with  fearlefs  ftate, 
And  bids  her  fafely  meet  the  grand  debate. 
Another  love  prrcced',  with  anxious  care, 
'i  o  make  his  ivory  i!ei.k  the  fhining  hair; 
Moves  the  loofe  cutis,  and  bids  the  foiehend/how, 
In  full  cxpanfion,  all  irs  native  fnow. 
A  iliird  enclafp*.  the  many-culour'd  ceft, 
^uk!,  rul'd  by  f.mcy,  fets  the  fiivcr  vert ; 


OF    PARNELL. 

When,  to  her  fons,  with  intermingled  fighs, 
The  guddefs  of  the  rofy  lips  applies : 

'  I'is  now,  my  darling  boys,  a  time  to  fliow 
The  love  you  feel,  the  filial  aids  you  owe  : 
Yet,  would  we  think  that  any  dar'd  to  flrive 
For  charm?,  when  Venus  and  her  love's  alive? 
Or  fiiould  the  prize  of  beauty  be  deny'd, 
Has  beauty's  emprcf^  aught  to  boaft  befide  ? 
And,  ting'd  with  poifon,  pleafing  while  it  harms. 
My  darts  I  trufted  to  your  infant  arms; 
If,  when  your  hands  have  arch'd  the  golden  bow, 
The  world's  great  Ruler,  bending,  owns  the  blow, 
Let  no  contending  form  invade  my  due, 
Tall  Juno's  mien,  nor  Pallas'  eyes  of  blue. 
But,  grac'd  with  tritmiph,  to  the  Paphian  fhore 
Your  Venus  bears  the  palms  of  conqueft  o'er; 
And  joyful  fee  my  hundred  altars  t'nere, 
With  coftly  gums  perfume  the  wanton  z'-r. 

V."hi!e  thus  the  Cupids  hear  the  Cyprian  dame, 
The  groves  refounded  where  a  goddefs  came. 
The  warlike  Pallas  niarch'd  with  mighty  firide. 
Her  fliield  forgot,  her  helmet  laid  afide. 
Rer  hair  unbound,  in  curls  and  order  flow'd. 
And  peace,  or  Ibmething  like,  her  vifage  fhew'd; 
So,  with  her  eyes  ferene,  and  hopeful  hafte, 
The  long-ftretch'd  alleys  of  the  wood  flie  trac'd  ; 
But,  where  the  woods  a  fecond  entrance  found. 
With  fcepter'd  pomp  and  golden  glory  crown'd, 
The  {lately,  Juno  flulk'd,  to  reach  the  leaf, 
And  hear  the  I'entence  in  the  laft  debate  ; 
And  long,  feverely  long,  refent  the  grove; 
In  this,  what  boots  it  ihc's  the  wife  of  Jove .' 

Arm'd  with  a  grace  at  length,  fecure  to  win, 
The  lovely  Venus,  fmiling,  enters  in  ; 
All  fwect  and  fliining,  near  the  youth  flie  drew, 
Her  rofy  neck  ambrofial  odours  threw ; 
The  lacfed  fcents  difTus'd  among  the  leaves. 
Ran  down  the  woods,  and  fiil'd  their  hoary  caves ; 
The  charms,  fo  amnrous  all,  and  each  fo  great. 
The  cor.quer'd  iudge  no  longer  keeps  his  feat; 
Opprefs'd  with  light,  he  drops  his  weary'd  tyes. 
And  fears  he  fhoul<i  be  thought  to  doubt  the  prize 


MRS.  ARABELLA  TERMOR 

LEAVING  LONDON. 

From  town  fair  Arabella  flies : 

The  beaux  unpowder'd  grieve  ; 

The  rivers  play  before  her  eyes ; 

The  breezes,  fuftly  breathing,  rife  ; 
The  fpring  begins  to  live. 

Her  lovers  fwore,  they  muft  expire  : 

Yet  quickly  find  their  eafe  ; 
For,  as  ihc  goes,  their  flames  retire. 
Love  thrives  before  a  nearer  fire, 
Efteem  by  diftant  rays. 

Yet  ft^on  the  fair-one  will  return. 
When  iimiiner  quits  the  plaia: 

Ve  rivers,  pour  the  weeping  urn  ; 

Yc  breezes,  fadly  fighing,  mourn  ; 
Yc  lovers,  burn  again. 


'Tis  conflancy  enough  in  love 
That  nature's  fairly  fhewn  : 

To  fearch  for  more,  \vill  fruitlcfs  prove  ; 

Romances,  and  the  turtle  dove, 
The  virtue  boall  alone. 


A  RIDDLE. 


Upon  a  bed  of  humble  day, 
In  all  her  garments  loole, 

A  proftitute  my  mother  lay, 
To  every  comer's  ufe. 

Till  one  gallant,  in  heat  of  love, 
His  own  peculiar  made  her  ; 

And  to  a  region  far  above, 

And  folter  beds,  convey'd  her. 

But,  in  his  abfence,  to  his  place 
His  rougher  rival  came  ; 

And,  with  a  coldconftrain'd  embrace. 
Begat  me  on  the  dame. 

1  then  appear'd  to  public  view 

A  creature  wondrous  bright ; 

But  lliortly  perifhablc  too, 

"Inconflant,  nice,  and  light. 

On  feathers  not  together  fafl; 

I  wildly  flew  about. 
And  from  my  father's  country  pafs'd 

To  find  my  mother  out. 

Where  her  gallant,  of  her  beguil'd, 
With  me  enamour'd  grew. 

And  I,  that  was  my  mother's  child. 
Brought  forth  my  mother  too. 


ON   THE 

DEATH  OF  MR.  VINER. 

Is  Viner  dead  ?  and  fhall  each  Mufe  become 

Silent  as  death,  and  as  his  niufic  dumb  ? 

Shall  he  depart  without  a  poet's  praifc, 

Who  oft  to  harmony  has  t'.n'd  their  lays  ? 

Shall  he,  who  knew  the  elegance  of  foutid. 

Find  no  one  voice  to  fing  him  to  the  ground  ? 

Mufic  and  poetry  are  fifter  arts. 

Shew  a  like  g-enius,  and  confenting  hearts  : 

My  foul  with  his  is  fecretly  ally'd, 

And  I  am  forc'd  to  fpeak,  fince  Viner  dy'd. 

Oh,  that  my  Mufe,  as  once  his  notes,  could  fwell ! 
That  I  might  all  his  praifes  fully  tell ; 
That  I  might  fay  with  how  much  Ikill  he  play'd, 
How  nimbly  four  extended  firings  furvey'd; 
How  bow  and  fingers,  with  a  noble  flrife, 
Didraife  the  vocal  fiddle  into  life; 
How  various  founds,  in  various  order  rang'd, 
By  unobferv'd  degrees  minutely  chang'd, 
Through  a  vaft  fpace  oould  in  divifions  run. 
Be  all  diftinc3;,yet  all  agree  in  one  : 
And  how  the  fieeter  notes  could  fwiftly  paf?, 
And  ikip  alternately  from  place  to  place ; 
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The  firings  could  with  a  fudden  impuJfe  bound, 
Speak  every  touch,  and  tremble  into  found. 

The  liquid  harmony,  a  tuneful  tide, 
Now  fef  m'd  to  rage,  anon  would  gently  gliac  : 
By  turns  would  ebb  and  flov/,  would  rife  and  fall, 
Be  loudly  daring,  orbeloftly  fmall  : 
While  all  was  blended  in  one  common  name, 
Wave  pufh'd  on  wave,  and  all  ccmpos'd  a  flream. 

The  different  tones  melodioufly  combin'd, 
Temper'd  with  art,  in  fweet  confafion  join'd  ; 
The  foft,  the  flrong,  the  clear,  the  fhrill,  the  deep. 
Would  fometimes  foar  aloft,  and  fonietinies  cieep  j 
While  every  foul  upon  his  motions  himg. 
As  though  it  were  in  tuneful  concert  lining. 
His  touch  did  ilrike  the  fibres  of  the  heart, 
And  a  like  trembling  fecretly  impart ; 
Where  various  paffions  did  by  turns  fucceed. 
He  made  it  cheerful,  and  he  made  it  bleed  ; 
Could  wind  it  up  into  a  glowin;!;  fire, 
I'hen  fliift  the  fccne,  and  teach  it  to  expire. 

bit  have  I  feen  him,  on  a  public  fiage. 
Alone  the  gaping  multitude  engage  ; 
I'he  eyes  and  ears  of  each  fpedlator  draw, 
Command  their  thoughts,  and  give  their  paffions 

law; 
While  other  mufic.  in  oblivion  drown'd, 
Scem'd  a  deed  pulfe,  or  a  nrgledled  found, 

Alas  1  he's  gone,  our  great  Apollo's  dead. 
And  all  that's  fweet  and  tuneful  with  hini  fled; 
Hibernia,  with  one  uniwerfal  cry, 
Laments  the  lofs,  andfpeaks  his  elegy.  . 
Farewell,  thou  author  of  refin'd  dslight. 
Too  liitlc  known,  too  foon  rcmr.v'J  from  fight; 
Thofe  fingers,  which  fuch  pleafare  did  convey, 
Pviuft  now  become  to  flupid  worms  a  prey; 
'J'hy  grateful  fiddle  will  for  ever  {land 
A  filcnt  mourner  for  its  m^fler's  hand  : 
Thy  art  is  only  to  be  match'd  above. 
Where  mufic  reigns,  and  in  that  mufic  love  ; 
Wliere  thou  wilt  in  the  happy  chorus  join, 
And  quickly  thy  melodious  foul  refine 
To  the  exalted  pitch  of  harmony  divine. 


EPIGRAM. 


"  Haud  facile  emergunt,  quorum  vlitutibus  obfla^ 
"  Res  angufla  domi — "■' 

The  greateft  gifts  that  nature  does  beflow, 
Can't  unaflifled  to  perfccSliou  grow  : 
A  fcanty  fortune  c^ips  the  wings  of  fame, 
And  checks  the  progrcfs  of  a  rifing  name  : 
Each  daflard  virtue  drags  a  captive's  chain. 
And  moves  but  flowly,forit  moves  with  pain  : 
Domeflie  cares  fit  hard  upon  the  mind,  [confin'd  : 
And  cramp  thofe  thoughts  which  fiiould  be  uni" 
The  cries  of  poverty  alarm  the  foul, 
Abate  its  vigour,  its  defigns  control  : 
The  fi.ings  of  want  infiidb  the  wounds  of  death, 
And  motion  always  ceafes  with  the  breath. 
The  love  of  friends  is  found  a  languid  fire. 
That  glares  but  faintly,  and  will  fonn  exjtire  ; 
Weak  is  its  force,  nor  can  its  watmth  be  grear^ 
A  feeble  light  begets  a  feeble  heat, 
li  iij 
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Wealth  is  the  fuel  that  muft  feed  the  flame. 
It  dies  in  rags,  and  fcarce  defervts  a  name. 


ON   THE 

CASTLE  OF  DUBLIN.     171^ 

This  houfe  and  inhabitan's  both  well  agree, 
And  rijlembie  each  oTher  a    neai  a^  can  be  ; 
One  hall  is  dccay'd,  and  i  '  want  ol  a  prop. 
The  other  Ecw-builr,  but  not  finifh'd  at  top. 


LOVE  IN  DISGUISE. 


To  ftifle  paflion,  is  no  eafy  thing;; 
A  heart  in  love  i-  always  on  the  wing  ; 
1  he  b'>ld  betrayer  flutters  liili, 
And  fans  the  breath  prepar'd  to  tell  : 
It  melts  the  tonj;;ue,  and  ttincs  the  throat. 
And  muves  the  lips  to  for  v  the  note  ; 
And  when  the  (peech  i    lift. 
It  tlen  fends  lUt  its  ghoft, 
A.  little  fijjh. 

To  lay  wc  die.  [prove  ; 

'Tis    ft'anpc   the   air  that   cools  a  flame  ihould 
But  wonder  not,  it  is  the  air  of  love. 

Yet,  Chlorisj  I  can  make  my  love  look  well. 
And  cover  bit eding  wounds  I  can't  conceal; 
My  words  fucli  artful  accents  break, 
You  think  I  rather  a6l  tl'.an  fpeak: 
My  iighs  enlivened  throcgh  a  fmile. 
Your  unfufpetSling  thoughts  beguile  1 
■  My  eyes  arc  vary'd  lo. 
You  can't  their  wiihes  know  : 
And  I'm  fo  gay, 
You  thiik  I  play. 
Happy  contrivance  !  fuch  as  can't  be  priz'd, 
To  live  in  love,  and  yet  to  live  difguis'd  ! 


Her  charms  are  there,  I  know  them  well* 
1  fee  what  in  mv  bdfom  lives. 


CHLORIS  APPEARING  IN  A  LOOKING. 

GLAbS. 

Oft  have  I  feen  a  piece  of  art, 

Of  lij^ht  and  fliade  the  mixture  fine, 

Speak  of  all  the  pafhons  of  the  heart. 
And  fliew  true  life  in  every  Ime. 

But  what  is  this  before  my  eyes, 

With  every  feature,  evefy  grace. 
That  ftrikes  witli  love  and  with  furprife. 

And  gives  me  all  the  vital  face  '. 

It  is  not  Chloris :  for,  behold, 

The  ftiifting  phantom  conies  and  goes ; 

And  when  'tis  here,  'rispale  aud  cold. 
Nor  any  female  fofcnefs  knov/s. 

But  'ti»  her  image,  for  I  feci 

The  very  pains  that  Ciilofis^ives ; 


Oh,  could  I  but  the  pidiure  fave  ! 

'Tis  drawn  by  he  own  matchlefs  fkill ; 
Nature  the  lively  colours  gave, 

Andlhe  need  only  lo.k  to  kill. 

Ah  '■  fair  one,  will  it  not  fu^ce. 

That  I  fhould    nee  your  vi<Slim  lie; 

Unlefs  you  multipl"  your  eyes. 

And  llrive  to  make  me  doubly  die  ? 


ON  A  LADY  WITH  FOUL  BREATH. 

Art  th'iu  alive  ?  It  canrnt  be, 

riic((-'sfM  n  uch  roftennefs  in  thee, 

Corruption  only  is  in  death  ; 

\v(]  what's  more  putrid  than  thy  bfeath  ? 

I'hiiik  not  you  live  becauft  you  fpeak. 

For  grave-  fuch  hollow  founds  can  make; 

And  refpirarmn  can't  fuffice, 

Fo    vupi  urs  do  fr-^m  caverns  rife  : 

From  iuch  the  noifcme  ftenches  come. 

Thy  mouth  betrays  thy  breaft  a  tomb. 

Tt'y  body  is  a  corpfe  thaf  goes. 

By  mac^ic  rai^'d  from  its  repofe  : 

A  pfftilence,  that  walks  by  day, 

But  falls  a:  night  to  v.-orms  and  clay. 

But  I  will  to  my  Chloris  run, 

Who  will  not  let  me  be  undone  : 

The  fweets  her  virgin-breath  contaios 

Are  fitted  to  remove  my  pains; 

There  will  1  healing  nectar  fip. 

And,  to  be  fav'd,  approach  her  lip. 

Though,  if  I  touch  the  matchlefs  dame, 

I'm  fure  to  burn  with  inv/ard  flame. 

Thus,  vi'lien  I  would  one  danger  fhun, 

I'm  flraight  upon  another  thrown: 

I  leek  a  cure,  one  fore  to  eafe. 

Yet  in  that  cure's  a  new  difeafe  : 

But  love,  though  fatal,  ftill  can  blefs,. 

And  greater  danjiers  hide  the  lefs ; 

I'll  go  where  paflion  bids  me  fly. 

And  cho'  fe  my  death,  fi^nce  I  muft  die  ; 

As  doves,  purlued  by  birds  of  prey. 

Venture  with  milder  man  to  llay. 


ON  THE  NUMBER  THREE* 

Beauty  refts  not  in  one  fix'd  place, 
But  Icems  to  reign  in  every  face  ; 
'  1  i^-  nothing  lure  but  fancy  then. 
In  various  iornis,  bewitching  men  ; 
Or  is  Its  ihayc  and  colour  frani'd, 
^'ropoi-tion  iult,  and  woman  nam'd ? 
if  tancy  only  lul'd  111  love. 
Why  Ihoiiid  it  then  fo  itrongly  move  ? 
Or  why  fhould  all  that  looka^rc*:, 
i  o  own  Its  miglity  powtr  in  three  ? 


POEMS. 


n 


In  three  it  fliews  a  different  fece. 
Each  fliining  with  peculiar  grace. 
Kindred  a  native  likenefs  gives, 
Which  plcafes,  as  in  all  if  lives; 
And,  where  the  features  difagree, 
We  praife  the  dear  variety. 
Then  beauty  furely  ne'er  was  yet. 
So  much  unlike  itfelf,  and  fo  complete. 


ESSAY 

O  N 


THE  DIFFERENT  STYLES  OF  POETRY. 

TO   HENRY   LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 

« Vetibus  adderc  calcar, 

«  Ut  JDtudio  majore  petant  Helicona  virentem." 

HoR.  Ep.  ii.  I. 

Allegory  is  in  itfelf  fo  retir'd  a  way  of  writing, 
that  it  was  thought  proper  to  fay  fomething   be- 
fore hand  concerning  this  piece,  which  is  entirely 
framed  upon  it.     The  defign,  therefore,  is  to  (how 
the  feveral  ftyles  which  have  been  made  ufe  of  by 
thofe  who  have  endeavoured  to  write  verfe.    The 
fcheme,  by  which  it  is  carried  on,  fuppofes  an  old 
Grecian  poet  couching  his  obfervations  or  inftruc- 
tions  within  an  allegory;  which  allegory  is  wrought 
out  upon  the  fingle  word  flight,  as  in   the  figura- 
tive  way  it  fignifies  a  thought  above  the  common 
level :   Here  wit  is  made   to  be   Pegafus,  and  the 
poet  his  rider,  who  flies  by  feveral  countries  where 
he  muft  not  touch,  by  which  are  meant  fo  many 
vicious  ftyles,  and  arrives  at  laft  at  the  fublime. 
This  way  of  writing  is  not  only  very  engaging  to 
the  fancy,  whenever  it  is  vvell  performed,  but  it 
has  been   thought   alfo  one   of  the   firft   that  the 
poets  made  ufe  of.     Hence  arofe   many  of  thofe 
ftories    concerning   the  heathen   gods,    which  at 
firft  were  invented  to  infinuate  truth  and  morali- 
ty more  pleafingly,  and  which  afterwards  made 
poetry   itfelf  more  folemn,  when   they  happened 
to  be  received  into  the  heathen  divinity.     And  in- 
deed, there  feems  to  be  no  likelier  way  by  which  a 
poetical  genius  may   yet   appear    as   an  original, 
than  that  he  (hould  proceed  with  a  full  compafs  of 
thought  and  knowledge,  either  to  defign  his  plan. 
or  to  beautify  the  parts  of  it,  in  an  allegorical 
manner.     We  are  much  beholden  to  antiquity  for 
thofe  excellent  compofitions   by  which  writers   at 
prefent  form  their  minds  -^.but  it  is  not  fo  much  re- 
quired of  us  to  adhere   merely  to  their    fables,  as 
to    obferve   their   manner.     For,   if  we   preclude 
our  own  invention,  poetry  will  confift  only  in  ex- 
prefli.n,  or  fimile,  or   the  apphcation   of  old  fto- 
ries ;  and  the  utmoft  chara6tcr  to  which  a  genius 
can    arrive  will  depend   on   imitation,    or  a  bor- 
rowing from  (.hers,  which  we  muft   agree   toge- 
ther  not  to   call   ftealing,  becaafe   we   take    only 
from    the    ancients.      There  have   been   poets    a- 
niongft  ourfelvcsfuch  asSpenfer  and  Milton,  who 
^av<;  fucccfofuily  ventured  further,  I'iiefe  iiiftanccs 


may  let  us  fee  that  invention  is  not  hounded  by 
what  ha«  been  done  before  :  they  may  open  our 
imaginations,  and  be  one  method  of  preferving 
us  from  writing  without  fchemes.  As  for  what 
relates  any  further  particukrly  to  this  poem,  the 
reafier  will  obferve,  that  its  aim  is  inftruiSlion. 
Perhaps  a  reprefentation  of  feveral  miftakes  and 
difficulties,  which  happen  to  many  who  write  po- 
etry may  deter  fomc  from  attempting  what  they 
have  not  been  made  for  ■  and  perhaps  the  delcrip- 
tion  of  feveral  beauties  belonging  to  it  may  afford 
hints  towards  forming  a  genius  for  delighting  and 
improving  mankind.  If  either  of  thefe  happen, 
the  poem  is  ufeful ;  and  upon  that  account  its  faults 
may  be  more  eafily  excufed. 

1  HATE  the  vulgar  with  tmtuneful  mind; 
Hearts  uninfpir'd,  and  fenfes  unrefin'd. 
Herce,  ye  profane  :   1  rail'e  the  founding  ftring. 
And  Bolingbroke  defcends  to  hear  me  fing. 

When  Greece  could  truth  in  myftic  fable  ftiroud, 
And  with  deUght  inftrud  the  liftening  crowd, 
An  ancient  poet  (time  has  loft  his  name") 
Deliver'd  ftrains  on  verfe  to  future  fame. 
Still,  as  he  fung,  he  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  felt  the  notes  a  rifing  warmth  infpirc. 
Ye  fweetening  graces,  in  the  mufic  throng, 
Affift  my  genius,  and  retrieve  the  fong 
From  dark  oblivion.     See,  my  genius  goes 
To  call  it  forth.     'Twas  thus  the  poem  rofe, 

"  Wit  is  the  Mufe's  horfe,  and  bears  on  high 
The  daring  rider  to  the  Mufes*  Ikiy  : 
Who,  while  his  ftrength  to  mount  aloft  he  tries. 
By  regions  varying  in  their  nature  flies. 
At  firft,  he  rifeth  o'er  a  land  of  toil, 
A  barren,  hard,  and  undeferving  foil, 
Where  only  weeds  from  heavy  labour  grow. 
Which  yet  the  nation  prune,  and  keep  for  fhow; 
Where  coupling  jingling  on  their  accent  run, 
Whofe  point  of  epigram  is  funk  to  pun  ;  i 

Where  f  wings  by  fancy  never  feather'd  fly. 
Where  lines  in  meafure  form'd  in  hatchets  lie  ; 
Where  altars  ftand,  ereded  porches  grape,  [fliape  ; 
And  fenfe  is  cramp'd   while  words  are  par'd  to 
Where  mean  acroftics,  labour'd  in  a  frame 
On  fcatter'd  letters,  raife  a  painful  Icheme  ; 
And,  by  confinement  in  their  work,  controul 
The  great  enlargings  of  the  boundlefs  foul ; 
Where  if  a  warrior's  elevated  fire 
Would  all  the  brighteft  ftrokes  of  verfe  require. 
Then  ftraight  in  anagram  a  wretched  crew 
Will  pay  their  undeferving  praifes  too; 
W)  ile  on  the  rack  his  poor  disjointed  name 
Muft  tell  its  mafter's  charader  to  fame. 
And  (if  my  fire  and  fears  aright  prefage) 
The  labouring  writers  of  a  future  age 
Shall  clear  new  ground,  and  grots  and  caves  repaii^^ 
To  civilize  the  babbling  echoes  there. 
Then,  while  a  lover  treads  a  lonely  walk. 
His  voice  fhall  with  its  own  rtfledion  talk, 
The  cl^fing  founds  of  all  the  vain  device 
Seled  by  trojihle  frivoloufly  nice, 

+  Tliefe,  and  the  lite  conceits,  of  puttinjj  poems  into 
feveral  (hapes,  by  the  (iifferent  lenoths  of  lines,  are  tre». 
(liiont  ill  oiu-poctt  uf  i»!oU  iai)gu^>;<.-s. 
'     •  £  iiij 
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Rcfound  throrgh  vcrfe,  and  with  a  faife  pretence 

Supj)ort  the  dialogue,  and  paf»  for  fenfe. 

Can  things  like  thefe  to  lading  praife  pretend  ? 

Can  any  niufe  the  worthlefs  toil  befriend  ? 

Ye  facred  virgins,  in  my  thoughts  ador'd, 

Ah,  be  for  ever  in  my  lines  deplor'd. 

If  tricks  on  words  acquire  an  endlefs  name, 

And  trifles  merit  in  the  court  of  fame  1" 

At  thi^'  the  poet  ftood  concern'd  awhile, 
And  view'd  his  objcc^b  viith  a  fccri'.fid  fniile  : 
Then  other  images  of  kifferent  kind. 
With  different  workings  cnter'd  on  hi«  mind ; 
At  whole  approach,  he  felt  the  former  gone, 
And  (hiver'd  in  conceit,  and  thus  went  on  : 

"  By  a  cold  region  next  the  rider  goes, 
Where  all  lies  cover'd  in  eternal  f!)ow« ; 
Where  no  bright  genius  drives  the  charir  t  high, 
To  glitttr  on  the  ground,  and  gild  the  {ky. 
Bleak  level  realm,  whtre  frigid  fi)  ks  abound. 
Where  never  yet  a  daring  thought  was  found, 
But  counted  feet  is  poetry  dt  tln'd  ; 
And  flarvM  conceits,  that  chill  the  reader's  mind, 
A  little  fenfe  in  many  words  imply, 

.  And  drag  in  loitering  numbers  fiowly  by. 
Here  dry  fententious  fpeeches,  half  afleep, 
Proloiig'd  in  lines,  o'er  many  pages  creep ; 
Nor  ever  fnow  the  paffions  well  expref^'d, 
Nor  raife  like  paffions  in  another's  breafl. 
Here  fiat  narrations  fair  exploits  debafe. 
In  mcafures  void  of  every  fhining  grace; 
Which  never  arm  their  hero  for  the  field. 
Nor  with  proplteric  {lory  paint  the  fhii;ld, 
Nor  fix  the  crefl,  n'>r  make  the  feathers  wave, 
Nor  with  their  charadlers  reward  the  brave  ; 
Undcck'd  they  ftand,  and  unadorn'd  with  praife, 
And  fail  to  profit,  while  thty  fail  to  pleafe. 
Here  forc'd  defcription  is  fo  ftrartgely  wmught. 
It  never  ftamps  its  image  on  the  thought ; 
The  iifclefs  trees  may  {land  for  ever  bare. 
And  rivers  (lop,  for  aught  the  readers  care  ; 
They  fee  no  branches  trembling  in  the  woods, 
Nor  hear  the  murmurs  of  incrcafiiig  floods, 
W'hith  near  the  loots  with  ruffled  waters  flow. 
And  finake  the  {hadows  of  the  boughs  below. 
Ah,  facred  verfc,  replete  wiih  heavenly  flame, 
Such  cold  endeavours  would  itn'ade  thy  name  1 
The  writer  fondly  Vi^ould  in  thefe  furvive, 
AV'hich,  wanting  fpii it,  never  fecn^'d  alive  : 
i?uf,  if  applaiife  or  fame  attend  hi«  pen, 
Let  I'recthlefs  llatuespafs  for  breathing  mea," 
Here  fcem'd  the    finger   touch'd  at  what  he 
fOng, 
And  grief  a  while  dtlay'd  his  hand  and  tongue  : 
But  loiin  he  check''!  his  fingeis,  chofe  a  ftrain, 
AikI  flourifij'd  fhriil,  and  thus  arofe  aguin  : 

"  Pafs  the  next  regiv.'n  which  appears  to  fhov/  : 
'Tis  very  open,  uniniprov'd,  and  low  ; 
No  noble  fliglits  -^f  elevated  thoiicht, 
No  nervous  ilrcngth  of  fenle  maturely  wrought, 
Piiffefs  this  realm,  but  common  turns  are  there, 
Which  idly  ^ortive  move  with  childifh  air. 

•  On  crillow  wings,  and  like  a  plague  of  flics. 
The  little  fancies  in  a  poem  rile. 
The  jaded  reader  every  where  to  flrike. 
And  move  his  paffions  every  v^hcre  al;ke. 


There  all  the  graceful  nymphs  are  forc'd  to  p'a 
Where  any  water  bubbles  in  the  way  ; 
There  Ihagey  fatyrs  are  oblig'd  to  rove 
In  all  the  fields,  and  over  all  the  grove  : 
There  every  ftar  is  fummon'd  from  its  fphere. 
To  drefs  one  face,  and  make  Clorinda  fair  : 
There  Cupids  fling  tlieir  darts  in  every  long, 
Whilll  nature  {lands  ncgleded  all  along  : 
Till  the  tcaz'd  hearei,  vex'd  at  lad  to  liiid 
One  conllant  objecSl  flill  affault  tlie  mind. 
Admires  no  more  at  what's  no  longer  new. 
And  hafles  to  fhun  the  perfecuting  view. 
There  bright  furprifes  of  poetic  rage 
(Whofe  ilrength  ar^d  beauty,  more   confirm'd  iu 

age 
For  having  laftcd,  lafl  the  longer  fi.il!) 
By  weak  attempts  are  imitated  ill, 
Or  carried  on  beyond  their  proper  light, 
Or  with  refinen\ent  flcurifii'd  out  of  fight. 
There  metaphors  on  metaphors  abound. 
And  fenfe  by  differing  images  confcuud  : 
Strange  injudi.:ious  n-.anagement  of  thought, 
Not  born  to  rage,  nor  into  method  brought. 
Ah,  facred  Mufe  !  from  fuch  a  realm  retreat. 
Nor  idly  wade  the  influence  of  thy  heat 
On  {hallow  foils,  where  quick  produiftions  rife, 
And  wither  as  the  warmth  that  rjis'd  them  dies." 

Here  o'er  his  breafl  a  fort  of  pity  roH'd, 
Which  fomething  labouring  :n  the  mind  controll'd, 
.A.nd  made  him  touch  the  loud  refouiiding  filings, 
While  thus  with  mufic's  flronger  tones  he  fings  : 

"   Mount  highsr  dill,  Pall  keep  thy  faithful  feat 
Mind  the  firm  reins,  and  curb  thy  cuiirfers  heat; 
Nor  let  him  topch  the  realms  that  next  appear, 
Whole  hanging  turrets  feem  a  fall  to  fear  ; 
And  flrangeiy  {land  along  the  tradlsof  air. 
Where  thunder  rolls,  and  bearded  comets  glare. 
The  thoughts  that  moft  extravagantly  foar. 
The  words  that  found  as  if  they  meant  to  roar  ; 
For  raiit  and  iioife  are  offer 'd  here  to  choice, 
And  fland  eleiTted  by  the  public  voice. 
All  fchenies  are  flighted  which  attempt  to  fnine 
At  once  with  ftrange  and  probable  defign ; 
'Tis  here  a  mean  conceit,  a  vulgar  view. 
That  bears  the  feaft  refped:  to  feeming  true; 
W^iie  every  trifling  turn  of  things  is  fecn 
To  move  by  gods  defcending  in  machinie. 
Here  fwidling  lines  with  flalking  ftrut  proceed, 
And  in  the  clouds  terrific  rumblings  breed  ; 
Herefingle  heroes  deal  grim  deaths  around. 
And  armies  pcrifli  in  trcmenduous  found  ; 
Here  fearful  monitors  are  prefcrv'd  to  die, 
In  fuch  a  tumult  as  affiights  the  fky  ; 
For  which  the  golden  fun  lliall  hide  with  dread, 
And  Neptune  lift  his  ledgy-matted  head. 
Admire  the  roar,  and  dive  with  dire  dilmay, 
And  feck  his  decpcft  chambers  in  the  fea. 
To  raife  their  lubjedl  thus  the  lines  devife, 
And  filfe  extravagance  would  fain  furprife; 
Yet  flill,  '/e  gods,  ye  live  uniouch'dby  fear, 
And  undiflurb'd  at  bellowing  mor.fteis  here  : 
But  with  companion  guard  the  brain  of  men, 
If  thus  thi  y  bellow  through  tl:e  poets  pen  : 
So  will  the  reader's  eyes  difcern  aright 
The  ralhcft  flilly  fronri  the  uoblefl  flight, 
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And  and  that  only  boafi  and  found  agree 
To  feem  the  life  and  voice  of  majert}', 
W'hen  writers  rampant  on  Apollo  call, 
And  bid  him  enter  and  poffefs  them  ail, 
And  make  his  flames  afford  a  wild  pretence 
To  keep  them  unreftrain'd  by  common  lenfe. 
Ah,  facred  verfe  I  left  reafon  quit  thy  feat, 
Give  none  to  fuch,  or  give  a  gentler  heat." 

'Twas  here  the  finger  felt  his  temper  wrowght 
By  fairer  profpe<5ls,  which  arofe  to  thought ; 
And  in  himfelf  a  while  colledied  fat. 
And  much  admir'd  at  this,  and  much  at  that; 
Till  all  the  beauteous  forms  in  (yr  mr  ran. 
And  then  he  took  their  track,  and  thus  bjgnn  : 

"  Above  the  beauties,  far  above  the  (how 
In  which  weak  nature  dreffes  here  below. 
Stands  the  great  palace  of  the  bright  and  fine, 
Where  fair  ideas  in  full  glory  fliine  ; 
Eternal  models  of  exalted  parts, 
The  pride  of  minds,  and  conquerors  of  hearts, 

Upon  the  firft  arrival  here,  are  feen 
Rang'd  walks  of  bay,  the  Mufes'  ever^green, 
Each  fwcetly  fpringing  from  fome  facred  bough, 
Whofe  circling  fhade  adorn'd  a  poet's  brow, 
While  through  the  leaves,  in  unmolelled  fkies, 
The  gentle  breathing  of  applaufes  flies, 
And  flattering  founds  are  heard  within  the  breeze, 
And  pleafing  murmur  runs  among  the  trees, 
And  falls  of  water  join  the  flattering  founds. 
And  murmur  foftening  from  the  fliore  rebounds. 
The  warbled  melody,  the  lovely  fights, 
The  calms  of  folitude  infpirc  delights, 
The  dazzled  eyes,  the  ravifli'd  ears,  are  caught, 
The  paiiting  heart  unites  to  purer  thought, 
And  grateful  fhiverings  wander  o'er  the  ikin, 
And  wondrous  ecftacies  arife  within. 
Whence  admiration  overflows  the  mind, 
And  leaves  the  pleafure  felt,  but  undefln'd. 
Sta^y,  daring  rider,  now  no  longer  rove  ; 
Now  pal's  to  find  the  palace  through  the  grove  : 
Whate'er  you  fee,  whate'er  you  feel,  di/play 
The  realm  you  fought  i'xr  ;  daring  rider,  flay. 

Here  various  fancy  fpreads  a  varied  fcene, 
Arid  judgment  likes  the  fight,  and  looks  ferene, 
And  can  be  pleas'd  itfelf,  and  helps  to  pleafe, 
And  joins  the  work,  and  regulates  the  lays. 
Thus,  on  a  plan  defign'd  by  double  care, 
The  building  rifes  m  the  glittering  air. 
With  juft  agreement  fram'd  in  evtvjy  part, 
And  fmoothly  polifh'd  with  the  niceft  art. 

Here  laurel-boughs,  which  ancient  heroes  wore. 
Now  not  fo  fading  as  they  prov'd  before, 
Wreath  round  the  pillars  which  the  poets  rear. 
And  Hope  their  points  to  make  a  foilage  there. 
Here  chaplets,  puU'd  in  gently-breathing  wind, 
And  wrought  by  lovers  innocently  kind. 
Hung  o'er  the  porch,  their  fragrant  odours  give, 
And  [rt{h  in  lalling  fong  for  ever  live. 
The  fliades,  for  whom  with  fuch  indulgent  care 
Fame  wreaths  the  boughs,  or  hangs  the  chapiets 

there, 
To  deathlefs  honours  thus  preferv'd  above, 
For  ages  conquer,  or  for  ages  love. 

Here  bold  defcription  paints  the  walls  within, 
^£r  pencil  touchesj  ar.d  the  world  is  feen : 


The  fields  look  beauteous  in  tbeir  flowery  pride) 
The  mountains  rear  aloft,  the  vales  fubfide; 
The  cities  rife,  the  rivers  feem  to  play. 
And  hanging  rocks  repel  the  foaming  fea  ; 
The  foaming  feas  their  angry  billows  fliow, 
Curl'd  white  above,  and  dr.rkly  roll'd  below. 
Or  ceafe  their  rage,  and,  as  they  calmly  lie. 
Return  the  pleafing  pii5lures  of 'the  fky; 
The  fkies,  extended  in  an  open  view. 
Appear  a  lofty  diftant  arch  of  blue, 
In  which  defcription  fiains  the  painted  bow. 
Or  thickens  clouds,  and  feathers-out  the  fnoW 
Or  mingles  blufhes  in  the  morning  ray. 
Or  gilds  the  noon,  or  turns  an  evening  grar4 

Here,  on  the  pedeftals  of  war  and  peace. 
In  difierent  rows,  and  with  a  diiTerent  grace, 
Fine  Hatucs  proudly  ride,  or  nobly  ftand, 
To  which  nai ration  with  a  pointing  hand^ 
DirecSls  the  fight  and  makes  example?  pleafe 
By  boldly  venturing  to  dilate  in  praife  ; 
While  chofen  beauties  lengthen  t  ut  the  fong, 
Yet  niake  her  hearers  never  think  it  long. 
Or  if,  with  clofer  art,  with  fprightly  mein, 
Scarce  like  herfelf,  and  more  like  Adlion  feen, 
She  bids  their  fadls  in  images  arife. 
And  feem  to  pafs  before  the  reader's  eyes, 
Th.e  words  like  charms  inchanted  motion  give, 
And  all  the  ftatues  of  the  palace  live. 
Then  hofl;s  embattled  flretch  their  Hues  afar. 
Their  leader's  fpeeches  animate  the  war. 
The  trumpets  found,  the  feather'd  arrows  flv. 
The   fword   is   drawn,    the    lance    is    tofs'd   oa, 

high. 
The  brave  prefs  on,  the  fainter  forces  yield. 
And  death  in  different  fhapes  deforms  the  field. 
Or,  fliould  the  fhepherds  be  difpos'd  to  play, 
Amintor's  jolly  pipe  beguiles  the  day, 
And  jocund  echos  dally  with  the  found. 
And  nyn^phs  in  meafiirts  trip  along  the  ground. 
And,  ere  the  dews  have  wet  the  grafs  below, 
Turn  homewards  linging  all  the  way  they  go. 

Here,  as  on  circumftance  narrations  dwell. 
And  tell  what  moves,  and  hardly  feem  to  tell, 
The  toil  of  heroes  on  the  dufty  plains, 
Or  on  the  green  the  merriment  of  fwains. 
Reflection  fptaks ;  then  all  the  forms  that  rofe 
In  life's  inchanted  fcene  themfelves  compofe  ; 
Whilft  the  grave  voice,  controlling  all  the  fpeils. 
With  fulenm  utterance,  thus  the  moral  tells : 
"  So  public  worth  its  enemies  deflroys, 
"   Or  private  innocence  itielf  enjoys." 

Here  all  the  paflions,  for  their  greater  fvvay. 
In  all  the  power  of  words  themfelves  array  ; 
And  hence  the  foft  pathetic  gently  charms. 
And  hence  the  bolder  fills  the  brcaft  with  arms. 
Sweet  love  in  numbers  finds  a  world  of  darts. 
And  with  defirings  wounds  the  tender  hearts. 
Fair  hope  difpbys  its  pinions  to  the  wind. 
And  flutters  in  the  lines,  and  lifts  the  mind. 
Brifk  joy  vtith  tranfport  fills  the  rifing  flrain. 
Breaks  in  the  notes,  and  bounds  in  every  vein. 
Stern  courage,  glittering  in  the  fparks  of  ire. 
Inflames  thoie  lays  that  fet  the  breafl  on  fire, 
Averfion  learns  to  fly  with  fwifter  will, 
In  numbers  caught  to  reprefent  un  ill. 
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By  frightful  accents  fear  prodaces  fears ; 
Bf  fad  exprrflion  forrow  melts  to  tears  : 
And  dire  arrazemcnt  ad  defpair  are  brought 
By  words  of  horroT  thr.  ugh  the  wilds  of  thought. 
'  I'is  thus  ti-multi'US  pallions  learn  to  roll; 
Thus,  arn'd  .%ith  poetry,  they  win  the  foul. 

Tafs  farther  through  the  dome,  anothe'-  view 
W>  uid  nnw  the  pleafures  of  thy  mind  renew, 
Where  oft  defcription  for  the  colmrs  goes, 
Which  raifc  and  animate  its  native  (hows; 
Where  oft  narratioi.  feeks  a  florid  grace 
To  k?cp  from  finking  tre  'tis  time  to  ceafe; 
Where  eafy  turn-  refl-dion  looks  to  find. 
When  mi  raU  aim  at  drefs  to  pkafe  the  mind  ; 
Where  lively  figur''S  are  for  ufe  array'd, 
And  thefe  an  adion,  thofe  a  pafli  ^n,  aid. 

There  modefl  meta;  hor.  in  order  fit, 
With  unafFc(5led,  undifguifi'  g  wit. 
That  leave  their    w:',  and  feek  another's  place, 
Not  forc'd,  but  changing  with  an  eafy  pace, 
T'-  deck  a  notion  faintly  feen  before, 
And  truth   preferwes  her  fliape,    and  {hines  the 
more. 

By  thefe  'he  beauteous  fimiles  refide, 
In  look  more  open,  in  defign  ally'd. 
Who,  fond  of  likenefs,  from  another's  face 
Bring  every  feature's  correlponding  grace. 
With  near  approaches  in  exprcflion  flo^-, 
And  take  -he  turn  their  pattern  loves  to  fhow  j 
As  in  a  glafs  the  Ihadows  meet  the  fair, 
Ard  drefs  and  praftife  with  refembling  air. 
Thus  truth  by  pleafure  doth  her  aim  p'lrfue. 
Looks  bright,  and  fixes  on  the  doubled  view. 

I'here  repetitions  one  another  meet, 
Exprefsly  ftrong,  or  languiftiingly  fweet, 
j>.nd  raife  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  pleafe, 
And  urge  the  fort  of  fentiment  they  raife. 

There  clofe  in  order  are  the  quefti'-ns  plac'd. 
Which  march  with  art  conceal'd  in  Ihows  of  hafte, 
And  work  the  reader  till  his  mind  be  brought 
To  make  its  anfwers  in  the  writer's  thought. 
Tor  thus  the  moving  paflions  feem  to  throng, 
And  with  their  quicknefs  force  the  foul  along  ; 
And  thus  the  foul  grows  fond  they  ftiould  prevail, 
When  every  queflion  feems  a  fair  appeal; 
And  if  by  juft  degrees  of  ftrength  they  foar. 
In  fteps  as  equal  each  afledts  the  more. 

There  flrange  commotion,  naturally  fhown, 
Speaks  on  regardlefs  that  (he  fpeak«  alone. 
Nor  minds  if  they  to  whom  fne  'alks  be  near, 
Nor  cares  if  that  to  which  fhe  talk'^  can  hear. 
The  warmth  of  anger  dares  an  abfent  foe  ; 
The  words  of  pity  ipeak  to  tears  of  woe  ; 
The  love  that  h<;pes,  on  errands  fends  the  breeze; 
An-d  love  defpairing  moans  to  naked  trees. 

There  ftand  the  new  creations  <  f  the  mufe, 
Poetic  perfons.  whcm  the  writers  ufe 
Whene'er  a  caufe  magnificently  great 
Would  fix  atftntion  wit*^!  ptculiar  weight. 
' Tis  hence  that  humble  provii-.ces  are  feen 
Tran^form'd  to  ma'roiis  with  ncgleiSlid  ii-.ien, 
Wl  o  call  their  warriors  in  a  mournful  found. 
And  fiifw  their  crowns  of  turret^  >  n   the  ground, 
While  over  urns  reclining  liver--  moan 
T  hey  Ihouid  enrich  a  nation  net  their  own. 


'Tis  hence  the  virtue?  are  no  more  confin'd 

To  be  but  rules  of  rcafon  in  the  mind  ; 

The  heavenly  forms  flart  forth,  appear  to  breathe, 

And  in  bright  fbapes  convcrfe  with  men  beneath  ; 

And,  as  a  god  in  combat  valour  leads. 

In  council  prudence  as  a  goddefs  aids. 

There  exclamations  all  the  voice  employ 
ki  fudden  fluflies  of  concern  or  joy  : 
Then  feem  the  fluices,  which  the  paflions  bound, 
To  burft  afundcr  with  a  fpeechlefs  found  ; 
And  then  with  tumult  and  furprife  they  roll, 
And  fliew  the  cafe  important  in  the  fouL 

There  rifing  fentences  attempt  to  fpeak. 
Which  wonder,  forrow,  (hame,  or  anger  break; 
But  fo  the  part  direcSls  Vi  find  the  reft, 
Th.it  what  remains  behind  is  more  than  gnefs'd. 
Thus  fiil'd  with  eafe,  yet  left  unfinifh'd  too, 
The  fenfe  looks  large  within  the  reader's  view  : 
He  freely  gathers  all  the  paffion  means, 
And  arrful  filence  more  than  word^  explains, 
Methinks  a  th-jufand  graces  more  I  fee. 
And  I  could  dwell — but  when  would  thought  be 

free  •' 
Engaging  method  ranges  all  the  band. 
And  fniooth  tranfition  joins  them  hand  in  hand  : 
Around  the  mufic  of  my  lays  they  throng, 
Ah,  too  deferving  objecfts  of  my  fong  ! 
Lite,  wondrous  palace,  live  fecurc  of  time, 
To  fenfes  harmony,  to  fouls  fublime. 
And  juft  proportion  all,  and  great  defign. 
And  lively  colours,  and  an  air  divine. 

Tis  here  that,  guided  by  the  Mufes'  fire. 
And  fil«'d  with  facred  thought,  her  friends  rC'^' 

tire, 
Unbent  to  care,  and  unconcern'd  with  noife. 
To  tafte  repofe  and  elevated  joys, 
Wf.ich  in  a  deep  untroubled  leifure  meet. 
Serenely  ravilhing,  politely  fweet. 
From   hence   the  charms  that  moft  engage  thcT 

choofe. 
And,  as  they  pleafe,  the  glittering  objeds  ufe; 
While  to  their  genius,  more  than  art,  they  truft. 
Yet  art  acknowledges  their  labours  juft. 
From  hence  they  look,  from  this  exalted  (how. 
To  choofe  their  fubjeft  in  the  world  below. 
And  where  an  hero  well  deferves  a  name. 
They  confccrate  his  a<fts  in  fong  to  fame  ; 
Or,  if  a  fciencc  unadorn'd  they  find. 
They  fmooth  ,it6  look  to  pleafe  and  teach  th.« 

mind ; 
And  where  a  friendfhip's  generoufly  ftrong. 
They  celebrate  the  knot  of  fouls  in  fong; 
Or,  if  the  verfes  muft  inflame  defire, 
The  thoughts  are  melted,  and  the  words  on  fire  : 
But,  when  the  temples  deck'd  with  glory  ftand. 
And  hymns  of  gratitude  the  gods  demand, 
'Ihcir  bi-.fonis  kindle  wi-h  ccleftial  love. 
And  then  alone  they  caft  their  eyes  above. 

Hail,  facred  verle  !  ye  facred  Mufes,  hail ! 
Could  I  your  plca'urcs  with  your  fire  reveal. 
The   world   might  then  be  taught  to  know  you 

right, 
And  court  yovr  rage,  and  envy  my  delight. 
But,  whilft  I  follow  wliere  your  pointtd  beams 
My  courfe  dircding  flioct  in  golden  flreams. 
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The  bright  appearance  dazzles  fancy's  eyes, 
And  weary'd-out  the  fix'd  attention  lies ; 
Enout;h,  my  verfes,  have  you  work'd  my  breaft, 
I'll  feek  the  facred  grove,  and  fink  to  reft." 

No  longer  now  the  ravifh'd  poef  fung. 
His  voice  in  eafy  cadence  left  the  tongue ; 
Nor  o'er  the  niufic  did  his  fingers  fly, 
The  founds  ran  tingling,  and  they  feem'd  to  die, 

O,  Bolingbroke  1   O  favourite  of  the  Ikies, 
O  born  to  gifts  by  which  the  nobleft  rife, 
Improv'd  in  arts  by  which  the  brighteft  pleafe, 
Intent  to  bufinefs,  and  polite  for  eafe  ; 
Sublime  in  eloquence,  where  loud  appiaufe 
Hath  ftyl'd  thee  patron  of  a  nation's  caufe, 
'Twas  there  the  world  perceiv'd  and  own'd  thee 

great. 
Thence  Anna  call'd  thee  to  the  reins  of  flate; 
"  Go,  faid  the  greatcft  queen,  with  Oxford  go, 
And  ftill  the  tumults  of  the  world  below, 
Exert  thy  powers,  and  profper  ;  he  that  knows 
To  move  with  Oxford,  never  fhould  repofe." 

She  fpake  :  the  patriot  overfpread  thy  mind, 
And  all  thy  days  to  public  good  refign'd. 
Elfe  might  thy  fc^ul,  fo  wonderfully  wrought 
Tor  every  depth  snd  turn  of  curious  thought, 
To  this  the  poet's  fweet  recefs  retreat. 
And  thence  report  the  pleafures  of  the  feat, 
Defcribe  the  raptures  which  a  writer  knows, 
When  in  his  breaft  a  vein  of  fancy  glows, 
Defcribe  hisbufinefs  while  he  works  the  mine, 
Defcribe  his  temper  when  he  fees  it  fhine. 
Or  fay,  when  readers  eafy  veife  infnares. 
How  much  the  writer's  mind  can  ait  on  theirs : 
Whence  images,  in  charming  numbers  let, 
A  fort  of  likenefs  in  the  foul  beget. 
And  what  fair  vifions  oft  we  fancy  nigh 
By  fond  dclufions  of  the  fwimming  eye, 
Or  further  pierce  through  nature's  maze  to  find 
How  pafllons  drawn  give  paffions  to  the  mind. 
Oh,  what  a  fweet  confufion  !  what  lurpifc  ! 
How  quick  the  fhifting  views  of  pWafure  rile  '. 
While,  lightly  fkimming,  with  a  tranfient  wing, 
1  touch  the  beauties  which  I  wifh  to  fing. 
Is  verfe  a  fovereign  regent  of  the  foul, 
And  fitted  all  its  motions  to  control  ? 
Or  are  they  fiftcrs,  tun'd  at  once  above, 
And  fiiake  like  unifons  if  either  move  ? 
For,  when  the  numbers  fing  an  eager  fight, 
I've  heard  a  foldicr's  voice  exprefs  delight ; 


I've  feen  his  eyes  with  crowding  fpirlts  ihine. 
And  round  his  hilt  his  hand  unthinking  twine, 
Whe»  from  the  ftiore  the  fickle  Trojan  flies. 
And  in  fweet  meafures  p»;or  Eliza  dies, 
I've  feen  the  book  forfake  the  virgin's  hand, 
And  in  her  eyes  the  tears  but  hardly  ftand. 
I've  known  her  blufh  at  foft  Corinna's  name, 
And  in  red  charadlcrs  confefs  a  flame  : 
Or  wifli  fuccefs  had  more  adorn'd  his  arms. 
Who  gave  the  world  for  Cleopatra's  charms. 

Ye  fons  of  glory,  be  my  firft  appeal, 
If  here  rhe  power  of  lines  thefe  lines  reveal. 
When   lome    great  youth    has    with    impetuoug 

thought 
Read  o'er  atchievements  which  another  wrought. 
And  feen  his  courage  and  his  honour  go 
Through  crowdmg  nations  in  triumphant  {how« 
His  foul,  enchanted  by  the  words  he  reads. 
Shines  all  impregnated  with  fparkling  feeds. 
And  courage  here,  and  honour  there,  appears 
In  bravt  defign  that  foars  beyond  his  years; 
And  this  a  fpear,  and  that  a  chariot  lends. 
And  war  and  triumph  he  by  turns  attends; 
Thus  gallant  plealurcs  are  his  waking  dream, 
Till    lome    lair    caule    have    call'd  him  forth  t^ 

fame. 
Then,  fcini'd  to  life  on  what  the  poet  made. 
And  breathing  flaughtei,  and  in  arms  array'd. 
He  marches  forward  on  the  darmg  foe, 
And  emulat;o!j  atit'  in  every  blow. 
Grtat  i  iecSor's  fliade  in  fancy  ftalks  along, 
Fr  m  rank  to  rank  amongft  the  martial  throng;    ■ 
■U'liile  from  his  aciis  he  leans  a  nuble  rage, 
Ann  fiiities  like  Hcdlor  in  the  prelent  age. 
1  hus  verf;  will  raifc  him  to  the  vitflor's  bays; 
And      erfe,    that   rais'd  him,    fhall  refound  hi? 
praife. 

Ye  lender  beauties,  be  my  witnefs  too, 
If  long  can  charm,  and  if  my  fong  be  true. 
With  Iweet  experience  oft  a  fair  may  find 
Her  1  affiins  mov'd  by  paffions  well  defign'd; 
And  then  flie  longs  to  meet  a  gentle  fwain, 
And  longs  to  love,  and  to  be  lov'd  again. 
And  if  by  chance  an  aniorous  youth  appears. 
With  pants  and  bluftics  fhc  the  courtfhip  hears; 
And  finds  a  rale  that  muft  v  ith  theirs  a^ree. 
And  he's  Septimius,  and  his  Acme  ftie  . 
Thus  lolf  in  thoiigh'  her  meltrd  heart  flie  gives. 
And  the  rais'd  lover  by  the  poet  lives. 
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THE   LIFE   OF  GARTH. 


Samuel  Garth  was  of  a  good  family  in  Yortfhire  ;  britf  the  year  and  place  of  hi»  birth  are  not 
certainly  known. 

From  fQme  fchool  in  his  own  county,  he  was  fent  to  Peter-Houfe  College  in  Cambridge,  where 
he  refided  till  he  commenced  Dodor  of  Phyfic,  July  7.  1691. 

He  now  repaired  to  London,  where  he  refolved  to  fettle  in  the  pra<5tice  of  his  profeffion,  and 
was  examined  before  the  College  of  Phyficians  12th  March  1691-2,  and  admitted  a  Fellow  a6th 

June  1693. 

He  was  foon  fo  much  diftinguiflied  by  his  converfation  and  accomplifliments,  as  to  obtain  very 
extenfive  pradtice,  and  had  the  favour  and  confidence  of  the  Whigs,  as  Radcliffe  had  of  the 
Tories. 

In  1696,  he  a<fled  a  confpicuous  part  in  the  famous  diffenfion  in  the  College  of  Phyficians,  con- 
serning  the  obfervance  of  an  edid,  pafled  aSth  July  1687,  requiring  all  the  Fellows,  Candidate*, 
and  Licentiates  to  give  gratuitous  advice  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

He  is  always  mentioned  as  a  man  of  benevolence ;  and,  on  this  occafion,  he  concurred  with  a 
majority  of  the  College,  in  enforcing  the  obfervance  of  the  edid,  and  in  adopting  a  propofition 
for  a  fubfcription  among  the  members,  to  accommodate  the  poor  with  medicines  at  prime  coft,  by 
preparing  them  in  a  proper  difpenfatory  for  that  purpofe. 

This  work  of  charity  having  expofed  him  and  the  phyficians  with  whom  he  aded  to  a  malignant 
•ppofition  from  fome  members  of  the  College,  and  tJie  Society  of  Apothecaries,  he  refolved  to  ex- 
pofe  their  envy  and  refentment  in  a  proper  fatirc. 

He  was  not  long  in  executing  his  purpofe  with  peculiar  fpirit  and  vivacity,  in  his  admirable  bur- 
lefque  poem,  intituled  The  Difpenfary,  which  came  out  flugrante  bel,'o,  and  co-operating  with  the  paf- 
fions  and  prejudices  then  prevalent,  was  univerfally  and  liberally  applauded.  It  was  on  the  fide  o£ 
charity,  againft  the  intrigues  of  intereft ;  and  of  regular  learning,  againft  licentious  ufurpa- 
tion  of  medical  authority  ;  and  was  therefore  naturally  favoured  by  thofe  who  read  and  can  judge 
•f  poetry. 

It  was  dedicated  to  Anthony  Henley,  Efq.,  and  had  commendatory  verfes  before  it,  by  Charleft 
Boyle,  afterwards  Earl  of  Orrery,  Colonel  Codrington,  Thomas  Chtek,  Elq.,  and  Colonel  Blunt  j 
and  bore  three  imprefiions  in  a  few  months. 

In  1697,  he  fpi  ke  the  Har-oeian  Oration,  before  the  College  in  Warwick-Lane,  "  to  the  great 
fatisfadion  of  the  auditors,  and  his  own  honour,"  as  it  is  expreffed  in  the  regifter  of  the  College. 

The  applaufe  with  which  it  was  received  by  the  College,  was  confirmed  by  the  public,  who,  ia 
this  inftance,  teftified  almoft  an  equal  admiration  of  the  poet,  who  expoftd,  in  the  gentetleft  fa- 
tire,  the  mean-fpirited  intrigues  of  the  falfe  brethren  of  the  Faculty,  ai.d  of  the  oratr.r,  wh,>  ridi- 
culed, with  a  juft  fpirit  and  inmiitabie  humour,  the  mifchievoua  knavery  of  the  multifarious  claffcs 
•f  quacks. 
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In  the  Haiveian  0,\.:iou,  he  introduced  an  animated  apcftrophe  to  Ki'ng  William,  «  Ad  te  nunc 
eorouidis  loco  convertimur  Guli'elme  Augufte,"  SiC,  and  an  eloquent  encoauuni  on  the  bleflings  of 
the  Revolution. 

On  the  death  of  Diyden,  in  i-oi,  he  performed  a  memorable  z&  of  generofity  and  tendernefs, 
in  providing  a  iuitabls  interment  to  his  fhamefully  abandoned  corpfc ;  which  he  caufed  to  be 
brought  to  the  College  of  Phyficians.  propofed  and  encouraged  a  fubfcription  for  defraying  the  ex- 
pence  of  a  funeral,  pronounced  a  proper  oration  over  the  great  poet's  remains,  and  afterwards  at- 
tended the  folenuiity  from  Warwick- Lane  to  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

For  this  one  pious  acftion,  the  memory  of  Garth  will  be  regarded  with  everlaftihg  honour   and 
gratitude,  by  the  admirers  of  .the  great  father  of  genuine  Engliih  poetry. 
In  1702,  he  was  eleded  one  of  the  cenfors  of  the  College  of  Phyficians. 

Being  an  adivc  and  zealous  Whig,  he  was  aii  original  member  of  the  Kit-Kat  Club,  eftablifhed 
In  1703,  which  CO  11  filled  of  about  thirty  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  diflinguifhed  by  a  warm  zeal 
for  the  fuccefiion  in  the  Huufc  of  Hanover. 

It  received  its  name  from  one  Cliriflopher  Kat,  a  paftry-cook,  near  the  tavern  in  King-Street, 
Wcflminfter,  where  they  met,  who  often  ferved  them  with  tarts,  and  other  things  in  his  way. 

Old  Jacob  Tonfun,  the  bookfeller,  was  their  fccretary  ;  and  the  portraits  of  all  the  original  mem- 
bers of  the  club,  painted  by  Kneller,  were  long  in  the  poffcflion  of  his  family  at  Barn-elms,  and  are 
now  the  property  of  Richard  Baker,  Efq.,  and  are  at  his  houfe  in  Hill-Street,  Berkley  Square, 
London. 

In  concert  with  Halifax,  and  other  members  of  the  Club,  who  recommended  loyalty  and  liberty, 
by  the  powerful  influence  of  wit  and  plcafantry,  Ganh  furr.Ifhed  extempore  epigrams  on  the  moft 
celebrated  Whig  beauties,  which  were  infcribed  on  their  drinking  glalTcs. 

He  was  familiarly  known  to  all  the  great  men  of  the  Whig  party,  and  enjoyed,  with  great  mo- 
deration,  the  funfhine  of  court-favour  duvirg  Godolphin's  adminiflration,  and  attended  the  dif- 
milTion  of  that  minifter,  in  17 10,  with  a  fhort  poem,  which  is  an  unequivocal  tcftimony  of  his  gra- 
titude, and  the  fteadinefs  and  fincerity  of  his  attachment. 

There  were  fome  to  whom  this  teftimony  of  gratitude  was  difpler-fing,  and  the  poem  was  fevere- 
ly  criticifed  by  Prior,  in  "  The  Examiner,"  a  paper  engaged  in  defence  of  the  new  miniftry,  and 
fuccefsfully  vindicated  by  Addifon,in  "  The  Whig-Examiner,"  who  conferred  additional  honour  on 
the  poet  and  the  verfes,  by  his  admirable  vindication. 

In  1711,  he  wrote  a  dedication  for  an  intended  edition  of  Lucretius,  to.  the  Eleflor  of  Hanover, 
which  is  remarkable  for  its  elegant  Latinity. 

At  the  accedion  of  that  prince  to  the  BritiOi  throne,  his  merits  were  acknowledged  and  reward- 
ed :  He  was  knighted  with  the  fword  of  Marlborough,  and  wau  made  Phyfician  in  Ordinary  to  the 
King,  and  Phyfician-general  to  the  Army. 

In  1715,  he  publifhed  a  poem,  intituled  Cluremont,  addrelTed  to  the  Earl  of  Clare,  afterwards 
Duke  of  NewcalUe,  on  his  giving  that  name  to  his  beautiful  and  magnificent  villa,  near  Elher,  in 
Surrey. 

He  then  undertook  an  edition  of  Ovid's  Metamorphofes,  tranflated  by  feveral  hands,  to  which 
he  contributed  a  verfiun  of  the  fourteenth  book,  and  prefixed  a  critical  and  recommendatory 
preface. 

This  was  his  lad  work.  His  health  now  vifibly  declined,  which  caufed  a  general  concern.  Gran- 
ville, afterwards  Lord  Lanfdowne,  though  of  a  difiercnt  party,  tcftified  his  I'enfibility  in  flrains 
worthy  of  Waller : 

"  Machaon  fick  I  in  every  face  we  find,  ^ 

His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind,"  <Scc. 

He  died  i8th  January  1717-18.,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  Harrow  on  the  Hill.  He  left 
an  only  daughter,  who  was  married  to  Cgloiicl  Boyle. 
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The  pcrfonal  charaifler  of  Garth  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable.  He  was  a  good  poet,  a  good 
fthyfician,  and  an  honeft,  man,  and  more  than  merely  and  paflively  fo.  His  benevolence  was  as 
adlive  as  it  was  extenQve.  His  hand  and  heart  went  together ;  a  circumflance  more  valuable  than 
all  the  luftre  that  genius  can  confer.  He  communicated  himfelf  through  a  very  wide  extent  of 
acquaintance ;  and  though  firm  in  a  party,  yet  he  imparted  his  kindnefs  to  thofe  who  were  not  fup- 
pofcd  to  favour  his  principles.    He  buried  Dryden.    He  was  an  early  encourager  of  Pope. 

WcU-natur'd  Garth,  inflamed  with  early  praife. 

In  theconflid  of  parties,  he  was  careffed  by  the  firft  wits  on    either  fide.     He  was  at  once    the 
friend  of  Addifon  and  of  Granville. 

"  The  befl  natured  of  men,"  fays  Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters  "  Sir  Samuel  Garth,  has  left  me  in  the 
trueft  concern  for  his  lofs.  His  death  was  very  hcroical,  and  yet  unaffected  enough  to  have  made 
a  faint  or  a  philofopher  famous.  But  ill  tongues,  and  worfe  hearts,  have  branded  his  laft  moments 
as  wrongfully,  as  they  did  his  life  with  irreligion.  You  mufl  have  heard  many  t^les  upon  this 
fubjefl :  but  if  ever  there  was  a  good  Chriftian,  without  knowing  himfelf  to  be  fo,  it  was  Dr. 
Garth." 

His  poems  were  colle(fl:ed  and  printed  by  Tcnfon,  among  "  The  Works  of  the  Minor  Poets," 
in  2  volumes,  i2q:io,,  1749.     The  Difpenfary  zni.  Claremont  are  generally  known  and  admired,  par- 
ticularly the  Lif^enfary,  of  which  it  is  fufficient  commendation  to  fay,  that  it  is  only  inferior  in  hu-  | 
mour,  difcriniination  of  chara<fter,  and  poetical  ardour,  to  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock."     His  Clare-  ' 
mont  is  in  the  manner  of  Ovid,  and  has  many  of  the  beauties  and  defe(fls  of  his  favourite   author. 
His  Tranjlations  and  petty  pieces  have  nothing  in  them  remarkable. 

"  His  poetry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  has  been  praifed  at  lead  equally  to  its  merit.  In  the  Difpeti- 
fary  there  is  a  flrain  of  fmooth  and  free  verfification ;  but  few  lines  are  eminently  elegant.  The 
general  defign  is  perhaps  open  to  criticifm ;  but  the  compoiition  can  feldom  be  charged  with  inac- 
curacy or  negligence.  The  author  never  flumbers  in  felf- indulgence,  his  full  vigour  is  always  ereft- 
ed,  fcarce  3  line  is  left  unfiniflied ;  nor  is  it  eafy  to  find  an  expreflion  ufed  by  conftraint,  or  a 
thought  imperfeflly  expreffed.  It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  that  the  Difpenfary  had  been  correfted 
in  fvery  edition,  and  that  every  change  was  an  improvement.  It  appears,  however,  to  want  fome- 
thing  of  poetical  ardour,  and  fomething  of  general  dekdtation  ;  and  therefore,  fince  it  has  been  no 
longer  fupported  by  accidental  and  cxtririic  popularity,  it  has  been  fcarcely  able  to  fupport 
jtfelf." 

Vol.  VII.  F 


='"n" 


THE  DISPENSART, 


A   POEM, 


IN  SIX   CANTOSL 


*•  •— Hanc  venlam  petimufqne  damufque  vicifllm." 

HoR.  de  Arte  Poet. 


•  "I'liri' 


^- 


TO 


ANTHONY   HENLEY,  Esq, 


A  MAK  of  your  charafter  can  no  more  prevent  a 
dedication,  than  he  would  encourage  one ;  for 
merit,  like  a  virgin's  blufiies,  is  flill  moft  difcover- 
ed,  when  it  labours  moft  to  be  concealed. 

It  is  hard,  that  to  think  well  of  you,  fliould  be 
but  juftice,  and  to  tell  you  fo,  (hould  be  an  of- 
fence :  thus,  rather  than  violate  your  modefty,  I 
niuft  be  wanting  to  your  other  virtues;  and,  to 
gratify  one  good  quality,  do  wrong  to  a  thoufand. 

The  world  generally  meafures  our  efteem  by 
the  ardour  of  our  pretences ;  and  will  fcarce  be- 
lieve that  fo  much  zeal  in  the  heart,  can  be  con- 
fiftent  with  fo-  much  faintnefs  in  the  expreffion  ; 
bat  when  they  refleft  on  your  readinefs  to  do 
good,  and  your  induftry  to  hide  it ;  on  your  paffion 
to  oblige,  and  your  pain  to  hear  it  owned  ;  they 
will  conclude  that  acknowledgments  would  be  un- 
grateful to  a  perfon,  who  even  feems  to  receive 
the  obligations  he  confer;. 


But  though  I  ihould  perfuade  myfelf  to  be  filent 
upon  all  occafions ;  thofe  more  polite  arts,  which, 
till  of  late,  have  languilhed  and  decayed,  would 
appear  under  their  prefent  advantages,  and  own 
you  for  one  of  their  generous  reftorers ;  infomuch, 
that  fculprure  now  breathes,  painting  fpeaks,  mufla 
ravilhes ;  and  as  you  help  to  refine  our  tafte,  you. 
diftinguiih  your  own. 

Your  approbation  of  this  poem,  is  the  only  ex- 
ception to  the  opinion  the  world  has  of  your  judg- 
ment, that  oughr  to  reliih  nothing  fo  much  as 
what  you  write  yourfelf :  but  you  are  refolved  to 
forget  to  be  a  critic,  by  remembermg  you  are  a 
friend.  To  fay  more,  would  be  uneafy  to  you  j 
and  to  fay  Ufs,  would  be  unjuft  in 

Your  humble  Serv%B||, 


P  R  E  F  A  Q  E. 

Since  this  follovvii'g  poem  in  a  manner  fto!e  into 
the  world,  I  could  not  be  fuq>rifed  to  find  it  un- 
correcl :  though  I  can  no  more  fay  I  was  a  Itranger 
to  its  coming  abroad,  than  that  I  approved  of  the 
publilher's  precipitation  in  doing  it :  for  a  hurry 
in  the  execution  generally  produces  a  leifure  in  re- 
fledliion  ;  fo  when  we  run  the  fafteft,  we  (tumble 
the  ofteneft.  However,  the  errors  of  the  printer 
Jiave  not  been  greater  than  the  candour  of  the 
reader  :  and  if  I  could  but  fay  the  fame  of  the 
defedls  of  the  author,  he  would  need  no  juftifica- 
tjon  agalnfl;  the  cavils  of  fomc  furious  critics,  who, 
1  am  fure,  would  have  been  better  pleafed  if  they 
had  met  with  more  faults. 

Their  grand  objeAion  is,  that  the  fury  difeafe 
is  an  improper  machine  to  recite  charadlers,  and 
recommend  the  example  of  prefent  writers :  but 
though  I  had  the  authority  of  fome  Greek  and 
Latin  poets,  upon  parallel  inftances,  to  juftify  the 
dcGgn ;  yet  that  I  might  not  introduce  any  thing 
that  fecnied  inconfiftent,  or  hard,  I  ftarted  this 
objedtion  myfelf,  to  a  gentleman,  very  remarkable 
in  this  fort  of  criticifni,  who  would  by  no  means 
allow  that  the  contrivance  was  forced,  or  the  con- 
dudl  incongruous. 

Difeafc  is  reprefentcd  a  fury  as  well  as  Envy: 
fhe  is  imagined  to  be  forced  by  an  incantation 
from  her  recefs ;  and,  to  be  revenged  on  the  ex- 
orcift,  mortifies  him  with  an  introdudtion  of  feve- 
ral  perfons  eminent  in  an  accomplifhment  he  has 
made  fome  advances  in. 

Nor  is  the  compliment  Icfs  to  any  great  genius 
mentioned  there  ;  fince  a  very  fiend,  who  naturally 
repines  at  any  excellency,  is  forced  to  confefs  how 
happily  they  have  all  fucceeded. 

Their  next  obieftion  is,  that  I  have  imitated 
the  Lutrin  of  Monfieur  Boileau.  I  muft  own,  I 
am  proud  of  the  imputation  ;  unlefs  their  quarrel 
be,  that  I  have  not  done  it  enough  :  but  he  that 
will  give  himfelf  the  trouble  of  examining,  will 
find  I  have  copied  him  in  nothing  but  in  two  or 
three  lines  in  the  complaint  of  Molcfle,  Canto  II. 
and  in  one  in  his  firft  canto ;  the  feufe  of  which 
line  is  entirely  his,  and  I  could  wifh  it  were  not 
the  only  good  one  in  miti^. 


I  have  fpolte  to  the  moft  material  objeiSions  I 
have  heard  of,  and  fhall  tell  thefe  gentlemen,  that 
for  every  fault  they  pretend  to  find  in  this  poem, 
I  will  undertake  to  fljew  them  two.  One  of  thefe 
curious  perfons  does  me  the  honour  to  fay,  he  ap- 
proves of  the  conclufion  of  it ;  but  I  fuppofe  it  is 
upon  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe  it  is  th.e  con- 
clufion. However,  I  fhould  not  be  much  concern- 
ed not  to  be  thought  excellent  in  an  arnufement  I 
have  very  little  pra«flifed  hitherto,  nor  perhaps  ever 
fhall  again. 

Reputation  of  this  fort  is  very  hard  to  be  got, 
and  very  eafy  to  be  loft  ;  its  purfuit  is  painful,  and 
its  poffeflion  unfruitful ;  nor  had  I  ever  attempted 
any  thing  in  this  kind,  till  finding  the  animofities 
among  the  members  of  the  College  of  Phyficians 
increafing  daily  (notwithflanding  the  frequent  ex- 
hortations of  our  worthy  prefident  to  the  con- 
trary), I  was  perfuaded  to  attempt  fome  thing  of 
this  nature,  and  to  endeavour  to  rally  fome  of 
our  difaffedled  members  into  a  fenfe  of  their  duty, 
who  have  hitherto  moil  obflipately  oppofed  all 
rnanner  of  union  ;  and  have  continued  fo  unrea- 
fonably  refradlory,  that  it  v.r.s  thought  fit  by  the 
College,  to  reinforce  the  obfervance  of  the  flatutes 
by  a  bond,  which  fome  of  them  would  not  com- 
ply with,  though  none  of  tliem  had  refufed  the  J 
ceremony  of  the  cullomary  oath;  like  fome  that  ' 
will  trufl  their  wives  with  any  body,  but  their  ' 
money  with  none.  I  was  forry  to  find  there  coiild 
be  any  conflitution  that  was  not  to  be  cured  with-  • 
out  poifon,  and  that  there  fhould  be  a  profpedl  of 
effedling  it  by  a  lefs  grateful  method  than  reafon 
and  perfuafion. 

The  original  of  this  difference  has  been  of  fome 
ftanding,  though  it  did  not  break  out  to  fury  and 
excefs,  until  the  time  of  ereding  the  Difpenfary, 
being  an  apartment  in  the  college,  fet  up  for  the 
relief  of  the  fick  poor,  and  managed  ever  Cncc 
with  an  integrity  and  difinterefl  fuitable  to  fo 
charitable  a  defign. 

If  any  perfon  would  be  more  fully  informed 
about  the  particulars  of  fo  pious  a  work,  I  refer 
him  to  a  treatife,  fet  forth  by  the  authority  of  the 
prefident  and  cenfors,  in  the  year  1697.  It  is  calledj 


"  A  fhort  Account  of  the  Proceedings  of  the 
"  College  of  Phyficians,  London,  iti  relation  to 
"  the  fick  Poor."  The  reader  may  there  not 
only  be  ir.formed  of  the  rife  and  progrefs  of  this 
lo  public  an  undertaking,  but  alfo  of  the  concur- 
rence and  encouragement  it  met  with  from  the 
beil,  as  well  as  the  mo'.l  ancient  members  of  the 
iociety,  notwithftandiug  the  vigorous  oppofition  of 
a  few  men,  who  thoifght  it  their  intereft  to  defeat 
io  laodable  a  deiign, 

The  intention  of  this  preface  is  not  to  perfuade 
mankind  to  enter  into  our  quarrels,  but  to  vindi- 
cate the  author  from  being  cenfured  for  taking  any 
indecent  liberty  with  a  faculty  he  has  the  llonour 
to  be  a  member  of.  If  the  facire  may  appear  di- 
rected at  any  particular  perfon,  it  is  at  fuch  only 
as  arc  prefumed  to  he  engaged  in  difhonourable 
confederacies  for  mean  and  mercenary  ends,  againft 
the  dignity  of  their  own  profeflion.  But  if  there 
be  no  I'uch,  then  thele  characters  are  but  imagi- 
nary, and  by  cpnfequence  ought  to  give  nobody 
offence. 

The  defcription  of  the  battle  is  grounded  upon 
a  feud  that  happened  m  the  Difpenfary,  betwixt 
a  member  of  the  College  v/ith  his  retinue,  and 
fomc  of  the  fervants  that  attended  there  to  difpenfe 
the  medicines;  and  is  fo  far  real,  though  the  poe-  j 


PREFACE. 

tical  relation  be  fiiStitlouiT. 


I  hope  nobody  wi^' 
think  the  author  too  undccently  refle<5ling  throug'fi 
the  whole,  who,  being  too  liable  to  faults  himfelfj 
ought  to  be  lefs  fevere  upon  the  mifcarriages  of 
others.  There  is  a  charadler  in  this  trivial  per- 
formance, which  the  town,  I  find,  applies  to  a 
particular  perfon  :  it  is  a  refleiftion  which  I  fhould 
be  forry  fhould  give  offence  ;  being  no  more  thaa 
what  may  be  faid  of  any  phyfician  remarkable  for 
much  pratSlice.  The  killing  of  numbers  of  patients 
is  fo  trite  a  piece  of  raillery,  that  it  ought  not  to 
make  the  leaft  impreflion,  either  upon  the  reader, 
or  the  perfon  it  is  applied  to ;  being  one  that  I 
think  in  my  confcience  a  very  able  phyfician,  as 
well  as  a  gentleman  of  extraordinary  learning.  If 
I  am  hard  upon  any  one,  it  is  luy  reader :  but 
fome  worthy  gentlemen,  as  remarkable  for  their 
humanity  as  their  extraordinary  parts,  have  taken 
care  to  make  him  amends  for  it,  by  prefixing 
fomething  of  their  own. 

I  confefs,  thofe  ingenious  gentlemen  have  done 
me  a  great  honour ;  but  while  they  defign  an  ima- 
ginary panegyric  upon  me,  they  have  made  a 
real  one  upon  thenifelves;  and  by  faying  how 
much  this  fmall  performance  exceeds  fome  others, 
they  convince  the  worM  how  far  it  falls  fliort  of 
theirs. 

F  iij 
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THE  COPT  OF  AN  INSTRUMENT, 

SUBSCRIBED  tt  '.'" 

THE  PRESIDENT,  CENSOR,  MOST  OF  THE  ELECTS,  SENIOR  FELLOWS, 
CANDIDATES,  &c.  OF  THE  COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS, 

JN  RELATION  TO  THE  SICK  POOR. 


W^HEREAS  the  feveral  orders  of  the  College  of  i 
Phyficians,  London, for  prefcribing  medicines^gra/u  i 
to  the  poor  fick  of  the  cities  of  London  and  Weft- 
ininfttr,  and  pans  adjacent ;  as  alfo  propofals  made 
hy  the  faid  college  to  the  Lord  Mayor,  Court  of  | 
Aldermen,  and  Common  Council,  of  London,  in 
purfuance  thereof;  have  hi.herto  been  incffeflual, 
for  that  no  method  hath  been  taken  to  furnifh  the 
poor  with  medicines  for  their  cure  at  low  and 
reafonable  rates ;  we  therefore,  whofe  names  are 
Iiere_  under-written,  fellows  and  members  of  the 
faid  college,  being  willing  cfTctftually  to  promote 
fo  great  a  charity,  by  the  counfel  and  good  liking 
of  the  preGdent  and  college  declared  in  their  co- 
Siitia,  hereby  (to  wit,  each  of  us  feverally  and 
apart,  and  not  the  one  for  the  other  of  us)  do 
oblige  ourfelves  to  pay  to  Dr,  Thomas  Burwtll, 
fellow  and  eledl  of  the  faid  college,  the  fum  of 
ten  pounds  a-piece  of  lawful  money  of  England, 
by  fuch  proportions,  and  at  fuch  times,  as  to  the 
major  part  of  the  fubfcribers  here  fliall  fetm  mofl 
convenient :  which  money,  when  received  by  the 
laid  Dr.  Thomas  Bnrwell,  is  to  be  by  him  expend- 
ed in  preparing  and  delivering  medicines  to  the 
poor  at  their  intrinfic  value,  in  fuch  manner,  and 
at  fuch  times,  and  by  fuch  orders  and  dircdtions, 
as  by  the  major  part  of  the  fubfcribers  hereto  fhall, 
in  writing;  be  hereafter  ajipointed  and  diredled  for 
that  purpofe. 

In  witncfi  whereof  we   have   hereunto   fet  our 
hards  and  fcals,  this  twenry-fecjiid  day  of  Dc- 


Tho.  Millington,  Prefes, 
The.  Bnrwell,  Eleft.  and 

Cenfor. 
Sam.  Collins,  Eleft. 
Edvv.  Browne,  Eiedt. 
Rich.  Torlefs,  Eledt.  atrd 

Cenfor. 
Edw.  Hulfe,  Elecft, 
Tho.  Gill,  Cenfor. 
Will.  Dawes,  Cenfor. 
Jo.  Hutton. 
Rob.  Brady. 
Hans  S'.oane. 
Rich.  Morton. 
John  Hawys. 
Ch.  Harel. 
David  Hamilton. 
Hen.  Morelli. 
Walter  Harris. 
William  Briggs. 
Tho.  Colladon. 
Martin  Lifter. 
Jo.  Colbatch. 
Bernard  Connor. 
W.  Cockburn. 
J.  le  Feure. 
P.  Sylvettre. 
Ch.  Morton. 


Rich.  Robinfon. 
John  Batcman. 
Walter  Mills. 
Dan.  Coxe. 
Henry  Sampfon. 
Thomas  Gibfon. 
Charles  Goodall. 
Edm.  King. 
Sam.  Garth. 
Barnh  Soame. 
Denton  Nicholas. 
Jofeph  Gaylard. 
John  Woollafton. 
yteph.  Hunt. 
Oliver  Horfeman. 
Rich.  Morton,  ju»i 
Walter  Charlton. 
Phineas  Fowkc. 
Tho.  A! very. 
Rob.  Gray. 
Joim  Wright, 
James  Drake. 
Sam.  Morris. 
John  Woodward. 

Norris. 

George  Colebroot. 
Gideon  Harvey. 


The  dc-fign  of  printing  the  fubfcribers  names,  ii 
to  fhew,  that  the  late  undertaking  has  the  fandlion 
of  a  college  adt ;  and  that  it  is  not  a  proje<2  car- 
ried on  by  five  or  fix  members,  as  thofe  that  op- 
pofc  it  would  un^'jflly  icfinuate. 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEMS. 


TO   DR.   GARTH, 

UPON  THE 

BISPENSART. 

Oh  that  fome  genius  whofe  poetic  vein 

Like  Montague's  could  a  juft  piece  fuftain, 

Would  fearch  the  Grecian  and  the  Latin  ftore. 

And  thence  prefent  thee  with  the  pureft  ore : 

In  lafting  numbers  praife  thy  vt-hole  defign. 

And  manly  beauty  of  each  nervous  line  : 

Shew  how  your  pointed  fatire's  fterling  wit. 

Does  only  knaves  or  formal  blockheads  hit ; 

Who're  gravely  dull,  infipidlyfcrene. 

And  carry  all  their  wildom  in  their  mien  ; 

Whom  thus  expos'd,  thus  ftripp'd  of  their  difguife, 

None  will  again  admire,  moft  will  defpife  1 

Shew  in  what  noble  verfe  Naflau  you  fing, 

How  fuch  a  poet's  worthy  fuch  a  king  ! 

When  Somers'  charming  eloquence  you  praife, 

How  loftily  your  tuneful  voice  you  raife  1 

But  my  poor  feeble  mufe  is  as  unfit 

To  praife,  as  imitate  what  you  have  writ. 

Artifls  alone  fhould  venture  to  commend 

What  Dennis  can't  condemn,  nor  Dryden  mend  : 

What  muft,  writ  with  that  fire  and  with  that  eafe. 

The  beaux,  the  ladies,  and  the  critics,  pleafe. 

C.  Boyle. 


MY  FRIEND  THE  AUTHOR, 

ibESIRING  MY  OPINION  OF   HIS  POEM. 

Ask  me  not,  friend,  what  I  approve  or  blame;  " 
Perhaps  1  know  not  why  1  like,  or  damn;  J 

I  can  be  pleas'd  ;  and  I  dare  own  1  am.  _ 

I  read  thee  over  with  a  loVer's  eye  ; 
Thou  haft  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  can  fpy;  ] 

Thou  art  all  beauty,  or  all  blindntfs  I. 
Critics  and  aged  beaux  of  fancy  chaftc, 
Who  ne'er  had  fire,  or  eUe  whofe  firt  is  paft,       { 
Muft  judge  by  rules  what  they  want  force  to( 
tafte. 


\  would  a  poet,  like  a  mJftrefs,  try,  *^ 

Not  b^  her  hair,  her  hand,  her  nofe,  her  eye;  > 
But  by  fome  nameiefs  power,  to  give  me  joy.  ^ 
The  nymph  has  Grafton's,  Cecil's,  Churchill's*^ 

charms,  t  ' 

If  with  refiftlefs  fires  my  fnul  (he  warms,  T  | 

With  balm  upon  her  lips,and  raptures  in  her  arms.  3 
Such  is  thy  genius,  and  fuch  art  is  thine,  ~% 

Some  fecret  magic  works  in  every  line ;  V 

We  judge  not,  but  we  feel  the  power  divine,      j . 
Where  all  is  juft,  is  beauteous,  and  is  fair, 
Diftindtions  vanifti  of  peculiar  air. 
l^oft  in  our  pleafure,  wc  enjoy  in  you 
Lucretius,  Horace,  Sheffield,  Montague. 
And  yet  'tis  thought,  fome  critics  in  this  town,  T 
By  rules  to  all,  but  to  themfelves,  unknown,        >» 
Will  damn  thy  verfe,  and  juftify  their  own.  3 

Why  1ft  them  damn  :  were  it  not  wondrous  hard 
Facetious  Mirmil  *  and  the  city  bard. 
So  near  ally'd  in  learning,  wit,  and  fkill, 
Should  not  have  leave  to  judge,  as  well  as  kill  ? 
Nay,  let  them  write  ;  let  them  their  forces  join, 
And  hope  the  motley  piece  may  rival  thine. 
Safely  defpife  their  malice,  and  their  toil. 
Which  vulgar   ears  alone   will  reach,   and  wllJ 

defile. 
Be  it  thy  generoiis  pride  to  pleafe  the  beft, 
Whofe  judgment,  and  whofe  friendlhip,  is  a  teft,' 
With  learned  Hans  thy  healing  cares  be  join'd; 
Search  thoughtful  RatclifFe  to  his  inmoft  mind  ; 
Unite,  reftore  your  arts,  ana  fave  mankind : 
Whilft  all  the  bufy  Mirmilsof  the  town 
Envy  our  health,  and  pine  away  their  own. 
Whene'er  thou  would'ft  a  tempting  mule  engage^ 
Judicious  Walfh  can  beft  dire(5t  her  rage. 
To  Sommers  and  to  Dorfet  too  fubmit, 
And  let  their  ftamp  imhiortalize  thy  wit. 
Confenting  Phcebus  bows,  if  they  approve. 
And  ranks  thee  with  the  foremoft  bards  abovco 
Whilft  thefe  of  right  the  deathlefs  laurel  fend. 
Be  it  my  humble  biifinefs  to  commend 
The  fRithfal,  honcfi.  iuao,  and  the  well-natur'd 

friend. 

CbR.  CoflRINGTOK, 


«  »r.  Gibbons, 


F  iiiji 
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MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH, 

THE  AUTHOR   OF   THE  DISPENSARY. 

To  praife  your  healing  art  would  be  in  vain ; 
The  health  you  give,  prevents  the  poet's  pen. 
Sufficiently  confirm'd  is  your  renown, 
And  I  but  fill  the  chorus  of  the  town. 
That  let  nie  wave,  and  only  now  admire 
The  dazzling  rays  of  your  poetic  fire  : 
"Which  its  diffuUve  virtue  does  difpenfc, 
In  flowing  verfe,  and  elevated  fenfe.  [verfe. 

The  town,  which  long  has  fwallow'd  fooiifh 
Which  poetafters  every  where  rchearfc, 
Will  mend  their  judgment  now,  refine  their  tafte, 
And  gather  up  th'  applaufe  they  threw  in  wafte. 
The  play-houfe  fhan't  encourage  falfe  fublime, 
Abortive  thoughts,  with  decoration-i  hyme. 
,-    The  fatire  of  vile  fcribblers  fliall  appear 
On  none,  except  upon  themfelves,  fevere : 
While  yours  contemns  the  gall  of  vulgar  fpite  ; 
And  when  you  feem  to  fmile  the  moft,  you  bite. 

Tho.  Cheek. 


TO 

MY  FRIEND, 

UPON  THE  DISPENSARY. 


As  when  the  people  of  the  northern  zone 
rind  the  approach  of  the  revolving  fun, 


Pleas'd    and    reviv'd,    they    fee    the    ftew-born 

light, 
And  dread  no  more  eternity  of  night : 

Thus  we,  who  lately,  as  of  fummer's  heat, 
Have  felt  a  dearth  of  poetrj'  and  wit. 
Once  fear'd,  Apollo  would  return  no  more 
From  \\  armer  climes  to  an  ungrateful  fhore.    . 
But  yci.,  the  favourite  of  the  tuneful  nine, 
Have  made  the  god  in  his  full  luftre  (bine ; 
Our  night  have  chang'd  into  a  glorious  day ; 
And  reach'd  perfeftion  in  your  firft  effay. 
So  the  young  eagle,  that  his  force  would  try, 
Faces  the  fun,  and  towers  it  to  the  Iky. 

Others  proceed  to  art  by  flow  degrees, 
Aukward  at  firft,  at  length  they  faintly  pleafe ; 
And  flill,  whate'er  their  firft  efforts  produce, 
'Tis  an  abortive,  or  an  infant  mufe  : 
Whilft  yours,  like  Pallas,  from  the  head  of  Jove, 
Steps  out  full-grown,  with  nobleft  pace  to  move. 
What  ancient  poets  to  their  fubjedls  owe. 
Is  here  inverted,  and  this  owes  to  you  : 
You  found  it  little,  but  have  made  it  great. 
They  could  defcribe,  but  you  alone  create. 

Now  let  your  mufe  rife  with  expanded  wings. 
To  fing  the  fate  of  empires  and  of  kings  ; 
Great  William's  viftories  fhe'll  next  rehearfe. 
And  raife  a  trophy  of  immortal  verfe  : 
Thus  to  your  art  proportion  the  defign,  ^ 

And  mighty  things  with  mighty  numbers  join,    J> 
A  fecond  Namur,  or  a  future  Boyne.  j 

K.  Bl.OUNT. 


THE    DISPENSAR7 


CANTO 


"5p6ak,  goddefs  1  fince  'tis  thou  that  beft  canft  tell, 
How  ancient  leagues  to  modern  difcord  fell; 
And  why  phyficians  were  fo  cautious  grown 
Of  others'  lives,  and  lavifh  of  their  own  ; 
How  by  a  journey  to  th'  Elyfian  plain 
Peace  triumph'd,  and  old  time  return'd  again. 

Not  far  from  that  mofl  celebrated  place, 
Where  angry  *  juftice  fhews  her  awful  face  ; 
Where  little  villains  mull  fubmit  to  fate. 
That  great  ones  may  enjoy  the  world  in  flate  ; 
There  ftands  a  f  dome,  majeftic  to  the  fight, 
And  fumptuous  arches  bear  its  oval  height; 
A  golden  globe,  plac'd  high  with  artful  Ikill, 
Seems,  to  the  diftant  fight,  a  gilded  pill  : 
This  pile  was,  by  the  pious  patron's  aim, 
Rais'd  for  a  life  as  noble  as  its  frame  ; 
Nor  did  the  learn'd  fociety  decline 
The  propagation  of  that  great  defign  ; 
In  all  her  mazes,  nature's  face  they  vievv'd. 
And,  ias  fhe  difappear'd,  their  fearch  purfued,  (c) 
Wrapt  in  the  (hade  of  night  the  goddefs  lies,       "> 
Yet  to  the  learn'd  unveils  her  dark  difguife,        > 
Butlhunsthe  grofs  accefs  of  vulgar  eyes.  j 

Now  fhe  unfolds  the  faint  and  dawning  ftrife 
Of  infant  atoms  kindling  into  life  ; 
How  dudlile  matter  new  meanders  takes, 
And  flender  trains  of  twifting  fibres  makes  ; 
And  how  the  vifcous  feeks  a  clofer  tone, 
By  juft  degrees  to  harden  into  bone  ; 
While  the  more  loofe  flow  from  the  vital  urn. 
And  in  full  tides  of  purple  flreanis  return; 
How  lambent  flames  from  life's  bright  lamps  arifc, 
And  dart  in  emanations  through  the  eyes ; 
How  from  each  fluice  a  gentle  torrent  pours, 
To  flake  a  feverifti  heat  with  ambient  Ihowers; 


VARIATIONS. 

(a) they  ftill  purfued. 

They  find  her  dubious  now,  and  then  as  plain, 
Here  Qie's  too  fparing ;  there  profufely  vain. 


*  Old  Bailey. 
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Whence  their  mechanic  powers  the  fplrits  claim  ; 
How  great  their  force,  how  delicate  their  frame  j 
How  the  fame  nerves  are  fafhion'd  to  fuAaia 
The  greatell  pleafure  and  the  greateft  pain  ; 
Why  bilious  juice  a  golden  light  puts  on, 
And  floods  of  chyle  in  filver  currents  run ;  , 

How  the  dim  fpeck  of  entity  began 
T'  extend  its  recent  form,  and  flretch  to  man  ; 
To  how  minute  an  origin  we  owe 
Young  Ammon,  Casfar,  and  the  great  Naflau  ; 
Why  paler  looks  impetuous  rage  proclaim. 
And  why  chill  virgins  redden  into  flame; 
Why  envy  oft'  transforms  with  wan  difguife, 
And  why  gay  mirth  fits  fmiling  in  the  eyes ; 
All  ice  why  Lucrece  ;  or  Sempronia,  fire ; 
Why  Scarfdale  rages  to  furvive  defire; 
When  Milo's  vigour  at  th'  Olympick's  fhown. 
Whence  tropestoFinch,or  impudence  to  Sloane;(i) 
Hoyir  matter,  by  the  vary'd  fhape  of  pores. 
Or  ideots  frames,  or  fitlemn  fenators. 

Hence    'tis   we  wait   the   wondrous  caufc   to 
find, 
How  body  a(fls  upon  impafiive  mind; 
How  fumes  of  wine  the  thinking  part  can  fire, 
Pafl  hopes  revive,  at:d  prefent  joys  infpire; 
Why  our  complexions  oft'  our  foul  declare. 
And  how  the  paflions  in  the  feature  are  ; 
How  touch  and  harmoiiiy  nrife  between 
Corporeal  figure,  and  a  form  unfeen; 
How  quick  their  faculties  the  limbs  fulfil, 
And  aA  at  every  fummons  of  the  will ; 
With  mighty  truths,  myllerious  to  defcry, 
Which  in  the  womb  of  diftant  caufes  lie. 

But  now  no  grand  inquiries  are  defcry'd,       -,. 

Mean  fadtion  reigns  where  knowledge  fhould  / 

prefide,  v" 

Feuds  are  increaf 'd,  and  learning  hid  aCde.      .  \ 


VARIATIONS. 

(i)  Why  Atticus  polite,  Brutus  fevere, 
Why  Methwin  muddy,  Montague  why  clean 


<?0 


THE    WORKS    OF    GARTK. 


Thus  fynods  oft'  concern  for  faith  conceal, 

And  for  important  nothings  fhew  a  zeal : 

The  droopinp  fciences  r.^ glecled  p'nc, 

Jiod  Pxan's  beams  wih   rz.'lr^r  luftre  (hine. 

No  readers  here  with  hciftlc  lnoks  are  found, 

Nor  eyes  in  rheum,  through  midnight-watching,  j 

drown'd  ; 
The  lonely  edifice  in  fweats  complains 
That  nrthing  there  but  fullen  filence  rcipn^. 

This  place,  fo  fit  for  undifturb'd  rcpofe, 
The  god  of  floth  for  his  afylum  chofe ; 
Up'in  a  couch  of  down  in  thefe  abodes. 
Supine  with  folded  arms  he  thoughtlefs  n'ids; 
Indulging  dreams  his  godhead  lull  to  eafe, 
"With  murmurs  of  foft  rills,  and  whifpering  trees  : 
The  poppy  and  each  numbing  plant  difpenfe 
Their  drowzy  virtue,  and  dull  indolence  ; 
No  pafllons  interrupt  his  eafy  reign. 
No  problehiS  piizsle  his  le'hargic  brain  ; 
But  dark  oblivion  guards  his  peaceful  bed. 
And  lazy  fogs  hang  lingering  o'er  his  head. 

As  at  full  length  the  ramper'd  monarch  lay, 
Battening  in  eafe,  and  flumberir.g  life  away; 
A  fpiteful  noife  his  downy  chains  unties, 
Kaftes  forward,  and  increafes  as  it  flies, 

Firfti  fome  to  cleave  the  ftubborn  *'  flint  engage, 
Till,  urg'd  by  blows,  it  fparkles  into  rage  : 
Some  temper  lute,fomc  lpaci;ius  veffels  move  ; 
Thefe  furnaces  ere<5L,  and  thofe  approve  ; 
Here  phials  in  nice  difciyline  are  fet, 
There  gallipots  are  lang'd  in  alphabet. 
In  this  place,  magazines  of  pills  yon  fpy : 
In  that,  like  forage,  herbs  in  bundles  lie  ; 
While  lifted  peftiesjbrandifh'd  in  the  air, 
Defcend  in  ptals,  and  civil  wars  declare.        [rend. 
Loud  ftroke',    with   pnundii:g   fpice,  the  fabric 
And  arrniatic  clouds  in  fpires  afcend. 

So  when  the  Cyclops  o'er  their  anvils  fweat, 
And  fwelling  firews  echoing  blows  repeat; 
From  the  volcanos  grofs-eruptions  rife, 
And  curling  duet*  of  frnoke  obfcure  the  ikits. 

The  fliimbering  God,  amaz'd  at  this  now  din, 
Thrice  flrove  to  rife,  and  thrice  funk  dfwii  ag.-.in, 
Liftlefs  he  flrerch'd,  and  gaping  rubb'd  his  eyes, 
'I'hen  falter'd  thus  betwixt  half  words  and  Gghs  : 

How  impotent  a  deity  am  I  1 
With  godhead  born,  but  curs'd,  that  cannot  die  ! 
Through  my  indulgence,  mortal-  hr  urly  fljare 
A  grateful  negligence,  and  eafe  from  care. 
LuH'din  my  arms,  how  long  have  I  wirh-held 
The  northern  monarchs  from  the  dudy  field  ! 
How  I  have  kept  the  Biitifh  fleet  ar  tafe. 
i'Foni  tempting  the  rough  dangers  of  the  feas  1 
Hibernia  owns  the  mildncfs  of  my  reign, 
.And  my  divinity's  ador'd  in  Spain. 
1  fwains  to  fylvan  folitudes  convey,  'p 

Where,  ftrctch'd  on  mofly  beds,  they  wafle  away  C 
In  gentle  joys  the  night,  in  vows  the  day.  j 

What  marks  of  woncrous  clemency  I've  fliown, 
Some  reverend  worthies  of  the  gown  can  own  : 
Triumphant  plenty,  with  a  cheerful  grace. 
Balks  in  their  eyes,  and  fpi^rklcs  in  their  face. 
How  fleek  their  looks,  how  goodly  is  their  mien. 
When  big  they  flrut  beliind  a  double  chin ! 
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Each  faculty  in  blandirtiments  they  lull, 
Afp'ring  to  be  venerably  dull ; 
No  learn'd  debates  moleft  their  downy  trance. 
Or  difcompofe  their  pompous  ignorance  ; 
But,  undifturb'd,  they  luiter  life  away, 
So  wither  green,  and  bloflom  in  decay  ; 
Deep  i'unk  in  down,  they,  by  my  gentle  care, 
Av'<id  th'  inclemencies  of  morning  air,   [pra 
And  leave  to  tatter'd  *  crape  the  drudge 

Urim  f  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  fenf«. 
Had  humour,  and  a  courteous  confidence  : 
Tio  fpnice  he  moves,  fo  gracefully  he  cocks. 
The  liallow'd  rofe  declares  him  orthodox  : 
He  pafs'd  his  eafy  hours,  indead  of  prayer. 
In  madrigals,  and  philjyfing  the  fair ; 
Conftant  at  feafts,  and  each  decorum  knew, 
And,  foon  as  the  defert  appear'd,  withdrew; 
Always  c-bliging,  and  without  offence. 
And  fancy'd,  for  his  gay  impertinence. 
But  fee  how  ill-miftaken  parts  fucceed  ; 
He  threw  off  ray  dominion,  and  would  read; 
lingiig'd  in  controverfy,  wrangled  well  I 
In  convocation  language  could  excel ; 
In  volumes  prov'd  the  church  without  defence^' 
By  nothing  guarded  but  by  Providence; 
How  grace  and  moderation  difagree; 
And  violence  advances  charity. 
Thus  writ  till  no'.e  would  read,  becoming  foo« 
A  wretched  fcribbler,  of  a  rare  buff"oon. 

Mankind  my  fond  propitious  power  has  try';^ 
Too  oft'  t'j  rwn,  too  much  to  be  deny'd. 
And  all  I  alk  are  (hades  and  filent  bowers. 
To  pafs  in  loft  forgetfulnefs  my  hours. 
Oft'  have  my  fears  fnie  diftant  villa  chofcj 
u'er  their  qviefus  where  fat  judges  dofe, 
Ami  lull  their  cough  and  confcience  to  repofe 
Or,  if  fomc  cloiftei's  refuge  I  implore,  (<r) 
Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  fnore, 
The  peals  of  *  NafTau's  arms  chefe  eyes  unclol^' 
P.line  heniolefts,to  give  the  world  repofe. 
I'hat  eafe  I  offer  with  contempt  he  flies. 
His  ci.uch  a  trench,  his  canopy  the  Ikies. 
Nor  clime's  nor  feafons  his  refolves  controul, 
rh'  equator  has  no  heat,  no  ice  the  pole. 
With  artjns  refiftleis  o'er  the  globe  he  flies. 
And  leaves  to  Jove  the  empire  of  the  fkies. 

But,  as  the  llothful  god  to  yawn  begun, 
He  (hook  off  the  dull  mill,  and  thus  went  on : 


VARIATIONS. 

{c)  Sometimes  among  the  Cafpian  cliffs  I  creep, 
V/here  folitary  l>ats  and  fwallows  fleep; 
Or,  if  iome  cloider's  refuge  1  implore. 
Where  holy  droDes  o'er  dying  tapers  fnore; 
Still  NafTau'^  arms  a  foft  repofe  deny. 
Keep  me  awake,  and  follow  where  I  fly, 

Since  he  hasblefa'd  the  weary  world  with  peace, 
And  with  a  nod  has  bid  Bellona  ceafc ; 
!  finight  the  covert  of  fome  peaceful  cell. 
Where  filent  fhadesin  harmicfs  raptures  dwell; 
That  reit  might  paft  tranquillity  rtftore. 
And  mortal  never  interrupt  me  more. 
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?Twas  in  this  reverend  dome  1  fought  repofe, 
Thefe  walls  were  that  afylum  1  had  chofe.  (</) 
Here  have  I  rul'd  long  undifturb'd  with  broils, 
And  laugh'd  at  heroes,  and  their  glorious  toils, 
Uly  annals  are  in  mouldy  mildews  wrought, 
With  eafy  infignificance  of  thought. 
But  now  fome  bufy,  enterprifing  brain 
Invents  new  fancies  to  renew  my  pain, 
And  labours  to  diffolve  my  eafy  reign. 

With  that,  the  god  his  darling  phantom  calls. 
And  from  his  faltering  lips  this  meflage  falls : 


I 
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Since  mortals  will  difpute  my  power,  T'U  try 
Who  has  the  greateft  empire,  they  or  I. 
Find  envy  out,  fome  prince's  court  attend, 
Moft    likely    there    you'll    meet    the   famifli'd 
I  fiend;  (^) 

Or  where  dull  critics  authors'  fate  foretell ; 
Or  where  ftale  maids,  or  meagre  eunuchs,  dwell; 
Tell  the  bleak  fury  what  new  projeds  reign 
/Among  the  homicides  of  Warwick-lane  ; 
And  what  th'  event,  unlefs  Ihe  ftrait  inclines 
To  blaft  their  hopes,  and  baffle  their  defigns. 

More  he  had  fpoke,  but  fudden  vapours  rife, 
And  with  their  filken  cords  tie  down  his  eyes. 
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fJ)  Nought  underneath  this  roof  but  damps  are  i 
found,  I 

Nought  heard  but  drowfy  beetles  buzzing  round,     (*)  Or  in  cabals,  or  camps,  or  at  the  bar» 
Spread  cobwebs  hide  the  walls,  and  duft  the  floors.    Or  where  ill  poets  pennylefs  confer. 
And  midnight  filence  guards  the  noifelefs  doors.      ,  Or  in  the  fcnate-houfe  at  Wellminftcr. 
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SooU  as  the  evening  veil'd  the  mountains  heads 
And  winds  lay  hufli'd  in  fubterranean  beds ; 
Whilft  fickening  flowers  drink  up  the  filver  dew, 
And  beaux  for  fome  aflembly  drefs  anew ; 
The  city  faints  to  prayers  and  play-houfe  hafle ; 
The  rich  to  dinner,  and  the  poor  to  reft  : 
Th'  officious  phantom  then  prepar'd  with  care 
To  Aide  on  tender  pinions  through  the  air. 
Oft'  he  attempts  the  fummit  of  a  rock, 
And  oft'  the  hollow  of  fome  blafted  oak ; 
At  length  approaching  where  bleak  envy  lay ; 
The  hifling  of  her  fnakes  proclaim'd  the  way. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  covert  of  an  yew. 
That  taints  the  grafs  with  fickly  fweats  of  dew ; 
No  verdant  beauty  entertains  the  fight, 
But  baneful  hemlock,  and  cold  aconite ; 
In  a  dark  grot  the  baleful  haggard  lay, 
Breathing  black  vengeance,  and  infeding  day. 
But  how  deform'd,  and  worn  with  fpiteful  woes, 
When  Acciub  has  applaufe,  Dorfennus  fhews. 
The  cheerful  blood  her  meagre  cheeks  forfook. 
And  bafililks  fate  brooding  in  her  look ; 
A  bald  and  bloated  toad-ftool  ralf 'd  her  head; 
The  plumes  of  boding  ravens  were  her  bed  : 
From  her  chapp'd  noftrils  fcalding  torrents  fall, 
And  her  funk  eyes  boil  o'er  in  floods  of  gall. 
Volcanos  labour  thus  with  inward  pains. 
While  feas  of  melted  ore  lay  wafte  the  plainf. 

Around  the  fiend  in  hideous  order  fate 
Foul  bawling  infamy,  and  bold  debate ; 
Gruff  difcontent,  through  ignorance  mifled. 
And  clamorous  fadtion  at  her  party's  head; 
Reftlefs  fedition  ftill  difiembling  fear, 
And  fly  hypocrify  with  piouj  leer. 


Gloating  with  fulien  fpite  the  fury  fliook 
Her  clotted  locks,  and  blafted  with  each  look ; 
Then  tore  witVi  canker'd  teeth  the  pregnant  fcrollsj 
Where  fame  the  a<Ss  of  demi-gods  enrols ; 
And,  as  the  rent-records  in  pieces  fell. 
Each  fcrap  did  fome  immortal  a<Stion  tell. 

This  ftiow'd,  how  fix'd  as  fate  Torquatus  ftood. 
That,  the  fam'd  paflage  of  the  Granic  flood; 
The  Julian  eagles,  here,  their  wing»  difplay, 
And  there,  like  fctting  ftars,  the  Dccii  lay ; 
This  does  Camillus  as  a  god  extol. 
That  points  at  Manlius  in-  the  capitol; 
How  Codes  did  the  Tiber's  furges  brave, 
How  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  gaping  grave. 
Great  Cyrus,  here,  the  Medes  and  Perfian^jois^, 
And,  there,  th'  immortal  battle  of  the  Boyne. 

As  the  light  meffenger  the  fury  fpy'd. 
Awhile  his  curdling  blood  forgot  to  glide  : 
Confufion  on  his  fainting  vitals  hung, 
And  faltering  accents  flutter'd  on  his  tongue  : 
At  length,  affuming  courage,  he  convey 'd 
His  errand,  then  he  Ihrunk  into  a  {hade. 

The  hag  lay  long  revolving  what  might  be 
The  bleft  event  of  fuch  an  embaffy  : 
Then  blazons  in  dread  fmiles  her  hideous  form  ; 
So  lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  ftorm.  (/) 
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(/)  Then  {he  :  Alas     haw  long  in  vain  have  I 
Ami'd  at  thcfe  noble  ills  the  fates  deny  ? 
Withii;  this  ifle  for  ever  muft  I  find 
Dilafters  to  diftraift  my  reftlefs  mind  ? 


^ 
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Thus flie— Mankind  arebleft,  they  riot  ftill 
Unbounded  in  exorbitance  of  i!l. 
By  devaftation  the  rough  warrior  ^ains, 
And  farmers  fatten  mod  when  famine  reigns; 
For  fickly  feafons  the  phyficians  wait, 
And  politicians  thrive  in  broils  of  ftate; 
The  lover's  eafy  when  the  fair-one  llghs, 
And  gods  fubfift  not  but  by  facrifice. 

Each  other  being  fome  indulgence  knows  r 
Few  are  my  joys,  but  infinite  my  woes. 
My  prefent  pain  Britannia's  genius  wills, 
And  thus  the  fates  record  my  future  ills. 

A  heroine  (hall  Albion's  fceptre  bear, 
"With  arms  (hall  vanquifh  earth,  and  heaven  with 

prayer. 
She  on  the  world  her  clemency  (hall  (hower. 
And  only  to  preferve  exert  her  power. 
Tyrants  (hall  then  their  impious  aims  forbear. 
And  Blenheim's  thunder  more  than  Etna's  fear. 

Since  by  no  art*  I  therefore  can  defeat 
The  happy  enterprifes  of  the  great, 
I'll  calmly  (toop  to  more  inferior  things, 
And  try  if  my  lov'd  fnakes  have  teeth  or  flings. 

She  faid ;  and  ftraight  (hrill  Colon's  •   perfon 
took. 
In  ihorats  loofe,  but  mod  precife  in  look. 
Black-friars  annals  lately  pleas'd  to  call 
Him  warden  of  apothecaries-hall ; 
And,  when  fo  dignify'd,  did  not  forbear  ~\ 

That  operation  which  the  learn'd  declare  S- 

Gives  colics  eafe,  and  makes  the  ladies  fair.       j 
In  trifling  (how  his  tinfel  talent  lies; 
And  form  the  want  of  intellefts  fupplies. 
In  afped  grand  and  goodly  he  appears, 
Rever'd  as  patriarchs  in  primaeval  years. 
Hourly  his-  learn'd  impertinence  a(fords 
A  barren  fuperfluity  of  words  ;  {g) 
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Good  Tenifon's  celeftial  piety 

At  laft  has  rais'd  him  to  the  facred  fee. 

Somersdoesfickening  equity  reftore, 

And  helplefs  orphans  are  opprefs'd  no  more. 

Pembroke  to  Britain  endlefs  bleffings  brings. 

He  fpoke ;  and  peace  clapp'd  her  triumphant  wings, 

Great  Ormond  (hines  illuftrioufly  bright 

With  blazes  of  hereditary  right. 

The  noble  ardour  of  a  royal  fire 

Infpires  the  generous  bread  of  Devonlhire. 

And  Macclesfield  is  active  to  defend 

His  country  with  the  zeal  he  loves  his  friend. 

Like  Lcda's  radiant  fons  divinely  clear, 

Portland  and  Jerfey  deck'd  in  rays  appear, 

To  gild  by  turns  the  Gallic  hemifphere. 

Worth  in  diftrefs  is  rais'd  by  Montague; 

Auguftus  liftens  if  Mxcenas  fue ; 

And  Vernon's  vigilance  no  (lumber  takes, 

Whilft  fadion  peeps  abroad,  and  anarchy  awakes, 

(^)  Tn  hafte  he  ftrides  along,  to  recompenfe 
The  want  of  buOnefs  with  its  vain  pretence. 

«  Lee,  an  apotlitciry. 


The  patient's  ears  remorfelefs  he  aflfails, 
Murders  with  jargon  where  his  medicine  fails. 

The  fury  thus  a(ruming  Colon's  grace, 
So  (lung  her  arm?,  fo  (huffl'd  in  her  pace. 
Onward  (he  haftens  to  the  fam'd  abodes, 
Where  Horofcope*  invokes  th'  infernal  gods; 
And  reacli'd  the  manfion  where  the  vulgar  run, 
For  ruin  throng,  and  pay  to  be  undone. 
,  Thi^  vifionary  various  projedts  tries. 
And  knows  that  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wife. 
By  ufeful  obfervations  he  can  tell 
The  facred  charms  that  in  true  fterling  dwell ; 
How  gold  makes  a  patrician  of  a  (lave, 
A  dwarf  an  Atlas,  a  Therfites  brave. 
It  cancels  all  defefts,  and  in  their  place 
Finds  fenfe  in  Brownlow,  charms  in  Lady  Gracii  j 
It  guides  the  fancy,  and  direds  the  mind  ; 
No  bankrupt  ever  found  a  fair-one  kind. 

So  truly  Horofcope  its  virtues  knows, 
To  this  lov'd  idol  'tis,  alone,  he  bows; 
And  fancies  fuch  bright  heraldry  can  prove. 
The  vile  plebeian  but  the  third  from  Jove. 

Long  has  he  been  of  that  amphibious  fry. 
Bold  to  prefcribe,  and  bufy  to  apply. 
His  fhop  the  gazing  vulgar's  eyes  employs' 
With  foreign  trinkets,  and  domeftic  toys. 
Here  mummies  lay  moft  reverendly  ftale  ;' 
And  there  the  tortoife  hung  her  coat  of  mail; 
Not  far  from  fome  huge  fhark's  devouring  head 
The  flying  fi(h  their  finny  pinions  fpread  ; 
Aloft  in  rows  large  poppy-heads  were  (Irung, 
And  near,  a  fcaly  alligator  hung  ; 
In  this  place,  drugs  in  mufty  heaps  decay'd; 
In  that,  dry'd  bladders  and  drawn  teeth  were  laidl 

An  inner  room  receives  the  numerous  (hoals 
Of  fuch  as  pay  to  be  reputed  fools. 
Globes  fland  by  globes,  volumes  on  volumes  lie, 
And  planetary  fchemes  amufe  the  eye. 
The  lage,  in  velvet  chair,  here  lolls  at  eafe, 
To  promife  future  health  for  prefent  fees ; 
Then,  as  from  tripod,  folemn  (hanie  reveals, 
And  what  the  (lars  know  nothing  of,  forctels. 

One  a(ks  how  foon  Panthea  may  be  won. 
And  longs  to  feel  the  marriage-fetters  on  : 
Others,  convinc'd  by  melancholy  proof. 
Inquire  when  courteous  fates  will  ftrike  them  off. 
Some,  by   what   means  they   may  redrefs  their 

wrong, 
When  fathers  the  pofTefllon  keep  too  long. 
And  fome  would  know  the  ilTue  of  their  caufe, 
And  whether  gold  can  folder  up  its  flaws. 
Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  advice  would  have, 
To  lofe  by  art  what  fruitful  nature  gave; 
And  Portia,  old  in  expedation  grown. 
Laments  her  barren  curfe,  and  begs  a  fon  : 
Whilft  Iris  his  cofmetic  wa(h  would  try, 
To  make  her  bloom  revive,  and  lovers  die. 
Some  a(k  for  charms,  and  others  philters  choofc, 
To  gain  Corinna,  and  their  quartans  lofe. 
Young  Hylas,  botch'd  with  (tains  too  foultonamr. 
In  cradle  here  renews  his  youthful  frame ; 
Cloy'd  with  defire,  and  furfeited  with  charms, 
A  hot-honfe  he  prefers  to  Julia's  arms. 

*  Dr.  Barnard, 
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And  oW  Liicullus  would  th'  arcanum  prove, 

Of  kindling  in  cold  veins  the  fparks  of  love. 

Bleak    envy    thefe    dull    frauds   with    pleafure 
fees, 

And  wonders  at  the  fenfekfs  myderies. 

Tn  Colon's  voice  fhe  thus  calls  out  aloiid 

On  Horofcope  cnviron'd  by  the  crowd  : 

Forbear,  forbear,  thy  vain  amufements  ceafe. 

Thy  woodcocks  from  their  gins  awhile  releafe  ; 

And  to  that  dire  misfortune  liften  well, 

WUich  thou  fhould'ft  fear  to  know,  or  I  to  tell. 

'i'is  true,  thou  ever  waft  efteem'd  by  me 

The  great  Alcides  of  our  company. 

When  we  with  noble  fcorn  refolv'd  to  eafe 

Ourfclves  from  all  parochial  offices; 

And  to  our  wealthier  patients  left  the  care 

And  drajTgled  dignity  of  fcavenger; 

Such  zeal  in  that  affair  thou  didft  exprefs. 

Nought  could  be  equal,  but  the  great  fuccefs. 

Now  call  to  mind  thy  generous  prowefs  paft, 

Be  what  thou  Ihould'ft,   by  thinking  what  thou 
waft  : 

The  faculty  of  Warwick-lane  defign, 

It  not  to  ftorm,  at  leaft  to  undermine. 

Their    gates   each    day    ten   thcufand  night-caps 

crowd, 
And  mortars  utter  their  attempts  aloud. 
If  they  fhould  once  unmalk  our  myftery, 
Each  nurfe,  ere  long,  would  be  as  learu'd  as  we ; 
t)ur  art  cxpos'd  to  every  vulgar  eye ; 
And  none,  in  complaifance  to  us,  would  die. 
What  if  we  claim  their  i-ight  t'alfafiinatc, 
Mufl  they  needs  turn  apothecaries  ftraight  ? 
Prevent  it,  gods  '.   all  ftratagems  we  try. 
To  crowd  with  new  inhabitants  your  flcy. 
'Tis  we  who  wait  the  deftinies'  command. 
To  purge  the  troubled  air,  and  weed  the  land. 
And  dare  the  college  infolently  aim 
To  equal  our  fraternity  in  fame  ? 
Then  let  crabs-eyes  with  pearl  for  virtue  try, 
Or  Mighgate-hill  with  lofty  Pindus  vie  ; 


So  glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan's  beams. 

And  Hare-court  pump  with  Aganippe's  ftreams. 

Our  mannfaiStures  now  they  meanly  fell. 

And  their  true  vake  treacheroufly  tell ; 

Nay,  they  difcover  too,  their  fpite  is  fuch, 

Th«tt  health,  that  crowns  more  valued,  cofts  not 

much  ; 
Whilfk  we  mud  fteer  our  condud):  by  thefe  rules. 
To  cheat  as  tradefmen,  or  to  ftarve  as  fools,  (a) 
At   this   fam'd    Horofcope    turn'd    pale,    and 
ftraight 
In  filence  tumbled  from  his  chair  of  ftate  : 
The  crowd  in  great  confulion  fought  the  door. 
And  left  the  magus  fainting  on  the  floor ; 
Whilft  in  his  breaft  the  fury  breath'd  a  ftcrm. 
Then  fought  her  cell,  and  re-affum'd  her  form. 
Thus  from  the  fore  although  the  infed  flies. 
It  leaves  a  brood  of  maggots  in  difgufe. 

Officious  Squirt  »■  in  liatlc  forfook  his  fljop. 
To  faccour  the  expiring  Horofcope. 
Oft'  he  effay'd  the  magus  lo  reftorc. 
By  fait  of  fuccinum's  prevailing  povyer  ; 
Yet  ftill  fupine  the  folid  lumber  lay. 
An  image  of  fcarce-animatcd  clay; 
Till  fatc^-=,  indulgent  when  difafters  call. 
By  Squirt's  nice  hand  apply'd  a  urinal. 
The  wight  no  fonner  did  the  dream  receive. 
But  rouz'd,  and  biefs'd  the  ftale  reftorative. 
The  fprings  of  life  their  former  vigour  fcelj 
Such  zeal  lie  had  for  that  vile  utenfil. 

So  when  the  great  Pclides  Thetis  found. 
He  knew  the  fea-weed  fcent,  and  th'  a2ure  god. 
defs  own'd. 


VARIATIONS. 

(a)  Whilft  we,  at  our  expence,  muft  pcrfcvere. 
And  for  another  world,  be  ruin'd  here. 

♦   Dr.  Barnard's  rnati. 


CANTO 


1(1. 


Atf  night  the  fage  in  pcnfive  tumults  lay. 
Complaining  of  the  flow  approach  of  day  ; 
O'ft'  turn'd  him  round,  and  ftrove  to  think  no 

more 
Of  what  IhriU  Colon  faid  the  day  before. 
Cowflips  and  poppies  o'er  his  eyes  he  fpread. 
And  Salmon's  works  he  laid  beneath  his  head. 
But  thofe  biefs'd  opiates  ftill  in  vain  he  tries. 
Sleep's  gentle  image  his  embraces  flies  : 
Tumultuous  cares  lay  rolling  in  his  breaft. 
And  thus  his  anxious  thoughts  the  fage  expreft. 

Oft  has  this  planet  roll'd  around  the  fun, 
Since  to  confult  ihe  Ikies  I  firft  begun  : 
6 


Such  my  applaufe,  fo  mighty  my  fuccefs, 
Some  granted  my  prediftions  more  than  guefs. 
But,  doubtful  as  I  am,  I'll  entertain 
This  faith,  there  can  be  no  miftake  in  gain. 
For  the  dull  world  muft  honour  pay  to  thofc. 
Who  on  their  underftanding  moft  impofe. 
Firft  man  creates,  and  then  he  fears  the  elf; 
Thus  others  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himfelf ; 
He    lothes    the    fubftance,     and    he    loves    the 

fhow ; 
You'll  ne'er  convince  a  fool,  himfelf  is  fo  : 
He  hates  realities,  and  hugs  the  cheat. 
And  ftill  the  only  pkafure's  the  deceit. 
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So  meteors  flatter  with  a  dazzling  dye, 
Which  no  cxiftence  has,  but  in  the  eye. 
As  diftant  profpeifts  pleafe  us,  but  when  near 
We  find  but  defert  rocks  and  fleeting  air  ; 
From  ftratagem  to  ftratagem  we  run. 
And  he  knows  moft,  who  lateft  is  undone. 

Mankind  one  day  ferene  and  free  appear ; 
The  next,  they're  cloudy,  fuUen,  and  levei:^; 
New  pafEons  new  opinions  ftill  excite  ; 
And  what  they  like  at  noon  they  leave  at  night. 
They  gain   with    labour  what    they  quit   with 

eafe ; 
And  health,  for  want  of  change,  becomes  dif- 

eafe. 
Religion's  bright  authority  they  dare, 
And  yet  are  flave-.  to  fuperftitious  fear. 
They  counfel  others,  but  themfelvep  deceive; 
And  though  they're  coien'd  ftill,  they  ftill  be- 
lieve. 

So  falfe  their  cenfure,  fickle  their  efteem. 
This  hour  they  worfhip,  and  the  next  hlalpheme. 

Shall  I  then,  vho  with  penetrating  fight 
Infpe(St  the  fprings  that  guide  each  appetite  ; 
Who  with  unfathom'd  fearches  h.ourly  pierce 
The  dark  rcceffes  if  the  univerfe  ; 
Be  aw'd,  if  punny  emmets  would  opprefs; 
Or  fear  their  fury,  or  their  name  carols  ? 
jf  all  the  fiends  that  in  low  darknefs  reign 
Be  not  the  fi<ftIons  of  a  fickly  brain. 
That  profpcd,  the  difpenfary  they  call. 
Before  the  moon  can  blunt  her  horns,  ftiall  fall. 

With  that,  a  glarce  from  mild  Aurora's  eyes 
Shoots  through  the  ci  yftal  kingdoms  of  the  Ikies. 
The  favage  kind  in  forcfts  ceaie  to  roam. 
And  fots,  o'ercharg'd  with  naufeous  loads,  reel 

home ; 
Pnims,  trumpets,  hautboys,  wake  the  flumbering 

pair, 
Whilft  bridegroom  Cghs,  and  thinks  the  bride  lefs 

fair; 
Light's  cheerful  fmiles  o'er  th*  azure  wafte  are 

fpread. 
And  mifs  from  inns  of  court  bolts  out  unpaid ; 
The  fage,  tranfported  at  th'  approaching  hour, 
Imperiouily  thrice  thunder'd  on  the  floor; 
Officious  Squirt  that  moment  had  accefs, 
His  truft  was  great,  his  vigilance  no  lefs. 
To  him  thus  Horofcope  ; 

My  kind  compaffion  in  this  dire  affair. 
Which  is  more  light,  fince  you  affume  a  {hare  ; 
riy  with  what  haftc  you  us'd  to  do  of  old. 
When  clyfter  was  in  danger  to  be  cold  ; 
With  expedition  on  the  beadle  call, 
*J'o  fummon  all  the  company  to  th'  hall. 

Away  the  friendly  coadjutor  flics. 
Swift  as  from  phial  fteams  of  hearts-horn  rife. 
The  magus  in  the  interim  mumbles  o'er    ~\ 
"Vile  terms  of  art  to  fome  infernal  power,  v 
And  draws  myfterious  circles  on  the  floor,  j 
But  from  the  gloomy  vault  no  glaring  fjiright. 
Afcends,  to  blaft  the  tender  bloom  of  light. 
Mo  niyftic  founds  from  hell's  detefted  womb 
In  duflcy  exhalations  upwards  come. 
And  now  to  raife  an  altar  he  dt  crees. 
To  that  devouring  harpy  csU'U  Difeafe : 


Then  flowers  in  canifters  he  haftes  to  briiigu 

The  wither'd  produft  of  a  blighted  fpring; 

With  cold  folanum  from  the  Pontic  fliore. 

The  roots  of  mandrake  and  black  hellebore  j 

The  griper  fenna,  and  the  puker  rue. 

The  fweetener  faffafras,  are  added  too ; 

And  on  the  ftrucSlure  next  he  heaps  a  load 

Of  fulphur,  turpentine,  and  maftic  wood; 

Gam-.,  foflils  too,  the  pyramids  increa»'d; 

A  mummy  next,  once  monarch  of  the  eaft ; 

Then  from  the  compter  he  takes  down  the  filcj  J 

And  with  prefcriptions  lights  the  folemn  pile.  I 

Feebly  the  flames  on  clumfy  wings  afpire,  ■ 

And  fmothering  fogs  of  fmoke  benight  the  firci 
With  forrow  he  beheld  the  fad  portent. 
Then  to  the  hag  thefe  orifons  he  fent  : 

Difeafe  !  thou  ever  moft  propitious  power, 
Whofe  kind  indulgence  we  difcern  each  hour '. 
Thou  well  canft  boaft  thy  numerous  pedigree,  («) 
Begot  by  floth,  maintain'd  by  luxury. 
In  gilded  palaces  thy  prowefs  reigns. 
But  flies  the  humble  (beds  of  cottage  fwains. 
To  you  fuch  might  and  energy  belong. 
You  nip  the  blooming,  and  unnerve  the  ftrong. 
1  he  purple  conqueror  in  chains  you  bind, 
And  are  to  us  your  vaffals  only  kind. 

If,  in  return,  all  diligence  we  pay 
To  fix  your  empire,  and  confirm  your  fway. 
Far  as  the  weekly-bills  can  reach  around. 
From  Kent-ftreet  end,  to  fam'd  St.  Giles's  pound  j 
Behold  this  poor  libation  with  a  fmile. 
And  let  aufpicious  light  break  through  the  pile. 

He  fpoke  ;  and  on  the  pyramid  he  laid 
Bay-leaves  and  vipers-hearts,  and  thu»  he  faid : 
Aj  thefe  confume  in  this  myfterious  fire. 
So  let  the  ciars'd  difpenfary  expire  ! 
And  as  thofe  crackle  in  the  flames,  anddie.f 
So  let  its  veffels  burft,  and  glaffes  fly  '. 
But  a  finifter  cricket  ftraight  was  heard; 
The  altar  fell,  the  offering  difappear'd. 
As  the  fam'd  wight  the  omen  did  regret. 
Squirt  brought  the  news  the  company  was  met. 

Nigh  where  Fleet-ditch  defcends  in  fable  ftreaing^ 
To  wafh  his  footy  Naiadi  in  the  Thames ; 
There  ftands  a  ftrudlure  on  tTrifirig  hill. 
Where  Tyros  take  their  freedom  out  t©  kill. 
Some  pidures  in  thefe  dreadful  fhamblcs  tell, 
How,  by  the  Delian  god,  the  Python  fell ; 
And  how  Medea  did  the  philtre  brew. 
That  could  in  ^fon's  veins  young  force  renew  ; 
How  mournful  Myrrha  for  her  crimes  appears. 
And  heals  hyfteric  matrons  ftill  with  tears ; 
How  Mentha  and  Althea,  nymphs  no  more,  j 

Revive  in  facred  plants,  and  health  reftore ;  1 

How  fanguine  fwains  their  amorous  hours  repent,         * 
When  pleafure's  paft,  and  pains  are  permanent; 
And  how  frail  nymj  hs  oft',  by  abortion,  aim 
To  loofe  a  fubftance,  to  preferve  a  name. 


VARIATIONS. 


(a)  Thou  that  wouldft  lay  whole  ftates  and  x^ 
gions  wafte, 

Sooner  thun  we  thy  cormorants  fpould  faft. 
% 


THt    DISPENSARY. 


w 


Soon  an  each  member  in  his  rank  was  plac'd. 
The  nfferblv  Diaferina*  thus  addrefs'd  : 

My  kind  ■  onfedera*'-s,  if  my  peor  intent, 
As  'tis  fincere,  had  been  but  prevalent, 
We  here  had  >  let  on  fon  f  n  «     fafe  defign, 
A'.id  on  no  other  bulinefs  but  to  dine ; 
The  faculty  had  ftill  maiiitain'd  their  fway, 
And  inter.  (V  then  bar'  bid  us  but  obey; 
This  on'y  emulatiir   'v  ■  had  known, 
Wlio  btii  could  fii.  }i.=  p.irfe,  and  thin  the  town. 
But  now  from   •.     erirsj  clouds  deftrucSlion  pours, 
VhJ,:h  ruir,=  v-  .tK  mad  -age  our  ha  cyoh  hours  : 
IMiirs  frciv  i^Inck  jea'oufie-  the  temp-  '\  form, 
Whilft  late  divifions  ri  infor.-e  the  ftorm 
Know,  when  thefe  feuds,  like  thole  at  law,  were 

patt, 
The  winners  will  be  Infers  at  the  laft. 
Like  heroes  in  fea-fights  we  feek  renown ; 
To  fire  fome  hoftile  fliip,  we  burn    lur  own. 
Whoe'er  throws  dufl:  againft  the  wind,  defcries 
He  throws  it,  in  efFe<5l,  but  in  his  eyes. 
That  juggler  which  another's  fleight  will  fliow, 
But  teaches  how  the  world  his  own  may  kn>w. 

Thrice  happy  were  thofe  golden  days  of  old, 
When  dear  as  Burgundy,  ptilans  were  fold  ; 
When  patients  chofe  to  die  with  better  will, 
Than  breathe,  and  pay  the  apothecary's  bill ; 
And,  cheaper  than  for  our  afliftance  call. 
Might  go  to  Aix  or  Bourbon,  fpring  and  fall. 
Then  pricfts  increas'd,  and  piety  decay'd,  "J 

Churchmen  the  church's  purity  betray 'd,  f 

Their  lives  and   dtidrine   flavcs   and   atheiftsT 
made.  J 

The  laws  were  but  the  hireling  judge's  fenfe  ; 
Junes  were  fway'd  by  venal  evidence. 
Fools  were  promoted  to  the  council-board. 
Tools  to  the  bench,  and  bullies  to  the  fword. 
Penfions  in  private  were  the  fenate's  aim ; 
And  patriots  for  a  place  abandon'd  fame. 

But  now  no  influencing  art  remains, 
For  Somers  has  the  feal.  and  Naffau  reigns. 
And  we,  in  fpite  of  our  refolvts,  muft  bow, 
And  fuffer  by  a  reformation  too. 
For  now  late  jars  our  pradlices  deteeS  (/>), 
And  mines,  v. hen  once  difcover'd,  lofe  cfTciSt. 
Diflenfions,  like  fmall  ftreams,  are  firft  begun. 
Scarce  fcen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run  : 
So  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline, 
More  they  proceed,  the  more  they  flill  disjoin. 


VARIATIONS. 

(i)  But  now  late  jars  our  pradices  detedl:, 

For  mines,  when  once  difcover'd,  lofe  th'  effefl. 

Diflenfions,  like  fmall  ftreams,  are  firft;  begun, 

Scarce  feen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run. 

So  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline. 

More  they  advance,  the  more  they  flill  disjoin. 

•Tis  therefore  my  advice,  in  hafte  we  fend, 

And  beg  the  faculty  to  be  our  friend. 

As  he  revolving  flood  to  fay  the  reft, 

Rough  Colocynthus  thus  his  rage  exprcft. 


!te  we  fend,       ^ 
riend;  V 

ur  quarrels  end,  J 


♦  Gilftrop,  an  apothecary. 


'Tis  therefore  my  advice,  in  hafte  we  fend. 

And  beg  ihc  faculty  to  be   .ur  fri 

Send  fvvarms  of  patients,  and  our 

S:>  awful  beadles,  if  the  va^-jrant  treat. 

Straight  turn  familiar,  and  their  fafces  qiiif. 

In  vain  we  but  contend,  "hat  planet's  power 

Thofe  vapours  can  difperfe  it  rais'd  before. 

As  he  [irepar'd  the  mifchief  to  recite. 
Keen  Colocynthus*  pans'djand  foam'd  with  fpite. 
Sour  ferments  on  his  fliiiiing  furface  fwim, 
Work  up  the  froth,  and  bubble  o'er  the  brim: 
Not  beauties  fret  fo  much  if  freckles  come. 
Or  noiie  fliould  redden  in  the  drawing-room; 
()r  lovers  that  miftake  th'  appointed  hour. 
Or  in  the  lucky  minute  want  the  power. 

Thiishe— rhou  fcandal  of  great  Paean's  art. 
At  thy  approach  the  fprings  of  nature  ftarc. 
The  nerves  unbrace  :  nay,  at  the  fight  of  thee, 
A  fcra;ch  turns  cancer,  itch  a  leprofy, 
Could'ft  thou  propofe,   that  we,  the  friends  o^ 

fates. 
Who  fill  churchyards,  and  who  unpeople  ftates. 
Who  bafile  nature,  and  difpofe  of  lives, 
Whilft  l<  uffelf ,  as  we  pleafe,  or  ftarves  or  thrivee. 
Should  e'er  fubmit  to  their  de(potic  will, 
Who  out  of  confo'ation  fcarce  can  kill  ? 
The  towering  Alps  fhall  fooner  fink  to  vales. 
And  leeches,  in  our  glaffcs,  fwell  to  whales  ; 
Or  Norwich  trade  in  inftruments  of  ftcel. 
And  Birmingham  in  ftulFs  and  druggets  deal  ! 
Alleys  at  Wapping  furnifti  us  new  modes. 
And    M  jnmouth-ftreet,    Verfailles  with  riding- 
hoods  1 
The  fick  to  ch'  hundreds  in  pale  throngs  repair. 
And  change  the  gravel-pits  for  Kentifli  air  I 
Our  properties  muft  on  our  arms  depend  ; 
'  ris  next  to  conquer,  bravely  to  defend. 
'Tis  to  the  vulgar  death  too  harfli  appears ; 
The  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fears. 

To  die,  is  landing  on  fome  filent  fhore,  "y 

Where  billows  never  break,  nor  tempefts  roar  :  > 
Ere  well  we  feel  the  friendly  ftroke,  'tis  o'er.     J 

The  wife  through  thought  th'  infults  of  death, 
defy  : 

The  fools  through  bleft  infenfibility. 

'  ris  what  the  guilty  fear,  the  j-ious  crave ; 

Sought  by  the  wretch,  and  vauquifh'd  by  the  brave. 

It  eafes  lovers,  fets  the  captive  free ; 

And,  though  a  tyrant,  offers  liberty. 

Sound  but  to  arms,  the  foe  fhall  foon  confeft 

Our  force  increafes,  as  our  funds  grow  lefs  j 

And  what  requir'd  fuch  induftry  to  raife, 

We'll  (catter  into  nothing  as  we  pleafe. 

Thus  they'll  acknowledge,  to  annihilate 

Shews  no  lefs  wondrous  power  than  to  create. 

We'll  raife  our  numerous  cohorts,  and  oppofe 

The  feeble  forces  of  our  pigmy  foes  ; 

Legions  of  quacks  fliall  join  us  on  the  place,  ■-. 

From  great  Kirleus  down  to  Dotftor  Cafe. 

Though  fuch  vile  rubbifh  fink,  yet  we  fhall  rife  ; 

Dirediors  ftill  fecure  the  greateft  prize. 

Such  poor  fupports  ferve  only  like  a  ftay ; 

The  tree  once  fix'd,  its  reft  is  torn  away. 

•  Dare,  an  apothecary. 

t  A  ceUbrateU  uncSertaker  of  funeralt; 
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So  patriots,  in  time  of  peace  and  cafe, 
Forget  the  fury  of  the  laie  difeaJe  : 
On  dangers  paft  ferenely  think  no  more. 
And  curfe  tlie  hand  that  heal'd  tlie  wound  hefore. 

Arm  therefore,  gallant  friends,  'tis  honour's  call; 
Or  let  us  boldly  fight,  or  bravely  fall  I 

To  this  the  fefritni  feem'd  to  give.confent. 
Much  lik'd  the  war,  but  dreaded  much  th'  event. 
At  length,  the  growing  difference  to  compofe, 
Two  brothers,  nam'd  Afcarides  *,  arofc. 
Both  had  the  volibility  of  tongue. 
In  meaning  faint,  but  in  opinion  flrong. 
To  fpeak  they  both  alTum'd  alike  pretence  ; 
The  elder  gain'd  his  jull  pre-eminence. 

Thus  he  :   'Tis  true,  when  privilege  and  right 
Are  once  invaded,  honour  bids  us  figlit. 
But  ere  we  once  engage  in  honour's  caufe, 
Firft  know  what  honour  is,  and  whence  it  was. 

Scorn'd  by  the  bafe,  'tis  courted  by  the  brave ; 
The  hero's  tyrant,  and  the  coward's  flave ; 
Born  in  the  noify  camp,  it  lives  on  air, 
And   both  exifls  by  hope  and  by  defpair  ; 
Angry  whene'er  a  moment's  eafe  we  gain. 
And  reconcil'd  at  our  returns  of  pain. 
It  lives,  when  in  death's  arms  the  hero  lies ; 
But  when  his  fafety  he  confults,  it  dies. 
Bigoted  to  this  idol,  we  difclaini 
Reft,  health,  and  eafe,  for  nothing  but  a  name. 

Then  let  us,  to  the  field  before  we  move, 
IJnow,  if  the  gods  our  eiiterprife  approve. 
Suppofe  th'  unthinking  faculty  unveil 
What  we,  through  wifer  coududl,  would  conceal : 
Is't  reafon  we  (hould  quarrel  with  the  glafs 
That  ftiows  the  monftrous  features  of  our  face  ? 
*  The  Pearces,  apothecaries. 


Or  grant  fome  grave  pretenders  have  of  Iat« 

Thought  fit  an  innovation  to  create ; 

Soon  they'll  repent  what  ralhiy  they  begun  : 

Though  projcds  pleafe,  projeeftors  are  undone. 

All  novelties  muii  this  fuccefs  expedt. 

When  good,  our  envy  ;  and  when  bad,  negledl  : 

If  reafon  could  diretft,  ere  now  each  gate 

Had  barne  fome  trophy  of  triumphal  ftate ; 

Temples  had  told  how  Greece  and  Belgia  owe 

Troy  and  Namur  to  Jove  and  to  Naffau. 

Then,  Cnce  no  veneration  is  allow'd. 
Or  to  the  real,  or  th'  appearing  good  ; 
The  projecSl  that  we  vainly  apprehend 
Moft,  as  it  blindly  rofe,  as  vilely  end. 
Some  members  of  the  faculty  there  are. 
Who  interefc  prudently  to  oaths  prefer. 
Our   friendfhip,  with    feign'd    airs,  they    poorly 

court  (c). 
And  boaft,  their  politics  are  pur  fupport 
Them  we'll  confult  about  this  enterprife. 
And  boldly  execute  what  theyadvife. 

But  from  below,  while  fuch  refolves  they  took, 
Some  Aurum  Fulminans  the  fabric  fhook. 
The  champions,  daunted  at  the  crack,  retreat, 
Regard  their  fafety,  and  their  rage  forget. 

So  when  at  Bathos  earth's  big  offspring  flrove 
To  fcale  the  Ikies,  and  wage  a  war  with  Jove  ; 
Soon  as  the  afs  of  old  Silenus  bray'd. 
The  trembling  rebels  in  confufion  fled. 


VARIATIONS. 

(c)  If  things  of  ufe  were  valued,  there  had  been 
Some  workhoufe  where  the  monument  is  fcen. 


CANTO 


IV. 


1^0 T  far  from  that  frequented  theatre. 

Where  wandeting  punks  each  night  at  five  repair; 

Where  purple  emperors  in  bufkins  tread, 

And  rule  imaginary  worlds  for  bread  ; 

Where  Bcntley  *,  by  old  writers,  wealthy  grew, 

And  Brifcec  •  lately  was  undone  by  new  ; 

There  triumphs  a  phyfician  of  renown, 

To  none,  but  fuch  as  ruft  in  health,  unknown. 

None  e'er  was  plac'd  more  fitly,  to  impart 

His  known  experience,  and  his  healing  art. 

When  Burgefs  deafens  all  the  liftening  prefs 

With  peals  of  moft  feraphic  emptinefs; 

Or  when  myfterious  Freeman  mounts  on  high. 

To  preach  his  parifh  to  a  lethargy ; 

This  .^fculapius  waits  hard  by,  to  eafe 

The  martyrs  of  fuch  Chriftian  cruelties. 

*  Two  bookfellers.     { 


Long  has  this  darling  quarter  of  the  town. 
For  lewdnef-,  wit,  and  gallantry,  been  known. 
All  forts  meet  here,  of  whatfo'er  degree. 
To  blend  and  jufUe  into  harmony. 
The  critics  each  adventurous  author  fcan, 
And  praife  or  cenfure  as  they  like  the  man. 
The  weeds  of  writings  for  the  flowers  they  cull; 
So  nicely  taftelefs,  fo  correiflly  dull! 
The  politicians  of  Parnaffus  prate. 
And  poets  canvafs  the  affairs  of  ftate; 
The  cits  ne'er  talk  of  trade  an^i  flock,  but  tell 
How  Virgil  writ,  how  bravely  Turnus  fell. 
The  country-dames  drive  to  Hippolito's, 
Firft  find  a  fpark,  and  affer  lofe  a  nofe. 
The  kwyer  for  lac'd  coat  the  robe  does  quit. 
He  grows  a  madman,  and  then  turns  a  wit. 
And  in  the  cloifter  penfive  Strephon  waits. 
Till  Cloe's  hackeny  comes,  and  then  retreats; 
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And  if  th'  ungenerous  nypigh  a  fliaft  lets  fly, 
More  fatally  than  fropi  a  fparkling  eye, 
Mirniillo  *,  that  fam'd  Opifcr,  is  nigh. 

The  trading  tribe  t  ft  thither  throng  to  dine, 
And  want  of  elbow-room  fupply  in  wine. 
Cloy'd  with  variety,  they  furfeit  there, 
Whilft  the  wan  patients  on  thin  gruel  fare. 
'Twas  here  the  champions  of  the  party  met, 
Of  their  heroic  enterprife  to  treat. 
jEach  hero  a  tremendous  air  put  on, 
And  ftern  Alirmiilo  in  thefe  words  begun  : 

'Tis   with  concern,  n>y  friends,   I   meet  you 
here ; 
No  grievance  you  can  know,  but  I  mull  (hare. 
'Tis  plain,  my  intereft  you've  advanc'd  fo  long. 
Each  fee,  though  I  was  mute,  would  find  a  tongue. 
And,  in  return,  though  I  have  ftrove  to  rend 
Thofe  flatutes,  which  on  oath  I  ftiould  defend  ; 
Such  arts  are  tfifles  to  a  generous  mind  : 
Great  fervices  as  great  returns  fliould  find. 
Aud  you'll  perceive,  this  hand,  when  glory  calls. 
Can  brandilh  arms  as  well  as  urinals. 

Oxford  and  all  her  pafling  bells  can  tell. 
By  this  right-arm  what  mighty  numbers  fell.    . 
Whill^  others  meanly  afk'd  whole  months  to  flay, 
I  oft  difpatch'd  the  patient  in  a  day  : 
Wiih  pen  in  hand  I  pufli'd  to  that  degree, 
1  fcarce  had  left  a  wretch  to  give  a  fee. 
Some  fell  by  laudanum,  and  fome  by  flee], 
And  death  in  ambufli  lay  in  every  pill. 
F(jt,  fave  or  flay,  this  privilege  we  claim, 
Though  credit  fuflers,  the  reward's  the  fame. 

What  though  the  art  of  healing  we  pretend, 
He  that  defigns  it  leaft;,  is  mofl  a  friend. 
Into  the  right  we  err,  and  muft  confefs 
To  overfights  we  often  owe  fuccefs. 
Thus  BelTus  got  the  battle  in  the  play ; 
His  glories  cowardice  reftor'd  the  day. 
So  the  fam'd  Grecian  piece  ow'd  its  defert 
To  chance,  and  nut  the  labour'd  flrokes  of  art. 

Phyficians,  if  they're  wife,  ftiould  never  think 
Of  any  arms  butfuch  as  pen  and  ink: 
But  th'  enemy,  at  their  expence,  fhall  find 
When  honour  calls,  I'll  fcorn  to  flay  behind. 

He  faid  ;  and  feal'd  th'  engagement  with  a  kifs, 
Which  was  retiirn'd  by  younger  Afcaris  *  ; 
Who  thus  advanc'd  :   Each  word.  Sir,  you  impart, 
H;is  fomething  killing  in  it,  like  your  art. 
How  much  we  to  your  boundlefs  friendfhip  owe. 
Our  files  can  fpeak,  and  your  prefcriutions  Ihovv. 
Your  ink  defcends  in  fuch  exceflive  (bowers, 
'Tis  plain,  you  can  regard  no  health  but  ours. 
Whilft  poor  pretenders  puzzle  o'er  a  cafe, 
You  but  appear,  and  give  the  coufi  t^e  grace. 
O  that  near  Xanthus'  banks  you  had  but  dwelt, 
When  Ilium  firft  Achaian  fury  felt ! 
The  horned  river  then  had  curs'd  in  vain 
Young  Peleua'  arm,  that  chok'd  his  flream  with 

flain ; 
No  trophies  you  had  left  for  Greeks  to  raife  ; 
Their  ten  years  toil,  you'd  finifli'din  ten  days. 
Fate  fmiks  on  your  attempts;  and,  when  you  lift, 
In  vaiu  the  cowards  fly,  or  brave  refift. 


»  Dr.  Gibbons. 
Vol.  VII. 


t  Mr,  Parrot. 


Then  let  ns  arm,  we  need  not  fear  fuccefs : 
No  labours  are  too  hard  for  Hercules. 
Our  military  enfigns  we'll  difplay; 
Conquefl:  purfiics,  where  courage  leads  the  way. 

To  this  defign  flirill  Qiierp.i  ^  did  agree, 
A  zealous  member  of  the  faculty; 
His  fire';  pretended  pious  fceps  he  treads. 
And  where  the  dnAor  fails,  the  faint  fucceeds. 
A  conventick  flefh'd  his  greener  years. 
And  his  full  age  the  righteous  rancour  fliares. 
Thus  boys  hatch  game-eggs  under  birds  of  prey, 
To  make  the  fowl  more  furious  for  the  fray. 

Slow  Carus  f  next  difcover'd  his  intent. 
With  painful  paufes  muttering  what  he  meant. 
His  fparks  of  Hfe,  in  fpite  of  drugs,  retreat. 
So  cold,  that  only  calentures  can  heat. 
In  his  chill  veins  the  ({uggifla  puddle  flows, 
And  loads  with  lazy  fogs  his  fable  brows. 
Legions  of  lunatics  about  him  prefs; 
His  province  is,  lofl  reafon  to  redrcfs. 
S  )  when  perfumes  their  fragrant  fcent  give  o'er. 
Nought  c;i.n  their  odour,  like  a  jakes,  reftore. 
When  for  advice  the  vulgar  throng,  he's  found 
With  lumber  of  vile  books  befieg'd  around. 
The  gazing  throng  acknowledge  their  furprife, 
And,  deaf  to  reafon,  ftill  confult  their  eyes. 
Well  he  percei%'es,  the  world  will  often  find. 
To  catch  the  eye  is  to  convince  the  mind. 
Thus  a  weak  {late  by  wifediflrull  inclines 
To  numeroiis  {lores,  and  {Irength  in  magazines. 
So  fools  are  ».iways  moft  profufe  of  words. 
And  cowards  never  fail  of  longeft  fwords. 
Abandon'd  authors  here  a  refuge  meet. 
And  from  the  world  to  duft  and  worms  retreat. 
Here  dregs  and  fediment  of  auctions  reign, 
Refufe  of  fairs,  and  gleanings  of  Duck  lane. 
And  up  thefe  walls  much  Gothic  lumber  climbs, 
With  Swifs  philof'iphy,  and  Runic  rhymes. 
Hither,  retriev'd  from  cooks  and  grocers,  come 
Mede's  works  eRtjre,  and  endiefs  reams  of  Blomc, 
Where  would  the  long  neglecled  Collin's  fly. 
If  bounteous  Carus  fhould  reful^e  to' buy  ? 
But  eaeh  vile  fcribbler's  happy  on  this  {'core  : 
He'll  find  fome  Carus  (lill  to  read  him  o'er. 

Nor  muft  we  the  obfequious  Umbra  §  fpare, 
Who  loft  by  nature,  yet  declar'd  f  ir  war. 
But  when  fome  rival  power  invader  a  right, 
Files  fet  on  flies,  and  turtles  turtles  fight. 
EUe  courteous  Umbra  to  Jie  lad  had  been 
Demurely  meek,  infipidly  fercne. 
With  him,  the  prefent  {lill  fome  virtues  have ; 
The  vain  are  fprightly  ;  and  the  flupid, grave; 
The  flothful,  negligent ;  the  foppifli,  neat ; 
The  lewd  are  airy,  and  the  fly  difcreet ; 
A  wren,  an  eagle;   a  baboon,  a  beau  ; 
Colt  II,  a  Lycurgus,  and  a  Phocion,  Rowe  ^. 

Heroic  ardour  now  th'  affembly  wsrnis, 
Each  combatant  breathes  nothing  but  alarnu. 
For  future  glory  while  the  fcheme  is  laid, 
Fam'd  with  Horofcope  thus  olfers  to  diffuade  t. 

Since  of  each  etjterprife  th'  event's  unknown. 
We'll  quit  the  fvvord,  and  hearken  to  the  gown. 


♦  Dr.  Howe. 
^  Dr.  Gould. 
II  ilf,  .^lUhony  Rowe. 


+  Dr.  Tyfon. 

II  Sir  H-  iiutton  Co!*!, 
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Nigh  lives  Vapjellids  *,  one  reputed  long 
For  ftrength  of  lungs,  and  p!iai;cy  of  tongue. 
For  fees,  to  any  form  he  moulds  a  caufe, 
The  worfl  has  merits,  and  the  Left  has  flaw*. 
Five  guineas  make  a  criminal  to-day  ; 
And  ten  to-morrow  wipe  the  flaiii  away. 
M'hatcver  he  affirriTs  is  undeiiy'd, 
Miio's  the  lecher.  Clodius  th'  hoiiucidc  ; 
Cato  pernicio'.;?,  Catihne  a  fjiiit, 
CJrford  fufptcled,  Ehmcon.b  innf^cent. 
To  law  then,  friends,  for  'tis  by  fate  decreed, 
VagcUius,  and  our  money,  fhall  fucceed. 
Know,  when  1  firllinvok'd  diftafe  by  c^.arms 
To  prove  pronitiou-  to  our  future  arms, 
ill  omens  did  the  facrince  attend, 
Nor  would  the  Sibyl  from  her  giot  afcend. 

As  Horofcope  urg'J  fnrther  to  be  heard. 
He  thus  was  interrupted  by  a  hard  f  : 

In  vain  your  magic  niyfleries  you  cfe 
Such  founds  the  Sibyl's  iacred  ears  abufct 
Th'-ft  hues  the  pale  divinity  fhall  raife. 
Such  is  the  power  of  found,  tc'.d  force  of  Jays. 

'■  §  Arms  meet  with  arms,  fauchions  with  fau- 
"  chions  clafl], 
"  And  fparks  of  fire  ftruck  out  from  armo'^r  flafii. 
"  Tiiick  clouds  of  dufl  contending  warriors  rdife, 
"  II  .«id  hideous  war  o'er  ail  the  regioa  brays. 
"  Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  clubs, 
"  Some  mafly  balls  of  brafs,  fome  mighty  tubs 
"  Of  ciiidcrs  bore  — 

•'  5  Naked  and  half-burnt  hills  with  hideous  wreck 
"  Affiightthe  Ikies,  and  fry  the  ocean's  back." 

As  he  went  lUinbling  on,  the  fury  fLraight 
Crawl'd  in,  her  limbs  could  fjarce  fuppor:  her 

weight. 
A  rueful  rag  her  meagre  forehead  boun^. 
And  faintly  her  furr'd  lips  thefs  accents  found: 

'Mortal,  how  dar'ft  thcu  with  fuch  lines  addrefs 
My  awful  feat,  and  trouble  my  rtcefs? 
Jn  EfffX  mtrfhy  hundreds  is  a  ctil, 
Where  bzy  f«^s  and  drizzling  vapours  dwell  : 
'J'hither  raw  damps  on  drooping  wings  repair. 
And  Ihivering  cjuartnns  fhake  the  Cckly  ai.-. 
Thefe,  when  fatigu'd,  fome  filent  hours  I  p'afs. 
And  fubftitute  phyftcians  in  my  place. 
Then  dare  not,  for  the  future,  oncerchearfe 
'i'he  diHonar.cc  of  fucli  untuneful  verl'c  ; 
liut  in  y«ur  lines  let  energy  be  found, 
And  learn  to  rife  in  fci.fe,  ai:d  fuik  in  found. 
Harfli  v.*(jrds,  though  pertinent,  uncouth  appear  ; 
None  plea.'e  the  fancy,  who  ofTsnd  the  ear. 
In  fcnfe  and  numbers  if  yon  wcjiid  e.xc;  1, 
Ktad  VVycheriey,  confider  j)rydcn  well. 
In  one,'\vhatvigor"ty  turns  oi  fancy  fhine  ! 
In  rir  other.  Syrens  v.r.rblc  i;i  each  line. 
If  Dorfet's  fprigiitly  Mufe  but  t-uch  the  Ivre, 
'i'he  fmiles  and  graces  melt  in  foft  dcfirc. 
And  little  loves  confcfs  their  amorous  fire.  (.;) 

After  {^a)  thcfc  lines  are  orr.itted  : 
'Jhe  Tiber  now  nogcj:t!e  C--  llu.'!  fee?. 
But  finiling  Fhames  ciijovs  her  Ncjmanbys. 

*  Sir  Darth.  SJiov.cf.  +  ""r  "  ir'nrrt  V.:-.   -  -    '^  . 

^  Kin;  Artlvr, ;..  -fi^  ||  I'.ir.g  Auii.ir,  i>.  .;;.' 

'.  rririte  ilrtKur,  p.  i  jo. 


The  gentle  ifis  claims  the  ivy  croWc, 
To  bind  th'  immortal  brovvs  of  Addifon. 
As  timeful  Congreve  tries  his  rural  {drains,         ^ 
Pan  quits  the  woods,  the  lillening   fawns  the^ 
plains ;  C 

And  rijiiomeljin  notes  like  his,  complains.  J 

And  Britain,  fince  Paufanias*  was  writ. 
Knows  Spartan  virtue, and  Athenian  v.it. 
Wiien  Stcpriey   pair.ts  the  godlike  acfls  of  kings. 
Or,  what  Apollo  dictates.  Prior  fings; 
The  banks  of  Rhine  a  pleas'd  attention  fhow. 
And  filver  Sequana  forgets  to  flow. 

Such  juft  examples  carefully  read  o'er. 
Slide  without  falling;  witliout  ftrainir.g,  foar.     • 
Oft'  though  your  ftrokes  furprife,  you  fhould  not 

choofe 
A  theme  fo  mighty  for  a  virgin  Mufe. 
Lo.ig  did  Apcl.es  his  fam'd  piece  decline  ; 
His  Alexander  was  his  laft  defign. 
'Ti;  Montague's  rich  vein  alone  mull  prove, 
None  but  a  Phidias  fiiould  attempt  a  Jove. 

The  fury  paus'd,tiil  with  a  frightful  found  (^) 
A  rifing  whirlwind  burll:  th'  unhallow'd  ground.  - 
Then  fue — The  deity  we  fortune  call. 
Though  diflant,  rules  and  influences  all. 
Straight  for  her  favour  to  her  court  repair; 
Important  embaflles  afk  wings  of  ajr,  [foul, 

Jiach  wondering  flood ;  but  Horofcope's  great 
That  dangers  r.e'cr  alarm,  nor  d.ubts  control, 
Rdis'd  on  the  piniens  of  the  bounding  wind, 
Out-flew  the  rack,  and  left  the  hours  behind. 

The  evenii:g  now  with  blufhes  warms  the  air. 
The  fleer  refigns  the  yoke,  the  hind  his  care. 
The  clouds  above  with  golden  edjiings  glow. 
And  falling  df  ws  refrefk  the  earth  below. 
I'he  bat  with  foi  ty  wings  flits  through  the  grove, "> 
The  reeds  fcarce  r  utile,  nor  the  afpines  move.      ( 
And  all  the  fcatiicr'd  folks  ^vbear  their  bys  of  T 
love.  J 

Through  the  tranlparent  region  of  the  fkles, 
Swi't  ss  a  widi,  tlie  miffionary  flies  : 
With  wonuir  he  purveys  tlic  upper  air. 
And  the  gay  gilded  meteors  fporting  there  ; 
How  lar.ibeiit  jellies,  kindling  in  the  night. 
Shoot  through  the  aither  in  a  trail  of  light ; 
H'Av  rifing  fttams  in  th'  azure  fluid  blend. 
Or  fleet  in  clouds,  or  foft  in  fliowers  defcend  ; 
Or,  if  the  flubborn  rage  of  cold  prevail. 
In  flikesthey  fly,  or  fall  in  moulded  hail; 
How  honey-devi's  embalm  the  fragrant  morn. 
And  the  fair  cak  with  lufcious  fweats  adorn; 
H;)w  heat  and  moifture  mingle  in  a  mals. 
Or  beicli  in  thunder,  or  in  lightiiing  blaze  ; 
Wny  nimble  cor.'ufcaticns  lirike  tlie  eye, 
And  bold  to.'nados  blufler  in  the  fl:y  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

(//;  The  fury  fuid  ;  and  vanifhing  from  fight, 
C>y'd  out,  'i'o  arri'JS ;  fo  left  the  realms  of  lights 
Tlie  cc.'nibittar.t!.  to  th'  enterprife  corifent, 
.'^iid  the  next  day  fnrii'd  or.  the  great  event. 

*  I'aufani.-i?,  vviiu^n  bv  Mr-  Nor  on. 


THE     DISPENSARY. 


W 


Why  a  prolific  Aura  upwards  tends, 
Ferments,  and  in  a  living  fliower  dcfcends; 
How  vapours  hanging  on  ti?e  towerinjj  hills 
In  breezes  figh,  or  weep  in  warbling  rills  ; 
-Whence  infant  winds  their  tender  pinions  try, 
And  river  gods  their  thirfty  urns  fupply. 

The  wondering  fage  puriues  his  airy  flight, 
And  braves  the  chill  unwholelbme  dampsof  night : 
He  views  the  tracSs  where  luminaries  rove, 
To  fettle  feafons  here,  and  fates  above  ; 
The  bleak  Ardlurus  dill  forbid  the  feas, 
The  florniy  Kids,  the  weeping  Hyddes; 
*l"he  fh'ning  lyre  with  {trains  attraOling  more 
Heaven's  glittering  nianfions  now  than  hell's  be- 
fore; 
Glad  Caffiopcia  circling  in  the  fky, 
And  each  fair  Churchill  of  the  galaxy. 

Aurora,  on  Erefian  breezes  borne. 
With  blufliing  lips  breathes  out  the  fprightly  morn  : 
Each  flower  in  dew  their  fhort-liv'd  empire  weeps, 
And  Cynthia  with  her  lov'd  Endymion  fleeps. 
As  through  the  gloom  the  Magus  cuts  his  way, 
Imperfetft  objetSs  tell  the  doubtful  day  ; 
Dial  he  difcerns  majeftic  Atlas  rife. 
And  bend  beneath  the  burden  of  the  ikies; 
His  towering  brows  aloft  no  tempefts  know, 
Whilft  lightning  flies,  and  thunder  rolls  below. 
Dill;ant  from  hence  beyond  a  wafte  of  piains, 
Prcud  Teneriff,  his  giant  bn.ther,  reigns; 
With  breathing  fire  his  pitchy  noltrils  glow. 
As  from  his  fides  he  Ihakes  the  fleecy  fnow. 
Around  this  hoary  prince,  from  watery  btds. 
His  fubjecfl  iflunds  raife  their  verdant  heads; 
The  waves  fo  gently  wafh  each  riling  hill. 
The  land  feems  floating,  and  the  ocean  ftill. 
Eternal  fpring  with  fmiliiig  verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  air,  and  crawns  the  youthful  year, 
Fron>  cryilal  rocks  tranfparent  rivulets  flow; 
The  tubercfe  ever  breathes,  and  violets  blow. 
The  vine  undrefs'd  J'er  fwelling  ciufler'!  bears. 
Tile  labouring  hind  the  mellow  olive  cheers ; 
ElcfToms  and  fruit  a*:  once  the  citron  fhews. 
And,  as  flie  pays,  difcovcrs  flill  fhe  owes. 
The  orange  to  her  fun  her  pride  dilplays. 
And  gilds  her  fragrant  apples  with  his  lays. 
tin  blalt-i  e'er  difcompule  the  peaceful  Iky, 
The  fprings  but  murmur,  and  the  winds  but  Cgh 
The  tuneful  fwans  on  gliding  rivers  flwar, 
And  warbling  dirges  die  on  every  note. 
Where  Flora  ttead>,  her  ^ephyr  garlands  flings, 
And  fcatters  odours  from  his  purple  wings ; 


Whilft  birds  from  woodbine  bowers  and  jafminc 

grow. 
Chant  their  glad  nuptials,  and  unenvy'd  loves. 
Mild  feafons,  rifing  hills,  and  fi'.ent  dales, 
C0OI  grottos,  filver  brooks,  and  flowery  vales, 
Groves  fiU'd  with  balmy  flirubs,  in  pomp  appear. 
And  fcent  with  gales  of  fwcets  the  circling  year. 
Thefe    happy    ifles,    where    endlefs    pleafurc* 
wait. 
Are  ftyl'd  by  tuneful  bards — The  Fortunate. 
On  higii,  vk'here  no  hoiirfe  winds  nor  clouds  re- 

r-.rr. 
The  hoodwink'd  goddefs  keeps  her  partial  court. 
Upon  a  wheel  of  amethyft  flic  fits, 
Gives  and  refumes,  and  fmiles  and  frowns  by  fits. 
In  this  ftill  labyrinth,  around  her  lie 
Spells,  philters,  globtf ,  and  fchemcs  of  palmiftry  : 
A  figil  in  this  hand  the  gipfy  bears. 
In  th'  other  a  prophetic  fievc  and  ftieers. 

The  dame,  by  divination,  knew  that  foon 
The  Magus-would  appear — and  then  begun  : 
Hail  facred  feer  !  thy  embafl"y  I  know  : 
Weirs  muft  enfue,  the  fates  will  have  it  fo. 
Diead  feats  fliall  follow,  and  difafters  great, 
Pills  charge  on  pills,  and  bolus  bolus  meet : 
Both  fides  (hall  conquer,  and  yet  b:j<h  flaall  faiLj 
The  mortar  now,  and  then  the  urinal.  ■ 

To  thee  alone  my  influence  I  owe  ; 
Where  nature  has  deny'd,  my  favours  flow. 
'  ris  I  that  give,  fo  mighty  is  my  power, 
Faith  to  the  Jew,  complexion  to  the  Moor. 
I  am  the  wrerch's  wiih,  the  rook's  pretence. 
The  fluggard's  eafe,  the  coxcomb's  providenc^. 
Sir  Scrape-quill,  once  a  fupple  fmiling  flave, 
Looks  lofty  now,  and  infolently  grave  ; 
Builds,  fettles,  purchafes,  and  has  each  hour 
Caps  from  the  rich,  and  curfes  from  the  poor. 
Spadillio,  that  at  table  ferv'd  of  late, 
Drir.ksrich  Fockay  himfclf,  and  eats  in  plate  ; 
Has  levees,  villas,  miftrefles  in  ftore. 
And  owns  the  racers  which  he  rubb'd  before. 

Souls  heavenly  borne  my  faithlefs  boons  defy  ; 
The  brave  is  to  himfelf  a  deity. 
Though  blcft  Aftrea's  gone,  fome  foil  rcinalns 
Where  fortune  is  the  flave,  and  merit  reigus. 

Tlie  Tiber  boalls  his  Julian  progeny, 
Thames  his  NafHiu,  the  Nile  his  Ptoiomy. 
iberia,  yet  for  future  fway  defign'd. 
Shall,  for  a  Heffc,  a  greater  Mordaunt  find. 
Thus  Ariadne  in  proud  triumph  rode  ; 
She  loft  a  hero,  and  flie  found  a  god. 


CANTO 


When  the   flill  night,   with    peaceful   popples  ]  And  flumberlng  chiefs  of  painted  triutr.phs  dream, 

trown'd,  j  \Vi;i!?   groves  und  ftreams   are  the   Colt  virgin'sL 

Sad  fpread  her  (\\zi\'  pinion;  g'er  thegrour.-J ;        [  ^h;;rac  ; 
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/The  furges  gently  dafli  againft  the  fh.ire, 
Flocks  quit  the  plains,  and  gally-flavesthe  oar  ; 
Sleep  (hakes  its  downy  wings  n'dr  mortal  eyes ; 
'Mirmiiio  is  the  only  wretch  it  flies; 
He  finds  no  refpite  from  his  anxious  grief ; 
Th^n  fetks  ft'om  this  foliloquy  relief. 

Lonp  have  I  rcign'd  unrival'd  in  the  town, 
Oppreis'd  with  fees,  and  deafen'd  with  renown. 
None  e'er  could  die  with  due  folemnity,  '     ' 
jUnlefs  his  paffpoit  firft  was  Cgii'd  by  me.' 
^y  arbitary  bounty's  uhdeny'd  i 
I  give  reverfions,  and  for  heirs  provide. 
None  coold  the  tedious  nuptial  ftate  fupport. 
But  I,  to  niahe  it  eafy,  make  it  fhort.    ■  :      ' 
I  fet  the  difcontentad  matrons  free, 
And  ranfom  hufbands  from  captivity. 
Shall  one  of  fuch  importance  ^'len  fengage 
In  noify  riot  and  in  civil  rage  ? 
No  :   I'll  endeavour  ftraight  a  peace,  and  fo 
Prefcrve  my  charadter,  and  pe'rfon  too. 

But  difcord,  that  ftill  haunts  with  hideous  mien 
Thofe  dire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  hath  been, 
O'trheard  Mirmillo's  anguiih  ;  then  begun         • 
3n  peevifh  accents  to  exprefs  her  own  : 
Have  I  fo  often  banilh'd  laay  peace 
From  her  dark  folitude,  and  lov'd  recefs  ? 
Have  I  made  South  and  Sherlock  difagree, 
And  puzzle  truth  with  learn'd  ohfc>.irity  I 
And  docs  the  faithful  Fergufon  profefs    •' 
His  ardour  ftill  for  animofitics  ? 
Have  I.  Britannia's  fafety  to  erfure, 
F.xpoa'd  her  naked,  to  be  mod  fecure  ? 
Have  I  made  parties  oppofitc,  unite, 
In  monflrous  leagues  vi  amicable  fpite, 
To  curfe  their  country,  whilfl:  the  common  cry 
Is  freedom  ;  but  their  aim,  the  miniitry  ?         *' 
And  fball  a  daftard's  cowardice  prevent 
The  war,  fo  long  I've  labour'd  to  foment  ? 
>Io,  'tis  refolv'd,  he  either  fliall  comply, 
Gr  I'll  renounce  my  wan  divinity. 

With  that,  the  hag  approach'd  Mirmillo's  bed,^ 
And,  taking  Qn-erpo's  meagre  fhape,  {he  faid  :    ' 

At  noon  of  night  I  haften,  to  dilpel 
Thofe  tumults  in  your  perfive  bofom  dwell. 
I  dreamt  but  now  I  heard  your  heaving  fighs. 
Nay,  faw  the  tears  debating  in  your  eyes. 
O  that  'twere  but  a  dream  1   but  threats  I  find 
Lour  in  your  looksj  a«d  rankle  in  your  mind. 
Speak,  v^ence  it  is  this  late  difcrder  fliws, 
That  fhakes  your  foul,  and  troubles  your  repofe. 
I^iftakes  in  praiilice  fcarce  could  give  you  pain  ; 
Too  well  you  know,  the  dead  will  ne'er  com- 
plain. »      ■ 
What  looks  difcover,  faid  the  homicide, 
Would  be  a  fruitkf^  iiiduftry  to  hide..     . 
My  fafety  firft  I  muft  confult,  and  then 
I'll  ferve  our  fufTeiing  party  with  my  pen. 
'.    All  {hould,reply'd  the  hag,  their  taler.t  learn  ; 
The  moft  attempting  ©ft'  the  leaft  difcerji.        : 
Let  Peterborough  fpeak,  and  Vanburgh  write, 
Soft  Aeon  court,  aiid  rough  Cxcinna  fight : 
t'och  muft  fucteed;  but,  when  th'  enervate  aim 
Beyond  their. force,  they  ftill  contend  for  fhame. 
Had  Colbatch  printed  nothing  of  his  own,    .  , 
He  had  not  been  the  Sa0bUl.  of  the  town. 


Affcs  and  owls,  unfeen,  their  kind  betray. 
If  thefe  attempt  to  hoot,  or  thofe  to  bray. 
Had  Wefley  never  aim'd  in  verfc  to  p'eafe. 
We  had  not  rank'd  him  with  our  Ogilbys. 
Still  ce'nfures  will  on  du'l  pretcnJeis  fall; 
A  Codrus  (hould  expecft  a  Juvenal. 
Ill  line'?,  but  like  ill  paintings,  are  allow'd, 
Tofet  off,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 
So  diamonds  take  a  luftre  from  their  foil; 
And  to  a  Bentley  'tis  we  owe  a  Boyle. 
Confidei-  well  the  talent  you  poffefs; 
To  ftrive  to  make  it  more,  would  make  it  lefs : 
And  recoiled:  what  gratitude  is  due, 
To  thofe  whofc  party  you  abandon  now. 
To  them  you  i  vveyour  odd  magnificence, 
But  to  your  ftars  your  magazine  of  fcnfe. 
Hafpt  in  a  tombril,  aukward  have  you  (hin'd. 
With  one  fat  flave  before,  and  none  behind. 
Then  hafte  and  join' your  true  intrepid  friends, (a) 
Succefs  on  vigour  and  difpatch  depends. 

Labouring;  in  doubts  Mirmiiio  ftood  ;  then  faid, 
'Tis  hard  to  uilder'take,  if  gain  diffuadc  ; 
What  fool  fof  noify  feuds  large  fees  would  leave  ? 
Ten  harvefts  more  would  all  I  vvifh  for  give. 

True  man  1   reply'd  the  elf;  by  choice  difeas'd, 
Ever  contriving  pain,  and  never  pleas'd. 
A  prefent  good  they  flight,  an  abfent  choofe  ; 
And  what   they  have,  for  what  they   have  not, 

lofe. 
Falfe  profpedls  all  their  true  delights  deftroy, 
Refolv'd  to  want,  yet  labouring  to  enjoy. 
In  rcftlefj.  hurries  thoughtlcfsly  they  live. 
At  fubftance  oft'  unmov'd,  for  fhadows  grieve. 
Children  at  toys,  as  men  at  titles,  aim  ; 
And  in  eSeSt  both  covet  but  the  fame. 
This  Philip's  fon  prov'd  in  revolving  years ; 
And  firft  for  rattles,  then  for  worlds  fhed  tears,  (a) 

The  fury  fpoke ;  then  in  a  moment  fir'd 
The  hero's  breaft  with  tempefts,  and  retir'd. 

In  boding  dreams  Mirmiiio  tyem  the  night,  '^ 
And  frightful  phantoms  danc'd  before  his  fight,  >■ 
Till  the  pale  pleiads  clos'd  their  eyes  uf  light.      _) 
At  length  gray  morn  glows  in  the  eaftern  fkies, 
The  larks  in  raptures  through  (he  aether  life, 
The  azure  mifts  feud  o'er  the  dewy  lawns. 
The  chaunter  at  his  early  matins  yawns. 
The  amaranth  opes  its  leaves,  the  lys  its  bells. 
And  Progne  her  complaint  of  Tereus  tells. 

As  bold  Mirmiiio  the  gray  dawn  defcries, 
Arm'd  cap-a-pee,  wjiere  honour  calls,  he  fli(:%k 
And  finds  the  legions  planted  at  their  poft  ;  ' 
Where  mighty  Querpo  fiU'dthe  eye  the  moft. 
His  arms  were  made,  if  we  may  credit  fame. 
By  Mukibcr,  the  Mayor  of  Birmingham. 


VARIATIONS. 

From  (c) — («)  originally  thus : 
But  foon  what  they've  exalted  they'll  difcard. 
And  fet  up  Carus,  or  the  city  bard. 

Alarm'd  at  this  the  hero  courage  took. 
Anil  tlorms  of  terror  threaten'd  in  his  look. 
My  dread  rcfolves,  he  cry'd,  I'll  ftraight  purfuc; 
1'hc  fuf y,  farisfy'd,  in  fmiles  wuhdrtw_ 


Tf-HE    DISPENSARY. 


sbi 


Oftemper'd  ftibium  the  bright  fiiield  was  caft, 
Aad  yet  the  work  the  rnstal  far  I'urpafs'd. 
A  foliajre  of  the  vulnerary  leaves,  [ceives 

Graved  round  the  brim,  the, wondering  fight  dc- 
Aroi^nd  the,  centre  fate's  bricrht  trophies  lay. 
Probes,  favvs,  incifion-knives,  and  tools  to  fl.iy. 
Emboftupdn  the  field,  a  battle  ftood 
Of  leeches  fpiuting  hsetn'irrhoidal  blood. 
The  artiff  too  exprefs'd  the  folemn  ftate 
Of  grave  phyficians  at  a  copfult  met ; 
About  each  fymptom  how  they  difagree, 
B  it  now  unanimous  in  cafe  of  fee. 
Whilfl  each  afl"afGn  his  learn'd  colleague  tires 
With  learii'd  impertinence,  the  fick  expires. 
,    B-ncath  this  blazing  orb  bright  Q^erpo  ftlone, 
Himfclf  an  Atlas,  and  his  fiueld  a  moon. 
A  petlle  for  his  truncheon  led  the  van, 
And  his  high  helmet  was  a  clofe-ftool  pan.' 
His  creft:  an  Ibis,  brandifhing  her  beak, 
And  winding  in  loofe  folds  her  fpiral  neck. 
This  when  the  young  Q^erpoides  beheld. 
His  face  in  purfe's  breaft  the  bey  conceal'd  ; 
Then,  peept,  and  with  the  effulgent   helm  would 

,      play,         , 
And  as  the  morifter  gap'd,  would  flirink  away. 
Thus  fometime?  joy  prevail'd,  and  fomctimes  fear  ;' 
And  tears  and  fniiles  alternate  paflions  were. 
-    As  Q^erpo  towering  flood  in  martial  might, 
Pacific  Cams  fparkled  on  the  right. 
An  oran  outang  o'er  his  flioulders  hung,   , 
His  plume  cotifefs'd  the  capon  whence  it  fprung. 
His  motley  mall  fcarce  could  the  hero  bear, 
Haranguing  thus  the  tributes  of  the  war  : 

Fam'd  chiefs,       , 
For  prefent  triumphs  born,  defign'd  for  more, 
Your  virtue  1  admire,  your  valour  more. 
If  battle  be  refolv'd,  you'll  find  this  haod 
Caii  deal'  out  deftiny,  and  fa;e  command. 
Our  foes  in  throngs  ftial'l  hide  the  crinifi.n  plain, 
And  their  Apollo  interpofe  in  vain. 
Though  gods  themlelves  engage,  a  Diomed 
"^ith  eafe  could  fliow  a  deity  can  bleed. 

But  war's  rough  trade  flsould  be  by  fools  pfo- 
feft, 
The  trueft  rubbifh  fills  a  trench  the  heft,. 
Let  quinfies  throttle,  and  the  quartan  fhate. 
Or  dropfics  drown,  and  goui  and  cholics  rack; 
L^t  fword  and  peflilence  lay  wafie,  while  we 
Wage  bloodlefs  wars,  and  fight  in  theory, 
Who  wants  not  merit,  needs  not  arm  for  fame ; 
The  dead  1  raife,  my  chivalry  proclaim ; 
Difeafes  bafiled,  and  lofl  health  reftor'd. 
In  famc'^  bright  lift  my  viiflories  record. 
More  lives  fiom  me  their  prefervation  own, 
Than  lovers  lafc  if  fair  Cornelia  frown. 

Your  cureir,  ihrill  Qaerpo  cry'd,  aloud  you  tell, 
But  wifely  your  mifcan  iages  cunceal.    ■ 
Zeuo,  a  prieft,  in  Samothi^ace  f.f  old, 
Thus  reafon'd  with  Philopidas  ti.e  bold: 
Immottal  gods  you  own,  but  think  them  blind 
To  what  concerns  the  flate  of  human  kind. 
Either  they  hear  not,  or  regard  not  prayer  ; 
That  argues  want  of  power  and  this  of  care. 
Allow  th:i*  wifdom  infinite  mud  know  ; 
Fewer  infinits  snull  ai^.    "  I  graiU  it  fo." 


Hafle  flraight  to  Neptufic's  fane  ;   furvey  with 

zeal 
The  walh.     "  What  then  ?"  reply'd  the  infidel. 
Obferve  thofe  numerous  throngs,  in  effigy. 
The  gods  have  fav'd  from  the  devouring  fea. 
"  '  ris  true,  their  pidlures  that  efcap'd  you  keep, 
*'  But   where    are    theirs    that    perifh'd    in    the 
"  deep?" 
Vaunt  now  no  more  the  triumph  of  your  feill. 
But,  though  unfee'd,  exert  your  arm,  and  kill. 
Our  fcouts  have  learn'd  ihe  pofi:ure  of  the  foe; 
In  war  furprifes  furefl  conduit  fhow. 

But  fame,  that  neither  good  nor  bad  conceals, 
That   Peinbroke's   worth,    and  Ormond's  valour 

.  tells;      ,    .  ■   > 

How  truth  in  Burnet,  how  in  Cavendifli,  reigns, 
Viirro's  n\agnificence  with  IVlaro's  {trains; 
But  how  at  church  and  bar,  all  gape  and  ftretch 
If    Winniiigtop   but   plead,   or    South    or    Onlj* 

preach  ;  ,    , 
On  nimble  wings  to  Warwick-lane  repair*. 
And  what  the  enemy  intends,  declares. 
Confufipn  in  each  Countenance  appear'd,    , 
A  council's  call'd,  and  Stentor  *  firfl  vvas  heard  ; 
His  labouring  lungs  the  thron'd  prxtorium  rent,  (i)' 
Addrefiing  thus  the  paflive  preCdent  : 

Machaonj-,  whofe  experience  we  adore j' 
Great  as  your  matchlefs  merit,  is  your  power : 
At  your  approach,  the  baffied  tyrant  death 
Breaks  his  keen  Ihafts,  and  grind's  his  clafhlng 

teetli.  , 

To  you  we  leave  the  condudt  of  the  day; 
What  you  command,  your  vafldls  rnuft  obey. 
If  this  dread  entcrprife  you  would  decline, 
We'll  fend  to  treat,  and  ftifle  the  defign. 
But,  if  my  arguments  had  force,  we'd  try 
To  humble  our  audacious  foes,  or  die  ;         i  ^ 
Our  fpite,  they'll  find,  to  their  advantage  leans; 
The  end  is  good,  no  mact>.'r  for  the  means. 
;  So  modern  caiuifts  their  talents  try, 
Uprightly  for  the  fake  of  truth  to  lie. 

He  had  not  finifli'd,  till  th'  out-guards  der> 
-  .  cry'd  (0  .,    _  ,  ^ 

Bright  columns  move  iri  formidable  pride;' 


VARIATIONS. 

(i)  True  fo  extremes,  yet  to  dull  formf-a  flave» 
Hi's  always  dully  gay,  or  vainly  grave. 
With  indignation,  and  a  daring  air. 
He  paiis'd  a  while,'  and  thns  addrefs'd  the  cnalr.' 

(f )  What  Stentor  ofTer'd  was  by  mod  approv'd  j 
But  feveral  voices  feveral  methode  mov'd. 
At  lengtjrtli'  adventurous  heroes  all  agree 
T'cxpedt  the  foe,  and  aft  defenfively. 
Ipto  the  fhop  their  bold  battalions  niove^ 
And  what  their  chief  commands,  the  reft  appi^ove, 
Dowtt  from  the  walls  they  tear  the.  fhelves  in  haftc,- 
Which  on  their  fiank  for  palifadts  areplas'd; 

«  Dr.  GoodAi.I.  ' 

t  SirThotr.ssMili!n£toii, 
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The  paHifig  pomp  fo  dazzled  from  afar. 
It  fccm'd  a  triumph,  rather  than  a  war. 
Though  wide  the  front,  though  grofs  the  phalanx 

grew, 
It  lool^'d  lefs  dreadful,  as  it  rearer  prew. 

'Ihe  ^dverfe  heft  for  aiflion  ftraight  prepare  ; 
All  eager  to  unveil  the  face  of  war. 
Their   chiefs  lace   on  their  helms,   and  take  the 

field, 
And  to  their  trufty  fquire  refigns  the  fhield  : 
To  paint  each  knight,  their  ardour  and  :;!arms. 
"Would  a{k  the  tr.uh  that  furig  the  fn^gs  in  arms. 

And  n.'w  the  fignal  funimons  to  the  fray ; 
Mock  falchions  flalh,  aird  pnltry  enfigns  play. 
Their  patri;n  god  his  filver  bow-ilrings  twangs; 
Tough  harnefs  ruflles,  and  bold  armour  cl.iugs; 
The  piercing  caullics  ply  their  fpiteful  power; 
Emetics  randi,  and  keen  cHthartics  fcour; 
The  deadly  drugs  in  double  dofcs  fly  ; 
And  pcflh-s  peal  a  martial  fymphony. 

Now  from  their  levcl'd  fyrirges  they  pour 
The  liquid  volley  of  a  miirivc  fliiv.'tr. 
N  ;t  f}<.rms  of  fleet,  wliich  o'er  the  Baltic  drive 
PuOi'd  on  by  nortlsern  gufts,  fuch  hoi  r^^r  give. 
Jvike  fpnuts  in  fouthern  fcas  the  di"hio;e  brok'.'. 
And  numbers  funk  beneath  th'  impetuous  Itrokc. 

So  v.'hen  Leviathans  difputc  the  reign 
And  uncontrol'd  dominicn  of  the  main  ; 
From  the  rent  rocks  whole  coral  groves  are  torn, 
And  iflts  cf  fca-wced  on  the  waves  are  borne. 
Such  wsrcry  flcres  from  tlicir  fpre;id  rrjilriU  fly, 
'I'i'  tirubtful  which  is  fea,  and  which  r?  flcy. 

And  now  the  flaggering  braves,  led  by  defpair, 
Advance,  and  to  return  the  charge  prepare, 
Each  feizes  for  his  fliield  a  fpacims  fcale. 
And  the  brafs  weights  f-y   thick  as  Iliowcrs  of 

hail. 
Whole  heaps  of  wirr'ors  wcjfer  on  the  ground,  '^ 
With  gaUy-pots  a!>d  broken  phials  crnwn'd  ;        > 
Whiift  empty  jars  the  dire  defeat  r-^found.  J 

Thus  when  ibme  florm  its  cryfta-1  quarry  rends, 
And  Jovein  rattlinir  fhowcrs  of  ice  d'jfcen.ls; 
Motmt  Arhos  fli^kes  the  forefls  on  his  brow,      *} 
dtr.vn  liis  wounded  Gdes  freih  torrent?  f 
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[below,  r 
And  leaves  and  limbs  of  tree^o'erfpread  the  vale  J 

i?ut  now,  all  order  loft,  pron-.ifcuous  blows 
Confus'dly  fall;   pcrpkx'd  the  battle  grows. 
I'rrm  Stent'>r's'  arm  a  mafi'y  opiate'flie^ 
And  ftraight  a  deadly  lleep  clii-.'d  Cams*  eyes. 
At  Colon  +  great  .Sert"  riu<  Biickthorn  flVng, 
W^ho  with  fierce  gripes,  like  ihofe  of  death,  was 
flwiisr; 


And  then  bi-hinJ  the  compter  mng'd  ihey  iTand 
Their  front  fo  weHfecur'd,  t'obey  command. 

And  now  the  fcoti's  the  adverfc  hoits  di.fcry, 
BW  aprons  in  the  air  for  colours  fly  ;• 
With  unrefilled  iorte  they  urge  their  wzv. 
And  find  the  foe  e:nb<ictled  in  urr.v. 

•  Dr.  f^.iodaU  aRaiUil  Dr.  Tj  for. 
■,'  Dr.  B:rC!i, 


Bat  with  a  dauntlefs  and  difdainful  main 
HiirI'd  back  flcel  pills,  and  hit  him  on  the  fpleehi 
Chi.-on  *  attack 'd  Talthibius  with  fuch  might. 
One  pafs  had  paunch'd  the  huge  hydropic  knight. 
Who  flrai^ht  retreated  to  evade  the  wound, 
Bvt  in  a  flood  of  apozem  was  drown'd. 
This  Pfy!as||  faw,  and  to  the  vi(9:or  faid, 
Thou  fhalt  not  long  furvive  th'  unwieldy  dead, 
Thy  fate  fhall  follow  ;  to  confirm  it,  fwore. 
By  the  image  of  Priipus,  which  he  bore  : 
And  rais'd  an  eagle-flone,  invoking  loud 
On  Cynthia,  leaning  o'er  a  filver  cloud  : 

Great  queen  of  night,  and  emprefs  of  the  feas. 
If  faithful  to  thy  midnight  myfterfes. 
If,  flill  obfervant  of  my  early  vows, 
Thefe   hands  have   eas'd  the  mourning  matron's- 

throes. 
Direct  this  rais'd  avenging  arm  aright; 
So  may  loud  cymbals  aid  thy  labouring  light. 
He  faid,  and  let  the  ponderous  fragment  fly 
At  Cliiron,  but  learn'd  Hermes  put  it  by. 

TJiough  the  haranguing  god  furvey'd  the  war^ 
Tiiat  day  the  mufes'  fons  were  not  his  care; 
Two  friends,  adepts,  the  Trifmegifts  by  name. 
Alike  rbeir  features,  and  alike  their  flame; 
As  fimpling  near  fair  Tvi-eed  each  fung  by  turn. 
The  liflening  river  would  neglevfl:  his  urn. 
Thofe  lives  they  fail'd  to  refcue  by  their  fkill, 
Thtir  mtife  cotdd  make  immortal  with  her  quill-; 
But  learn'd  inquiries  after  nature's  flate 
Difiolv'd  the  league,  and  kindled  a  dcba;c. 
The  one,  for  lofty  iabouTs  fruitful  kn  )wn, 
riil'd  magazines  with  volumes  of  his  own. 
At  his  oncc'-favour'd  friend  a  tome  he  threw, 
That  from  its  birth  had  flept  unfeen  till  now ; 
^Minn'd  with  the  blow,  the  batter'd  bard  retit'd^ 
Sut.k  down,  and  in  a  fimile  expir'd. 

And  now  the  c^'hort-;  fhake,  the  legions  ply, 
Tha  yieldtPGr  flanks  confefs  ihe  viiflory. 
Srentor,  untlaunted  Hill,  with  noble  rage 
Sprung  through  the  battle,  Querpo  to  engage, 
l-ierce  was  the  onfet,  the  difpute  was  great,  „ 

Bo'h  could  not  vanquifh,  nei:her  would  retreaf;      I 
Each  ccmbatant  his  advcrfary  maul?,  '1] 

V\''ith  ba'tcr'd  bed-pans,  and  ftav'd  urinals. 
On  Stentrr's  creft  the  ufual  cryftal  breaks. 
And  tears  of  r.mber«gutter'd  down  his  cheeks  ; 
But  whilft  the  champion,  as  late  runiours  tell,  • 
Difi;ni'i'  a  fure  decifive  flnke,  he  fell  : 
.A.nd  as  the  viiflor  hovering  o'er  him  flood. 
With  arms  extended,  thus  the  fuppliant  fued  : 

Wht  ri  honorr's  lolt,  'tis  a  relief  to  die  ; 
Death's  but  a  ftire  retreat  from  infamy. 
But  to   the  lofl:  if  pity  might  be  fliown, 
Rtflci!!  on  young  ^uerpotdes  thy  fon  ; 
Tiien  piry  mine,  for  futh  an  infant  grace 
Smits  :n  his  eyes,  and  fl.ittets  in  nis  face. 
If  he  was  near,  conipafiion  he'd  create, 
Or  elfe  lament  his  wretched  parent's  fate. 
Thine  i.s  the  glcry,  ai^tl  the  field  is  thine  > 
To  thee  the  lov'd  Difpenfary  1  refign. 


*  Dr.  Gillasainll  Dr,  Ridley, 
li  Dr.  Gh.^mberlaio. 
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At  this  the  vidors  own  fuch  extafies, 
As  Memphian  priefts  if  their  Ofiris  fneeze  : 
Or  champions  with  Olympic  clangor  fir'cl ; 
Or  fimperinp  prudes  with  Iprighcly  Naiitz  infpir'd ; 
Or  fultans  rais'd  from  dungeons  to  a  crown; 
Or  farting  zealots  when  the  fi;rmon's  done. 

Awhile  the  chief  the  deacjly  ftroke  dedin'd, 
And  found  compailion  pleading  in  his  mind. 
But  whilft  he  view'd  with  pity  the  diftreL'd, 
He  fpy'd  Signeturf  writ  upon  his  breaft.      [head. 
Then  tow'rds  the  Ikies  he  tofs'd   his  threatening 
And,  Sr'd  with  more  than  mortal  fury,  faid  : 

Sooner  thau  Til  from  vow'd  revenge  defift,  (i) 
His  Holinefs  {hall  turn  a  Q»ietefl ; 

VARIATIONS, 

(7)  Faith  ftand  unmov'd  through  Stillingflect's  de- 
fence. 
And  Locke  for  myftery  abandon  itnfe. 

f  Thofe  members  of  tlie  college  that  obfrrve  a  late  (*- 
tuie,  are  called  by  the  apothecaries  "  Sisnaix  men." 


Janfeniiis  and  the  Jiffuits  agree, 
Tiie  inciuiliiion  v.'ink  at  herefy, 
Warm  convocations  own  tlie  church  fcrure. 
And  more  conl'ult  her  dodtrine  than  her  power. 

With  that  he  drew  a  lai-cct  in  hh  rage, 
To  punclurc  the  ftill  fupplicdting  fage. 
But  while  his  thoughts  that  fatal  flroke  decree, 
Apollo  interpos'd  in  form  of  fee. 
The  chief  great  Pscan's  golden  trefTcs  kntw^ 
He    own' J   the  god,  atid  his  raia'd   arm  -with-- 
drew. 

Thus  often  at  the  Temple-flairs  we've  feen 
Two  tritcns,  of  a  rough  athletic  mien, 
Sourly  dJipute  feme  quarrel  of  tlie  Hood,  , 

With    kiiuckles   Lruis'd,    and    face    befmear'd   ib 

blood ; 
But,  at  the  firft  appearance  of  a  fare, 
Both  quit  the  fray,  and  to  their  oars  repali". 

The  Hero  fo  hi5  enterprize  recalls. 
His  lilt  unclinfliesj  and  the  weapon  falls. 


CANTO 


V?. 


vV HiLE  the  Ihrill  clangor  ol  the  battl'e  rings, 
Aufpicious  health  appear'd  on  zephyr's  wings  ; 
She  feem'd  .1  cherub  nioft  divinely  bright, 
More  foft  than  air,  more  gay  than  morning-light. 
A  charm  fiie  takes  from  esch  excelling  fair. 
And  borrows  Carlifie's  fhape,  and  Giafton's  air. 
Her  eyes  like  Ranelagh's  thtir  beams  difptufc. 
With   Churchill's   bloom,    and    Berkeley's   inno- 
cence; 
On  Iris  thus  the  differing  beams  bellow 
The  dye,  that  paints  the  wonders  of  her  bow  ; 
From  the  fair  nymph  a  vocal  mufic  falls, 
As  to  Machaon  thus  the  goddefs  calls  : 

Enough,  th'  atchievenicnt  of  your  arms  you've 
fnown, 
You  feek  a  triutnph  you  fliould  blufh  to  own. 

Hafte  to  th'  Elyfian  Gelds,  thols  bkfl  abodes, 
"Where  Harvey  fits  among  tlie  demi-guds. 
Confult  that  facred  fage,  he'll  foon  difclofe 
The  method  that  muft  mollify  ihefe  woes. 
Let  Ce'.fuh*  for  that  enterprize  prepare, 
His  condu6i  to  the  (hades  Ihail  be  my  care, 
Aghaft  the  heroes  flood  diffolv'd  in  fear, 
A  form  i"o  heavenly  bright  they  could  not  bear; 
Celfui,  alone  unmov'd,  the  fight  beheld. 
The  re.1  in  pale  confufion  left  the  field. 
;  ..      So  when  the  pygmies,  marfiial'd  on  the  plains, 
S:'  Wage  puny  v.-ar  agaiuH  th'  invadii.'g  cranes ; 

*  TiT.  Ea:eir*Ei-. 


The  puppets  to  their  bodkin  fpears  repair. 
And  fcattcr'd  feathers  flutter  in  the  air; 
But,  when  the  bold  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Stoops  on  his  founding  pinions  from  above, 
Among  the  brakes  the  fairy  nation  crowds, 
And  the  Strinioiiian  fquadVon  feeks  the  clouds. 

And  now  the  delegate  prepares  to  go  -5 

And  view  the  wondeis  of  the  realms  helow;      C 
Then  takes  Amomiim  frr  the  golden  bough.       ji 
Thrice  did  the  goddefs  with  her  facred  wand 
The  pavertfcnt  flrike ;  and  firaight  at  her  cent- 
man  d 
The  willing  furface  opens,  and  defcries 
A  deep  dcfcent  that  leads  to  nether  lldes. 
Hygeia  to  the  filent  region  tei»ds ; 
And   with   his   heavenly   guide   the   charge  d-s^ 

fcends. 
Thus  Numa,  when  to  haliow'd  caves  retlr'J, 
Was  by  -ffigeria  guarded  and  infpir'd. 

Within  the  chiimbcrs  of  the  globe  they  fp^ 
The  beds  where  fl«eping  vegetables  lie. 
Till  the  glad  fummor.s  of  a  ger.ial  lay 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  and  calls  them  out  t6  day. 
Hence  pancies  trick  ^emfelves  in  various  hue, 
And  hence  jonqiiil*  derive  their  fragrant  dew; 
Hence  the  carnation  and  the  Lawful  rcTe 
Their  virgin  biufiies  to  t!;e  mom  difclofe; 
Htnce  the  chafte  liiy  riles  to  the  li;^!.t;,. 
Uavciis  her  fnowy  breads,  and  ci,;;rni6>  ihs  fi^hfiy 
G  iij 
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Hence  arbours  arc  with  twining  greens  array 'd, 
T'  oblige  comp'ainii'isj  lovers  vith  their  fhade; 
And  hence  on  Daphne's  laurel'd  forehead  grow 
Immortal  wreaths  for  Phosbus  and  NafTau. 

The  infcds  here  their  lingering  trance  fnrvive  : 
Bennmb'd  they  feem'd,  and  doubtfal  if  alive. 
From  winter's  fury  hither  they  repair, 
y\nd  ftay  for  mflder  fkics  and  foftcr  air. 
Down  to  thefe  cells  ohfcener  reptiles  creep, 
■\V'heie  liatclul  nutes  and  painted  lizards  fleep  ; 
M'here  Ihiverins;  fra'-.es  the  fummer  fohlice  wait : 
Unfurl  their  painted  folds,  and  Aide  in  (late. 
Here  their  new  form  the  numb'd  ernes  hide 
Their  numerous  feet  in  flendcr  bandage  ty'd  : 
Soon  as  the  l;indhng  ear  begins  to  rife,  "i 

This  upftart  race  their  native  clod  defpife,  > 

And  proud  of  painted  wings  attempt  the  Ikies,    j 

Now  thofe  profounder  regions  they  explore, 
Where  rnetals  ripen  in  vaft  cakes  of  ore. 
Here,  fullen  to  the  fight,  at  large  is  fpread 
The  dull  unwieldy  mafs  of  Inmpifli  lead. 
There,  glimmering  in   their   dawning  beds,   arc 

fecn 
The  light  afpiring  feeds  of  fprightly  tin. 
The  copper  iparklcs  next  in  ruddy  ftreaks ; 
And  in  the  gloom  betrays  its  glowing  cheeks. 
The  filver  then,  with  bright  and  burnifh'd  grace. 
Youth  and  a  blooming  luftre  in  its  face, 
I'o  th'  arms  of  thofe  more  yielding  metals  flies, 
And  in  the  folds  of  their  embraces  lies. 
So  clofe  they  cling,  fo  ftubbornly  retire  ; 
Their  love's  more  violent  than  the  chemifl's  fire. 

Near  thefe  the  delegate  with  wonder  fpies 
Where  floods  of  living  filver  ferpentife ; 
Where  richeft  metals  their  bright  looks  put  on. 
And  golden  flreams  through  amber  channels  run  : 
Where  light's  gay  god  defccnds,  to  ripen  gems. 
And  lend  a  luftre  brighter  than  his  beams. 

Here  he  obferves  the  fubterranean  cells, 
■^Vherc  wanton  nature  fports  in  idle  fliells. 
.Some  helicoeids,  fome  conical  appear  : 
Thcfe,  mitres  emulate,  thofe  turbans  are. 
Here  maicafites  in  various  figure  wait, 
To  ripen  t»  a  true  metallic  flate : 
'Jill  drops  that  from  impending  rocks  dcfccnd 
'I'heir  fubftance  petrify,  and  progrefs  end. 
Nigh,  livid  fcas  of  kindled  fulphur  flow. 
And  whilfl  cnrag'd,  their  fiery  furges  glow, 
Convulfions  in  the  labouring  mountains  rife. 
And  hurl  their  melted  vitals  to  the  ficies. 

He  views  with  horror  next  the  noify  cave. 
Where  with  hoarfe  dins  imprifon'd  tenipefls  rave ; 
■^Vhere  clamorours  hurricanes  attempt  their  flight, 
Or,  whirling  in  tumultuous  eddies,  fight. 
The  warring  winds  unmov'd  Hygeia  heard, 
Brav'd  their  loud  jars,  but  much  for  Celfus  lear'd. 
Andromeda  fo,  whilft  her  hero  fought. 
Shook  for  his  danger,  but  her  own  forgot. 

And  now  the  gi.ddef>  with  her  charge  defcends, 
Whilll  fcarcc  one  chearful  glimpfe  their  flcps  be- 
friends. 
Here  his  forfaken  feat  old  Chaos  keeps  ; 
Aiid,undift;urb'd  by  form,  in  filence  flecps ; 
^  grifly  wiglit,  and  hideous  to  the  eye, 
An  aukward  lump  cf  ftiapelcfs' anarchy. 


With  fordid  age  his  features  are  defac'd  ; 
His  lands  unpeopled,  and  his  countries  wafte. 
To  thefe  dark  realms  much  learned  lumber  creeps 
There  copious  Morton  fafe  in  filence  fleeps; 
Where  mufhroom  libels  in  oblivion  lie, 
And,  foon  as  born,  like  other  monfters,  die. 
Upon  a  couch  of  jet,  in  thcfe  abodes, 
Diill  night,  his  melancholy  confort,  nods. 
No  ways  and  means  their  cabinet  employ  ; 
But  their  dark  hours  they  wafte  in  barren  joy. 

Nigh  this  recef-,  with  terror  they  furvey 
Where  death  maintains  his  dread  tyrannic  fway. 
In  the  clofe  covert  of  a  cyprefs  grove. 
Where  goblins  frilk,  and  airy  fpedtres  rove, 
Yawns  a  dark  cave,  with  awful  horror  wide, 
And  there  the  monarch's  triumphs  are  defcry'd; 
Confus'd,  and  wildly  huddled  to  the  eye. 
The  beggar's  pouch  and  prince's  purple  lie; 
Dim  lamps  with  fickly  rays  fcarce  fcem  to  g'ow; 
Sighs  heave  inmournful  moans,  and  tears  o'crflow; 
Reftlef-i  anxiety,  forlorn  defpair, 
And  all  the  faded  family  of  care  ; 
Old  moukiering  urns,  racks,  daggers,  and  diftrefs, 
Make  up  the  frightful  horror  of  the  place. 

Within  its  dieadful  jaws  thofe  furies  wait, 
Which  execute  the  harfli  decrees  of  fate. 
Febris  is  firft  :  the  hag  relentlefs  hears 
'I'he  virgin's  fighs,  and  fees  the  infant's  tears. 
In  h»r  parch'd  eye-balls  fiery  meteors rei?:n  ; 
And  refllefs  ferments  revel  in  each  veign. 

Then  hydrops  next  appears  amongftthe  throng; 
Bloated,  and  big,  fhe  flowly  fails  along. 
But,  like  a  mifer,  in  excefs  fhe's  poor, 
And  pines  for  third  amidft  her  watery  flore. 

Now  loathfome  lepra,  that  offenfive  f^/right, 
With  foul  eruptions  ftain'd,  oflends  the  fight; 
Still  deaf  to  beaufy's  foft  perfuadirg  power; 
Nor  can  bright  Hebe's  charms  her  bloom  fecure. 

Whilft  meagre  i'thifis  gives  a  fiknt  blow, 
Her  flrokes  are  fure,  but  her  advances  Cow  : 
No  loud  alarms,  nor  fierce  aflaults,  arc  fli jwn ; 
She  ila.-vts  the  foitrefs  firft.,  then  takes  the  town. 
Behind  flood  crowds  of  much  inferior  fame, 
'I'oo  numerous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name  ; 
The  vaiTdls  of  their  monarch's  tyranny, 
Who,  at  his  nod,  on  fatal  errands  fly. 

Now  Celfus,  with  his  glorious  guide,  invades 
The  filent  region  of  the  fleeting  fhades; 
Where  mcks  and  rueful  defcrtsnre  defcry'd, 
And  fullen  Styx  rolls  down  his  lazy  ti  ie ; 
1  hen  fiiows  the  ferry-man  the  plant  he  bore. 
And  claims  his  paifage  to  the  further  fliore. 
To  whom  the  ijtygian  pilot,  fmiling,  faid. 
You  need  no  pafiport  to  demand  our  aid. 
Phyficians  never  linger  on  this  ftrand  : 
Old  Charon's  prefcnt  fiill  at  your  command. 
Our  uwful  monarch  and  his  confort  owe 
To  them  the  peopling  of  the  realms  below. 
Then  in  his  fwarthy  hand  he  grafp'd  the  oar, 
Receiv'd   his  guefts   aboard,    and    fliov'd    from 
fliore. 

Now,  as  the  goddcfs  and  her  charge  prepare 
To  breathe  the  fweets  of  foft  Elyfian  air, 
Uion  the  left  they  fpy  a  penfive  fliadc, 
Who  o.T  his  bended  arm  had  rais'd  his  h.'ad  : 
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Pale  grief  fat  heavy  on  liis  mournful  look? 

To  whom,  not  unconcern'd,  thus  Gelfus  fpolce  : 

Tell  me,  thou  much  affli<fted  fhade,  why  lighs 
Burft  from  your  brcaft,  and  torrents  from  your 

eyes : 
And  who  thofe  mangled  manes  are,  which  {how 
A  fallen  fatisfacSlion  at  your  woe  ? 

Since,  faid  the  t;hoft,  with  pity  you'll  attend, 
Know,  I'm  Guaictim  f,  once  your  firmeft  friend; 
And  on  this  barren  beach  in  difcontent 
Am  doom'd  to  flay,  till  th'  angry  powers  relent. 
Thofe  fpedlres,  feam'd  with  fears,  that  threaten 
The  vi<2ims  of  my  late  ill-condu(ft  are.        [there, 
They  vex  with  endlefs  clamours  my  repofe  : 
This  wants  his  palate ;  that  demands  his  nofe  : 
And  here  they  execute  ftern  Pluto's  will. 
And  ply  me  every  momept  with  a  pill. 

Then  Celfus  thus:  O  much-lamented  flate  1 
How  rigid  is  the  fentence  you  relate  ! 
Methinks  I  recolledl  your  former  air. 
But  ah  I   how  much  you're  chang'd  from  what 

you  were ! 
Infipid  as  your  late  ptifans  you  lie, 
That  once  were  fprightlier  far  than  Mercury. 
At  the  fad  tale  you  tell,  the  popjiies  weep. 
And  mourn  their  vegetable  fouls  afleep  ; 
The  undluoiis  larix,  and  the  healing  pine, 
Lament  your  fate  in  tears  of  turpentine. 
But  flill  the  offspring  of  your  brain  fhall  provs 
7  he  grocer's  care,  and  brave  the  rage  of  Jove  : 
When   bonfires  blaze,  your  vagrant  works  fhall 

rife 
In  rockets,  till  they  reach  the  wondering  fkies. 

If  mortals  e'er  the  Stygian  powers  could  bend, 
Intreatics  to  their  awful  feats  I'll  fend. 
But,  fmce  no  human  arts  the  fates  dilFuade, 
Dire(5l  me  how  to  find  blefs'd  Harvey's  (hade. 
In  vain  th'  unhappy  ghoft  Aill  urg'd  his  ftay  ; 
Then,  fifing  from  the  ground,  he  fhew'd  the  way. 
Nigh  the  dull  ihore  a  fhapelefs  mountain  ftond. 
That  with  a  dreadful  frown  furvey'd  the  flood. 
Its  fearful  brow  no  lively  greens  put  on  ; 
No  frilking  goats  bound  o'er  the  ridgy  flonc; 
To  gain  the  fummit  the  bright  goddefs  try'd  ; 
And  Celfus  follow'd,  by  degrees,  his  guide. 

Th'    afcent  thus  conquer'd,    now    they  tower 

on  high. 
And  tafte  th'  indulgence  of  a  milder  Iky. 
Loofe  breezes  on  their  airy  pinions  play,  ") 

Soft  infant  bloffoms  their  chafte  odours  pay,        i 
And  rofes  blufh  their  fragrant  lives  away.  j 

Cccl  flreams  through  flowery  meadows  gently 

glide ; 
And,  as  they  pafs,  their  painted  b<inks  they  chide 
Thefe  blifsful  plains  no  blights  nbr  mildews  fear, 
The  flowers  ne'er  fade,  and  flirnbs  are   myrtles 
The  morn  awakes  the  tulip  from  her  bed  ;  [here. 
Ere  noon  in  painted  pride  Ihe  decks  her  head, 
Robb'd  in  rich  dye  fhe  triumphs  on  the  green, 
And  every  flower  doe.s  homage  to  their  queen. 
So,  when  bright  Venus  rifes  from  the  flood, 
Around  in  throngs  the  wondering  Nereids  crowd; 
The  Tritons  gaze,  and  tune  each  vocal  fheli, 
And  every  grace  unfung,  the  waves  conceal. 
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The  delegate  obferves,  wlth'^  wondering  eyes, 
Ambrofial  dews  defcend,  and  incenfc  rife; 
Then  haftcns  onward  to  the  penCve  grove. 
The  filent  manfion  of  difaftrous  love. 
Here  jealoufy  with  jaundic'd  looks  appears, 
And  broken  flumbers,  and  fantaftic  fears. 
Th«  widow'd  tiirtle  hangs  her  moulting  wings, 
And  to  the  woods  in  mournful  murmurs  fings. 
No   winds   but  fighs   there   are,   no   floods    but 

tears : 
Each  confcious  tree  a  tragic  fignal  bears. 
Their  wounded  bark  records  fonie  broken  vow, 
And  willow-garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 

Olivia  here  in  fijlitude  he  found, 
Her  downcafl  eyes  fix'd  on  the  filent  ground  s 
Her  dre-fs  neglected,  and  unbound  her  hair^ 
She  feem'd  the  dying  image  of  defpair. 
How  lately  did  this  celebrated  thing 
Blaze  in  the  box,  and  fpatkle  in  the  ring; 
Till  the  green  ficknefs  and  love's  force  betray'd 
To  death's  remorfelefs  arms  th'  unhappy  maid  '. 

All  o'er  confus'd  the  guilty  lover  flood. 
The  light  forfook  his  eyes,  his  cheeks  the  blood ; 
An  icy  horror  ftiiver'd  in  his  look, 
As  to  the  cold-complexion'd  nymph  he  fpoke : 

Tell  me,   dear  fliade,  from  whence  fuch  anxi- 
ous care, 
Your  looks  diforder'd,  and  your  bofom  bare  ? 
Why  thus  you  languifh  like  a  drooping  flower, 
Crufh'd  by  the  weight  of  fome  reltntlefs  fhower  ? 
Your  languid  looks  your  late  ill-condu6l  tell ; 
Oh  that,  inftead  of  trafh,  you'd  taken  fteel  I 

Stabb'd  witji  th'  unkind  reproach,  the  confci- 
ous nii^jid 
Thus  to  her  l3,te  infulting  lover  faid  : 
When  ladies  liAen  not  to  luofe  defire, 
You  fiile  our  ihodefty  our  want  of  fire : 
Smile  or  forbid,  encourage  or  reprove. 
You  ilill  find  reafons  to  believe  we  love  : 
Vainly  you  think  a  liking  we  betray. 
And  never  mean  the  peevifh  things  we  fay. 
Few  are  the  fair-ones  of  RufiUa's  make, 
Unafic'J  fhe  grants,  uninjur'd  fhe'li  forfake : 
But  feveral  Cselia's,  feveral  ages  boafh, 
That  like,  where  reafon  recommends  the  moft. 
Where  heavenly  truth  and  tendernefs  confpire, 
Chafte  pafllon  may  perfuade  us  to  defire. 

Your  lex,  he  cry'd,  as  cuflom  bids,  behaves; 
In  forms  the  tyrant  ties  fuch  haughty  flavcs. 
To  do  nice  conduCl  right, you  nature  wrong; 
Inipulfes  are  but  weak,  where  reafon's  flrong. 
Some  want  the  courage  ;  but  how  few  the  flame '. 
They  like  the  thing,  that  flartle  at  the  name. 
The  lonely  phoenix,  though  profefs'd  a  nun. 
Warms  into  love,  and  kindles  at  the  fun; 
Thofe  tales  of  fpicy  urns  and  fragrant  fires 
Aie  but  the  emblems  of  her  fcorch'd  defires. 

Then,  as  he  flrove  to  clafp  the  fleeting  fair. 
His  empty  arms  confefs'd  th'impaflive  air. 
From  his  embrace  th*  unbody'd  fpedtre  flics, 
And,  as  fhe  mov'd,  fhe  chid  him  with  her  eyef. 

They  hafcen  now  to  that  delightful  pLain, 
Where  the  glad  manes  of  the  blefs'd  remain  : 
Where  Harvey  gathers  fimples,  to  beflow 
Imn  or';al  youth  on  heroes'  fhades  belo'A^ 


Id6 
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Soon  as  the  bright  Hygcia  was  in  view, 
The  venerable  fage  her  prefence  knew  : 
Thus  he — 

Hai!,  blooming  goddtfs  !  thou  propitiou';  power, 
V'hofe  blefling'i  mortals  m-re  than  life  implore  i 
With  lb  much  luftre  your  bright  looks  endear, 
That  cottages  are  courts  whtie  thofe  aj"pear. 
Mankin<1,  as  you  vouchlafe  to  fniile  or  frown, 
Finds  eafe  in  chains,  or  anguifli  in  a  crown. 

With  juft  refentments  aftd  con'empt  you  fee 
The  foul  dilTenficns  of  the  faculty  ; 
How  your  fad  fickening  art  now  hangs  her  head, 
And,  once  a  fcience,  is  become  a  trade. 
Her  fon"^  ne'er  rifle  her  myflerious  (lore, 
But  fludy  nature  lefs,  and  lucre  more. 
Mot  fo  when  Rome  to  th'  Epidaurian  rais'd' 
A  temple,  where  devoted  incenfe  blaz'd. 
Oft  father  Tiber  views  the  lofty  fire  : 
As  the  learn'd  fon  is  worfliipp'd  like  the  fire; 
The  fage  with  Romi.lus  like  honours  claim; 
The  gift  of  life  and  laws  were  then  the  fame. 

I  fliow'd  of  old,  how  vital  currents  glide. 
And  the  meanders  of  the  refluent  tide. 
Then,  Willis,  why  fponianeous  adlions  here, 
And  whence  involuntary  motions  there  : 
And  how  the  fpirits,  by  mechanic  laws. 
In  wild  careers  tumultuous  riots  caufe. 
Nor  would  our  Wharton,  Bates,  and  GlifTon,  lie 
In  the  abyfs  of  blind  obfcurity. 
But  now  fuch  wondrous  fearches  arc  foreborn, 
And  Paean's  art  is  by  divifions  torn. 
Then  let  your  charge  attend,  and  I'll  explain 
How  her  loft  health  your  fcience  may  regain. 

Hafte,  and  the  matchlefs  Atticiis  addrelV, 
From  Heaven  and  grent  NafTau  he  ha?  the  maae. 
Th'  opprefs'd  to  his  afylum  (liU  repair  ; 
Arts  hf  fiipports,  and  learning  is  his  care, 
He  (ofteiis  the  haifh  rijour  of  the  laws. 
Blunts  th.eir  keen  edge,  and  grinds  their  harpy 
And  giacioufly  he  cafls  a  pitying  eye  [ciaws; 

On  the  fad  fiate  of  viitnous  f  ovi.rty. 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks.    Heaven !   how  the  lifien- 

ing  throng 
Dwells  on  the  melting  mufic  of  bis  tongue  I 


His  arguments  are  emblems  of  his  mien, 
Mild,  but  not  faint,  and  forcing,  though  ferene  j 
And,  when  the  p>:werof  eloquence  he'd  try, 
Here   lightning   ftrikcs  you;    there  foft  breeZes 
%b. 

To  him  you  muft  your  fickly  (late  refer, 
Y<ur  charter  claims  him  as  your  vifiter. 
Your  v^ounds  he'll  clofe,  and  fovereignly  reftore 
Your  fcience  to  the  height  it  had  before. 

Then   NafTau's    health  fliall  be   our   gloriotii 
aim. 
His  life  fhstll  be  aslafting  as  his  fame. 
S,)me  princes' claims  from  deveftations  fpring ; 
He  condefcends  in  pity  to  be  king; 
And,  when  amidft  his  olives  plac'd  he  ftands. 
And  governs  more  by  candour  than  commands; 
Ev'n  then  not  lefs  a  hero  he  appears, 
Than  when  his  laurel  diadem  he  wears. 

Would  PhcEbus,  or  his  Granville,  but  infpire 
Their  facred  vehemence  of  peptic  fire  ; 
r<)  cele'orate  in  fong  that  godlike  power, 
Which  did  the  labouring  univerfe  reftore: 
Fair  Albions  cliffs  would  echo  to  ihe  ftraiin. 
And  praifc  the  arm  that  conquer'd,  to  regaiii 
The  earth's  repofe,  and  empire  o'er  the  main. 

Still  may  th'  immortal  man  his  cares  repeat, 
To  make  his  bleflings  endlefs  as  they're  great : 
Whilfl  malice  and  ingratitude  confefs 
'1  hey've  ftrove  for  ruin  long  without  fuccefs. 
When,  late,  Jove's  6agle  from  the  pile  fliall  rife 
To  bear  the  vi»5ior  to  the  boundlefs  ikies, 
A  while  the  god  puts  off  paternal  care, 
Ncg lefts  the  earth,  to  give  the  heavens  a  ftar. 
Near  thee,  Alcides,  fhall  the  hero  fbine  ; 
H;s  rays  refembling,  as  his  labours,  thine. 

Had  fome  fam'd  patriot,  of  the  Latian  blood,  , 
Like  Julius  great,  and  like  Qdtavius  good, 
But  thus  prcferv'd  the  Latian  liberties, 
Afpiring.  columns  foon  had  reach'd  the  fkies  : 
i.oud  lo's  the  proud  capitol  had  fhook, 
A::d  all  the  fratues  of  the  gods  had  fpoke. 

No  more  the  fage  his  raptures  could  purfue  : 
He  paus'd ;  and  Celfus  with  his  guide  withdrew^ 
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CLAREMONT: 

Addrefied  to  the  Right  Honourable 
r  H  E     EARL     OF     CLARE, 

AFTERWARDS  DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 

" — Dryadum  fylvas,  faltufque  fequamur 
"  Intaflos,  tua,  Maecenas,  haud  mollia  jufia." 

Virgil. 


PREFACE. 


Xhey  that  have  feen  thofe  two  excellent  poenij 
cf  Cooper's  Hill  and  Windior-Foreft ;  the  one  by 
Sir  J.  Denham,  the  other  by  Mr.  Pope ;  will 
fliew  a  great  deal  of  candour  if  they  approve  of 
this.  It  was  written  upon  giving  the  name  of 
Claremont  to  a  villa  now  belonging  to  the  Earl 
of  Clare.  The  fituation  is  fo  agreeable  and  fur- 
prifing,  that  it  inclines  one  to  think  fome  place  of 
this  nature  put  Ovid  at  firll  upon  the  {lory  of 
NarciiTiis  and  Echo.  It  is  probable  he  had  oblcrv- 
ed  fome  fpring  arifing  amongft  woods  and  rocks, 
where  echoes  were  heard;  and  fome  flower  bending 
over  the  fl:ream,  and  by  confequence  refledled 
from  it.  After  reading  the  flory  in  the  third  bcok 
of  the  Metamorphofts,  it  is  cbvinus  to  objedi  (as 
an  ingenious  friend  has  already  done)  that  the  re- 
newing the  charms  of  a  nymph,  of  which  Ovid 
hand  difpoffeffed  her,' 

"  — vox  tantum  atque  cfTa  fuperfunt," 

is  too  great  a  violation  of  poetical  authority.  I 
dare  fay  the  gentleman  who  is  meant,  would  have 
been  well  pleafed  to  have  found  no  faults.  There 
are  not  many  authors  one  can  fay  the  fame  of : 
experience  fhews  us  every  day  that  there  are  wri- 
ters who  cannot  bear  a  brother  fhould  fucceed, 
and  the  only  refuge  from  their,  indignation  is 
by  being  inconfiderxible ;  upon  which  refledlion, 
this  thing  ought  to  have  u  pretence  to  their  fa- 
vour. 


They  who  would  be  more  mformed  of  what 
relates  to  the  ancient  Britons,  and  the  Druids 
their  priefls,  may  confult  Pliny,  Ovid,  and  the 
other  claflic  authors  that  have  mentioned  them. 


CLAREMONT. 


What  frenzy  has  of  late  polTcfs'd  the  brain  I 

Though  few  can  write,  yet  fewer  can  refrain. 

So  rank  our  foil,  or  bards  rife  in  fuch  {lore, 

Their  rich  retaining  patrons  fcarce  are  more. 

The  lafl  indulge  the  fault  the  firfl  commit ; 

And  take  of  flill  the  offal  of  their  wit. 

So  fhamelefs,  fo  abandon'd  are  their  ways; 

They  poach  ParnafTus,  and  lay  fnares  for  praife. 
Nmis  ever  can  without  admirers  live. 

Who  have  a  penfion  or  a  place  to  give. 

Great  mini{lers  ne'er  fail  of  great  dcferts  ; 

■]"he  herald  gives  them  blood,  the  pcet  parts. 

Senfe  is  of  courfe  annex'd  to  weahh  and  power; 

No  mufe  is  proof  againfl  a  golden  fhower. 
Let  but  his  lordfhip  write  fome  poor  lampoon, 

He's  Horac'd  up  in  doggrel  like  his  own  : 
Or,  if  to  rant  in  tragic  rage  he  yields,  [fields, 

j  Falfe  fame  cries — Athens-;  honell  truth — Moor. 
1  hus  fool'd,  he  flounces  on  through  floods  of  ink; 
I  Flags  with  full  fail ;  and  rifes  but  to  unk. 
Some  venal  ptns  fo  proftitute  the  bays. 
Their  panegyric  lafh;   their  fatires  praife. 
So  naufeoufly,  and  fo  unlike,  they  paint, 

N 's  an  Adonis ;  M r,  a  faint. 

Mctius  with  thofe  fam'd  heroes  is  compar'd. 
That  led  in  triumph  Porus  and  Tallard. 
Biit  fuch  a  fhamelefs  mufe  mud  laughter  move, 
That  aims  to  make  Salmoneus  vie  with  Jove. 

To  form  great  works,  puts  fate  itielf  to  pain; 
F.v'n  nature  labours  for  a  mighty  man, 
And,  to  perpetuate  her  hero's  fame. 
She  flrains  no  lefs  a  poet  next  to  frame. 
Rare  as  the  hero's,  is  the  poet's  rage; 
Churchills  and  Drydeus  aife  but  once  an  age. 
With  earthquakes  towering  Pindar's  birth  bcgiiaj 
And  an  eclipfe  produc'd  Akmena's  fon. 
The  fire  of  gods  o'er  Phoebus  caft  a  fhade ; 
Bv.t>  with  a  her«,  well  the  world  repaid. 


.  No  bard  of  bribes  fhould  proftitute  his  vein ; 
Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  he  fliould  arraign. 
To  grant  big  Thrafo  valour,  Phormio  fenl'e, 
Should  indignation  give,  at  lead  offence. 
I  hate  fach  mercenaries,  and  would  try 
From  this  reproach  to  refcue  poetry. 
Apollo's  fons  ftiould  fcorn  the  fcrvile  art, 
And  to  coiTrt-preachers  leave  the  futfonie  part. 

What  then — You'll  fay,  Muft   no  true  fteriing 
Becaufe  impure  allays  Come  oin  debal'e  ?       [pals> 
Yes,  praife,  if  juftly  offer'd,  I'll  allow  ; 
And,  when  f  meet  with  merit,  fcribble  too. 
The  man  who's  honeft,  open,  and  a  friend, 
Glad  to  oblige,  uneafy  to  offend  ; 
forgiving  others,  to  himfelf  fevere  ; 
Though  earneft,  eafy  ;   civil,  yet  fmcere  ; 
Who  feldom  but  through  great  good-nature  errs; 
Detefting  fraud  as  much  as  flatterers  ; 
'.ris  he  my  mufe's  hom.ige  fhould  receive ; 
If  I  could  write,  or  Holies  could  forgive. 
But  pardon,  learned  youth,  that  I  decline 
A  name  fo  lov'd  by  rrxe,  h  lately  thine. 
When  Pelham  you  refign'd  what  coiibl  repair 
A  lofs  fo  great,  unlefs  Newcaftle's  heir  ? 
Hydafpes,  that  the  Afi  in  plains  divides, 
From  his  bright  urn  in  purtft  cryftal  glides  ; 
But,    when   new-gathering   ftrcams  enlarge    his 

courfe. 
He's  Indus  nam'd,  and  rolls  with  mightier  force  ; 
In  fabled  floods  of  gold  his  current  flows, 
And  wealth  on  nations,  as  he  runs,  bcftows. 

Direit  nie,  Clare,  to  name  fome  nobler  mufe, 
That  f  jr  her  theme  thy  late  recefs  may  choofe ; 
Such  bright  defcriptions  Ihall  the  fubjedl  drefs ; 
Such  vary'd  fcenes,  fuch  pleafing  images, 
Tiiat  fwains  fhall  leave  their  lawns,  and  nymphs 

their  bowers. 
And  quit  Arcadia  for  a  feat  like.your's. 

But  fay,  who  rtiall  attempt  th'  adventurous  part 
Where  Nature  borrows   dicfs  from  Vanburgh's 

art? 
If,  by  Apollo  taught,  he  touch  the  lyre, 
tifones  mount  in  columns,  palaces  afpire. 
And  rocks  are  animated  with  Iiis  fire. 
*l'ishe  can  paint  in  verfe  thofe  rifing  hills, 
Their  gentle  vallies,  and  their  filver  rills; 
Clofe  groves,    and  opening  glades  wiih  verdure 

fprcad, 
riovvers  fighing  fwcets,  and  fhrubs  that  balfam 

bleed ; 
With  gay  variety  the  profpeft  crown'd. 
And  all  the  bright  horizon  fmiling  round. 
Whilft  I  attempt  to  tell  how  ancier.t  fame 
Records  from  whence  tlie  villa  took  its  name. 
In  times  of  old,   when   Bfitidi  nymphs  were 

known 
To  love  no  foreign  falhions  like  their  own  ; 
When  drefs   was  monftrous,  and   fig-leaves   the 
And  quality  put  on  no  paint  but  woad  ;      [mode, 
Of  Spanilh  red  unheard  was  then  the  name 
(For  cheeks  were  only  taught  to  blulhfor  fhame;  ; 
No  beauty,  to  increafe  her  crowd  of  flavcs, 
Rofe  out  of  wafh,  as  Venus  out  of  waves ; 
Is'ot  yet  lead  comb  was  on  the  roilet  p'lac'd  ; 
No:  )-et  broad  cyc-brows  were  rcduc'd  by  fade  } 
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No  fhape-fmith  fet  up  (hop,  and  drove  a  trade 
Ti.  me  id  the  work  wife  Providence  had  made}' 
Tires  were  nnheard  of,  and  unknown  the  Ji.om, 
And  thrifty  filkworms  fpun  for  tiiiies  to  cimie; 
Bare  limbs  were  then  the  mark's  of  modefty  ; 
All  like  Diana  were  below  the  knee. 
The  men  appear'd  a  rough,  undaunted  race, 
Surly  in  fliow,  unfafhion'd  in  addrefs; 
Upright  in  adtions,  and  in  thought  fincere  ; 
And  ftdiftly  were  the  fame  they  would  appear. 
Honour  was  plac'd  in  probity  alone  ; 
For  villains  had  no  titles  but  their  own. 
None  travel'd  to  return  politely  mad  ; 
But  flill  what  fancy  wanted,  reafon  had. 
Whatever  Nature  afk'd,  their  hands  could  give ; 
Unlearn'd  in  feafts,  they  only  eat  to  live. 
No  cook  with  art  increas'd  phyficians'  fees, 
Nor  ferv'd  up  deatb  i«  foups  and  fricafees  : 
Their  tafte  was,  like  their  temper,  unrefin'd  ; 
For  looks  were  then  the  language  of  the  mind. 

Ere  right  and  wrong,  by  turns,  fet  prices  bore;" 
And  confciencc  had  its  rate  like,  common  whore ; 
Or  tools  to  great  employments  had  pretence; 
Or  merit  Was  made  out  by  impudence; 
Or  coxcombs  look'd  affuming  in  affairs; 
And  hum.ble  friends  grew  haughty  minifters; 
In  thofe  good  days  of  inriocence,  here  ftood 
Of  oiks,' with  heads  unlhorn,  a  folernn  wood, 
Frequented  by  the  Druids,  to  beftow 
Religious  honours  on  the  Miffeltoe. 

The  naturalifts  are  puzzled  to  explain 
How  trees  did  firft  this  flranger  efatertain  ; 
Whether  the  bufy  birds  ingraft  it  there; 
Or  elfe  Tome  deity's  mj'fterious  care, 
As  Druids  thought ;  for,  when  the  blafled  oak 
By  lig^htning  falls,  this  plant  efcapes  the  ftroke. 
So,  when  the  Gauls  the  towers  of  Rome  defac'd. 
And    flames     drove    forward'    with    outrageous 

wafle, 
Jove's  favour'd  capitot  unitij^ur'd  flood  : 
60  facrtd  was  the  manfion  of  a  God. 

Shades  honouf'd  by  this  plant  the  Druids  chofe,' 
Here,  for  the  bleeding  viJlims,  altars  rofe. 
To  Hermes  oft  they  paid  their  facrifice  ; 
Parent  of  arts,  and  patron  of  the  wile. 
Good  rules  in  mild  perfuafions  they  convey'd ; 
Their  lives  confirming  what  their  leisures  faid. 
None  violated  truth,  invaded  right ; 
Yet  had  few  laws,  but  will  and  appetite. 
The  people's  peace  they  ftudied,  and  profeft 
No  policies  but  public  intereft. 
Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food  i 
For  all  their  luxury  was  doing  goad. 

No  mitred  pricll  did  then  with  princes  vie, 
Nor  o'er  his  mafter  claim  fupremacy; 
Nor  were  the  rules  of  faith  allow 'd  more  pure. 
For  being  fcveral  centtiries  obfcure. 
None  loft  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  blood, 
For  not  believing  what  none  unJerftood. 
Nor  fimony,  nor  finecure,  were  known  ; 
Nor  would  the  bee  work  honey  for  the  drOne'. 
Nor  was  the  way  invented,  to  difmifs 
Fair  Abigails  with  fat  pluralities. 

But  then,  in  fillets  bound,  a  hallow'd  band 
Taught  how  to  tend  tlw  flocks,  and  till  the  land; 


POEMS,. 


?o> 


Could  te]J  what  murrains  in  what  months  begun, 
And  how  the  fearons  travel'd  with  the  fun  ; 
When  his  dim  orb  feeni'd  wading  through  the  air, 
They  told  tJmt  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  near; 
And  that  the  winds  their  bellowing  throats  woiild 

try, 
When  reddening  clouds  reflccSl  his  blood-fliot  eyef 
All  their  remarks  on  nature's  laws  require 
More  lines  than  would  even  Alpih's  readers  tirs. 
This  fe6l  in  facred  veneration  held  . 

Opinions,  by  the  Samian  fage  reveal'd  ; 
That  matter  no  annihilation  knows, 
But  wanders  from  thefe  tenements  to  thofe 
For  when  the  plaftic  particles  are  gone, 
They  rally  in  fome  fpecies  like  their  own  ; 
The  felf- fame  atoms,  if  new-jumbled,  will 
In  feas  be  rfefllefs,  and  in  earth  be  flill ; 
Can,  in  the  triiiSle,  furnifh  out  a  feaft. 
And  naufeate,  in  the  fcaly  fquill,  the  tafte, 
Thofe  falling  leaves  that  wirher  with  the  year. 
Will,  in  the  next,  on  other  flems  appear. 
The  fap,  that  now  forfakcs  the  burfting  bud, 
In  fome  new  flioot  will  circulate  green  blood. 
The  breath  to-day  that  from  the  jafmirie  blows, 
Will,  when  the  feafon  offers,  fcent  the  rofe  ; 
And  thofe  bright  flames  that  in  carnations  glow, 
Ere  long  will  hlanch  the  lily  with  a  fnow. 

They  hold  that  matter  muft  be  ftill  the  fame. 
And  varies  but  in  figure  and  in  name ; 
And  that  the  foul  not  dies,  but  fiiitts  her  feat. 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run,  or  pad  repeat. 
Thus,  when  the  brave  and  virtuous  ceafe  to  live. 
In  beings  brave  and  virtuous  they  revive. 
Again  Ihall  Romulus  in  Naffau  reign  ;  ") 

Great  Namu,  in  a  Brunfwick  prince,  ordain        / 
«oodlaw3;   and   lialcyon  years  (hall  hufti  theT 
world  agai)i.  J 

The  truths  of  old  traditions  were  their  theme  i 
Or  gods  defcending  in  a  morning  dream. 
Pafs'd  aiSs  they  cited  ;  and  to  come,  foretold  ; 
And  could  events,  not  ripe  for  fate,  unfold  ; 
Beneath  the  fliady  covert  of  an  oak. 
In  rhymes  uncouth,  prophetic  truths  they  fpoke. 
Attend  then,  Clare  ;  nor  is  the  legend  long; 
The  ftory  of  thy  villa  is  their  fong. 

The  fair  Montana,  of  the  fylvan  race, 
Was  with  each  beauty  blefs'd,  and  every  grace. 
His  fire,  green  Faunus,  guardian  of  the  wood; 
His  mother,  a  fwift  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
Her  filver  urn  fupply'd  the  neighbouring  ftreams, 
A  darling  daughter  of  the  bounteous  Thames. 

Not  lovelier  feem'd  Narciflus  to  the  eye ; 
Nor,  when  a  fldwer,  could  boaft  more  fragrancy : 
His  fkin  might  with  the  down  of  fwans  compare, 
More  fmooth  than   pearl;  than  mountaip  fnow 

more  fair : 
In  fhapc  fo  poplars  or  the  cedars  pleafe ; 
Butthufe  are  net  fo  ftraight,  nor  graceful  thefc  : 
His  flowing  hair  in  unforc'd  ringlets  hung  ; 
Tuneful  his  voice,  perfuafive  was  his  tongue  ; 
The  haughtieft  fair  fcarce  heard  without  a  wound, 
3\it  funk  to  foftnefs  at  the  melting  found. 

The  fourth  bright  luftre  had  but  juft  begun 
To   Ihade    his    biufhing    cheeks    with    doubtful 
down. 


All, day  he  rang'd  the  woodp,  and  fpread  the  toils, 
And  knew  no  pleafures  blit  in  fylvan  fpoils. 
In  Vain  the  nymphs  put  on  each  pleafing  grace; 
Too  cheap  the  qUarry  feem'd,  too  (hort  the  chace  : 
i'or,  though  polfeflion  be  th'  undoubted  view,        ' 
-^fo  felze  is  far  lefs'pleafure  than  purfue. 
Thofe  nymphs,  that  yield  too  foon,  their  charnw 

irnpair,-  '  .   ■   ■         ^  ■ 

And  provd  at  laft  but  defpicably  fair. 
His  ovin  undoing  glutton  love  decrees  ; 
And  palls  the  appetite  he  meant  to  pleafe  : 
His  tlender  wants  too  largely  he  i'upplies; 
Thrives  on  fliort  meals,  but  by  indulgence  dies. 

A  grot  there  was,  with  hoary  niofs  o'ergrown. 
Rough  with  rude  ihells,  and  arch'd  with  moulder- 
ing (lone  ;  '  '  ■     ' 
Sad  filence  reigns  within  the  lonefome  wall. 
And  weepit^g  rills  but  whifper  as  they  fall; 
The  clafping  ivies  up  the  ruin  creep. 
And  there  the  bat  and  droufy  beetle  fleep. 

This  cell  fad  Echo  chofe,  by  love  betiay'd, 
A  fit  retirement  for  a  mourning  maid. 
Hither,  fatigu'd  with  toil,  the  fylvan  flies, 
To  fliun  the  calenture  of  fultry  fliies  ; 
But  feels  a  fiercer  flame  :  love's  keeneft  dart 
Finds  through  his  eyes  a  paflage  to  his  heart. 
Feiifive  the  virgin  fate  "with  folded  arms,     •  • 
Her  tears  but  lending  luflre  to  her  charms. 
With  pity  he  beholds  her  wounding  woes ; 
But  wants  himfelf  the  pity  he  beftows. 

Oh  whether  of  a  mortal  born  '.  he  cries; 
Or  fome  fair  daughter  of  the  diflant  fkies ; 
That,  in  compaflion,  leave  your  cryftal  fphere, 
'i'o  guard  fome  favour'd  charge,  and  wander  htrcj 

Siight  not  my  fuit,  nor  too  ungentle  prove  ;        '    ' 

But  pity  one,  a  novice  yet  in  love. 

If  words  avail  not,  fee  my  fuppliant  tears; 

Nor  difregard  thofe  dumb  petitioners. 

From  hisconiplaint  the  tyrant  virgin  flies, 

AfTerting  all  the  empire  of  her  eyes. 

Full  thrice  three  days  he  lingers  out  in  grief. 

Nor  fetks  from  fleep,  or  fuilenance,  relief. 

The  lamp  of  life  now  calls  a  glimmering  light  5 

The  meeting  lids  his  fetting  eyes  benight. 

What  force  remains,  the  haplefs  lover  tries  ; 

Invoking  thus  his  kindred  deities  : 

Hafte,  parents  of  the  flood,  your  race  to  mourn  ; 

With  tears  replenifli  each  exhanfted  urn; 

Retake  the  liie  you  gave,  but  let  the  maid 

Fall  a  juft  vidtim  to  an  injur'd  fliade. 

More  he  endeavour'd;  but  the  accents  hung 

Half  form'd,  and  ftopp'd  unfijiilh'd  on  his  tongue. 
For  him  the  graces  their  fad  vigils  keep ; 

Love  broke  his  bow,  and  wifh'd  for  eyes  to  weep. 

What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  faunus  tries; 

A  mount  ereding  where  the  fylvan  lies. 

'["he  rural  powers  the  wondrous  pile  furvey. 

And  pioufly  their  different  honours  pay. 

Th'  al'cent  with  verdant  herbage  Pales  fpread; 

And  nymphs,   transfofm'd   co  laurels,   lent  their 
fhade. 

Her  ftream  a  Naiad  from  the  bafis  pours ; 

And  Flora  ftrovAs  the  fummit  with  her  flowers. 

Alone  Mount  Latmos  claims  pre-eminence. 

When  filver  Cynthia  lights  the  world  from  thence. 
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Sad  Echo  now  laments  her  rigour,  more 

Than  for  Narciffus  her  loofe  flime  before. 

■Her  flefli  to  finew  fhrinks,  her  charms  are  fled ; 

Ail  day  in  rifted  rocks  fhe  hides  her  head. 

Soon  as  the  evening  fhews  a  ilcy  ferene, 

Abroad  (he  ftrays,  but  never  to  be  feeii. 

And  ever,  as  the  weeping  Naiads  name 

Her  cruelty,  the  nymph  repeats  the  fame  ; 

With  them  (he  join^,  her  lover  to  deplore, 

And  flaunts  the  lonely  dales  he  rang'd  before. 

Her  fex'f  privilege  (he  yet  retains  ; 

And,  though  to  nothing  vyafted,  voice  remains. 

So  fung  the  Druids — then,  with  rapture  fir'd, 

Thus  utter  what  the  Delphic  god  infpir'd  : 
Jire  twice  ten  centuries  (hall  fleet  away, 

A  Brunfvvfick  prince  fhall  Britain's  fceptre  fway. 

No  more  fair  liberty  (hall  mourn  her  chains  ; 
The  maid  is  refcu'd,  her  lov'd  Perfeus  reigns. 

From  Jove  he  comes,  the  captive  to  reftore ; 
Nor  can  the  thunder  of  his  fire  do  more. 
Religion  (liali  dread  nothing  but  difguife; 
And  juftice  need  no  bandage  for  her  eyes. 
Britannia  fmiles,  nor  fears  a  foreign  lord ; 
Her  fafety  to  fecure,  two  powers  accord. 
Her  Neptune's  trident,  and  her  monarch's  fword. 
Xiike  him,  (hall  his  Auguftus  (hine  in  arms, 
Though  captive  to  his  Car.ilina's  charms. 
Ages  with  future  hen;es  fiie  (hall  blefs, 
And  Venus  ofice  iiiore  found  an  Alban  race. 

Then  fhall  a  Clare  in  honour's  caule  engage  ; 
Example  muft  reclaim  a  gracciefs  age. 
Where  guides  ihemfelvL-s  for  guilty  views  miflead; 
And  lavrs  even  by  the  legiflatois  bleed  ; 
His  brave  contempt  of  ftate  fhall  teach  the  proud, 
None  but  the  virtuous  are  of  n^fblc  blood  : 
For  tyrants  are  but  princes  in  difguife, 
Though  fprung  by  long  defcents  from  Ptolemies. 
Right  he  (hall  vindicate,  good  laws  defend  ; 
The  (irmefl  patriot,  and  the  v/aimefl-  friend. 
Great  Edward's  order  early  he  (hall  wear. 
New  light  redoring  to  the  fuUy'ci  fear. 
Oft  will  his  leifure  this  retirement  choofe. 
Still  finding  future  fiibjedts  for  the  mufe  ; 
And,  to  record  the  fylvan's  fatal  flame. 
The  place  (liall  live  in  foiig,  and  Claremont  be 
the  name. 


THE  LADY  LOUISA  LENOS  : 

■WITH  OVId's  EPISTI.E8. 

In  movIi>g  lines  thcfe  few  epiftles  tell 

What  fate  attend-i  the  nymph  that  likes  too  v/ell : 

How  faintly  the  fuccefsful  lovers  burn, 

And  their  neglecfled  charms  how  ladies  mourn. 

The  fair  you'll  find,  when  foft  entreaties  fail, 

Affert  their  unrontcfted  right,  and  rail. 

Too  foon  they  liften,  and  refent  too  late; 

'Tis  furc  they  Inve,  whene'er  they  (l:rive  to  hate. 

Their  fex  or  proudly  (buns,  or  poorly  craves  ; 

Commencing  tvrantn,  and  concluding  (laves. 

In  difrereut  breafts  what  diifcring  paifions  glow  I 
Ou»s  kindle  c^uick,  but  your:  'vi'-irguilli  flow. 


The  fire  we  boaft,  with  force  uncertain  burns. 
And  breaks  but  out,  as  appetite  returns  : 
Bur  yours,  like  incenfe,  mounts  by  foft  degrees. 
And  in  a  fragrant  flame  confumes  to  picaie. 

Your  fcx,  in  all  that  can  engage,  excel ; 
Add  ours  in  patience,  and  perfiiading  well. 
Imperial  nature  equally  decrees  : 
You  have  your  pride,  and  we  our  perjuries. 

Though  frrm'd  to  conquer,  yet  too  oft  you  fall 

By  giving  nothing,  or  by  granting  all. 

Eur,  Madam,  long  v/iU  your  unpraftis'd  years 

Smile  ar  the  tale  of  lovers'  hopes  and  fears. 

Though  infant  graces  footh  your  gentle  hours, 

More  foft  than  fighs,  more  fweet  than  breathing 
flowers; 

Let  ra(h  admirers  your  keen  lightning  fear  ; 

Tis  bright  at  diftance,  but  deftroys  if  near. 
The  irime  ere  long,  if  verfe  prefage,  will  come, 

Your  charms  (liall  open  in  full  Brudenell  bloom. 

All  eyes  (hall  gaz;e,  alf  hearts  fliall  homage  vow. 

And  not  a  lover  languifh  but  for  you. 

The  nuife   (ball  firing  her   lyre,  with   garlands 
crown 'd, 

And  each  bright  nymph  fhall  ficken  at  the  found. 
Bn,  when  Aurora  firft  falutes  the  (ighr, 

Pleas'd  we  behold  the  tender  dawn  of  light ; 

But,  \-;*hen  with  riper  red  fi\e  warms  the  ikies. 

In  circling  throngs  the  wing'd  muficians  riie. 

And  the  gay  groves  rejoice  in  fymphonies. 

Each  ptarly  flower  with  painted  beauty  fliineSj 

And  every  ftar  its  fading  fire  religns. 


RICHARD  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON.^ 

WITH  OVId's  art  of  LOVE^ 
Mv  I>0RD, 

Our  poet's  rules,  in  eafy  numbers,  tell. 

He  felt  the  pafTion  he  defcri'n-s  fo  well. 

In  that  foft  art  fuccefsfully  refin'd. 

Though  angry  Cffifar  frown'd,  the  fair  were  ktn(^. 

More  ills  from  love,  than  tyrants  mnlice,  flow; 

Jove's  thwoder  ftrikes  lefs  furc  than  Cupid's  bow. 

Ovid  both  ft'lt  the  pain,  and  found  the  eafe  : 
Phyfi^ians  ftudy  moft  their  own  difeafe. 
The  praftice  of  that  sge  in  this  we  try. 
Ladies  would  liften  then,  and  lovers  lie. 
Who  fiitter'd  moft  the  fair  were  moft  polite. 
Each  thought  her  own  admirer  in  the  right  : 
To  be  but  faintly  rude  was  criminal, 
But  to  be  boldly  fo  aton'd  for  all. 
Breeding  was  banifh'd  for  the  fair  one's  fake, 
The  fe::  ne'er  gives,  but  fulTers  ours  (hould  take. 

Advice  to  yon,  my  lord,  in  vain  we  bring; 
The  (lowers  ne'er  fai!  to  nicet  the  blooming  fpring. 
Though  you  poffefs  all  nature's  gifts,  take  care ; 
Love's  qtieen  has  charms,  but  fata?  is  her  fiiare. 

On  all  that  goddtfs  her  falfe  fmiles  befto-ws  ; 
As  on  the  feas  (he  reigns,  from  whence  (he  rofe. 
Young  2'.ephyrs  figh   with   fragrant  breath,  fofi 

gules 
Gu'.d;  I.er  gny  barge,  a.^d  fwcll  the  Giken  fails  ; 
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Ertcli  ulvcr  wave  in  teautcous  order  moves, 
Fair  as  her  boi'oni,  gentle  as  her  doves  ; 
But  he  tliat  once  embarks,  too  fureiy  finds 
Afullen  iky,  black  ftorms,  and  angry  winds; 
Cares,  fears,  and  anguifli,  hovering  on  the  coaft, 
And  wrecks  of  wretchq;  by  their  foily  loit. 

When  coming  time  fliall  blefs  you  with  a  bride, 
Let  paffion  not  perfuade,  but  realbn  guide ; 
liittead  of  gold,  let  gentle  truth  endear; 
She  has  mcft  charms  who  is  the  moft  fmccre. 
Shun  vain  variety,  'ti'i  but  difeafe  ; 
Weak  appetites  are  ever  hard  to  pleafe. 
The  nymph  mud  fear  to  be  inquificive  ; 
' Tis  for  the  fex'i  quiet,  to  beheld 
Her  air  an  eafy  confidence  muft  fhovv. 
And  fhun  to  find  what  (lie  would  dread  to  know  ; 
Snll  charming  with  all  arts  that  can  engage, 
And  be  the  Juliana  of  the  age. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  BOLTON, 

ON   HER  STAYING  ALL  THE  WINTEK  IN  THE 
COUNTRV. 

Cease  rural  corquefts,  and  fet  free  your  fwains, 
lo  Dryads  leave  the  groves,  to  nymphs  the  plains. 
In  penfive  dales  alone  let  echo  dwell, 
And  each  fad  figh  fhe  hears  with  forrow  tell. 
Hade,  let  your  eyes  at  Kent's  pavIUion  *  fliine, 
It  wants  but  ilars,  and  then  the  work's  divine. 
Of  late,  fame  only  tells  of  yielding  towns, 
Of  captive  generals  nnd  protefted  crowns  : 
Of  purchas'd  laurels,  and  of  battles  won,  ~j 

IJncs  fjrc'd,  fiates  vanfjuilli'd,  provinces  o'er-/ 
run,  t 

And  all  Alciiics'  Lbour  fumm'd  in  one.  j 

1  lie  brave  mufl  to  the  fair  now  yield  the' prize. 
And  Englifii  arms  ru])niit  to  KngliH)  eyes  : 
In  v.'hich  bright  lift  among  the  firfl  you  ftand  : 
*i'iiough  each  a  goddtls,  or  a  Sunderland. 


THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH, 

ON   HIS  VOLUNTARY  BANISHMENT. 

Go,  mighty  prince,  and  thnfe  great  nations  fee, 
Which  thy  vidtorious  arms  before  made  free  ; 
View  that  fam'd  column,  where  thy  name  en- 

grav'd 
£hall  tell  their  children  who  their  «;mpire  fav'd. 
Point. out  that  marble  w^hcre  t.'iy  worth  is  (huvvn, 
To  cverygratefi.il  country  but  thy  own. 
O  cenlure  undelerv'd  1   unequal  fate  '. 
Which  flrove  to  leffen  him  who  made  her  great  : 
Which,  pamper'd  with  fuccefs  and  rich  in  fame^ 
LxtoU'd  his  conquells,  but  condemn'd  ^li^  name. 
I'uc  virtue  is  a  crime  when  plac'd  on  high, 
'ihcugh  all  the  fault's  in  the  beholdei'o  eye  ; 

*  A  gallery  at  2;.  Jaincs'6 


Yet  he,  untoiich'd,  as  in  the  heat  of  wars. 
Flies  from  no  danger  but  domeftic  jars. 
Smiles  at  the  dart  which  angry  envy  fhakes, 
And  only  fears  for  her  whom  he  forfakes  : 
He  grieves  to  find  the  courfc  of  virtue  crofo'd, 
Bhifljing  to  fee  our  blood  no  better  loft  ; 
Difdaiiia  in  fadious  parties  to  contend, 
And  proves  in  abfence  nioR  Britannia's  friends 
So  the  great  Scipio  of  old,  to  fhun  "" 

That  glorious  envy  which  hi>  arms  had  won, 
Far  from  his  dear,  ungrateful  Rome  retir'd,         "y 
Prcpar'd,  whene'er  his  country's  caufe  requir'd,  > 
To  (hjne  in  peace  or  war,  and  be  again  adrvir'd.  j 


TO 

THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN. 

Whilst  weeping  Europe  b?nds  beneath  her  ills. 
And  where  thefword  deflrcys  not,  famine  kills; 
Our  ifle  enjoys,  by  your  fucccfsful  care. 
The  pomp  of  peace,  amidft  the  woes  of  war. 
So  much  the  public  to  your  prudence  owes. 
You  think  no  labours  long  for  our  repofe  : 
Such  Cundud;,  f.ich  mtegriiy  are  fliown, 
There  are  no  coffers  empty,  but  your  own. 

From  mean  dependance,  merit  you  retrieve, 
fJnalk'd  you  offer,  and  unfeen,  you  give  : 
Your  favour,  like  the  Nije,  increafe  bellows. 
And  yet  conceals  the  fource  from  whence  it  flows. 
X'o  pomp,  or  grand  appearance,  you  approve  : 
A  people  at  their  eafe  is  what  you  love  : 
To  lefien  taxes,  and  a  nation  £ive. 
Are  all  the  grants  your  fervices  would  have. 
Thus  far  the  Hate-machine  wants  no  repair, 
But  moves  in  matchlefs  order  by  your  care; 
Free  fror.i  cotifufion,  fettled  and  ferene; 
And,  like  the  univerfe,  by  fprings  unfeen. 

But  now  fome  fiar,  fiiiifler  to  our  prayers, 
Contrive?  new  fcliemes,  and  calls  yoa  from  ajffairsi 
No  angujiji  in  your  looks,  or  cares  appear. 
But  how  to  teach  th'  unpra6li-,'d  crew  to  fleer. 
Thus,  like  a  vidlim,  no  conftraiut  you  need. 
To  expiate  their  offence  by  whom  you  bleed. 

Ingratitude's  a  weed  of  every  clime, 
ft  thrives  too  fafl  at  firft,  but  fades  in  time. 
The  god  of  day,  and  your  own  lot's  the  fame  ; 
The  vapours  you  have  rais'd,  obfcure  ycur  flame  : 
But  though  you  fuff'er,  and  awhile  retreat. 
Your  globe  of  light  looks  larger  as  you  fet. 


HER.   MAJESTY'S   STATUE 
IN  sr.  Paul's  chuuch-vard. 

Near  the  vaft  bulk  of  that  flupendous  frame. 
Known  by  the  Gentiles'  great  apoftle's  name  ; 
With  grace  divine,  great  Anna's  feen  to  rife. 
An  awful  form  that  glads  a  nation's  eyes; 
Beneath  her  feet  f.iur  mighty  realms  appear, 
AuJ  with  due  rsvcrcr.cc  pay  their  Losaage  there. 


fj% 
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Britain  and  Ireland  ftem  to  own  her  grace, 
And  even  wild  India  wears  a  fmiling  face. 

But  France  alone  with  downcaft  eyes  is  fcen. 
The  fad  attendant  of  fo  good  a  queen  : 
Ungrateful  country  I  to  forget  fo  foon, 
All  that  great  Anna  for  thy  fake  has  done  : 
"When  fworn  the  kind  defender  of  thy  caufe, 
Spite  of  her  dear  religion,  fpitc  of  laws; 
For  thee  fhe  Iheath'd  the  terrors  of  her  fword, 
For  thee  (he  broke  her  general — and  her  word  ; 
For  thee  her  mind  in  doubtful  terms  fhe  told, 
And  learn'd  to  fpeak  like  oratlesof  old. 
For  thee,  for  thee  alone,  what  could  fhe  more? 
She  loft  the  honour  fhe  had  gain'd  before ; 
Loft  all  the  trophies,  which  her  arms  had  won 
(Such  Casfar  never  knew,  nor  Philip's  fon)  ; 
Refign'd  the  glories  of  a  ten  year's  reign. 
And  fuch  as  none  but  Marlborough's  arm  could 

gain. 
For  thee  in  annals  (he's  content  to  fhine, 
X^ike  other  monarchs  of  the  Stuart  line. 


ou 


THE  NEW  CONSPIRACY,  1716. 


-how 


Where,   where,    degenerate   countrymen 

high 

Will  your  fond  folly  and  your  madnefsfly  ? 
Are  fcenes  of  death,  and  fervile  chains  fo  dear. 
To  fue  for  blood  and  bondage  every  year, 
Like  rebel  Jews,  with  too  much  freedom  curft. 
To  court  a  change — though  certain  of  the  worft  ? 

Thefe  is  no  climate  which  you  have  not  fought, 
Where    tools   of    war,    and   vagrant  kings,   are 

bought ; 
O !  noble  paflion,  to  your  country  kind. 
To  crown  her  with — the  refiife  of  mankind. 
As  if  the  new  Rome,  which  your  fchemes  unfold, 
Were  to  be  built  on  rapine,  like  the  old, 
While  her  afylum  openly  provides 
For  every  ruffian  every  nation  hides. 

Will  you  ftill  tempt  the  great  avenger's  blow. 
And  force  the  bolt — which  he  is  loth  to  throw  ? 
Have  there  too  few  already  bit  the  plains. 
To  make  you  feek  new  Preftons  and  Dumblains  ? 
\i  vengeance  lofies  its  effe«Sls  fo  faft,     ' 
Yet  thofe  of  mercy  fure — (hculd  longer  laft. 

Say,  is  it  raftinefs  or  defpair  provokes 
Your  harden'd  hearts  to  thefe  repeated  ftrokes? 
Reply  : — Behold,  their  looks,  their  fouls  declare. 
All  pale  with  guilt,  and  dumb  with  deep  defpair. 

Hear  then,   you   fons  of  blood,  your  deftin'd 
fate. 
Hear,  efe  you  fin  too  foon — repent  too  late. 
Madly  yOu  try  to  weaken  George's  reign. 
And  ftem  the  ftrcam  of  Providence  in  vain. 
By  right,  by  worth,  by  wonders,  made  our  own. 
The  hand  that  gave  it  (hall  preferve  his  throne. 
As  vain  your  hopes  to  diftant  times  remove. 
To  try  the  fecond,  or  the  third  from  Jove ; 
For  'tis  the  nature  of  that  facred  line, 
1p  confjuer  monilcrs,  and  to  grew  dwinc. 


THE  KING  OF  SPAIN. 

Pallas,  deftru<ftive  to  the  Trojan  line, 

Raz'd  the   proud   wall?,  though  built  by  hands 

divine : 
But  love's  bright  goddefs,  with  propitious  grace- 
Preferv'd  a  hero,  and  reftor'd  the  race. 
Thus  the  fam'd  empire  where  the  Iber  flows. 
Fell  by  Eliza,  and  by  Anna  rofe. 


VERSES  WRITTEN  FOR 

THE  TOASTING  GLASSES 

OF  THE 

KIT'CAT-CLUB.     1703. 

LADY  CARLISLE. 

Carlisle's  a  nan\e  can  every  mufe  infpire; 
To  Carlillc  (ill  the  glafs,  and  tune  the  lyre. 
With  his  lov'd  bays  the  god  of  day  (hall  crown 
A  wit  and  luftre  equal  to  his  own. 

THE   SAME. 

At  once  the  fun  and  Carliflc  took  their  way. 
To  warm  the  frozen  north,  and  kindle  day  ; 
The  flowers  to  both  their  glad  creation  ow'd, 
Their  virtues  he,  their  beauties  (he  bcftow'd. 

LADT  ESSKX. 

The  braveft  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame, 
From  Beigia's  happy  clime  Britannia  drew ; 

One  pregnant  cloud  we  find  does  often  frame 
The  awful  thunder  and  the  gentle  dew. 

THE   SAME. 

To  Effex  fill  the  fprightly  wine  ; 
The  health's  engaging  and  divine. 
Let  pureft  odours  fceiit  the  air, 
And  wreaths  of  rofes  bind  our  hair : 
In  her  chafte  lips  thefe  blufhing  lie, 
And  thofe  her  gentle  fighs  fupply, 

LADY  HYPE. 

The  god  oF  wine  grows,  jealpus  of  his  art, 
He  only  fires  the  head,  but  Hyde  the  heart. 
The  queen  of  love  looks  on,  and  fmiles  to  fee 
A  nymph  more  mighty  than  a  deity. 

ON   LADY  HYDE  IN  CHILD-BED. 

Hyde,  though  in  agonies,  her  graces  keeps, 

A   thoufand  charms  the  nymph's  complaints 
adorn ; 

In  tears  of  dew  fo  mild  Aurora  weeps. 

But  her  bright  offspring  is  the  cheerful  mom. 

LADY  WHARTON. 

When  Jove  to  Ida  did  the  gods  invite. 
And  in  immortal  toafting  pafs'd  the  night, 
With  more  than  nedar  he  the  banquet  blcfs'd, 
for  Wharton  was  the  Venus  of  ihe  feaft. 


P     O     E     M     S. 


PROLOGUE 

DESIGNED   FOR 

TAMERLANE, 

fo-DAY  a  mighty  hero  come?,  to  warm 
Your  curdling  blood,  and  bid  you,  Britons,  arm. 
To  valour  much  he  owes,  to  virtue  more  ; 
He  fights  to  fave,  and  conquers  to  reftorc. 
He  ftrains  no  text,  nor  makes  dragoons  perfuade ; 
He  likes  religion,  but  he  hates  the  trade. 
Born  for  mankind,  they  by  his  labour  live  ; 
Their*  property  is  his  prerojrativc. 
His  fword  deflroys  lefs  thin  his  mercy  faves, 
And  none,  except  his  pafTions,  are  his  flaves. 
Such,  Britons,  is  the  prince  that  you  poffefs, 
In  council  greateft,  and  in  camps  no  leis  : 
Brave,  but  not  cruel ;  wife  without  deceit ; 
Born  for  an  age  curs'd  with  a  Bajazet. 
But  you,  diulaining  to  be  too  I'ecure, 
Aik  his^protecSion,  and  yet  grudge  his  power. 
With  you  a  monarch's  right  is  in  difpute  ; 
Who  give  lupplies,  are  only  abfolute, 
Britons,  for  ihame  1  your  fadlious  feuds  decline. 
Too  loi-.g  you've  labour'd  for  the  Bourbon  line  : 
AiTert  loft  rights,  an  Auflrian  prince  alone 
,Is  born  to  nod  upon  a  Soanlfli  throne. 
A  caufe  no  lefs  could  on  great  Eugene  call; 
Steep  Alpine  rocks  require  an  Hannibal : 
He  fhovvs  you  ynur  loft  honour  to  retrieve ; 
Our  troops  will  fight,  when  once  the  fenatc  give. 
Quit  your  cabals  and  fatSlions,  and  in  fpite 
Of  Whig  and   ["ory  in  this  caufe  unite. 
One- vote  v/ill  then  fend  Anjou  back  to  France ; 
There  let  the  meteor  end  his  airy  dance  : 
Elje  to  the  Mantuan  foil  he  may  repair,  ■^ 

Ev'n  abdicated  gods  were  Latiam's  care,  C 

At  worft.,  he'll  find  fomc  Cornifti  borough  here,  j 


PROLOGUE 


MUSIC-MEETING  IN  YORK-BUILDINGS. 

Where  miific  and  more  powerful  bVauties  reip-n, 
"U'ho  can  fiipport  the  pleafure  and  the  pain  ? 
Here  their  ioft  magic  thofe  two  Syrens  try, 
And  if  we  liften,  or  but  look,  we  die. 
Why  Ihould  we  then  the  wondrous  tales  admire, 
Of  Orpheus'  numbers,  or  Amphiun's  lyre; 
Of  walls  erected  by  harmonious  ildll,  [ftill ! 

How  mountains  mov'd,  and  rapid  ftreams  ftood 
Behold  this  fcene  of  beauty,  ami  coafels 
The  wonder  greater,  and  the  fitSlion  lefs. 
Like  human  vidians  here  we  ftand  decreed 
To  worfhip  thofe  bright  altars  where  we  bleed. 
Who  braves  his  fate  in  fields,  muft  tremble  here  ; 
Triumphant  love  more  vaffals  makes  than  fear. 
No  fa(5lion  homage  to  the  fair  denies ; 
The  right  divine's  apparent  in  tiieir  eyes. 
That  empire's  fis'd,  that's  founded  in  defire  ; 
Thofs  flames,  the  veftuls  guard,  can  ne'er  ennre. 
Vol.  VII. 


PROLOGUE 


THE  CORNISH  SQUIRE,  A  COMEDY. 

» 

Who  dares  not  plot  in  this  good-natur'd  age  ? 
Each  place  is  priviK  g'd  except  the  ftage ; 
There  the  dread  phalanx  of  reformers  come. 
Sworn  foes  to  wit,  as  Carthage  v/as  to  Rome ; 
Their  ears  fo  fandify'd,  no  fccnes  can  picafe, 
But  heavy  hymns,  or  penfive  homilies : 
Truths,  plainly  told,  their  tender  nature  wound. 
Young  rakes  muft,  like  old  patriarch';,  expound ; 
The  painted  punk  the  profelytc  muft  play. 
And  bawds,  Wkc  Jille-Jdvotes,  procure  and  pray. 
Ho IV  nature  is  inverted  I  foon  you'll  fee  ") 

Senates  unanimous,  and  fedls  agree,  > 

Jews  at  extortion  rail,  and  monks  }.t  myftery.     J 
Let  cbara6ters  be  reprefented  true, 
An  airy  finner  makes  an  aukw.ird  prue. 
With  force  and  fitting  freedom  vice  arraign ; 
Though  pulpits  flatter,  let  the  ftage  fpeak  plain. 
If  V'erres  gripes  the  poor,  or  Nxtiius  write, 
Call  that  the  robber,  this  the  p.irafue, 
Ne'er  aim  to  make  an  eagle  of  an  owl ; 
Cinna's  a  ftatefman  ;  Sydrophel  a  tool. 
Our  cenfurers  with  want  of  tliought  difpenfe, 
But  tremble  at  the  hideous  fin  of  lenfe. 
Who  would  not  fuch  hard  fate  as  ours  bemoan, 
Inui(£led  for  fome  wit,  and  damn'd  for  none  ? 
But  if,  to-day,  fome  fcandal  fli ould  appear. 
Let  thofe  precife  Tartuffs  bind  o'er  Molisre. 
Poet,  and  Papift  too,  they'll  furely  maul, 
There's  no  indulgence  at  Hicl?'s-hall. 
Gold  only  can  their  pious  fpite  ai!ay, 
They  call  none  criminals  that  can  but  pay : 
The  heerliefs  flirines  with  vlclims  they  invoke. 
They  take  the  fat,  and  give  the  gods  the  fmokc. 


PROI-OGUE 

S^  oi^n  at  the  opening  of  the  ^^c^n  s    Tbe.liriy  in 
the  Kay- Market. 

Such  wa'  our  builder's  art,  that,  foon  as  nam'd, 
This  fabric,  like  the  infant  '."orld,  was  fram'd. 
Tilt  architecS;  muft  on  dull  order  wait. 
But  'cis  the  poet  only  can  create. 
None  eife,  at  pleafure,  can  duration  give  : 
When  marble  falls,  the  mufes'  ftrutStures  live. 
The  Cyprian  fane  is  now  no  longer  feen, 
Though  facred  to  the  name  of  love's  fair  queen. 
Ev'n  Athens  fcarcc  in  pompous  ruin  ftands. 
Though  finifli'd  by  the  Icarn'd  Minerva's  hands. 
More  lure  prefages  from  theie  walls  we  find. 
By  beauty  '  founded,  and  by  wit  defign'd, 

In  the  good  age  of  ghoftly  ignorance, 
How  did  cathedrals  rile,  aiid  zeal  advance  1 
The  merry  monks  faid  orifons  at  eafe. 
Large  were  their  meals,  and  light  their  penances; 
Pardons  for  fins  were  purchas'il  with  eftatcs. 
And  nc;;3  bat  rogues  in  rags  died  re^Jtobats.*. 

*  L-iiIv  SuaderlaUvl, 
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But,  now,  that  pious  pageantry's  no  more, 
And  ftages  thrive,  as  churches  did  before; 
Your  own  magnificence  you  here  furvey, 
Mageftic  columns  {land,  where  dunghills  lay. 
And  carrs  triumphal  rile  from  carts  of  hay. 
Swains  here  are  taught   to  hope,  aftd   nymphs  to 

fear, 
And*ig  Almanzor's  fight  mocks  Blenheim's  here. 
DefJfending  goddefTe*  adorn  our  fcenes, 
And  quit  their  bright  abodes  for  gilt  machines. 
Should  Jove,  for  this  fair  circle,  leave  his  throne. 
He'd  meet  a  lightning  fiercer  than  his  own. 
Though  to  the  fon  his  towering  eagles  rife. 
They  fcarce  could  bear  the  luffre  of  thefe  eyes. 


EPILOGUE 


•  :3 


THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

"What  odd  fantaftic  thing*  we  women  do  1 

AVho  would  not  liflen  when  young  lovers  woo  ? 

What  1  die  a  maid,  yet  have  the  choice  of  two  ' 

Ladies  are  often  cruel  to  their  cofl : 

To  give  you  pain,  themfelves  they  punifh  moft. 

Vows  of  virginity  fhould  well  be  weigh'd  ; 

Too  off   they're   canccli'd,    though  in  convents 

made. 
Would   you   revenge  fuch  rafli   refolves — you"^ 
may  ( 

Be  fpitefu! — and  believe  the  thing  we  fay  ;  C 

We  hate  you,  when  you're  eafily  faid  nay.  J 

How  needlefs,  if  you  knew  us,  were  your  fears  '. 
Let  love  have  eyes,  and  beauty  will  have  ears. 
Our  hearts  are  form'd,   as   you  yourfelves  would 
Too  proud  to  aik,  too  humble  to  refufe  :  [chool'e, 
"We  give  to  merit,  and  to  wealth  we  fell ; 
He  fighs  with  moft  fuccefs  that  fettles  well. 
The  woes  of  wedlock  with  the  joys  we  mix  ; 
'Tis  belt  repentirg  in  a  coach  and  fix. 
Blame  not  our  condu<^^,  fince  we  but  purfue 
Thcfe  lively  lefl'ons  we  have  learn'd  from  you  : 
Your  breaft-i  no  more  the  fire  of  beauty  warms. 
But  ".icked  wealth  ufurpsthe  power  of  charms. 
What  pains  to  get  ttic  gaudy  thing  you  hate, 
To  fv.-cll  ill  Ihow,  and  be  -  wretch  ir.  ftate  ! 
At  plays  you  ogle,  at  the  ring  you  bow  ; 
Ev'n  churches  are  no  fandiunvies  now; 
TJiere  golden  idols  all  your  vows  receive  ; 
She  is  iio  gdddefs  who  has  nought  to  give. 
Oh  may  once  more  the  happy  age  appear,    [cere  ; 
When  words  were  a. fiefs,  and   the  thoughts  fin- 
When  gold  and  grandeur  were  unenvy'd  things. 
And  courts  lefs  coveted  than  groves  and  fprings. 
l^ovc  then    fhall  only  mourn   when  truth    com- 
plains, 
And  coiillancy  feel  tranfpcrt  in  its  chains; 
Sighs  with,  luccefs  their  own  l.-ft  anguifh  tell, 
And  eyes  fhall  utter  what  the  lips  conceal : 
Virtue  again  to  its  bright  ftacion  climb, 
And  beauty  fear  no  enemy  but  time  : 
The  fair  ftiall  hften  to  defcrt  alone, 
And  every  Lucia  find  a  Csito's  fon. 


A  SOLILOQUY,  OUT  Ot  ITALIAN. 

CouL»  he  whom  my  diifembled  rigour  grieves, 
But  know  what  torment  to  my  foul  it  gives; 
He'd  find  how  fondly  I  return  his  flame. 
And  want  myfelf  the  pity  he  would  claim, 
Immortal  gods  I  why  has  your  doom  decreed 
Two   wounded  hearts   with  equal  pangs  fhould 

bleed  ? 
Since  that  great  law,  which  your  tribunal  guides, 
Has  join'd  in  love  whom  deftiny  divides ; 
Repent,  ye  powers,  the  injuries  you  caufe. 
Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws. 
Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain, 
Think  what  i  feel  the  moment  you  complain. 
Each  figh  you  utter  wounds  my  tendcreft  part, 
So  much  my  lips  mifreprefent  my  heart. 
When  from  your  eyes  the  falling  drops  diftil. 
My  vital  blood  in  every  tear  you  fpill : 
And  all  thofe  mournful  agonies  I  hear. 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  defpair. 


IMITATION  OF  A  FRENCH  AUTHOR. 

Can  you  count  the  filver  lights 

That  deck  the  fkies,  and  cheer  the  nights; 

Or  the  leaves  that  ftrow  the  vales. 

When  groves  are  flript  by  winter- gales; 

Or  the  drops  that  in  the  morn 

Hang  with  tranfpareitt  pearl  the  thorn  ; 

Or  bridegroom's  joys,  or  mifer's  cares, 

Orgamefter's  oaths,  or  hermit's  prayers; 

Or  envy's  pangs,  or  love's  alarms. 

Or  Marlborough's  ads,  or n's  charms  ? 


ANACREONTIC  EPISTTE  Ta  MR.  GAY< 

ON  HIS  POEMS. 

When  fame  did  o'er  the  fpacious  plain 

The  lays  fhe  once  had  learn'd  repeat; 
All  liften'd  to  the  tuneful  ftrain. 

And  wonder'd  who  could  fing  fo  fweet. 
'Twas  thus.     The  graces  held  the  lyre, 

Th'  harmonious  frame  the  mufes  ftrung, 
The  love's  and  fmiles  compos'd  the  choir. 

And  Gay  tranfcrib'd  what  Phoebus  fung. 


TO  THE   MERRY   POETASTER, 

AT  SADLERS-HALL  IN  CHEAPSIDE. 

Unv/ieldt  pedant,  let  thy  aukward  mufe 
Wirh  cenfures  priife,  with  flatteries  abufe. 
To  lafh,  and  nrt  be  felt,  in  thee's  an  art  ; 
Thou  ne'er  mad'ft;any,  but  thy  fchcol-boys,  fmart. 
Then  be  advis'd.  and  fcribble  not  again  ; 
Thou'rt  faJhioa'd  for  a  fail,  and  not  a  pen. 


I 


POEMS." 
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If  B I's  immortal  wit  thou  would'fl  decry, 

Pretend  'tis  he  that  writ  thy  poetry. 

Thy  feeble  fatire  ne'er  can  do  him  wrong ; 

Thy  poems  and  thy  patients  live  not  long. 


THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN 

TO 

DR.    GARTH, 

UPON  THE  LOSS  OF  MISS  DINGLZ. 

in  rei'jrn  to  the  Dolor's  Confolatory  Verfes  to  Lim, 
upon  the  Lo/s  of  hit  Rod. 

Thou,  who  the  pangs  of  my  embitter'd  rage 

Could'ft,  with  thy  never-dying  verfe,  alTuage  ; 

Immortal  verfe,  fecure  to  live  as  long 

As  that  curs'd  profe  that  did  condemn  thy  fong  : 

Thou,  happy  baird,  whofe  double  gifted  pen, 

Alike  can  cure  an  aking  corn,  or  fpleen; 

Whofe  lucky  hand  adminifters  repofe 

As  well  to  breaking  heart,  as  broken  nofe ; 

Accept  this  tribute  :  think  it  all  I  had, 

in  recompence  of  thine,  when  I  was  fad. 

"What  though  it  comes  from  an  unpradiis'd  mufe, 

Bad  at  the  bcft,  grown  worfe  by  long  difufe ; 

In  filence  loft,  fince  once  I  did  complain 

Of  Wiv — I's  cold  neglect  in  humble  ftrain  ; 

When,  check'd  by  flavifli  confcience,  fhe  deny'd 

To  throw  afide  the  niece,  and  ad  the  bride : 

Yet  fure  I  may  be  thought  among  the  throng. 

If  not  to  fing,  to  whiftle  out  a  fong  : 

Then  take  the  kind  remembrance  of  my  verfe, 

While  Dingle's  lofs  with  forrow  I  rehearfe. 

Dingle  is  loft,  the  hollow  caves  refound 
Dingle  is  loft,  and  multiply  the  found  ; 
Till  echo,  chanting  it  by  juft  degree, 
Shortens  it  to  Ding,  then  foftens  it  to  D. 

Dingle  is  loft  ;  where's  now  the  parent's  care. 
The  boafted  force  of  piety  and  prayer  ? 
No  more  ftiall  ftie  within  thy  fpacious  hall 
Lead  up  the  dance,  and  animate  the  ball ; 
Deferted  thus,  no  more  fhalt  thou  engage 
Under  the  roof  to  Whartonife  the  age. 

Train'd  by  thy  care,  by  thy  example  led. 
Early  fhe  learnt  to  fcorn  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
In  vain  by  thy  advice  enlarg'd  her  kind. 
And  vow'd,  like  thee,  to  multiply  her  mind. 
For  Dingle  thou  didft  blefs  the  nether  flcies.        ") 
In  hopes  a  mingled  race  might  once  arife,  C 

To  footh  thy  hoary  age,  and  clofe  thy  dying  j 
eyes. 

Learn,  ye  indulging  parents,  learn  from  hence  : 
Think  not  compliance  e'er  will  influence. 
The  fifth  command  alone  you  did  enjoin, 
And  frankly  gave  her  up  the  other  nine  : 
Yet  (he,  though  that,  and  that  alone,  was  prefs'd, 
Regardlefs  of  your  will,  the  fifth  tranfgrefs'd. 

But  oh  :  my  friend,  confider,  though  fhe's  gone. 
She  left  no  coffers  empty  but  her  own  ; 
Her  mind,  that  did  dire<5t  the  great  machine, 
Mov'd,  like  the  univerfe,  by  fprings  unfeen ; 


And,  though  from  thy  inftrucftlons  Ihe  retreats. 
Her  globe  of  light  grows  larger  as  fhe  lets ; 
For  nought  could  brighter  make  her  luftre  ihine. 
Than  to  withdraw,  and  fingle  it  from  thine, 
Then  think  of  this  ;  and  pardon,  when  you  fee, 
Thofe  virtues  you  fo  late  admir'd  in  me. 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 

BOOK    XIV, 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  SCYLLA. 

Now  Glaucus,  with  a  lover's  hafte,  bounds  o'er 
The  fwelling  waves,  and  feeks  the  Latian  fhore, 
Mcffena,  Rhegium,  and  the  barren  coaft 
Of  flaming  ^tna,  to  his  fight  are  loft  : 
At  length  he  gains  the  Tyrrhene  feas,  and  views 
The  hills  where  baneful  philtres  Circe  brews; 
Monfters  in  various  forms  around  her  prefs; 
As  thus  the  god  falutes  the  forcerefs  : 

O  Circe,  be  indulgent  to  my  grief, 
And  give  a  love-fick  deity  relief. 
Too  well  the  mighty  power  of  plants  I  know. 
To  thofe  my  figure  and  new  fate  I  owe. 
Againft  Meffena,  on  th'  Aufonian  coaft, 
I  Scylla  view'd,  and  from  that  hour  was  loft. 
In  tendereft  founds  I  fued ;   but  ftill  the  fair 
Was  deaf  to  vows,  and  pitilefs  to  prayer. 
If  numbers  can  avail,  exert  their  power  ; 
Or  energy  of  plants,  if  plants  have  more. 
I  afic  no  cure  ;  let  but  the  virgin  pine 
With  dying  pangs,  or  agonies,  like  mine. 

No  longer  Circe  could  her  flame  difguife. 
But  to  the  f\ippliant  god  Marine,  replies  : 

When    maids  are  coy,  have  manlier  aims  in 
view; 
Leave  thofe  that  fly ;  but  thofe  that  like,  purfue. 
If  love  can  be  by  kind  compliance  won  ; 
See,  at  your  feet,  the  daughter  of  the  fun. 

Sooner,  faid  Glaucus,  (hall  the  afti  remove 
From  moun<-ains,  and  the  fwelling  furges  love; 
Or  humble  fea-weed  to  the  hiils  repair  ; 
E'er  I  think  any  but  my  Scylla  fair. 

Straight  Circe  reddens  with  a  guilty  fliame. 
And  vows  revenge  for  her  reje<5ied  flame. 
Fierce  liking  oft'  a  fpite  as  fierce  creates; 
For  love  refus'd,  without  averfion,  hates. 
To  hurt  her  haplefs  rival,  flie  proceeds; 
And,  by  the  fsll  of  Scylla  Glaiicus  bleeds. 

Some  fafcinating  beverage  now  fhe  brews, 
Compcs'd  of  deadly  drugs  and  baneful  juice. 
At  Rhegium  (he  arrives  ;  the  ocean  braves. 
And  treads  with  unwet  feet  the  boiling  waves. 
Upon  the  beach  a  winding  bay  there  lies, 
Shelter'd  from  feas,  and  fliadcd  from  the  fkies : 
This  ftation  Scylla  chofe ;  a  foft  retreat 
From  chilling  winds,  and  raging  Cancer's  heat. 
Hij\ 
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The  vengeful  forcerefs  vifits  this  rccefs ; 
Her  charm  infufcp,  and  infefhsthe  place. 
Soon  as  the  nymph  v.'aJes  in,  her  nether  parts 
I'urn  into  does ;  then  a:  herlelf  fte  ilarts. 
A-ghaftly  liorior  in  her  eyes  appears; 
But  yet  Ihe  knows  not  who  it  is  (he  fears; 
In  vain  ftie  ofTcrs  from  herftlf  to  run, 
And  Jra<xp  about  her  what  {h(/ftrives  to  ftiun. 

Opprels'd  with  grief  the  pityinj^  God  appears, 
And  fwell.->  the  rifiug  furges  with  his  tears  ; 
From  the  diurcflet!  forcerei's  he  flics  ; 
K^T  art  reviles,  and  her  addrcfs  denies  : 
Whilft  haplefs  Scylla,  chang'd  to  rocks,  decrees 
Eellrudion  to  thofc  barks  that  beat  the  feas. 


THE  VOYAGE  OF  -ffiNEAS  CONTINUED. 

Here  bult^M  the  pride  of  fani'd  UlyfTes'  fleet; 

But  good  iEncas  'fcap'd  the  fate  he  met. 

As  to  the  Latian  fhore  the  Trojan  flood. 

And  ct!t  with  wcll-tim'd  oars  the  foaming  flood  : 

He  wearher'd  fell  Charybdis  :   but  ere-!ojig 

The  fiics  were  darkeu'd,  and  the  tempeft;  flrong. 

Then  to  the  Libyan  coall  he  firetches  o'er ; 

And  m"kc5  at  length  the  Carthaginian  fhore. 

Here  Dido,  with  an  hcfpicable  care, 

Into  her  heart  receives  the  wanderer. 

From  her  kind  arms  th'  ungr?.tcful  hero  flies;     p 

The  injur'd  tjueen  looks  en  v.'ith  dying  eyes,        > 

Then  to  hcz  folly  falls  a  facrifice.  j 

^r.cas  now  lets  fail,  and,  plyinj,  gains 
Fair  F.ryx,  where  his  friend  Acefhes  reigns  : 
FirR  to  his  fire  does  funeral  rites  decree, 
Then  give';  the  figcal  nert,  and  ftands  !o  fca  ; 
Out-nms the  illands  where  vo!cano'.>.  roar; 
(iets  clear  of  Syrens,  and  their  faithlefs  fiiore  : 
But  lofcs  Palinunis  in  the  wr.y  ; 
'i'hen  n^.akts  Irarinic,  and  Prochyta. 


TRANSrORMATlON  OF  CERCOPIANS 
INTO  APES. 

The  gallics  now  by  Pythecufa  pafs ; 

'i'he  nan-.e  is  from  the  natives  of  the  place. 

The  father  of  the  gods,  duelling  lies, 

Oft',  with  aftho^nce,  heard  their  perjuries. 

Th'  abai'don'd  race,  transform'J  to  bcafts,  began 

'I'o  tniniic  the  impertinence  of  man. 

Flat-nos'd,  and  furrow'd;  with  grimace  they  grin  ; 

And  look,  to  what  they  weie,  too  near  akin  : 

Merry  in  n-rike,  and  biify  to  no  er.d ; 

This  moment  they  divert,  the  next  offend  : 

bo  much  this  fpecles  of  their  paft  retains ; 

'i  hough  loll  the  language,  yet  the  noife  remains. 


OF    GARTH. 

Arrives  at  Cuma,  and  with  awe  furvey'd 
The  grotto  of  the  venerable  maid  ; 
Begs  leave  through  black  Avernus  to  retire, 
And  view  the  much-lov'd  manes  of  his  fire. 
Straight  the  divining  virgin  rais'd  her  eyes  ; 
And,  foaming  with  a  holy  rage,  replies  : 

O  thou,  whofe  worth  thy  wondrous  works  pro- 
claim ; 
The  flames,  thy  piety  ;  the  world,  thy  fame ; 
Though  great  be  thy  requeft,  yet  flialt  thou  fee 
Th'  Elyfian  fields,  th'  infernal  monarchy  ; 
Thy  parent's  fliade  :  this  arm  thy  fteps  (hall  guide  : 
To  fuppliant  virtue  nothing  is  deny'd. 

She  fpoke,  aud  pointing  to  the  golden  bough, 
Which  in  th'  Avernian  grove  refulgent  grew. 
Seize  that,  flie  bids  :  he  Mens  to  the  maid  ; 
Then  views  the  mournful  manfions  of  the  dead; 
The  (hade  of  great  Anchifes,  and  the  place 
By  fates  determin'dto  the  Trojan  race. 

As  br.ck  to  upper  light  the  hero  came. 
He  thus  falutes  fhe  vilionary  dame : 

O,  whether  fome  propitious  deity, 
Or  lov'd  by  thofe  bright  rulers  of  the  (ky  ! 
With  grateful  incenle  I  (hallftyle  you  one, 
And  deem  no  godhead  greater  than  your  own. 
'Twas  you  reftor'd  me  from  the  reahns  of  night, 
And  gave  me  to  behold  the  fields  of  light; 
To  feel  the  breezes  of  congenial  air. 
And  nature's  blcfi  benevolence  to  (hare. 


^NEAS  DESCENDS  TO  HELL. 

I^'ow,  en  his  ri.:;ht,  he  leaves  Parthenope  : 
His  left,  MifcDus  jutting  iu  the  lea: 


THE  STORY  OF  THE  SIBYL. 

I  AM  no  deity,  reply'd  the  dame. 

But  mortal,  r.nd  religious  rites  difclaim. 

Yet  iiiid  avoided  death's  tyrannic  fway. 

Had  I  confented  to  the  God  of  day. 

With  promifes  he  fought  my  love,  and  faid. 

Have  all  vfu  wi(h,  my  fair  Cumxan  maid. 

I  paus'd;  then,pointmg  to  a  heap  offand. 

For  every  grain,  to  live  a  year,  demand. 

Eut  ah  :   unmindful  of  th'  effect  of  time. 

Forgot  to  covenant  for  youth,  and  prime. 

'1  he  fmiii[;g  bloom,  I  boafled  once,  is  gone. 

And  feeble  age  with  lagging  limbs  creeps  on. 

Seven  centuries  have  1  liv'd  ;  three  more  fulfil 

The  peril  d  <>f  the  years  to  (inilh  dill. 

Who'll  think,  that  Phoebus,  drcft  in  youth  divine, 

Had  once  bclicv'd  his  luftre  lefs  than  mine  ? 

This  wither'd  frame  (fo  fates  have  will'd)  (hall 

wa(ie 
To  nothing,  but  prophetic  words,  at  laft. 

The  Sibyl  mounting  now  from  nether  (kies. 
And  the  fam'd  Ilian  prince,  at  Cuma  rife. 
He  fail'd,  and  near  the  place  to  anchor  came. 
Since  call'd  Cajeta,  from  his  nurfe's  name. 
Here  did  the  lucklcfi  Macarcus,  a  friend 
To  wife  UlyfTes,  his  long  labours  end. 
HjC^e,  wandering,  Acharmenides  he  meets. 
And  fudden  thus  histlate  affociatc  greets  : 
VVbenco  came  yoii  here,  O  friend,  and  whither" 

bound  ?  ( 

All  gave  you  loft  on  far  Cyclopean  ground  1        ( 
A  Grejek's  at  iaft  abcard  a  Trojan  found. 
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THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ACH^EMENIDES. 

Thus  Achasmenides — With  thanks  I  rame 
jEncas,  and  his  piety  proclaim; 
I  'Icap'd  the  Cyclops  throngh  the  hero's  aid, 
Elfe  in  his  maw  my  mangled  limbs  had  laid. 
When  firft  your  navy  under  fail  he  found, 
Ho  rav'd,  till  ^tna  labout'd  with  the  found. 
Raging  he  ilalk'd  along  the  mountain's  fde, 
And  vented  clouds  of  breath  at  every  ftridc 
His  flafF  a  mountain  afli :   and  in  the  clouds 
iDft',  as  he  walks,  his  gtl" y  front  he  fhrouds. 
Eyelefs  he  grop'd  about  with  vengeful  hafte, 
Andjuftled  promontories,  as  he  pafb'd. 
Then  heav'd  a  rock's  high  fumniit  to  the  main, 
Andbellow'd,  like  fome  burfting  hurricane  ; 

Oh  !  could  I  feize  UlyfTes  in  his  flight. 
How  unlamented  were  my  lofs  of  fight  1 
Thefe  jaws  fliould  piece-meal  tear  each  panting 

vein. 
Grind  every  crackling  bone,  and  pound  his  brain. 
As  thus  he  rav'd,  my  joints  with  horror  fhook  ; 
The  tide  of  blood  my  chilling  heart  forfook. 
I  faw  him  once  difgorgc  huge  morfels,  raw, 
Of  wretches  undigefted  in  his  maw. 
From  the  pale  breathlefs  trunkswhole  limbs  he  tore. 
His  beard  all  clotted  with  o'erflowing  gee. 
My  anxious  hours  I  pafs'd  in  caves;  my  food 
Was  foreft  fruits,  and  wildings  of  the  wood. 
At  length  a  fail  I  wafted,  and  aboard 
My  fortune  found  an  hoipitable  lord. 

Now,  in  return,  your  own  adventures  tell, 
And  what,  Cnce  firil  you  put  tofea,  befel. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  MACAREU.S. 

Then  Macareus — There  reign'd  a  prince  of  fame, 
O'er  Tufcan  ftas,  and  ^olus  his  name. 
A  largefs  to  UlyfTes  he  confign'd. 
And  in  a  fleer's  tough  hide  iiidos'd  a  wind. 
Nine  days  before  the  fwelling  gale  we  ran  ; 
The  tenth,  to  make  the  meeting  land,  began  : 
When  now  the  merry  mariners,  to  find 
Imagin'd  wealth  within,  the  bag  unbind. 
Forthv.-ith  out-rufh'd  a  guii,  which  backwards^ 
OurgallJes  to  the  Lseflrigonian  fhore,         {boreV 
Whofe  crown  Antiphatcs  the  tyrant  v.'ore.  j 

Some  few  commiflion'd  were  with  fpeed  to  treat ; 
Wc  to  his  court  repair,  his  guards  we  meet.- 
To  friendly  flight  preferv'd  ;  the  third  was  doom'd, 
To  be  by  thofe  curs'd  cannibals  confum'J. 
Inhumanly  our  haplrfs  friends  they  treat ; 
Our  men  they  murder,  and  deftroy  our  fleet. 
In  time  the  wife  UlyfTes  bore  away. 
And  drupp'd  his  anchor  in  yon  faithlefsbay.  j 
The  thoughts  of  perils  pa/l  we  fHU  retain, 
And  fear  to  land,  till  lots  appoint  the  men. 
Politcs  true,  Elpenor  given  to  wine, 
Eurylochus,  myfelf,  the  lots  aflign. 
Defign'd  for  dangers,  and  refolv'd  to  dare, 
Tp  C'irce'i  fatal  palace  we  repair. 


THE  ENCHANTMENTS  OF  CIRCE. 

Rtfore  the  fpacious  front,  a  herd  we  find 

Of  hearts,  the  fierccft  of  the  favjge  kind. 

Oiir  trembling  fleps  with  blandiflimeuts  they  meet, 

And  fawn,  uijlike  their  fpecies,  at  our  feet. 

Within  upon  a  fumptuous  throne  oi  Hate, 

On  grlden  columns  rais'd,  th'  enchantrefs  fiite. 

Rich  washer  robe,  and  amiable  her  miL:!, 

Her  afpe(51:  awiu),  and  fhe  look'd  a  qi:e;r. 

Her  n;aids  not  mind  fhe  loom,  nor  houfehold  care, 

Nor  wage  in  needle  work  a  Scythi^an  war; 

But  cull  in  caniflers  difal1roi;=  flowers,  T 

And  plantsfrom  hauntedheaths.and  fairybov.-ers.  S 

Witii  brazen  fickles  rcap'd  at  planetary  hours.     _> 

Eadi  dofe  the  goddcfs  weighs  with  watchful  eye  : 

So  nice  her  art  in  impious  pharmacy  1 

Entering  fhe  greets  us  with  a  gracious  look, 

And  airs,  that  future  amity  bcfp'ike. 

Her  ready  nymphs  icrve,  up  a  rich  repafl ; 

The  bowl  flie  dalhes  firft,  then  gives  to  tafte. 

O^ick,  to  cur  own  undoing,  we  comply  ; 

I-icr  power  we  prove,  and  fhew  the  f'orcery. 

Soon,  in  a  length  efface,  our  head  extends  ; 
Our  chin  flilif  bridles  hears,  and  forward  btnds. 
A  b.-eadti,  of  br.iwn  new  burnifhes  cur  neck; 
Anon  we  grunt,  as  w^e  begin  to  fpeak. 
Alone  Eurylochus  rcfus'd  to  talle. 
Nor  to  a  beafi  obfcene  the  man  dehas'd. 
Hither  Ulyffes  hafles  (f»  fates  command),     , 
iVnd  bears  the  powerful  Mnly  in  his  hand; 
Unfhcaths  his  fcyrtiitar,  aflaults  the  dame, 
Preferves  his  fpecies,  and  remains  the  fame. 
The  nuptial  right  this  outrage  ftraight  attends; 
The  dower  defir'd  is  his  tran?figur'd  friends. 
Tiic  incantatitin  backwards  fhe  lepcata, 
Lnv.Tts  her  rod,  and  what  fhe  dirl  defeats. 

And  now  our   fliin  grows    fa;ootli,  our  fhapc 
upright ; 
Our  arms  flretch  up,  our  clfjven  feet  unite. 
With  tear?  our  weeping  general  we  embrace; 
Hang  on  his  neck,  and  melt  upon  his  face  ; 
I'vielve  filvor  moons  in  Circe's  court  we  flay, 
Whilfl:  there  they  walie  th'  unwilling  hour^s  away. 
'Tv.'as  here  1  fpy'd  a  youth  in  Parian  flone  ; 
His  Jicad  a  pecker  bore  ;   the  caufe  unknown 
To  psfTcngers.     A  nymph  of  Circe's  train 
'I'he  myuery  thus-att  jn:pted  to  explain. 


THE  SrORY  OF  PICUS  AND  CANENS. 

Picus,  who  once  tl.'  Aufonir.n  fctptre  held. 
Could  rein  the  fleed,  atid  lit  him  for  the  field  ; 
So  like  he  was  to  what  3-ou  fee,  that  fliil 
We  doubt  if  real,  or  the  fculpior's  fici'l. 
'fhe  graees  in  the  finifh'd  piece,  you  find. 
Are  but  the  copy  of  his  fairer  niin;i. 
Four  luftresfcarce  the  royal  youth  crujd  nam?, 
I  ill  every  love-fick  nymph  conlcls'd  a  fiame. 
Oft'  for  his  love  the  mountain  Diyads  iu'd, 
A-iTii  everv  filvcr  filler  of  the  ficod: 
H  iii 
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Thofe  of  Numicus,  Albula,  and  thofe 

Where  AInio  creeps,  and  hafty  Nar  o'erflows  : 

Where  fedgy  Anio  glides  through  fmiling  meads, 

\Vliere  fiiady  Farfarruftles  in  the  reeds  : 

And  thofe  that  love  the  lakes,  and  homage  owe 

To  the  chofte  pjoddefs  of  the  fjlver  bow. 

In  vain  each  uymph  her  brighteft  charms  put 
on, 
His  heart  no  fovereign  would  obey  but  one  : 
£lie  whom  Venilia,  on  Mount  Palatine, 
To  Janus  bore,  the  faireft  of  her  line. 
Nor  did  her  face  alone  her  charms  confefs, 
Her  voice  was  ravifhing,  and  pleas'd  no  lefs. 
Whene'er  fhe  fung,  fo  melting  were  her  flrains, 
The  flocks  unfed  feem'd  liftcning  on  the  plains ; 
The  rivers  would  {land  {till,  the  cedars  bend  ; 
j^jid  birds  neglecft  their  pinions  to  attend  ; 
The  favage  kiiid  in  foreft-wilds  grow  tame ; 
And  Canens,  from  her  heavenly  voice,  her  name; 

Hyn-.en  had  now  in  fome  ill-fated  hour 
Their  hands  united,  as  their  hearts  before. 
Whiifl  their  foft  moments  in  delights  they  wafte, 
And  each  new  day  was  dearer  than  the  paft ; 
l*icus  would  fometimes  o'er  the  forefts  rove, 
And  mingle  fports  with  intervals  of  love. 
It  chanc'd,  as  once  the  foaming  boar  he  chac'd, 
His  jewels  fparkiing  on  his  Tyrian  veft, 
Lafcivious  Circe  well  the  youth  furvey'd, 
As  fimpling  on  the  flowery  hills  ftie  ilray'd. 
Her  wifliing  eyes  their  filent  meflage  tell, 
And  from  her  lap  the  verdant  mifchief  fell. 
As  fhe  attempts  at  words,  his  courfer  fpringa 
O'er  hills,  and  lawns,  and  ev'n  a  wifh  outwiiigs. 
Thou  fhalt  not  'fcape  me  fo,  pronounc'd  the 
dame. 
If  plants  have  power,  and  fpells  be  not  a  name. 
She  faid^-and  forthwith  form'd  a  boar  of  air. 
That  fought  the  covert  with  diffembled  fear. 
Swift  to  the  thicket  Picus  wings  his  way 
On  foot,  to  chace  the  vifionary  prey. 

Now  {he  invokes  the  daughters  of  the  night. 
Does  noxious  juices  fmear,  and  charms  recite  ; 
Such  as  can  veil  the  moon's  more  feeble  fire, 
Or  {hade  the  golden  lullre  of  her  fire. 
In  filthy  fogs  fhe  hides  the  cheerful  noon  ; 
The  guard  at  di{lance,  and  the  youth  alone  : 
By  th(;fe  fair  eyes,  fhe  cries,  and  every  grace 
T!iat  finiih  all  tiie  wonders  of  your  face, 
Oh  I   I  conjure  thee,  hear  a  queen  complain ; 
jNlor  Itt  the  fun's  foft  lineage  fue  in  vain. 

Whoe'er  thcu  art,  rcply'd  the  king,  forbear, 
None  ran  my  pafTion  with  my  Canens  fnare. 
She  firft  my  every  tender  willi  poffefl, 
And  fuund  the  foft  approaches  to  my  breaft. 
In  nuptial^^  bleit,  each  loofe  dcfire  we  fhun, 
l>lor  tin-.c  can  end  what  innocence  begun. 

Think  not,  Ihe  cry'd,  to  faunter  out  a  life 
Of  form,  wuh  that  domcftic  drudge  a  wife  ; 
My  jufl  revenge,  dull  fool,  ere  long,  fliall  fUoW) 
What  ills  we  women,  if  rcfus'd,  can  do  ;  C 

Think  nie  a  woman,  and  a  lover  too.  j 

From  dear  fucccfsful  fpite  we  hope  for  cafe, 
Nor  fail  to  punifli,  where  we  fail  to  pleafe. 

Now  twice  to  "ea{l  {he  turns,  as  oft'  to  weft  ; 
Thrice  waves  her  wand,  as  oft'  a  charm  exprefl. 


lir      S- 


On  the  loft  youth  her  magic  power  {he  tries; 
Aloft  he  fprings,  and  wonders  how  he  flies. 
On  painted  plumes  the  woods  he  fecks,  and  ftlH 
The  monarch  oak  he  pierces  with  his  bill. 
Thus   cliang'd,  no    more   o'er    Latian    lands    he 

reigns ; 
Of  Picus  nothing  but  the  name  remains.  [air. 

The  winds  from  drizling  damps  now  purge  the 
The  mifts  fubfide,  the  fettling  fkies  are  fair  : 
The  court  their  fovereign  feek  with  arms  in  hand. 
They  threaten  Circe,  and  their  lord  demand. 
Quick  (lie  invokes  the  fpirits  of  the  air. 
And  twilight  elves,  that  on  dun  wings  repai: 
To  charnels,  and  th'  unhallow'd  fepulchre. 

Now,  {Irange  to  tell,  the  plants  fweat  drops  of 
blood. 
The  trees  are  tofs'd  from  forefts  where  theyftood; 
Blue  ferpents  o'er  the  tainted  herbage  Aide, 
Pale  glaring  fpec5lres  on  the  aether  ride  ;  [beds. 
Dogs  howl,  earth  yawns;  rent  rocks  forfake  their 
And    from  their  quarries  heave   their  flubborn 

heads. 
The  fad  fpeiSlators, 
She  fees,  and  fudden 
Then  each  of  favage  beafts  the  figt 

The  iun  did  now  to  weftern  waves  retire, 
Tn  tides  to  temper  his  bright  world  of  fire. 
Canens  laments  her  royal  hufband's  ftay ; 
III  fuits  fond  love  with  abfence,  or  delay  : 
Where  {he  commands,  her  ready  people  run ; 
She  wills,  retradts;  bids,  and  forbids  anon. 
Reftlefs  in  mind,  and  dying  with  defpair. 
Her  breafts  fhe  beats,  and  tears  her  flowing  hair. 
Six  days  and  nights  fhe  wanders  on,  as  chance 
Direds,  without  or  fleep,  or  fuftenance. 
Tiber  at  laft  beholds  the  weeping  fair; 
Her  feeble  limbs  no  more  the  mourner  bear  ; 
Stretch'd  on  his  banks,  fhe  to  the  flood  complains. 
And  faintly  tunes  her  voice  to  dying  ftrains. 
The  fickening  fwan  thus  hangs  her  filver  wings, 
And,  as  fhe  droops,  her  elegy  {he  fings : 
Ere-long  fad  Canens  waftcs  to  air;  whilft  fame 
The  place  {till  honours  with  her  haplefs  name. 

Here  did  the  tender  talc  of  Picus  ccafe. 
Above  belief  the  wonder,  I  conlels. 
Again  we  fail,  but  more  difafters  meet, 
Foretold  by  Circe,  to  our  fufi'ering  fleet. 
Myfelf,  unable  further  woes  to  bear, 
Declin'd  the  voyage,  and  am  refug'd  here. 


s,  ftiffen'd  with  their  fears,  ^  J 
len  every  limb  fhe  fmears  ;  >  1 
ige  beafts  the  figure  bears.         J 


./ENEAS  ARRIVES  IN  ITALY. 

Tiiu3  Macareus — Now  with  a  pious  aim  ") 

Had  good  JEnez'i  rais'd  a  funeral  flame,  ?• 

In  honour  of  his  hoary  nurfe's  name.  j 

Her  epitaph  he  fix'd  ;  and  fetting  lail, 
Cajeta  left,  and  catch'd  at  cv»rr}' gale. 

He  fleer 'd  at  dillacce  from  the  faithlefs  {here 
Where  the  falfe  gcddefs  reigns  with  fatal  power; 
And  fought  thofe  grateful  groves,  that  Ihade  the"! 
plain,  ( 

Where  Tiber  rolls  majeftic  to  the  main,  C 

And  iatteus,  as  he  runs,  the  fair  campaia.  3 


POEMS, 
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His  kindred  gods  the  hero's  wifhes  crown        ^ 
With  f\iir  Lavinia,  and  Latinus'  throne  :  > 

But  not  without  a  war  the  prize  he  won.  J 

Drawn  up  in  bright  array  the  batrle  ftands  : 
Turnus  with  arms  his  promis'd  wife  demands. 
Hetrurians,  Latians,  equal  fortune  fhare; 
And  doubtful  long  appears  the  face  of  war. 
Both  powers  from  neighbouring  princes  feek  fup- 

plies, 
And  embaffies  appoint  for  new  allies, 
^neas,  for  relief,  Evander  moves ; 
His  quarrel  he  afferts,  his  caufe  approves. 
The  bold  Rutilians,  with  an  equal  fpeed, 
Sage  Venelus  difpatch  to  Diomede. 
The  king,  late  griefs  revolving  in  his  mind, 
Thefe  reafons  for  neutrality  affign'd  : 

Shall  I,  of  one  poor  dotal  town  pofleft. 
My  people  thin,  my  wretched  country  wafle ; 
An  exll'd  prince,  and  on  a  fhaking  throne  ; 
Or  riilc  my  patron's  fubjedls,  of  my  own  ? 
You'll  grieve  the  harfhnefs  of  our  hap  to  hear; 
Nor  can  I  tell  the  tale  without  a  tear. 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  DIOMEDES. 

After  fam'dlli«m  was  by  Argives  won, 
And  flames  had  fenifti'd  what  the  fword  begun ; 
Pallas,  incens'd,  purfued  us  to  the  main, 
In  vengeance  of  her  violated  fane. 
Alone  Oileus  forc'd  the  Trojan  maid. 
Yet  all  w^ere  puniih'd  for  the  brutal  deed. 
A  ftorm  begins,  the  raging  waves  run  high, 
The  clouds  look  heavy,  and  benight  the  Iky; 
Red  (heets  of  lightning  o'er  the  fcas  are  fpread, 
Our  tackling  yields,  and  wrecks  at  laft  fucceed. 
'Tis  tedious  our  difaflrous  ftateto  tell; 
Even  Priam  would  have  pitied  what  befel. 
Yet  Pallas fav'd  me  from  the  fwallowing  main; 
At  home  nev/  wrongs  to  meet,  as  fates  ordain, 
Chac'd  from  my  country,  1  once  more  repeat 
All  fufFering  feas  could  give,  or  war  complete ; 
For  Venus,  mindful  of  her  wound,  decreed 
Still  new  calamities  Ihould  paft  fucceed. 
Agmon,  impatient  through  fuccefiive  ills, 
With  fury,  love's  bright  goddefs  thus  reviles.: 
Thefe  plagues  in  fpitc  to  Diomede  are  feni ; 
The  crime  is  his,  but  ours  the  punilhment. 
Let  each,  my  friends,  her  puny  fpleen  defpife. 
And  dare  that  haughty  harlot  of  the  Ikies. 
The  reflof  Agmon's  inlolence  complain, 
And  of  irreverence  the  wretch  arraign. 
About  to  anfwer,  his  blafpheming  throat 
Contradls,  and  flirieks  in  fome  dildainful  note. 
To  his  new  Ikin  a  fleece  of  feathers  clings. 
Hides  his  late  arms,  and  lengthens  into  wings. 
The  lower  features  of  his  face  extend, 
Warp  into  horn,  and  in  a  beak  defcend. 
Some  more  experience  Agmon's  defliny ; 
And,  wheeling  in  the  air,  like  fwans  they  fly. 
Thefe  thin  remains  to  Daunus'  realms  I  Ijring, 
And  her.?  I  rei£n,  a  poor  ].>recarious  king. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  APPULUS. 


acie. 

cing  ray,  T 
windings  A 

^rs  play,     j 


Thus  Diomedes — Venulus  withdraws; 
Unfped  the  fervice  of  the  common  caufe. 
Puteoli  he  pafi"es,and  furvey'd 
A  cave  long  honour'd  for  its  awful  fhade. 
Here  trembling  reeds  exclude  the  piercing  ray, 
Here  ftreams  in   gentle  falls  through 

ftray. 
And  with  a  pafling  breath  cool  Zephyrs  i 
The  goat-herd  god  frequents  the  filent  place. 
As  once  the  wood-nymphs  of  the  fylvau  race, 
Till  Appulus,  with  a  difhoneft  air. 
And  grofs  behaviour,  banifli'd  thence  the  fair. 
The  bold  buffoon,  whene'er  they  tread  the  green. 
Their  motion  mimicks,  but  with  geft  obfcene. 
Loofe  language  oft'  he  utters;  but  ere  long 
A  bark  in  filmy  net- work  binds  his  tongue. 
Thus  chang'd,  a  bafe  wild  olive  he  remains ; 
The  ftirub  the  coarfcnefs  of  the  clown  retains. 


'hat   leap  d  the  waves  beiore. 
he  kindling  prow  retire  ;       'y 
ood,  on  red  wings  afpire,  f 

s  feas  exerts  his  attribute  of  T  ; 


TROJAN  SHIPS  TRANSFORMED  TO 
SEA-NYMPHS. 

Meanwhile  the  Latians  all  their  power  prepare, 
'Gainfl:  fortune  and  the  foe  to  pufli  the  war. 
With  Phrygian  blood  the  floating  fields  they  (lain; 
But,  ftiort  of  fuccours,  {lill  contend  in  vain. 
Turnus  remarks  the  Trojan  fleet  ill-mann'd. 
Unguarded,  and  at  anchor  near  the  ftrand  ; 
He  thought;  and  ftraight  a  lighted  brand  he  bore, 
And  fire  invades  what  'fcap'd  the  waves  before. 
The  billows  from  the  kindlinj 
Pitch,  rofni,  fearwoc 
And  Vulcan  on  the 
fire. 
This  when  the  mother  of  the  geds  beheld. 
Her  towery  crown  Ihe  fliook,  and  flood  reveal'd  ; 
Her  brindled  lions  reia'd,  unveil'd  her  head, 
And,  hovering  o'er  her  favour'd  fleet,  flic  faid ; 
Ccafe  Turnus,  and  the  heavenly  powers  reifc&, 

Nor  dare  to  violate  what  I  protect. 
Thefe  gallies,  once  fair  trees,  on  Ida  flood, 

And  gave  their  Ihade  to  each  defcending  god  ; 

Nor  Ihall  confume ;  irrevocable  fate 

Allots  their  being  no  determin'd  date. 

Straight  peals  of  thunder  heaven's  high  arches 
rend 

The  hail-ftones  leap,  the  (bowers  in  fpouts  defcend. 

The  winds  with  widen'd  throats  the  fignal  give  ; 

The  cables  break,  the  fmoking  vefieh  drive. 

Now,  wondrous,  as  they  beat  the  foaming  flood. 

The  timber  foftens  into  fitfla  and  blood; 

The  yards  and  oars  new  arms  and  legs  defign  ; 

A  trunk  the  hull ;  the  lender  keel,  a  fpine ; 

The  prow  a  female  face ;  and  by  degrees 

The  gallies  rife  green  daughters  of  the  feas. 

Sometimes  on  coral  beds  they  fit  in  ftate. 

Or  wanton  on  the  waves  they  fear'd  of  lafe. 

The  barks,  that  beat  the  feas,  are  flill  their  care, 

Thenifelves  remembering  what  of  late  tliey  were; 
Hiiij 
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To  fave  a  Trojan  fail,  in  tl;rongs  they  prei's. 
But  fmik  to  fee  Alcinous  in  dillrefs. 

Unable  were  tiiole  WL'Uclers  to  licter 
The  Latian?  from  their  unfuccefsful  war. 
Both  fide":  for  doubtful  victory  contend  ; 
And  on  their  courage,  and  their  Gods,  depend. 
Nor  bright  Lavinia,  nor  Latinus'  crown, 
Warm  their  great  foul  to  war,  like  fair  renown. 
Venus  at  laft  beholds  htr  godlike  fc-n 
Triumphant,  and  the  field  of  battle  won; 
Brave  Turnus  flain;  flrong  Ardea  but  a  name, 
And  buiied  in  fierce  deluges  of  flame'; 
Her  towers,  tl;at  bor.lltd  once  a  fovereign  fway, 
The  fate  of  fancy'd  grandeur  now  betray. 
A  famifli'd  heron  from  the  afiiesfprings, 
And  beats  the  ruin  with  difaftrous  wings; 
Calamities  of  towns  diflreft  fhc  feigns. 
And  oft',  with  woeful  fhritks,  cf  war  complains. 


THE  DEIFICATION  OF  .^NEAS. 

Now  had  ^neas,  as  ordain'd  by  fate, 

S'jrviv'd  the  period  of  Saturnia's  hate  : 

And,  by  a  fure  irrevocalde  doom, 

lix'.'  the  in.mortal  majcfty  of  Rome. 

lit  U'T  the  (lation  of  his  kindred  ftars, 

lli.i  mother  goddefs  thus  her  fuit  prefers : 
Almighty  arbiter,  whofe  powerful  nod 

Shakes  diftant  earth,  :.nd  bows  cur  own  abode ; 

To  thy  great  progeny  indulgent  be. 

And  rank  the  god.'.ofs  born  a  de.ty. 

Airer.dy  has  he  view'd,  with  mortal  eyes, 

'1  Ly  brother's  klisgdoms  of  theneihcr  ikie?. 
t\ii  riiwith  a  cofdave  of  the  godhead  meets, 

\Vliere  Jun;.  in  the  fiiining  fenate  fits. 

Remorfe  ior  paft  revenge  the  gcddefs feels; 

Then  thundeiir.g  Jove  th'  almighty  mandate  feaU; 

Allots  the  prince  of  his  cejeilial  line 

An  apothecfiP,  aiul  rights  divine. 

The  cryflal  manfions  echo  with  a[  plaufe, 
Aiid,  with  her  graces,  love's  bright  queen  with- 
draws ; 
Siioots  in  a  blaze  of  light  along  the  fkies. 
And,  borne  by  tin  tie,  to  Laurti.tum  fiie-  ; 
Alights  where  through  the  reeds  Kuiv.icius  flray, 
And  to  tiie  feas  his  watery  tribute  pays. 
'I'he  god  (he  fuppiicstes,  to  wafo  away  ~^ 

Tlie  parts  more  g;ols,  and  fubj<-(51;  to  decay,         f 
And  cleanfe  the  goddefs-born  fr..hi  fcniinal  al-  f 
lay.  .         .  J 

The  horned  flood  with  glad  attention  {lands. 
Then  bid>  his  ftrfams  obey  their  fire's  commands. 

His  hctltT  parts  by  luftral  wavesjr(.fiii'd, 
More  pure,  ami  nearer  to  etlurial  mind. 
With  gurns  of  fragrant  fctiit  the  goddefs  ilrews, 
j\i;d  on  his  fjatutcs  breathes  anibrofial  divvs. 
Thus, 'dtify'd,  new  honciits  Rome  decries, 
Shrines,  fellivals ;  and  ftiles  him  Indigcs. 


Then  young  Latinus  :  Next  an  Alba  cam<r, 
The  grace  and  guardian  of  the  Alban  namrf^. 
Then  Epitus;  then  gentle  Capys  reign'd ; 
Then  Capetis  the  regal  power  fuilain'd. 
Next  he  who  perifh'd  on  the  Tufcan  flood, 
And  honour'd  with  his  name  the  river  god. 
Now  haughty  Ronnilus  began  his  reignj 
Who  fell  by  thunder  he  afpir'd  to  feign. 
Meek  Acrota  fucceeded  to  the  crown  ;  ") 

From  peace  endeavouring,  more  than  arms,  re-  / 
nown,  r 

To  Aventinus  well  refign'd  his  throne.  j 

The  mount  on  which  he  rul'd  preferves  his  name, 
And  Procas  wore  the  regal  diadem. 


THE  LINE  OF  THE  LATIAN  KIITCS. 

A^^CAN'ius  now  the  Latian  fccptre  fways; 
The  Albau  natiiii  Sylviut  i;tJ.t  cfaeyo. 


STORY  OF  VERTUMNUS  AND  POMONA. 

A  Hama-dryad  flourifi'.'d  in  thefe  days, 
Her  name  Pom.ona,  from  her  woodland  race, 
[ti  gsrden  culture  none  could  fo  excel, 
Or  form  the  pliant  fouls  of  plants  fo  well ; 
Or  to  the  fruit  more  generous  flavours  lend, 
Or  teach  the  trees  with  n.bler  loads  to  bend.  • 

The  nymph  frequented  not  the  fluttering  fiream, 
Nor  meads,  the  fubjecfl  of  a  virgin's  dream  ; 
But  to  fuch  joys  her  nurfery  did  prefer, 
Alone  to  tend  her  vegetable  care. 
A  iiruning-hook  fhe  carry'd  in  her  hand. 
And  taught  the  Uragglers  to  obey  command; 
1  eft  the  licentious  and  unthrifty  bough, 
Tiie  too  indulgent  parent  fiiould  undo. 
She  fliows,  how  ftocks  invite  to  their  embrace 
A  graft,  and  naturalife  a  foreign  race 
To  mend  the  fidvage  teint ;  and  in  its  flead 
Adopt  new  nature,  and  a  nobler  breed. 

Now  hourly  fhe  obfcrves  her  growing  care. 
And  guards  their  nonage  from  the  bleaker  air  : 
Then  opes  her  llreaniing  fluices,  to  fupply 
With  flowing  draughts  her  thirfty  family. 
Long  had  ihc  labour'd  to  continue  free 
From  chains  of  love,  and  rnptial  tyranny  ; 
And,  in  her  oi chard's  finall  extent  im.mur'd, 
Hir  Vuw'd  virginity  fhe  flill  fecur'd. 
Oft  would  loofe  Pan,  and  ail  the  luftful  train 
Of  f.ifyrs,  tempt  her  innocence  in  vain. 
Sllenufi,  that  old  dotard,  own'd  a  flame;  "~) 

And  he,  that  frights  the  thieves  with  firatagcm  ( 
Of  fwcrd,   and  fometlung   elfe,  too   grols   to  ^ 
name.  3 

Vcrtumnus  too  purfued  the  maid  no  Icfs ; 
But,  with  his  rivals,  fhar'd  a  like  fuccefs; 
To  gain  accefs,  a  thiufand  ways  he  tries  ; 
Oft",  in  the  hind,  the  lover  would  difguiie, 
The  heedlefs  lout  comes  Ihanibling  on,  and  feems 
Jiift  i'vvcating  from  the  labour  of  his  teeiris.        ^ 
Then,  tVom  the  harvcft,  oft'  the  mimic  fwain 
Seem';  bending  with  a  load  of  beari!ed  grain. 
Sfimetimes  a  drcf:"cr  of  the  vine  he  fcigr?. 
And  lawlcfs  tendrils  to  their  h(.unds  reftrsins. 
Sometimes  hi?  fwcrd  a  foidier  "fhews;  his  rod, 
An  ai'glTi ;  flitl  fo  v^irious  is  the  god. 
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Now,  in  a  forehead  cloth,  fome  crone  he  fcems, 
A  ftafl" fupplyir.g  the  defe(5l  of  limbs; 
Admittance  thus  he  gains;  arlmires  the  flora 
Of  faireft  fruit;  the  fair  poffeflbr  more  ; 
Then  greets  her  with  a  kifs :    Th'  unpraflis'd 

dame 
Admir'd  a  grandame  kifs'd  with  fuch  a  flame. 
Now,  feated  by 'her,  he  beholds  a  vine 
Around  an  elm  in  amorous  foldings  twine. 
If  tliat  fair  elm,  he  cry'd,  alone  fhould  Hard, 
No  grapes  would  glow  with  gold,  and  tempt  the 

haPid ; 
Or  if  that  vine  without  her  elm  fhould  grow, 
'Twould  creep  a  poor  neglecfled  (hrub  heldw. 

Be  then,  fair  nymph,  by  thefe  examples  led; 
Nor  fhun,  for  fancy'd  fears,  the  nuptial  bed. 
Not  {he  for  whom  the  ijapithites  took  arms, 
Nor   Sparta's  queen,   could  boaft  fuch  heavenly 

charms. 
And,  if  you  would  on  woman's  faith  rely, 
None  can  your  choice  dirc6l  fo  well  as  I. 
Thou^^h  old,  fo  much  Pomona  I  adore. 
Scarce  does  the  bright  Vertumnus  love  her  more. 
Tis  ycur  fair  felf  alone  his  breait  i/ifpiies 
With  fofteft  \>*i{lies  and  unfcil'd  defires. 
Then  fly  all  vulgar  followers,  and  prove 
The  god  of  feafons  only  worth  your  love  : 
On  my  affurance  well  you  mayrepofe; 
Verfumnus  fcarce  Vertumnus  better  knows. 
True  to  liis  choice,  ail  loofer  flames  he  flies  ; 
Nor  for  new  facp'  fafliionably  dies. 

':   The  charms  of  youth,  and  every  fmiling  grace 

1  B'oom  in  his  features,  and  the  god  cpufefs. 

i  Eefides,  he  puts  on  every  fhape  at  eafc  ; 

i  But  thofc  the  moil  that  bed  Pomona  plejfe. 
Sti'il  to  oblige  her  is  her  lover's  aim  ; 
Tficir  likings  and  averfions  are  the  fame. 
Not  the  fair  fruit  your  burden'd  branches  bear, 
Nor  all  the  youthful  produCl  of  the  year. 
Could  bribe  his  choice;   yourfeif  alone  can  prove 
A  fit  reward  for  fo  refin'd  a  love. 
RcJenf,  fair  nymph  ;   ami  with  a  kind  regret, 
Think  'tis  Vertumnus  weeping  at  your  feet. 
A  tale  attend,  through  Cyprus  known,  to  prove 
How  Venus  once  reveng'd  neglecSled  love. , 


STORY  OF  IPHI3  AND  ANAXARETE. 

Iphis,  of  vulgar  birth,  by  chance  had  view'J 

Fair  Anaxarete  of  Teucer's  blood. 

Not  long  had  he  beheld  the  royal  dame, 

Ere  the  bright  fparkle  kindled  into  flame. 

Oft  did  he  ilru^,gie  with  a  juft  defpair, 

Unfix'd  to  aik,  unabie  to  forbear, 

Buc  love,  who  flatters  flill  his  own  difeafe, 

Hopes   all   things   will  fucceed,   he   knows   will 

pleafe. 

Where'er  the  fair  one  haunts,  he  hovers  there; 
And  fvsks  her  confident  with  fighs  and  pray'r  ; 
Or  letters  he  conveys,  that  feldom  prove 
Supceisiui  msllengers  in  fuits  of  love. 


Now  fliivcrlng  at  her  gates  the  wretch  ap-^' 
pears,  / 

And  myrtle  garlands  on  the  columns  rears,         f" 

Wet  with  a  deluge  of  unbidden  tears.  ^ 

I'lie  nymph,  mure  hard  than  rocks,  more  deaf 
than  feas, 

Derides  his  prayers;   infults  his  agonies; 

Arraigns  of  infolence  th'  afpirirg  fwain  ; 

And  takes  a  cruel  plealure  in  his  pain. 

Refolv'd  at  lafl  to  finifh  his  defpair, 
He  thus  upbraids  th'  inexorubie  fair  : 
O  Anaxarete,  at  laft  forget 

The  licence  of  a  pafiion  indifcreet. 

Kow  triumph,  fince  a  welcome  facrifice 

Your  flave  prepares,  to  offer  to  your  eyes. 

My  life,  without  reluflancc,  I  refign  ;    ' 

That  prefent  bell  can  pleafe  a  pride  like  thine. 

But,  O  I  forbear  to  blafl  a  flame  fo  bright, 

Doom'd  never  to  expire,  but  with  the  light. 
And  you,  great  powers,  do  juflicc  to  my  name; 
The  hours,  you  take  from  life,  reflore  to  fame. 
Then  o'er  the  polls,  once  hung  with  wreaths, 
he  throv.'s 

The  ready  cord,  and  fits  the  fatal  noofe; 

For  death  prepares;  and,  bounding  from  above, 
At  once  the  wretch  concludes  his  life,  and  love. 

Ere  long  ihe  people  gather,  and  the  dead 
Is  to  his  mourning  modier's  arms  convey 'd. 
Firfl,  like  fome  ghaftly  flatue  fire  appears : 
Then  bathes  the  breathlefs  corfe  in  feas  of  tears. 
And  gives  k  to  the  pile;  now,  as  the  throng 
Proceed  in  fad  folemnity  along. 
To  view  the  paffing  pomp,  the  cruel  fair 
Haftes,  and  beholds  lier  breathlefs  lover  there. 
Struck  with  the  fight,  inanimate  (he  feems ; 
Set  arc  her  eyes,  and  motionlefs  her  limbs  : 
Her  L'atures  without  fire,  her  colour  gone. 
And,  like  her  heart,  fhe  hardens  into  ftone. 
In  Salamis  the  fiatue  flill  is  fcen. 
In  the  fam'd  temple  of  the  Cyprian  queen. 
V.''arii'd  by  this  tale,  no  longer  then  difdain, 
O  nymph  belov'd,  to  eafe  a  lover's  pain. 
So  may  the  frofts  in  fpring  your  bLflbnis  fpare. 
And  winds  their  rude  autumnal  rage  forbear  : 

The  ftory  olt  Vertumnus  urg'd  in  vain, 
But  then  aiTum'd  his  heavenly  form  again. 
Such  looks  and  lullre  the  bright  youth  adorn, 
As  when  v^fith  rays  glad  Phcebus  paints  the  morn. 
The  light  fo  warms  the  fair  admiring  maid. 
Tike  fnow  fhe  melts  :  fo  foon  can  youth  pcrfuadc. 
Coiifent,  on  eager  winds,  fucceeds  defne: 
And  both  the  lovers  glow  with  mutual  fire. 


THE  LATIAN  LINE  CONTINUED. 

Now  Procas  yielding  to  the  fates,  his  fan 
Mild  Numitor  fucceeded  to  the  crown. 
But  falfe  Amulius,  vi'ith  a  lawlefs  power. 
At  length  depos'd  his  brother  Numitor. 
Then  Ilia's  valiant  iffue,  with  the  fword, 
FL;r  fiarent  re-enthron'd,  the  rightful  lord. 
Next  Romulus  to  people  Rome  contrives; 
The  joyous  time  of  Pales'/eafl  arrives; 
He  gives  the  word  to  feJze  the  Sabine  wives. 
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The  fires  enrag'd  take  arms,  by  Tatius  led, 
Bold  to  revenge  their  violated  bed. 
A  fort  there  was,  not  yet  unknown  to  fame, 
Call'd  the  Tarpeian,  its  commander's  name. 
This  by  the  falfe  Tarpeia  vsras  betray'd  ; 
But  death  well  recompcns'd  the  treacherous  maid. 
The  foe  on  this  new-bought  fuccefs  relies, 
And  filenr  march  the  city  to  furprife. 
Saturrja's  arts  with  Sabine  arms  combine ; 
But  Venus  countermines  the  vain  defign  ; 
Intreats  the  nymphs  that  o'er  the  fprings  prefide. 
Which  near  the  fane  of  hoary  Janus  glide. 
To  fend  their  fuccours ;  every  urn  they  drain, 
To  flop  the  Sabines  progrefs,  but  in  vain. 

The  Naiads  now  more  ftratagcms  effay ; 
And  kindling  fulphur  to  each  fource  convey. 
The  floods  ferment,  hot  exhalations  rife. 
Till  from  the  fcalding  ford  the  army  flies. 
Soon  Romulus  appears  in  (hining  arms, 
And  to  the  war  the  Roman  legions  warms : 
The  battle  rages,  and  the  field  isfprcad 
With  nothing  but  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Both  fides  confent  to  treat  without  delay, 
And  their  two  chiefs  at  once  the  fceptre  fway. 
But,  Tatius  by  Lavinian  fury  flain. 
Great  Romulus  continued  long  to  reign. 
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THE  ASSUMPTION  OF  ROMULUS. 

Now  warrior  Mars  his  burnifh'd  helm  puts  on. 
And  thus  addrelTes  Heaven's  imperial  throne  : 

Since  the  inferior  world  is  now  become 
One  vafTal  globe,  and  colony  to  Rome, 
This  grace,  O  Jove,  for  Romulus  I  claim. 
Admit  him  to  the  ficies,  from  whence  he  came. 
Long  haft  thou  promis'd  an  ethereal  flate 
To  Mars's  lineage  ;  and  thy  word  is  fate. 

The  fire,  that  rules  the  thunder,  with  a  nod 
Declar'd  the  fiat,  and  difmifs'd  the  god.^ 

Soon  as  the  power  armipotent  furvey'd 
The  flafliing  ikies,  the  fignal  he  obey'd  ; 
And,  leaning  on  his  lance,  he  mounts  his  car, 
His  fiery  courferslalhing  through  the  air. 
Mount  Palatine  he  gains,  and  finds  his  fon 
Good  laws  enacting  on  a  peaceful  throne  ; 
The  fcales  of  heavenly  juflice  holding  high, 
With  fteady  hand,  and  a  difccrning  eye. 
Then  vaults  upon  his  car,  and  to  the  fphere, 
Swift,  as  a  flying  (haft,  Rome's  founder  bears. 
The  parts  more  pure  in  rifing  are  refin'd, 
The  grofs  and  perilhable  lag  behind. 
His  fhrine  in  purple  veflments  (lands  in  view ; 
He  looks  a  god,  and  is  Quirinus  now. 


THE  ASSUMPTION  OF  HERSILIA. 

Ere  long  the  goddefs  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
With  pity  mov'd,  fends  Iris  in  her  (lead 
To  fad  Herfilia— Thus  the  meteor  maid  : 

Chafle  i-cha  !  in  bright  truth  to  heaven  ally  d, 
Ihe  Sabines'  glory,  and  the  fvx's  pride; 


Honour'd  on  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  lov« 
Of  fuch  a  fpoufe  as  now  refides  above  ; 
Some  refpites  to  thy  killing  giiet's  aftbrd; 
And,  if  thou  would'ft  once  more  behold  thy  lord. 
Retire  to  yon'   (lecp  mount,   with  groves  o'er- 

fpread. 
Which  with  an  awful  gloom,  his  temple  (hade. 
With  fear  the  niodefl  matron  lifts  her  eyes. 
And  to  the  bright  anibafTadrefs  replies  : 

O  goddefs,  yet  to  mortal  eyes  unknown  '. 
But  furc  thy  various/charms  confefs  thee  one  : 
O  quick  to  Romulus  thy  vofefs  bear  '. 
With  looks  of  Icive  he'll  fmile 
In  whate'er  orb  he  (bines,  my  he 
Then  hades  with  l.is  to  the  holy  grove, 
And,  up  the  Mount  Quirnal  as  they  move, 
A  lambent  flame  glides  downward   through  the 

air, 
And  brightens  with  a  blazp  Herfilla's  hair. 
Together  on  the  b(;nnding  i^^y  they  rife. 
And  fhoot  a  j;!eam  of  lij^ht  iilong  the  Ikies. 
With  opening  arms  Quirinus  met  his  bride. 
Now  Ora  nam'd,  and  prefs,'d  her  to  his  fide. 


I 


3  bear '.  "^ 

iway  my  care  :     > 
heavtn  is  there,    j 
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BOOK     XV. 


THE  STORY  OF  CIFPUS. 

Or  as  when  Cippus  in  the  current  view'd 
The  (liooting  horn  that  on  his  forehead  fcood,^ 
His  temple  .^firft  he  feels,  and  with  (urprife 
His  touch  confirn-.s  th'  affurancc  of  his  eyes ; 
Straight  to  tlic  Ikies  his  horned  front  he  rears, 
And  to  the  gods  directs  thefe  pious  prayers  : 

If  this  portent  be  profperous,  O  decree 
To  Rome  th'  event ;  if  otherwife,  to  me. 
An  altar  then  ci  turf  he  hades  to  raife. 
Rich  gums  in  fragrant  exhalations  blaze; 
The  panting  entrails  crackle  as  they  fry. 
And  boding  (umes  pronounce  a  myftery. 
Soon  as  the  augur  law  the  holy  fire. 
And  vi(Slims  with  prefaging  figns  expire, 
To  Cippus  then  he  turns  his  eyes  with  fpecd. 
And  views  the  horny  honours  of  his  head  : 
Then  cry'd,  Hail,  conqueror  !  thy  call  obey, 
Thole  omens  1  behold  prefage  thy  fway. 
Rome  waits  thy  nod,  unwilling  to  be  free. 
And  owns  thy  fovcreign  power  as  fate's  decree. 

He  laid— and  Cippus,  darting  at  th'  event. 
Spoke  in  'hefe  words  his  pious  difcontent : 

Far  hence,  ye  gods,  this  execration  fend, 
And  :h^  great  race  gf  Romulus  defend, 
better  tl  at  I  in  exile  live  abhorr'd, 
\  Jian  e'er  the  capitol  (hould  Ilile  me  lord. 

This  ipoke,  he  hides  with  leaves  his  omen^ 
head ; 
Then  prays,  the  fe»ate  next  convenes,  and  faid : 
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If  augurs  can  forefee,  a  wretch  is  come, 
Defign'd  by  deftiny  the  bane  of  Rome, 
Two   horns  (mod   ftrange   to   tell)   his  temples 

crown ; 
If  e'er  he  pafs  the  walls,  and  gain  the  town, 
Your  laws  are  forfeit  that  ill-fated  hour, 
And  liberty  muft  yield  to  lawlefs  power. 
Your  gates  he  might  have  enter'd  ;  but  this  arm 
Seiz'd  the  ufurper,  and  with-held  the  harm. 
Hafle,  find  the  monflcr  out,  and  let  him  be 
Condemn'd  to  all  the  fenate  can  decree ; 
Or  ty'd  in  chains,  or  into  exile  thrown  ; 
Or  by  the  tyrant's  death  prevent  your  own. 

The  crowd  fuch  murmurs  utter  as  they  ftand, 
As  fwelling  furges  breaking  on  the  ftrand  : 
Or   as   when    gathering    gales    fweep   o'er   the 

grove, 
And  their  tall  head;  the  bending  cedars  move. 


lai 


Each  with  confufion  gaz'd,  and  then  began 
To  feel  his  fellow's  brows,  and  find  the  man. 
Cippus  then  fliaUes  his  garland  off,  and  cries 
The  wretch  you  want,  I  offer  to  your  eyes 

The  anxious  throng  look'd  down,  and,  fad  in 

thought, 
All  wifli'd  they  had  not  found  the  fign  they  fought: 
In  hafte  with  laurel-wreaths  his  head  they  bind  ; 
Such  honour  to  fuch  virtue  was  aflign'd. 
Then  thus  the  fenate  :  Hear,  O  Cippus,  hear  j 
So  god-like  is  thy  tutelary  care. 
That,  fince  in  Rome  thyfelf  forbids  thy  ftay, 
For  thy  abode  thofe  acres  we  convey 
The  plough-fhare  can  furround,  the  labour 

day. 
In  deathlefs  records  thou  fhalt  ftand  inroll'd. 
And  Rome's  rich  polls  fhall  fliine  with  boras  of 

gold. 
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Thy  reliques,  Rowe  !  to  this  fad  flirine  we  truft, 
And  near  thy  Shakspeare  place  thy  honour'd  buft, 
Oh  1  next  him  Ikill'd  to  draw  the  tender  tear, 
For  never  heart  felt  palfion  more  fincere ; 
To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  the  brave. 
For  never  Briton  more  difdain'd  a  flavc ! 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  fhade,  and  endlefs  reft, 
Bleft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft ! 
And  bleft  that  timely  from  our  fcenc  remov'd 
Thy  foul  enjoys  the  liberty  it  lov'd. 

pope's  epitaph  on  rowe. 
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THE   LIFE  OF   ROWE. 


Nicholas  Rowe,  one  of  the  grcateft  names  In  the  Englifli  drama,  was  born  at  Little  Berkford, 
the  feat  of  his  grandfather  Jafper  Edwards,  Efq.  in  Bedfordfhire,  in  the  year  1673.  His  family  had 
long  pofff fled  a  confiderable  eftate  at  Lamberton  in  Devonfhire  ;  the  anceftor  from  whom  he  de- 
fcended  in  a  direft  line,  having  received  the  arms  borne  by  his  defcendents  for  his  bravery  in  the 
Holy  War.  His  father,  John  Rowe,  Efq.  who  was  the  firft  that  left  the  frugal  management  of  his 
J>aternal  inheritance,  to  praeftife  any  art  of  profit,  ftudied  the  law  in  the  Middle  Temple,  was  called 
to  the  degree  of  Serjeant,  and  publifhed  Benlow's  and  Dallifon's  Reports,  in  the  reign  of  James  II., 
when,  in  oppofition  to  the  courtly  claim  oi  difptnfing  power,  he  ventured  to  remark  how  low  his  au- 
thors rated  the  prerogative,  and  to  defend  the  liberty  of  the  fubjedl  againft  the  eneroachments  oiE 
tlie  crown,  as  his  anceflors  had  done  in  all  the  changes  of  government.  He  died  April  30.  1692, 
and  was  buried  in  the  Temple  Church. 

Rowe  was  inftrudied  in  the  rudiments  of  claffical  learning  at  3  private  fchool  at  Highgate,  from 
■whence  he  was  removed  to  Weftminfter,  and  placed  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Bufby,  and  at  the  agB 
of  fifteen  was  chofen  one  of  the  King's  fcholars.  He  gave  early  proofs  of  a  vigorous  underftand- 
jng  and  a  lively  imagination,  which  did  not  efcape  the  difcernment  of  Bufby,  who  fuffcred  non" 
of  his  fcholars  to  let  their  powers  lie  ufelefs  ;  and  his  exercifes  in  fevcral  languages  are  faid  to  havs 
been  written  with  uncommon  degrees  of  excellence,  and  yet  to  have  coft  him  very  little  labour. 

At  fisteen,  his  father,  defigning  him  for  his  own  profeflion,  took  him  from  fchooi,  and  entered 
him  a  ftudent  in  the  Middle  Templf,  where,  for  fome  time,  he  profecuted  the  fludy  of  the  law  with 
a  proficiency  proportionate  to  the  vigour  of  his  mind,  which  was  already  fuch  that  he  endeavoured 
to  comprehend  law,  not  as  a  colledion  of  flatutes,  or  a  feries  of  precedents,  but  as  a  fyftem  found- 
ed on  right  reafon,  and  calculated  for  the  good  of  mankind. 

At  nineteen,  he  was,  by  the  death  of  his  father,  left  more  to  his  own  diredtion,  and  though 
he  was  patronifed  by  Lord  Chief  Juftice  Treby,  and  had  the  befl  opportunities  of  rifing  to  emi? 
nence  in  the  law,  from  that  time,  probably,  there  appeared  to  him  more  charms  in  Euripides, 
Sophocles,  ^fchylus,  and  Shakfpeare,  than- in  Gianville,  BraiSlon,  Littleton,  and  Coke;  and  he 
fufiered  law  gradually  to  give  way  to  poetry. 

At  twenty-five,  he  produced  his  firft  tragedy,  7he  Ambitious  Stepmother,  which  was  adled  at  the 
theatre  in  Lincoln'slnn-Fields,  and  dedicated  to  the  Earl  of  Jerfey.  The  defign  of  the  play 
feeras  to  have  been  taken  from  the  eftablifliment  of  Solomon  on  the  throne  of  David  by  Bathflieba, 
Zadok,  and  Nathan,  but  the  charaders  are  made  Perfian.  "  The  purity  of  the  language,"  fays  Dr- 
Wehvood,  "  the  juftnefs  of  his  charafters,  the  noble  elevation  of  the  fentiments,  were  all  of  them 
admirably  adapted  to  the  plan  of  the  play."  The  condudt  of  it  may  be  objedled  to  as  injudi- 
cious; but  it  has  an  infinite  deal  of  fire  in  it;  the  bufinefs  is  precipitate  and  the  chara(3ers  aiilive  ; 
and  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  ever  wrote  another  play  with  fo  much  elevation. 
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Dovrnes,  in  his  "  Rofclus  Anglicanus"  fays,  "  the  play  anfwered  the  Company's  exp-.^aation-"  It 
was  received  with  lo  much  favour,  that  he  devoted  hitnfelf  from  that  time  wholly  to  the  cultiva- 
tion of  elegant  literature,  and  the  purfuit  of  poetical  fame. 

His  next  tragedy  was  Tame.hm,  a6led  at  the  fame  theatre  in  170a,  and  dedicated  to  the  Marquis 
of  Hai  tington.  In  this  play,  under  the  name  of  Tamerlane,  he  intended  to  chara<5terife  King 
Waliam,  and  Lewis  XIV.  under  Eajazet.  This  was  the  tragedy  which  Dr,  Welwood  fays,  "  he  va- 
lued the  moft,"  and  which  probably  excited  mnft  applaufe  ;  but  it  has  for  a  long  time  been  adled  only 
cnce  a  year,  on  the  4th  of  November,  in  commemoration  of  the  landing  of  King  William,  when 
an  cccaConal  prologue  is  fpoken. 

The  Fclr  Penitent,  his  next  produ(5lIon,  was  aded  at  the  fame  theatre  in  1703,  and  dedicated  to 
the  Duchefs  of  Ormond.  The  plan  of  it  is  borrowed  from  the  "  Fatal  Dowry"  of  Maflingcr. 
It  is,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  one  of  the  mofl:  pleafing  tragedies  on  the  ftage,  where  it  ftill  keeps  its 
turns  of  appearing,  and  probably  will  long  keep  them;  for  there  is  fcarcely  any  work  of  any  poet 
at  once  fo  interefting  by  the  fable,  and  fo  delightful  by  the  language.  The  ftory  is  domeftic,  and 
therefore  eallly  received  by  the  imagination,  and  afiiinilated  to  common  life ;  the  didlion  is  exqui 
Ctely  harmonious,  and  foft  or  fpritely  as  qccafion  requires. 

It  has  been  obferved,  that  the  title  of  the  play  docs  not  fiifficiently  correfpond  with  the  behaviour 
of  CaJiJIa,  who,  at  lal^;  fliews  no  crident  figns  of  repentance  ;  but  may  be  reafonably  fufpedlcd  of 
feeling  pain  from  detedion  rather  than  from  gui'.c,  and  expreffes  more  ftiame  than  forrow,  and  more 
rage  than  {ham 

In  1706,  he  ventured  on  a  comedy,  and  produced  The  Biter,  which  was  acSed  at  the  fame 
theatre,  but  met*  with  no  fuccefs,  and  he  tried  at  lighter  fcenes  no  more. 

His  next  tragedy  was  Wyjfcs,  which  was  aded  the  fame  year,  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay-Market, 
and  dedicated  to  Lord  GoJolphin.  It  met  with  fuccefs,  but  is  now  generally  neglefled,  probably 
hecaufe  the  (lory  is  mythological ;  for  it  has  bufmefs,  paffion,  and  tragic  propriety  to  recommend  it. 
The  character  of  Penelope  is  an  excellent  example  of  conjugal  fidelity. 

In  1708,  TZ^d  iJovrt/ Cp/:wj-^  was  a£ted  at  the  fame  theatre,  and  dedicated  to  Lord  Halifax.  It 
met  with  but  fmall  fuccefs,  as  appears  from  the  motto  to  it,  laudutur  et  algct,  and  is  not  often  a(fted, 
though  it  highly  defcrves  to  be  fo.  The  characters  of  Rhodogune  and  Ethtlinda  are  finely  con- 
traftcd,  as  are  alfo  thofe  of  Hengift  and  Aribert.  The  incidents  are  interefting,  the  language  occ2- 
fionally  fpiiited  and  tender,  yet  every  where  poetical,  and  the  calaftrophe  affeding,  and  truly  dra- 
matic. "  Rhodogune,"  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  '•  is  a  perfonage  truly  tragical,  of  high  fpirit,  and  vio- 
lent paflions,  great  with  tempcftuous  dignity,  and  wicked  with  a  foul  that  would  have  been  heroic 
if  it  had  been  virtuous." 

Gibbon  (Hiftory  of  the  Roman  Empire,  vol.  Til.  p.  627.)  fays,  £hat  Proccplus  might  have  hg- 
gelled  to  Rowe  the  charadler  and  fituation  of  Rhodogune  in  this  play. 

In  1709,  he  undertook  an  edition  cf  Shakfpeare's  plays,  to  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  his 
life,  fuch  as  tradition  then  almoft  expiring  could  fiipply.  This  edition,  without  the  pomp  of  anno- 
tations, or  the  parade  of  emendatory  criticifm,  at  Icafl  contributed  to  the  popularity  of  Shakfpeare's 
dramas. 

In  I7I4,  the  tragedy  of  Jane  Shore,  written  in  iniHation  of  SLih-fpcare" s  Jlyle,  was  a(Sed  at  the 
theatre  in  Drury-Lane,  and  dedicated  to  the  Duke  of  Queenfberry  and  Dover.  This  is  a  very  ex- 
cellent tragedy,  and  continually  a6led  with  great  fuccefs.  "  In  what  he  thought  himfelf  an  imita- 
tor of  Shakfpeare,  it  is  not,"  fays  Dr.  Juhnfon,  "  eafy  to  conceive.  The  numbers,  the  di(Slio!!, 
the  fentimsnts,  and  the  conduft,  every  thing  in  whichjm.itation  can  confifl,  are  remote  in  the  ut- 
mcft  degree  from  the  manner  of  Shakfpeare,  whole  dramas  it  refembles  only  as  it  is  an  Engliili 
flory,  and  as  fome  of  the  pcrfons  have  iheir  names  in  hiftory.  This  play,  confifting  of  domeftic 
fcenes  and  private  diftrefs,  lays  liold  upon  the  heart.  The  wife  is  forgiven  becaufe  Ihe  repents,  and 
the  hufband  is  honoured  becaufe  he  forgives.  This,  therefore,  is  one  of  thofe  pieces  which  we  Rill 
welcome  on  the  ftage." 

His  laft  tragedy  was  Lady  Jane  Gray,  aili-d  at  the  fame  theatre  in  1715,  and  dedicated  to  the 
J'rsnccfs  of  Wales,     This  fubcdl  bad  been  chofcn  by  his  friend  Smith,  whofe  papers  were  put  into 
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Ms  hand  by  Mr.  Ducket,  cftnfiftlng  of  loofe  hints  of  fentiments,  and  fiiort  (Icctches  of  fcenes,  from 
which  he  borrowed  one,  in  which  Lord  Guildford  fingly  perfuades  Lady  Jane  to  take  the  crown, 
inferted  in  the  third  adl.  This  play  is  frequently  aded  with  fuccefs,  though  not  abfolutely  on  the 
adling  lift  of  plays. 

His  attachment  to  poetry  did  not  entirely  unfit  him  for  bufinefs.  He  was  Under-Secretary 
for  three  years,  when  the  Duke  of  Queenfberry  was  Secretary  of  State.  After  the  Duke's  death, 
the  avenues  to  his  preferment  being  (lopped,  he  pafied  his  time  in  retirement  during  the  reft  of 
Queen  Anne's  reign. 

A  ftory  is  told  by  Spence,  of  his  applying  t«  Harley  for  fome  public  employment.  Harley  en- 
joined him  to  ftudy  Spanifh,  and  when  he  came  again  and  faid  that  he  had  maftered  it,  difmifled 
him  with  this  congratulation.  "  Then,  Sir,  I  envy  you  the  pleafure  of  reading  Don  Quixotte  iii 
the  original." 

The  ftory  may  be  juftly  doubted  ;  for  Harley,  who  was  defirous  to  be  thought  a  patron  of  lite- 
rature, cannot  be  fuppofed  to  infult  a  man  of  acknowledged  merit ;  and  Rowe,  who  was  fo  zealous 
a  Whig,  that  he  did  not  willingly  afTociate  with  Tories,  cannot  be  fuppofed  to  aik  preferment  of  the 
leader  of  the  oppofite  party. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  George,  he  was  made  Poet-Laureat,  in  the  room  of  Tate,  who  died  in 
1 716,  in  the  Mint,  where  he  was  forced  to  feek  fhelter  from  extreme  poverty.  He  was  likewife 
made  one  of  the  Land-furveyors  of  the  Port  of  London.  The  Prince  of  Wales  chofe  him  Clerk 
of  his  Council,  and  the  Lord  Chancellor  Parker,  as  foon  as  he  r«ceived  the  Seals,  appointed  him, 
unaflced.  Secretary  of  JPrefentations. 

Having  already  tranflated  fome  part  of  Lticans  Pharfalia,  which  had  been  publiflied  in  the  Mif- 
cellanies,  he  undertook  a  verfion  of  the  whole  work,  which  he  lived  to  finifh,  but  not  to  publifh. 

He  died  the  6th  of  December  1 718,  in  the  4jth  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  among  the 
Poets  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

He  was  twice  married,  firft  to  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Auditor  Parfons,  and  afterwards  to  a  daugh= 
ter  of  Mr.  Devenifli,  of  a  good  family  in  Devonfhire.  By  his  firft  wife  he  had  a  fon,  and  by  the 
fecond  a  daughter,  married  to  Mr.  Fane. 

His  charader  is  given  by  Dr.  Welwood  with  the  fondnefs  of  a  friend. 

"  His  perfon  was  graceful  and  well  made,  his  face  regular  and.of  a  manly  beauty.  He  had  ;t 
(quick  and  fruitful  invention,  a  deep  penetration,  and  a  large  compafs  of  thought,  with  Angular 
dexterity  and  eafinefs  in  making  his  thoughts  to  be  underftood.  He  was  mafter  of  moft  parts  of 
polite  learning,  efpecially  the  claffical  authors,  both  Greek  and  Latin,  underftood  the  French,  Ita- 
lian, and  Spanifli  languages,  and  fpoke  the  firft;  fluently,  and  the  other  two  tolerably  well.  He  had 
a  good  tafte  in  philofophy,  and  having  a  firm  impreflion  of  religion  upon  his  mind,  he  took  great 
delight  in  divinity  and  ecclefiaftical  hiftory.  He  abhored  thet'irinciple  of  perfecuting  men  upon  ac- 
count of  their  principles  in  religion,  and  being  ftridl  in  his  own,  he  took  it  not  upon  him  to  cen- 
fure  thofe  of  another  perfuafion.  His  converfation  was  pleafant,  witty,  and  learned,  without  the 
leaft  tindure  of  affedation  or  pedantry,  and  his  inimitable  manner  of  diverting  the  company,  made 
it  impoffible  for  any  one  to  be  out  of  humour  when  he  was  in  it.  He  died  like  a  Chriftian  and  % 
philofopher,  in  charity  with  all  mankind,  and  with  an  abfolute  refignation  to  the  will  of  God.  He 
kept  up  his  good  humour  to  the  laft,  and  took  leave  of  his  wife  and  friends,  immediately  before  his 
laft  agony,  with  the  fame  indifference  for  life  as  though  he  had  been  upon  taking  but  a  ftiort 
journey." 

To  this  charader  may  be  added  the  teftimony  of  Pope,  wha  fays,  in  a  letter  to  Blount,  "  Mr, 
Rowe  accompanied  me  and  pafTed  a  week  in  the  Foreft.  I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of 
his  turn  entertained  me  ;  but  I  muft  acquaint  you  there  is  a  vivacity  and  gaiety  of  difpoCtion  almoft 
peculiar  to  him,  which  makes  it  impoffible  to  part  from  him  without  that  uneafinefs  which  generally 
fucceeds  all  our  plcafures." 

A  lefs  advantageous  mention  of  his  companion  is  reported  by  Warburton.    "  Rowe,  in  Mr, 
Pope's  opinion,  maintained  a  decent  charader,  but  had  no  heart,"     A  converfation  is  added  bf« 
Vol.  VII.  I 
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tween  Pope  and  Addifon,  in  which  Pope  is  reported  to  have  mentioned  the  fatisfaJtion  which  the'^ 
common  friend  expreffi;d  ac  feme  junAure  of  Addifon's  advancement,  and  Addifon  is  faid  to  have 
rephed,  "  I  do  not  fufpeift  that  he  feigned ;  but  the  levity  of  his  heart  is  fuch,  that  he  is  llruck 
with  any  new  adventure ;  and  it  would  affed  him  jufl  in  the  fame  manner  if  he  heard  that  I  was 
going  to  be  hanged."  But  much  ftrefs  is  not  to  be  laid  on  hyperbolical  accufation;,  and  pointed 
fentences,  which  were  probably  meant  to  be  applauded  rather  than  credited  ;  for  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  he  who  knew  how  to  feize  the  hearts  of  others,  did  not  want  one  himfelf. 

Pope  has  left  behind  him  a  refutation  of  this  cenfure,  in  his  "  Epitaph  on  Rowe,"  which  contains 
a  liberal  encomium  on  his  genius,  his  patriotifm,  and  his  fenfibillty.  A  more  unqueilianable  tefli- 
mony  to  the  excellence  of  his  heart,  is  to  be  found  in  the  love  and  eltecni  of  men  of  the  higheft 
reputation  for  abilities  and  virtue  among  his  contemporaries. 

Enough  for  him  that  Congrevc  was  his  friend,  ' 

That  Garif},  and  Steele,  and  AdJifon  commend. 

His  "  Poetical  Works,"  confilling  of  his  plays  and  mifcellaneous  poems,  were  colledted  and 
printed  by  Tonfon,  in  3  vols.  lamo,  1 7 19.  An  account  of  his  life  was  prefixed  by  the  Rev.  S.  Hales, 
dated  St.  James's,  December  28.  1718,  with  Verfes  on  his  death  by  Mr.  Beckingham,  Mr.  Am- 
hurft,  Mrs.  Centlivre,  and  Mr.  Newcomb. 

His  tranflation  of  Lucans  Pharfalia  was  publiihed  by  Dr.  Welwood,  foon  after  his  death ;  and 
dedicated  to  the  King  by  his  widow,  at  his  defire. 

Rowe  is  chiefly  diftinguiflied  as  a  dramatifl:  and  a  tranflator.  His  occaiional  poems  and  fhort 
compofitions,  like  thofe  of  Shakfpeare  and  Otway,  are  rarely  worthy  of  much  praife  or  cenfure; 
for  they  fcem  the  cafual  effufions  of  a  mind  feeldng  rather  to  amufe  its  leifure  than  to  exercife  its 
powers.  His  tranflation  of  the  Golden  Verfes  of  Pythagoras,  and  of  the  fitft  book  of  fillet's  Calli- 
fxdia,  is  fmooth  and  free  ;  yet  few  lines  are  eminently  elegant.  The  Foem  on  the  Succefs  of  his 
Maje/iy's  Arms  Is  tedious.  His  beautiful  ballad,  intituled,  Colin  s  Complaint,  is  the  moft  popular  of 
his  little  pieces.  It  may  be  ranked  with  the  "  Pailoral  Ballad"  of  Shenftone,  of  which  it  was 
probably  the  model.  '  \ 

His  admirable  verfion  of  Lucan  is  not  appended  to  this  edition  of  his  poems,  in  confe(5Usnce  of 
an  arrangement  adopted  by  the  proprietors  of  this  publication,  which  is  to  give  the  entire   tranfla. 
tions  of  the  poetical  authors  of  antiquity  in  a  particular  feries. 

"  I  know  not  that  there  can  be  found  in  his  plays,"  fays  Dr.  Johufon,  "  any  deep  fearch  into 
nature,  any  accurate  difcrimination  of  kindred  qualities,  or  nice  difplay  of  paflion  in  its  progrefs; 
all  is  general  and  undefined.  Nor  does  he  much  intereft  or  afTcfl  the  auditor,  except  in  Jane  Shore, 
who  is  always  feen  and  heard  with  nity.  J^icia  is  a  characler  of  empty  nolle,  with  no  refemblance 
to  real  forrow,  or  to  natural  maducft."  i 

"  Whence,  then,  has  Rowe  his  reputation  ? — From  the  reafonftblenefs  and  propriety  of  fome  of  his 
fcenes,  from  the  elegance  of  his  didion,  and  the  fuaviry  of  his  verfe.  He  feldom  moves  either  pitj 
or  terror,  but  he  often  elevates  the  fentimcnts;  he  feldom  pierces  the  heart,  but  he  always  delighti 
the  ear,  and  often  improves  the  underftanding." 

"  His  verfion  of  Lucan  is  one  of  the  greateft  produdlions  of  Englifh  poetry;  for  there  is  perhaps, 
none  that  fo  completely  preferves  the  genius  and  ipirit  of  the  original.  Lucan  is  diftinguifhed  by  a 
kind  of  didatorial  or  philofophic  dignity  ;  rather,  as  Quintilian  obferves,  declamatory  than  poetical; 
full  of  ambitious  morality  and  pointed  fentences  comprifed  in  vigorous  and  animated  lines.  This 
charader  Rowe  has  very  diligently  and  fuccefsfuUy  prefervcd.  His  vcrfification,  which  is  fuch  as 
his  contemporaries  praillfed,  without  any  attempt  at  innovation  or  improvement,  feldom  wants 
cither  melody  or  force.  His  author's  fenfe  is  fometimes  a  little  diluted  by  additional  infufions,  and 
f  )mctimes  wenkened  by  too  much  expanfion.  But  fuch  faults  are  to  be  cxpedled  in  all  tranflations, 
from  the  conftraint  of  mcafures  and  diffimilitude  of  languages.  The  Pharfalia.  of  Rowe  defervea 
more  notice  than  it  obtainjj  and  as  it  is  mire  rea^  will  be  more  eftecoied." 
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POEMS. 


COLDEN  VERSES  OF  PYTHAGORAS, 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK. 


TO  THE  READER. 


I  HOPE  the  reader  will  forgive  the  liberty  I  have 
taken  in  tranflating  thefe  vcrfes  fomewhac  at  large, 
■without  which  it  would  have  been  almoft  impofli- 
ble  to  have  given  any  kind  of  turn  in  Er  ghfh  poe- 
try to  fo  dry  a  fubje(5t.  The  fenfe  of  the  author 
is,  I  hope,  no  where  miftaken  ;  and  if  there  feems 
in  fonie  places  to  be  lome  additions  in  the  En^iifli 
verfes  to  the  Greek  text,  they  are  only  fuch  as 
may  be  juftilied  from  Hierocles's  Commentary, 
and  delivered  by  him  as  the  larger  and  explained 
fenfe  of  the  author's  Ihort  precept.  I  have  in  fome 
few  places  ventured  to  differ  from  the  learned  Mr. 
Dacier's  French  interpretation,  as  thofe  that  flaall 
wive  themfelves  the  trouble  <  f  a  flrid;  comparifon 
will  find.  How  far  I  am  in  the  right,  is  left  to 
the  reader  to  determine. 


First  to  the  gods  thy  humble  homage  pay; 
The  greatefl  this,  and  firfl  of  laws  obey  : 
Perform  thy  vows,  obferve  thy  plighted  troth, 
And  let  religion  bind  thee  to  thy  oath. 
The  heroes  next  demand  thy  juft  regard,  "1 

Renown'd  on  earth,  and  to  the  ftnrs  prefcrr'd,    / 
To  light  and  endlefs  life,  their  virtue's  fure  re- 1 

ward.  J 

Due  rites  perform  and  honours  to  the  dead, 
To  every  wife,  to  every  pious  fliaue. 
With  lowly  duty  to  thy  patents  bow, 
And  grace  and  favaur  to  thy  kindred  fhew  : 
For  what  concerns  the  reft  of  human  kind,         "^ 
Choofe  out  the  man  to  virtue  befl:  i;;cliu'd  ;  ( 

Him  to  thy  arms  receive,  him   to  thy  bofom  ^ 

bind.  > 

PofTeft  of  fuch  a  friend,  preferve  him  dill ; 
Nor  thwart  his  cc.uni'els  with  thy  fiubborn  will  J 
Pliant  to  all  his  adm  jnitions  prove. 
And  yi^Jd  tc  all  his  o£&ces  of  love  i 


Him  from  thy  heart,  fo  true,  fo  juftly  dear, 
I>et  no  ralh  word  nor  light  offences  tear. 
Bear  all  thou  car.ft,  itill  with  his  failings  drive, 
And  to  the  utmofl  flill,  and  flill  fergive; 
For  ftrong  neceliity  aloiie  explores 
The  ftcret  vigour  of  our  latent  powers, 
Rouzes  and  urges  on  the  lazy  heart, 
Force,  to  itfelf  unknown  before,  t'exert. 
By  ufe  thy  flronger  .ippetites  aiTwage, 
Thy  gluttony,  thy  floth,  chy  luft,  thy  rage: 
From  each  diflionefl  ndt  of  fliamc  forbear; 
Of  others,  and  thyfelf,  alike  beware. 
Let  reverence  of  thyfelf  thy  thoughts  controlj 
And  guard  the  facred  temple  of  thy  foul. 
Let  juftice  o'er  thy  word  and  deed  prefide. 
And  reafon  ev'n  thy  meanefl  adioiis  guide  ; 
For  know  that  death  is  man's  appointed  doom, 
Know  that  the  day  of  great  account  will  come, 
When  thy  paft  life  fhall  flvidtiy  be  furvey'd,       "> 
Each  word,  each  deed,  be  in  the  balance  laid,      ( 
And  all  the  good  and  all  the  ill  moft  juflly  be  T 

repaid.  J 

For  wealth,  the  periihirg,  uncertain  good, 
Ebbing  and  flowing  like  the  fickle  flood, 
That  knows  no  fure,  no  fix'd  abiding- place, 
But  wandering  loves  from  hand  to  hand  topafs; 
Rev*  ive  the  getter's  joy  and  lofer't  pain. 
And  rhink  if  it  be  worth  thy  while  to  gain. 
Of  all  thofe  forrows  that  attend  mankiid, 
Wi'h  patience  bear  the  iot  to  thee  affign'd ; 
Nor  think  it  chance,  nor  murmur  at  the  load ; 
For  know  what  man  calls  foi  tune  is  from  God. 
in  V.  ha?  thou  may'ft,  from  wTdom  leek  relief, 
And  let  Iter  healing  hand  affwage  thy  grief; 
Yet  ftill  whate'er  the  righte.ui  diH>m  orJaiuSj 
What  caufe  foever  mul  iplic-i  thy  pains, 
Let  not  thofe  rains  as  iIlsT.e  urderiUod; 
For  God  deli(rhts  not  to  aflLd:  the  good. 

1  ne  reafoning  art,  to  various  ends  apply 'd, 
Is  oft  a  fure,  but  oft  an  erring  ^uide. 
Thy   judgment    therefore    fcund    and    cool  pre« 

fcrve, 
Nor  lightly  from  thy  refolution  fwerve; 
The  dazzling  pomp  of  words  does  oft  deceive. 
And  Iweet  perfuafion  wins  the  eafy  to  believe. 
When  fools  and  liars  labour  to  pcrluade. 
Be  dumbj  and  let  the  babblers  vainly  phad. 
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This  above  all,  this  precept  chiefly  learn, 
This  rearly  does,  and  firft,  thyfelf  concern  ; 
Let  not  example,  let  no  foothin,^  tin^ue, 
Prevail  upon  thee  with  a  Syren's  rmg, 
To  do  thy  foul's  immortal  effsnce  wrong. 
Of  Bood  and  ill  by  words  or  deeds  expreft, 
Choofe  for  rhyfelf.  and  always  chdofe  the  heft. 

Ler  wary  thought  each  enter)irife  forerun, 
And  ponder  on  thy  talk  before  begun, 
f.eft  folly  fhouM  tiie  wretched  work  deface, 
And  mrtk  thy  fruitlefs  labours  with  difgrace. 
Fools  huddle  on, and  always  are  in  hafte, 
Av5l  without  thou,  hr,  and  thoughtlefs  words  they 

wafte. 
But  thou,  in  all  thou  doft.  with  early  cares 
Strive  to  prevent  at  firft  a  fate  like  theirs; 
That  forrnw  on  the  end  may  never  wait, 
Nor  fliarp  repentance  make  thee  wife  too  late. 

Beware  thy  mtddling  hand  in  ought  to  try, 
That  does  beyond  thy  reach  of  knowledge  lie  ; 
But  feek  to  krow,  and  bend  thy  ferious  thought 
To  fearch  the  profitable  knowledge  out. 
So  joys  on  joys  for  ever  ftiall  increafe,  "^ 

Wifdom  ftiall  crown  thy  labours,  and  fball  blefsv 
Thy  life  with  pleafure,  and  thy  end  wit!i  peace,  j 

Nrr  let  the  body  want  its  part,  but  ihare 
A  juft  proportion  of  thy  tender  care  : 
For  health  and  welfare  prudently  provide, 
And  let  its  lawful  wants  be  all  fupply'd. 
Let  fober  draughts  refrefh,  and  wholefome  fare  "J 
Decaying  nature's  wafted  force  repair;  C 

And  fprightly  exercife  the  duller  fpirits  cheer.   J 
In  all  things  flill  which  to  this  care  belong, 
Obferve  this  rule,  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong. 
Ev  virtuous  ufe  thy  life  and  manners  frame, 
Manly  and  fimply  pure,  and  fret  from  blame. 

Provoke  not  envy's  deadly  rage,  but  fly 
The  glancing  curfe  of  her  malicious  eye. 

Seek  not  in  ncedlefs  luxury  to  wafte 
Thy  wealth  and  fubftance    with  a  fpendthrift's 

hafte. 
\'c  t  flying  thefe,  be  watchful,  left  thy  mind, 
Pr  'ne  to  extremes,  an  equal  danger  iind, 
And  be  to  fordid  avarice  iiiclin'd. 
Diftant  alike  from  each,  to  neither  lean, 
But  ever  keep  the  happy  ■  olden  mean. 

Be  careful  flill  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong, 
And    1(  t    thy    thought   prevent  thy    hand    and 
tor.gue. 

Let  not  the  flealing  god  of  flcep  furprife, 
Nor  creep  in  flumberson  thy  weary  eyes, 
Ere  every  adlion  of  the  former  day 
Piriiflly  thou  doft  and  righteoufly  iurvey. 
With  reverence  at  thy  own  tribunal  fland. 
And  anfw  er  juftly  to  thy  own  demand. 
Where  have    I    been  I     In    what  have  I   tranf- 

grefs'd  ? 
What  good  or  ill  has  this  clay's  life  exprefs'd  ? 
Where  have  I  faii'd  in  wliat  I  ought  to  do  ? 
Ti:  what  to  God,  to  man,  or  to  myfelf  I  owe  ? 
Inquire  fcvere  %v!iat-e'er  from  firft  to  laft. 
From  morning's  da.wn,  till  evening's  gloom,  has 

ppft.'  '  • 

If  evil  were  thy  deeds,  repenting  mou'n, 
Aad  let  ihy  foul  with  ftrong  rcmcrfs  be  torn. 


? 
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If  good,  the  good  with  peace  of  mind  repay, 
And  to  thy  fccret  felf  with  pleafure  fay, 
Rej-ice,  my  heart,  for  all  went  well  to-day. 

Thefe   thoughts,  and   chiefly  thefe   thy  mind 
fhould  move, 
Employ  thy  ftudy,  and  engage  thy  love. 
Thefe  are  the  rules  which  will  to  virtue  lead, 
And  teach  thy  feet  her  heavenly  paths  to  trade. 
This  by  hi«  name  I  fwear,  whofe  facred  lore 
Firft  to  mankind  explain'd  the  myftic  four, 
Source  of  eternal  nature  and  almighty  power. 

In  all  thou  doft  firft  let  thy  prayers  afcend. 
And  to  the  gods  thy  labours  firft  commend 
From  them  implore  fuccefs,  and  hope  a  profpe 

ous  end. 

So  fliall  thy  abler  mind  be  taught  to  foar. 
And  wifdom  in  her  fecret  ways  explore ; 
To  range  through  heaven  above  and  earth  below, 
immortal  gods  and  mortal  men  t«  kaow. 
S.)  fhalt  thou  learn  what  power  docs  all  control, 
What   bounds   the    parts,   and  what   unites  the 

whole  : 
And  rightly  judge,  in  all  this  wondrous  frame, 
How  universal  nature  is  the  fame  ; 
So  fhalt  thou  ne'er  thy  vain  affe>flions  place 
On  hopes  of  what  fhall  never  come  to  pafs. 

IVIan,  v/retched  man,  thou  flialt  be  taught  toi 
know. 
Who  bears  within  himfelf  the  inborne  caufe  of  woe. 
Unhappy  race  1   that  never  yet  could  tell. 
How  near  their  good  and  happinefs  they  dwell. 
Depriv'd  of  fenfe,  rhey  neither  hear  nor  fee;       "j 
Futter'd  in  vice,  thty  feek  not  to  be  free,  C 

But  fluj  id,  to  their  own  fad  fate  agree  :  3 

Like  ponderous  rnlling-ftones,  opprefs  with  ill,   ~% 
The  weight  that  loads  them  makes  them  roll  on  f 

m,  r 

Bereft  of  choice  and  freedom  of  the  will;  J 

For  native  ftrife  in  every  bofom  reigns. 
And  fecretly  an  impious  war  maintains : 
Provoke  not  this,  but  let  the  combat  ceafe. 
And  every  yitlding  paffion  fuc  for  peace. 

Would'ft  thou,  great  Jove,  thou  father  of  man-T 
kind,  / 

Reveal  the  daemon  for  that  taflc  afiign'd,  C 

The  wretched  race  an  end  of  woes  would  find.  J 
And  yet  be  bold,  O  man,  divine  thou  art. 
And  of  the  gods  celeflial  eflencepart. 
Nor  facred  nature  is  from  thee  conceal'd,      ' 
But  to  thy  race  her  myftic  rules  reveal'd. 
Thefe  ii  to  know  thou  liappily  attain, 
Soon  flialt  th.ou  perfedi:  be  in  all  that  I  ordain. 
Fhy  wounded  foul  to  health  thou  flialt  reftore. 
And  free  from  every  pain  fhe  felt  before. 

Abftain,  I  warn,  from  meals  unclean  and  foul. 
So  keep  thy  body  pure,  fo  free  rhy  foul ; 
So  rightly  judge;  thy  rcafon  fo  maintain; 
Rcafon  wliich  heaven  did  for  thy  guide  ordain 
Let  that  bcft  reafon  ever  hold  the  rein. 

Then  if  ihis  mortal  body  thou  forfake. 
And  thy  glad  flight  to  the  pure  xther  take. 
Among  the  gods  exalted  flialt  thou  fliine. 
Immortal,  incorruptible,  divine  : 
The  tyrant  death  fccurely  fhalt  thou  brave. 
And  fcorn  the  daik  dominion  of  the  grave. 
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A  POEM 
ON  THE  LATE  GLORIOUS  SUCCESSES,  &c. 

Humbly  Infcribed  to 
THE  LORD  rREAjUHER  GODOLPHIN. 

While  kings  and  nations  on  thy  counfels  wait, 
And  Anna  trufts  to  thee  the  Britifh  ftatt ; 
While  fame,  to  thee,  from  every  foreign  coaft. 
Flies  with  the  news  of  empires  won  and  loft, 
Relates  whate'er  her  bufy  eyes  beheld, 
And  tells  the  fortune  of  each  bloody  field; 
While,  with  officious  duty,  crowds  attend, 
To  hail  the  labours  of  thy  god-like  friend, 
Vouchfafe  the  mufc's  humbler  joy  to  hear; 
For  facred  numbers  fhall  be  dill  thy  care  ; 
Though  mean  the  verfe,  though  lowly  be  the  ftrain, 
Tjmjgh  leaft  regarded  be  the  niufe,  of  all  the 

'  "^    tuneful  train, 
Yet  rife,  neglected  nymph,  avow  thy  flame, 
Afferr  th'  infpiring  god,  and  greatly  aim 
To  make  thy  numbers  equal  to  thy  theme. 
From  heaven  derive  thy  verfe;  to  heaven  belong 
The  counfels  of  the  wife,  and  battles  of  the  ftroiig. 
To  heaven  the  royal  Anna  owes,  alone. 
The  virtues  which  adorn  and  guard  her  throne  ; 
Thence  is  her  juftice  wretches  to  rediefs. 
Thence  is  her  mercy  and  her  love  of  peace ; 
Thence  is  her  power,  her  fceptre  uncontrol'd, 
To  bend  the  ftubborn,  and  rcprefsthe  bold; 
Her  peaceful  arts  fierce  faflions  to  affwage. 
To  heal  their  breaches,  and  to  footh  their  rage  ; 
Thence  is  that  happy  prudence,  which  prefides 
In  each  defign,  and  every  action  guides; 
Thence  is  Ihe  taught  her  ftiining  court  to  grace. 
And  fix  the  worthieft  in  the  worthieft  plnce. 
To  truft  at  home  Godolphin's  watchful  care. 
And  fend  vidlorious  Churchill  forth  to  war. 

Arife,  ye  nations  refcued  by  her  fword. 
Freed  from  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord, 
Anfe,  and  join  the  heroine  to  blefs. 
Behold  (lie  fends  to  fave  you  from  diftrefs ; 
Rich  is  the  royal  bounty  (he  beftows," 
Tis  plenty,  peace,  and  fafety  from  your  foes. 
And  thou,  Iberia  '.  rous'd  at  length,  difdain 
To  wear  enflav'd  the  Gallic  tyrant's  chain. 
For  fee  !  the  Britifh  genius  comes,  to  cheer 
Thy  fainting  fons,  and  kindle  them  to  war. 
With  her  own  glorious  fires  their  foul  flic  warms. 
And  bids  them  burn  for  liberty  and  arms. 
Unhappy  land  I   the  foremoU  once  in  fame, 
Once  lifting  to  the  ftais  thy  noble  name. 
In  aits  excelling,  and  in  arms  fcvere, 
^he  weftern  kingdoms'  envy,  and  their  fear  : 
Where  is  thy  pride,  thy  confcious  honour,  flown, 
Thy  ancient  valour,  and  thy  firtt  renown  ? 
How  art  thou  fank  among  the  nations  now  !       ") 
Ho%v  haft  thou  taught  thy  haughty  neck  to  bow,/ 
And  dropt  the  warrior's  wreath  inglorious  from  t 
thy  brow  ;  3 

Not  thus  of  (^Id  her  valiant  fathers  bore 
The  bondage  ol^  the  uiibelieving  Moor, 


But,  oft,  alternate,  made  the  vigors  yield. 

And   prov'd  their  might   in   many  a  well-fought 

field; 
Bold  in  defence  of  liberty  they  flood. 
And  doubly  dy'd  their  crofs  in  Moorifh  blood : 
Then  in  heroic  arms  their  knights  excell'd, 
The  tyrant  then  and  giant  then  they  quell'd. 
Then  every  nobler  thought  their  minds  did  move, 
And  thofe  who  fought  for  freedom,  figh'd   for 

love. 
Like  one,  thofe  facred  flames  united  live, 
At  once  they  languifh,  and  at  once  revive  ; 
Alike  they  ftiun  the  coward  and  rhe  flave, 
But  blefs  the  free,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Nor  frown,  ye  fair,  nor  think  my  verfe  untrue  '."^ 
Though  we  difdain  that  man  fhifuld  man  fub-f 

due,  [y""-l" 

Yet  all  the  free-born  race  are   flaves  alike  to 3 

Yet,  once  again  that  glory  to  reftore. 
The  Britons  feck  the  CeJtiberian  ftiore. 
With  echoing  peals,  at  Anna's  high  command. 
Their  naval  thunder  wakes  the  drowfy  land  ; 
High  at  their  head,  Iberia's  promis'd  lord. 
Young    Charles  of  Auftria,    waves    his   ftiining 

fword ; 
His  youthful  veins  with  hopes  of  empire  glow. 
Swell  his  bold  heart,  and  urge  him  on  the  foe  : 
With  joy  he  reads,  in  every  warrior's  face. 
Some  happy  omen  of  a  fure  fuccefs; 
Then  leaps  exulting  on  the  hoftilc  ftrand. 
And  thinks  the  deftin'd  fceptre  in  his  hand. 

Nor  fate  denies,  what  firll  his  wifties  name, 
Proud  Barcelona  owns  iiis  jufter  claim, 
With  the  firft  laurel  binds  his  youthful  brows, 
And,  pledge  of  future  crowns,  the  mural  wreath 

beftows. 
But  foon  the  equal  of  his  youthful  years, 
Fhilip  of  Bourbon's  haughty  line  appears; 
Like  hopes  attend  his  birth,  like  glories  grace, 
(If  glory  can  be  in  a  tyrant's  race) 
In  numbers  proud,  he  threats  no  more  from  far. 
But  nearer  draws  the  black  impending  war  ; 
He  views  his  hoft,then  fcornsthe  rebel  town. 
And  dooms  to  certain  death  the  rival  of  his  crown. 

Now  fame  and  empire,  all  the  nobler  fpoils 
That  urge  the  hero,  and  reward  his  toils, 
Plac'd  in  their  view,  alike  their  hopes  engage. 
And  fire  their  brcafts  with  more  than  mortal  rage. 
Not  lawlefs  love,  not  vengeance,  nor  defpair. 
So  daring,  fierce,  untam'd,  and  furious  are, 
As  when  ambition  prompts  the  great  to 
As  youthful  kings,  when,  ftriving  for  renown. 
They  prove  their  might  in  arms,  and  combat  for  ft 

crown. 
Hard  was  the  cruel  ftrife,  and  doubtful  long 
Betwixt  the  chiefs  fufpended  conqueft  hung; 
Till,  forc'd  at  length,  diidaining  much  to  yield, 
Charles  to  his  rival  quits  the  fatal  field. 
Numbers  and  fortune  o'er  his  right  prevail, 
And  ev'ii  the  Britifti  valour  feems  to  fail; 
And  yet  they  fail'd  not  all.     In  that  extreme, 
Confcious  of  virtue,  liberty,  and  fame. 
They  vow  the  youthful  monarch's  fate  to  ftiare, ' 
Above  diftrefs,  ui.conquer'd  by  defpair. 
Still  to  defend  the  town  and  animate  the  war. 
liij 


"""""ft'- 
fpair,  ^ 
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But,  lo  '.  when  every  better  hope  was  paft. 
When  every  day  of  danj^cr  feem'd  their  laft, 
Far  on  the  diftant  ocean,  they  furvey. 
Where  a  proud  navy  plows  its  watery  way 
Mor  long  they  doubted,  but  with  joy  defcry. 
Upon  the  chief's  tall  top-mafts  waving  high 
7'he  Britifli  crofs  and  Belgic  lion  fly 
l,oud  with  tumultuous  clamour,  loud  they  rear 
Their  cries  of  ecflafy,  and  rend  the  air ; 
In  peals  on  peals  the  flmuts  triumphant  rife. 
Spread  fwitt,  and  rattle  through  the  fparioup  Ikies; 
While,  from  below,  old  ocean  groans  profound,  "A 
The  walls  the  rockb,  the  fliorcs,  repel  the  f(  und,  ( 
Ring  with  the  deafening  ftiock,  and  thunder  all  C 

around.  J 

Such  was  the  joy  the  Trrjan  youth  esprefs'd  ~) 
Who,  by  the  fierce  Rutilian's  firge  diftrefs'd,  ? 
Were  by  the  Tyrrhene  aid  at  length  releas'd  ;  3 
When  young  Afcanius,  then  in  arms  lirfl  try'd,0 
Ijumbers  and  every  other  want  fupply'd,  r 

And  haughty  Turnus  from  his  walls  dcfy'd  :       J 
Sav'd  in  the  town  an  empire  yet  to  come. 
And  fix'd  the  fate  of  his  imperial  Rome. 

But  oh  1  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  fliall  reveal 
Thofc    pangs   of  rage  and   grief   the  vanquifh'd 

feel : 
Who  fhall  retreating  Philip's  fbame  inpart, 
And  tell  the  anguifh  of  his  labouring  heart ! 
What  paint,  what  Ipealurg  pencil  ftiall  exprefs 
The  blended  pafTions  flriving  in  his  face  ! 
Hate,  indignation,  courage,  pride,  remorfe, 
With  thoughts  o.f  glery  jaft,  the  loler's  greatefl 

curfe. 
Fatal  ambition  I  fay  what  wondrous  charms 
Dthicie  mankind  to  toil  for  thee  in  arnisl 
M'lii.h  all  thy  fpoils,  thy  wrcaih<  in  battle  won, 
The  pride  of  j  ower,  and  glory  <  f  a  crown, 
Whtii  all  war  gives,  when  all  the  great  can  gain, 
Ey'n  thy  whole  pleafure,  pays  not  half  thy  pain. 

All  h^iil  ;   ye  Icfter,  happier  arts  of  peace, 
Secur'd  from  harms,  and  bieft  with  learned  eafe  ; 
In  battles,  blood,  and  perils  hard,  unikih'd, 
Wl.ich  haunt  the  wanior  in  the  fatal  field  ; 
But  chief,  thee,  goddefs  mufe  !  my  verfe   would 

raife, 
And  to  thy  own  f(  ft  numbers  tune  thy  praife  ; 
Happy  tbe  youth  irjfpir'd,  beneath  thy  (1  ade. 
Thy  verdant,  tver-living  laurels  laid  I 
Ihtre,  fafe,  no  pleaiures,  there  no  pains  they") 

know. 
But  thofe  wliich  from  thy  facred  raptures  flow,  ^ 
Nor  willr  for  crowns,  but  what  thy  groves  be-  j 

flow.  J 

ATc,  nymph  divine!  nor  fcorn  my  hiin.ble  praytr, 
Receive  unworthy,  to  thy  kinder  care, 
D'cm'd  to  a  gentler  thotigh  more  lowly,  fate, 
Not  wifliing  once,  nor  knov.  ii:g  to  be  gtcat  ; 
A'le,  to  thy  peaceful  haunts,  iiijilorious  bring,       "J 
Where  fccrct  thy  celtflial  fiih  rs  fing,  ( 

Paft  by  their  facred   hill,  aiid  fwect   Caftallan  f 

fpring.  J 

But  nobler  thoughts  the  viiflrr  prince  employ, 
And  raile  his  heart  w:th  high  triumphant  joy  ; 
From  hence  a  better  cnurfe  of  tim.c  rol.'s  on, 
And  whiter  days  fucctflivc  fetm  to  run. 


From  hence  his  kinder  fortune  feems  to  date 
The  rifing  glories  of  his  future  flate. 
From  hence  ! — But  oh !  too  foon  the  hero  mourns 
His  hopes  deceiv'd,and  war's  inconflant  turns. 
In  vain,  his  echoing  trumpets  loud  alarms 
Provoke  the  cold  Iberian  lords  to  arms; 
Carclcfsof  fame,  as  of  tlieir  monarch's  fate. 
In  fullen  floth  fupinely  proud  they  fate  ; 
Or  to  be  flaves  or  free  alike  prepar'd, 
And  trufting  heaven  was  bound  to  be  their  guard, 
Untouch'd  with  fhanie,  the  noble  llrife  beheld, 
Nor  otice  effay'd  to  ftruggle  to  the  field; 
But  fought  in  the  cold  fhade,  and  rural  feat, 
An  unmolefled  eafe  and  calm  retreat  : 
Saw  each  contending  prince's  arms  advance, 
I'hen  with  a  lazy  dull  indifference        [chance. 
Turn'd  to  their    retl,    and    left  the   world  toj 
So  when,  commanded  by  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Thaum.antian  Iris  left  the  realms  above. 
And  fwift  dcfccnding  on  her  painted  bow, 
Sought  the  dull  god  of  fleep  in  fhades  below; 
Nodding  and  flow,  his  dmw  fy  head  he  rear'd. 
And  heavily  the  facred  meffage  heard  ; 
Then  with  a  yawn  at  once  fi;rgct  the  pair. 
And  funk  to  his  firft  lloth  and  indolence  again. 
But  oh,  my  mufe  1  th'  ungrateful  toil  forlake. 
Some  talk  more  pleafing  to  thy  numbers  take. 
Nor  choofe  in  melancholy  ftraiiis  to  tell 
Fach  harder  chance  the  jufler  caufc  befel. 
Or  rather  turn,  aufpicious  turn  thy  flight. 
Where  Marlborough's  heroic  arms  invite. 
Where  highefl  deeds  the  poet's  breafl.  infpire 
With  rage  divine,  and  fan  the  facred  fire. 
See  1  where  at  once  Ramillia's  noble  field 
Ten  thoufand  themes  for  living  verfe  fhall  yield. 
See  I  where  at  once  the  dreadful  objedts  rife,       "> 
At  once  they  fpread  before  my  wondering  eyes,  > 
And  fhock  my  labouring  foul  with  vafl  furprife;  J 
At  once  the  wide-extended  battles  move, 
At  once  they  jiin,  at  once  their  fate  they  prove. 
The  roar  afcends  prouiifcuous;  groans  and  cries, -j 
The  drums,  the  cannons'  burft,  the  Ihout,  fupplies  C 
One  univerfal  anarchy  of  noife.  j 

Or;e  din  confus'd,  fcimd  mixt  and  lofl  in  found, 
Echoes  to  all  the  frighted  cities  round. 
Thick  dufl-  andfmoke  in  wavy  clouds  arife. 
Stain  the  bright  day,  and  taint  the  purer  ikies; 
While  flafhing  flanies  like  lightning  dart  betweeiij 
And  fill  the  horror  of  the  fatal  fcene. 
Around  the  field,  all  dy"d  in  purple  foam. 
Hate,  fury,  and  infatiate  {laughter  roan;  ; 
Difcord  v\ith  pleafure  o'er  the  ruin  treads. 
And  laughing  wraps  her  in  her  tatter 'd  weeds; 
While  fietce  Bellona  thunder»  in  her  car,  ■) 

Shake?  teriible  h?r  fieely  whip  from  far,  C 

And  with  new  rage  revives  the  fainting  war,       J 
So  wlien  two  currents,  rapid  in  their  courfe, 
Rufli  to  a  point,  and  meet  with  equal  force, 

I  he  angry  billows  rear  their  heads  on  high,        ~\ 
Dafliing  aloft  the  foaming  furges  fly,  C 

And  rifiiig  cloud  the  air  with  mifty  fpry  ;  j 

The  raging  flood  is  heard  from  far  to  roar. 
By  liftenirg  fliepherds  on  the  diftant  fhore. 

While  much  thoy  fear,  what  ilk  it  fliould  portend. 
And  wonder  why  the  watery  eods  contend. 
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High  in  the  rnidft,  Britannia's  warlike  chief. 
Too  greatly  bold,  and  prodigal  of  life. 
Is  feen  to  prefs  where  death  and  dangers  call,     -\ 
Where  the  war  bleeds,  and  where  the  thickcft  ( 
fall,  C 

Hs  flies,  and  drives  confus'd  the  fsinting:  Gaul,  J 
Like  heat  diffus'd,  his  great  example  warms, 
And  animates  the  fecial  warriors'  arms, 
Inflames  each  colder  heart,  confirm?  the  bold. 
Makes  the  young  heroes,  and  renews  the  old. 
In  forms  divme  around  him  watchful  wait 
The  guardian  genii  of  the  Britilh  ftate ; 
Juflice  and  truth  his  fleps  unerring  guide. 
And  faithful  loyalty  defends  his  fide  ; 
Prudence  and  fortitude  their  Marlborough  guard, 
And  ple^fiiig  liberty  his  labours  cheer'd  ; 
But  chief,  the  angel  of  his  queen  was  there,         ~) 
The  union-crofs  his  filver  Ihicld  did  bear,  > 

And  in  his  decent  hand  he  fhook  a  warlike  fpear.  j 
While  vii^ory  celcftial  foars  above, 
Plum'd  like  tiie  eagle  of  im}>ef  ial  Jove, 
Hangs  o'er  the  chief,  whom  flie  delights  to  blefs, 
And  ever  arms  his  fword  with  fure  fuccefs, 
Dooms  him  the  provid  opprcffor  to  deflroy, 
Then  waves  her  palm,  and  claps  her  wings  for  joy. 
Such  was  young  Amnion  on  Arbela's  plain, 
Or  fiich  the  painter  *  did  the  hero  feign, 
Where  rufliing  on,  and  fierce,  he  feems  to  ride,  "J 
With  graceful  ardor,  and  majcftic  pride,  ( 

With  all  the  gods  of  Greece  and  fortune  on  hisC 
fide.  3 

Nor  long  Bavaria's  haughty  prince  in  vain 
Labours  the  fight  unequal  to  maintain  ; 
He  fees  'tii  dcom'd  h:s  fatal  friend  the  Gaul 
Shall  Ihare  the  fhame,  and  in  one  ruin  fall ; 
Flies  from  the  foe  too  oft  in  battle  try'd, 
And  heaven  contending  on  the  vii?tor"s  fide; 
Then  mourns  his  rafn  ambition's  crime  too  late. 
And  yields  rehi(51;ant  to  the  force  of  fate. 
S:>  when  j^l^neas,  through  night's  gloomy  fhade,'^ 
The  dreadful  forms  of  hoflile  gods  furvey'd,        v 
H'lpekfi  he  left  the  burning  town,  and  fled  :      j 
Saw  'twas  in  vain  to  prop  declining  Troy, 
Or  favs  what  heaven  had  deftin'd  to  deftroy. 

What  vaft  reward,  O  Europe,  fhalt  thoi;  pay 
To  him  who  fav'd  thee  on  this  glorious  day  '. 
Blefs  him,  ye  grateful  nanons,  where  he  goes. 
And  heap  the  viftor's  laurel  on  his  brows. 

In  every  land,  in  every  city  freed  T 

1-ef  tlie  proud  column  rear  its  marble  head,         |> 
To  Marlborough  and  liberty  decreed  ;  j 

Rich  wi'.h  his  wars,  triumphal  arches  raife, 
To  teach  your  wondering  fons  the  hero's  praife  1 
To  him  your  fkilful  bards  their  verfe  Ihall  ijring,"J 
For  him  the  tuneful  voice  be  taught  to  fing,        / 
The  breathing  pipe  fiiall  fwell,  Ihall  found  the  (" 
trembling  firing.  ^j 

O  happy  tiiou  !  where  peace  for  ever  fmlles, 
Britannia  !  nobleft  of  the  ocean's  ifies, 
Fsir  queen  1  who  doft  amidft  thy  waters  reign. 
And  ilretch  thy  empire  o'er  the  fartheft  main  : 
Wiiat  tranfports  in  thy  parent  bofoni  roU'd, 
Wnen  fame  at  firft  the  pleating  ilory  told  ! 

#  le  Biuti, 


How  didll  thou  lift  thy  towery  front  on  high  1 
Not  meanly  confcious  of  a  mother's  joy. 
Proud  of  thy  fon  as  Crete  was  of  her  Jove,         "J 
How  wert  thou  pleas'd  heaven  did  thy  choice  f 

approve,  C 

And  fixt  luccefs  where  thou  haft  fixt  thy  love  1  J 
How  with  regret  his  abfence  didft  thou  mourn  I 
How  with  impatience  wait  his  wifht  return! 
How  were  the  winds  accus'd  for  his  delay  1         "\ 
How  didft  thou  chide  the  gods  who  rule  the  fea,  f 
And  charge  the  Nereid  nymphs  to  waft  hira  on  C 

his  way  1  j 

At  length  he  comes,  he  ceafes  from  his  toil! 
Like  kings  of  old  returning  from  the  fp  lil ; 
Fo  Britain  and  his  queen  for  ever  dear, 
He  corucs,  their  joy  and  grateful  thanks  to  fliare; 
Lowly  he  kneels  before  the  royal  feat. 
And  lays  its  proudeft  wreaths  at  Anna's  feet. 
While,  form'd  ilike  for  labours  or  for  eafe, 
In  camps  to  thunder,  or  in  courts  to  pltafe, 
Britain's  bright  nymphs  make  Alarlborough  their 

care, 
In  all  his  dangers,  all  his  triumphs,  ftiare. 
Conquering   he    lends  the  well  pleas'd   fair  new 

grace, 
And  adds  frefh  luftre  to  each  beauteous  face; 
Britain  preferv'd  by  his  victorious  arms,  "J 

With  W(.ndrous  pleafure  each  fair  bofom  warms,  ^ 
Lightens  in  ali  their  eyes,  and  doubles  ail  their  C 

charms.  J 

Ev'n  his  own  Sunderland,  in  beauty's  ftore         T 
So  rich,  fhe  feem'd  incapable  of  more,  > 

Now  fhines  with  graces  never  known  before.     J 
Fierce  with  tranfportmg  joy  fte  feems  to  burn, 
And  each  foft  feature  takes  a  fprightly  turn; 
Nev,'  flames  are  feen  to  fparkle  in  her  eyes, 
And  on  her  blooming  cheeks  freih  rofes  rife; 
The  pleafing  paflion  heightens  each  bright  hue. 
And  feems  to  touch  the  finifh'd  piece  anew. 
Improves  what  nature's  bounteous  hand  had  given, 
And  mends  the  faireft  workmanfliip  of  heaven. 

Nor  joy  like  this  in  courts  is  only  found. 
But  fpreads  to  all  the  grateful  people  round  ; 
Laborious  hinds  inur'd  to  rural  toll, 
To  t£nd  the  ilochs  and  turn  the  mellow  foil. 
In  homely  guifc  their  honclt  hearts  exprefs. 
And  blefs  the  warrior  who  pr;jte6ls  the  peace, 
Who  keeps  the  foe  aloof,  and  drives  afar 
The  dreadful  ravage  of  the  v.fafting  war. 
No  rude  deftroyer  cuts  the  ripening  crop, 
Prevents  the  harveft,  and  deludes  their  hope; 
No  helplefs  wretches  fly  with  wild  amaze, 
Ijook  weeping  back,  and  fee  their  dwellings  blaze; 
The  vigor's  chain  no  mournful  captives  know. 
Nor  hear  tlie  threats  of  the  infulting  foe. 
But  freedom  laughs,  the  fruitful  fields  abound. 
The  cheerful  voice  of  mirth  is  heard  to  found. 
And  plenty  doles  her  various  bounties  round. 
The  humble  village,  and  the  wealthy  town, 
Coiifenting  join  their  happinefs  to  own  : 
What  heaven  and  Anna's  geutleft  reign  afford. 
All    is    fecur'd     by     Marlborough's    conquering 

fword. 
O  facrcd,  ever  honour'd  name  !  O  thou  1 
That  wert  our  greateft  William  once  below  I 
k  iiij 
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V  hat  place  foc'er  thy  virtues  now  pofTefs 

ICear  the  bright  fource  of  everlafting  blifs, 

Where'tr  exalted  to  etherial  hei>;ht, 

Radiant    with    ftars,    thou    treadll    the    fields  of 

light. 
Thy  feats  divine,  thy  heaven  a-while  forfake, 
And  deign  tt  e  Britons'  triumph  to  partake. 
JJor  art  thou  chang'd,  but  fiill  thou  fh-lt  de-*) 
■  light,  ( 

To  hear  the  fortune  of  the  glcious  fight,  t 

How  fail'd  opprcflion,  and  prtrvail'd  the  right.     J 
What  once  below,  i'uch  ftili  thy  pleafures  are, 
Europe  and  liberty  are  ftill  thy  cure; 
Thy  great,  thy  generous,  pure,  immortal  mind   "> 
Is  ever  to  the  public  good  indin'd,  > 

is  flill  the  tyrant's  foe,  and  patran  (f  mankind,   J 
Behold  where  Marlborough,  thy  laft  befl.  gift. 
At  parting  to  thy  native  Belgia  left, 
Succeeds  to  all  thy  kind  paternal  cares, 
Thy  watchful  coimlels  and  laborious  wars; 
Like  thee  afpires  by  virtue  to  renown, 
rights  to  fecure  an  empire  ■not  his  own. 
Reap*  only  toil  himfelf.  and  gives  away  a  crown. 
At  length  thy  prayer,  O  pious  prince  :  is  heard. 
Heaven  has  at  length  in  its  own  canfe  appear'd ; 
At  lengih  Ramiiiia's  field  atones  for  all 
The  faithlef'  breaches  of  the  perjur'd  Gaul ; 
At  length  a  better  age  to  man  decreed,  T 

With  truth,  with  peace,  and  juftice,  fliall  fuc-f^ 

ceed  ;  freed,  f 

Fall'n  are  the  proud,  and  the  griev'd  world  is.) 

One  triumph  yet,  my  niufe,  remains  behind, 
Another  vengeance  yet  the  Gaul  fhall  find  ; 
On  Lombard  p'ain^  hey<'nd  his  Alpine  hills, 
Louis  the  force  of  huftile  Britain  ftcls  : 
Swift  to  her  friends  cidrefs'd  her  fuccours  fiy. 
And  diltant  wars  her  wealthy  fons  hipply  : 
From  flow  uiiaiSlive  court?,  they  grieve  to  hear 
Eugene,  a  name  to  every  Briion  dear. 
By  tedious  languuhing  delays  is  held 
Repining,  and  impatient,  irfm  t!ie  field: 
While  fd(5lious  llatefmcn  riot  in  cxcefs. 
And  lazy  pricfls  whole  provinces  poffcfs. 
Of  unregarded  \vants  the  brave  comj-laKi, 
And  the  Uarv-'d  foldier  fues  for  bread  in  vain; 
At  once  with  generous  indignation  warm, 
Biitain  the  treafiire  fends,  and  bids  the  hero  arm. 
Straight  eager  to  the  field  he  fpeeds  away,  T 

Th»re  vows  the  vi<5lor  Gaul  ihail  dear  repay        v 
TJiC  fpt.ils  of  Calcinato's  fatal  day  : 
Cheer'd  by  the  prefcHce  of  the  chief  they  love, 
Once  more  their  fate  the  v-'arriors  loiig  to  prove; 
Reviv'd  each  loldier  lifts  hU  droopirg  head, 
Forgets  his  wounds,  and  calls  him  on  to  lead  ; 
Again  their  crefts  the  German  eagles  rear. 
Stretch  their  broad  wings,  and  fan  the  Latian  air; 
Greedy  for  biittle  and  the  prey  they  call. 
And  point  great  Euptne's  thunder  on  the  Gaul. 
The  chief  tonin  ai.d',  and  foon  in  dread  arjay 
Onwards  the  moving  legions  urge  their  way  ; 
With  hardy  marches  and  (uccefifiil  h<<i?e,  ~\ 

O'er  tveiy  lamer  f^'rlufatc  they  jafs'd,  ^ 

Which  nature  or  the  fjtiifulfoe  iiad  plac'd.  J 

'll;e  foe  in  vain  wiiii  (Gallic  art*  atiinds, 
'lo  uiark  which  way  the  wwy  icadtr  bends, 
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Vainly  in  war's  myfterious  rules  is  wife,  "y 

Lurks  where  tall  woods  and  thickeft  coveftsrife,  > 
And  meanly  hopes  a  conqueft  from  furprife.        J 
Now  with  fwift  horfe  the  plain  around  them  beats. 
And  oft  advances,  and  as  oft  retreats; 
Now  fix'd  to  wair  the  coming  force,  he  feems, 
Secur'd  by  fleepy  banks  and  rapid  ftreams ; 
While  rive: -gods  in  vain  exhauft  their  ftore  ; 
From  plenteous  urns  the  gufiiing  tfTrents  pour. 
Rife  o'er  their  utmofl  margins  to  the  plain, 
And  firive  to  flay  the  wairior's  hade  in  vain; 
Alike  they  pafs  the  plain  and  clofer  wood, 
Explore  th.-  ford,  and  tempt  the  fwclling  flood, 
Unfhaken  flill  purfue  the  iltdfall  courfc. 
And  where  they  want  their  way,  they  find  it  or 

they  force. 
But  anxious  thoughts  Savoy's  great  prince  infeft, 
And  Toll  ill-boding  in  his  careful  breaft ; 
Oft  he  revolves  the  ruins  of  the  great. 
And  fadly  thinks  on  lo'l  Bavaria's  fate. 
The  haplcfs  mark  of  fortune's  cruel  fport,  T 

An  exile,  meanly  forc'd  to  beg  fupport  > 

From  the  flow  bounties  of  a  foreign  court.  j 

Forc'd  from  his  lov'd  Turin,  his  lafl  retreat, 
His  glory  once  and  empire's  ancient  feat, 
He  fees  from  far  where  wide  deflrudions  fpread, 
Ar;d  fiery  fliowers  the  goodly  town  invade, 
Then  turns  to  mourn  in  vain  his  ruin'd  flaie. 
And  curfe  the  unrelenting  tyrant's  hate. 

But  great  Eugene  prevents  his  every  fear, 
He  had  rcfolv'd  it,  and  he  would  be  there ; 
Not  danger,  toil,  the  tedic/us  weary  way. 
Nor  all  the  Gallic  powers  his  prcmis'd  aid  delay. 
Like  truth  itjelf  unknowing  how  to  fail. 
He  fci,rn'd  to  doubt,  and  knew  he  muft  prevail. 
Thub  ever  certain  doe?  the  fun  appear, 
Bound  by  the  law  of  Jove's  eternal  year; 
I'hus  conftant  to  his  conrfe  fets  cut  at  morn,      *) 
Round  the  wide  world  in  twice  twelve  hours  isf^ 

borne,  C 

And  to  a  moment  keep?  his  fix'd  return.  J 

Straight  to  the  town  the  heroes  turn  their  care, 'J 
Their  friendly  fuccour  for  the  brave  prepare,  > 
And  on  the  foe  united  bend  the  war.  j 

O'er   the    fiecp    trench    and    ramparts    guarded 

height, 
At  once  they  rufli,  and  drive  the  rapid  flight; 
With  idle  arms  the  Gallic  legions  feem 
To  fitm  the  rcge  of  the  refilllefs  llream ; 
At  once  it  bears  them  down,  at  i.nce  they  yield. 
Headlong  are  pufh'd  and  fwcpt  along  the  field  ; 
Rrfiilance  ceafes,  and  'tis  war  no  more, 
At  once  the  vanquifli'd  ov/n  the  vi(5lor's  power ; 
Throughout  the  field,  where'er    they  turn  their 

fight, 
'Tis  all  or  conqueft  or  inglorious  flight ; 
Swift  to  their  refcued  friends  their  joys  they'J 

hear,  / 

With  life  and  liberty  at  once  they  cheer,  C 

And  fave  thim  in  the  moment  of  delpair.  J 

So  timely  to  the  aid  of  finking  Rome, 
With  adive  hafie  did  great  C;'inillus  come: 
So  to  the  C'.ijiitol  he  forc'd  his  vvay,  ") 

So  from  tlic  proud  Barbarians  fi  atch'd  his  prey,  V 
And  lav'd  his  ccuiuiy  ir.  one  fi^nal  day.  j 
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From  impious  arms  at  length,  O  Louis,  ceafe  ! 
And  leave  at  length  the  labi  uiirg  world  in  peace, 
Left  heaven  difclole  lome  yet  more  fatal  fcene, 
Fatal  beyond  Ramillia  or  Turin  ; 
Left;  from  thy  hand  thou  fee  thy  fceptre  torn, 
And  humbled  in  the  duft  thy  loiTes  mourn  : 
Left  urg'd  at  length  ihy  own  repining  flave. 
Though  fond  of  burdens,  and  in  bondage  brave, 
Purfue  thy  hoary  head  with  curies  to  the  grave. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  FLAVIA. 

ON  THE  SIGHT  OF  TWO  PINDARIC  ODES  ON  THE 
SPLEEN  AND  VANITY. 

Written  by  a  Lady  *,  her  Friend. 

Flavia,  to  you  with  fafety  I  commend 

This  verfe,  thr.  fecret  failing  of  your  friend. 

To  your  good  nature  I  fecurely  truft, 

Who  kn!)W,  that  t'    conceal,  is  to  be  juft. 

The  mufe,  like  wretched  maids  by  love  undone, 

From  friends,  acquaintance,  and  the  Hghc  would 

run  ; 
Confcious  of  folly,  fears  attending  ftame. 
Fears  the  cenf  rious  world,  and  lofs  of  fame. 
Some  confident  by  chance  fhe  finds  (though  few 
Pity  the  fools,  whom  love  or  verfe  undo), 
Whofe  fond  compaffion  foothes  her  in  the  fin, 
And  fet?  her  on  to  venture  once  again. 
Sure,  in  the  better  ages  of  old  time. 
Nor  poetry  nor  love  was  thought  a  crime; 
From  heai'en  they  both  the  gods  beft  gifts  were 

fent, 
Divinely  perfect  both,  and  innocent. 
Then  were  bad  poets  and  loofe  loves  not  known  ; 
None  felt  a  warmth  which  they  might  bluih  to 

own. 
Beneath  cool  ftiadesour  happy  fathers  hy, 
And  fpent  in  pure  untainted  joys  the  day: 
Artlefs  their  loves,  artltfs  their  numbers  were, 
While  nature  Cmply  did  in  both  .ippear. 
None  could  the  cenfor  or  the  critic  fear. 
Pleas'd  to  be  pleas'd,  they  took  what  heaven  be- 

ftow'd, 
Nor  were  too  curious  of  the  given  good. 
At  length,  like  Indians  fond  of  fancy'd  toys. 
We  loft  being  happy,  to  be  thought  more  wife. 
In  one  curs'd  age,  to  punifli  verfe  and  fin. 
Critics  and  hangmen,  both  at  once,  came  in. 
Wit  and  the  laws  had  both  the  fame  ill  fate, 
And  partial  tyrants  fway'd  in  either  flatc. 
lll-naiur'd  cenfure  would  be  fure  to  damn 
An  alien-wit  of  independent  fame, 
While  Bayes  gr«wn  old,  and  harden'd  in  ofience. 
Was  ftifFtr'd  to  write  on  in  fpite  of  fenfe ; 
Back'd  by  his  friends,  th'  invader  brought  along 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  our  tongue, 
To  ruin  and  enflave  the  free-born  Englifli  fong; 
Still  the  prevailing  faiSion  propt  his  throne. 
And  to  four  volumes  let  his  plays  run  on; 
Then  a  lewd  tide  of  verfe,  with  vicious  rage, 
Broke  in  upon  the  morals  of  the  age. 

#  Anne  Countefs  of  \Y:nchelfea. 


:  \ 


The  ftage  (whofe  art  was  once  the  mind  to  move 

To  noble  daring,  and  to  virtuous  love) 

Precept,  with  pleafure  mix'd,  no  more  profeft, 

But  dealt  in  double-meaning  bawdy  jeft  : 

The  fliocking  founds  '>ffend  the  blulhing  fair, 

And  drive  them  from  the  guilty  theatre. 

Ye  wretched  bards  !  from  whom  thefe  ills  have 

fp'-ung, 
Whom  the  avenging  powers  have  fpar'd  too  long, 
Well  may  you  fear  the  blow  will  furcly  come. 
Your  Sodom  has  no  ten  to  avert  its  doom  ; 
Unlefs  the  fair  Ardelia  will  alone 
To  heaven  for  all  the  guilty  tribe  atone ; 
Ni  r  can  ten  famts  do  more  than  fuch  a  one. 
Since  fhe  alone  of  the  poetic  crowd 
To  the  falfc  gods  of  wit  has  never  bow'd. 
The  empire    which  fhe  faves,  ftiall  own  herfwajr. 
And  all  Parnaffus  her  blefs'd  laws  obey. 

Say,  from  what  facied  fountain,  nymph  divine  t 
The  treal'ures  flow,  which  in  thy  verfe  do  fhine? 
With  what  ftrange  infpiration  art  thou  bleft. 
What   more    than   Delphic    ardour    warms   thy 

breaft  ? 
Our  fordid  earth  ne'er  bred  fo  bright  a  flame, 
But  from  the  flcies,  thy  kindred  Ikies,  it  came. 
To  numbers  great  like  thine,  th'  angelic  quire 
In  joyous  concert  tune  the  golden  lyre  ; 
Viewing,  with  pitying  eyes,  our  cares  with  thee, 
1  hey  wifely  own,  that  "  All  is  vanity;" 
Ev'n  all  the  joys  which  mortal  minds  can  know, 
And  find  Ardelia's  verfe  the  leaft  vain  thing  below. 

If  Pindar's  name  to  thofe  blefs'd  manfions  reach. 
And  mortal  mufes  may  immortal  teach. 
In  verfe  like  his,  the  heavenly  nation  raife 
Their  tuneful  voices  to  their  Maker's  praife. 
Nor  fhall  ccleftial  harmony  difdain, 
For  once,  to  imitate  an  earthly  ftrain, 
Whofe  fame  fecure,  no  rival  e'er  can  fear. 
But  thofe  above,  and  fair  Ardelia  here, 
i^he  who  undaunted  could  his  raptures  view. 
And  with  bold  wings  his  facred  heights  purfue; 
Safe  through  the  Dithyrambic  ftream  (he  fteer'd, 
Nor  the  rough  deep  in  all  its  dangers  ff  ar'd  ; 
Not  fo  the  reft,  who  with  fuccefslefs  pain 
Th'  unnavigable  torrent  try'd  in  vain. 

So  Clelia  leap'd  into  the  rapid  flood. 
While  the  Etrufcano  ftruck  with  wonder  ftood  ; 
Am.idft  the  waves  her  ralh  purfuers  dy'd. 
The  matchlcfs  dame  coidd  only  ftem  the 
And  gain  the  glory  of  the  farther  fide. 

See  with  what  pomp  the  antic  mafque  comes  ini 
The  various  forms  of  the  fantaftic  fpleen. 
Vain  empty  laughter,  howling  grief  and  tears, 
Falfe  joy,  bred  by  falfe  hope,  and  falfer  fears; 
Each  vice,  each  raflion  which  pale  nature  wears, 
In  this  odd  monftrous  medley  mix'd  appears. 
Like  Bayes's  dance,  confus'dly  round  they  run, 
Statefrnan,  coquet,  gay  fop,  and  penfive  nun, 
Spedlres  and  heroes,  hufbands  and  their  wives. 
With  monkiih  drones  that  dream  away  their  liveSa 
I-ong  have  I  labour'd  with  the  dire  difeafe. 
Nor  foiind,  but  from  Ardelia's  numbers,  eafe  : 
The    dancing    verfe    runs    through   my    fluggifh, 

veins, 
Where  dull  and  cold  ths  frg^en  blwd  remwnk 


y'd,      '  7 

:he  tide,     > 
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Pale  cares  and  anxious  thoughts  give  way  in  hafte. 
And  to  returning  joy  refign  my  bread  ; 
Then  free  from  every  pain  1  did  endure, 
I  blefs  the  charming  author  of  my  cure. 
So  when  to  Saul  the  great  mufician  play'd,  "^ 

The  fallen  fiend  unwillingly  obey'd,  f 

And  left  the  monarch's  bread,  to  feek  fome  lafer  f 
fhade.  J 


SONG. 


Whjle  Sappho  with  harmonious  airs 

Her  dear  Philenis  charms. 
With  equal  joy  the  nymph  appears 

Diffolving  in  his  arms. 

Thus  to  themfelves  alone  they  are 
What  all  mankind  can  give ; 

Alternately  the  happy  pair 
All  grant,  and  all  receive. 

Like  the  twin-ftars,  fo  fam'd  for  friends, 

Who  fet  by  turns,  and  rife ; 
When  one  to  Thetis'  lap  defcends. 

His  brother  mounts  the  ikies. 

With  happier  fate,  and  kinder  care, 
Thefe  nymphs  by  turns  do  reign. 

While  flill  the  falling  does  prepare 
The  rifing  to  fuftain. 

The  joys  of  either  fex  in  love. 

In  each  of  them  we  read  ; 
Succefllve  each  to  each  does  prove, 

fierce  youth  and  yielding  maid. 


EPIGRAM 

TO  THE  TWO  NEW  MEMBERS  FOR  BRAMBER,  I708 

Though  in  the  Commons  Houfe  you  did  prevail, 
Good  Sir  Cleeve  Moore,  and  gentle  Mailer  Hale  . 
Yet  on  good  luck  be  cautious  of  relying, 
Burgefs  for  Bramber  is  no  place  to  die  in. 
Your  predeceffors  have  been  oddly  fated  ; 
Afgill  and  Shippen  have  been  both  tranjlated. 


VERSES  MADE  TO  A  SIMILE  OF  POPE'S, 

While  at  our  houfe  the  fervants  brawl. 
And  raife  an  uproar  in  the  hall ; 
When  John  the  butler,  and  our  Mary, 
About  the  plate  and  linen  vary  : 
Till  the  fmart  dialogue  grows  rich, 
In  fneaking  dog !  and  ugly  bitch  I 
Down  comes  my  lady  like  the  devil, 
And  makes  them  filent  all  and  civil. 
Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air. 
And  fcatters  tempells  brewing  there  : 
Thus  bullies  fometimeskecp  the  pt-ace, 
And  one  fcold  makes  another  ccafc. 


ON  NICOLIN[  AND  VALENTINI'S 
Hrji  coming  to  the  Hmife  in  the  Hay  Market* 

Amphion  flrikes  the  vocal  lyre. 

And  ready  at  his  call, 
Harmonious  brick  and  ftone  confpire 

To  raife  the  Thebau  wall. 
In  emulation  of  his  praife 

Two  Lation  Signers  con%e, 
A  finking  theatre  to  raife 

And  prop  Van's  tottering  dome. 
But  how  this  laft.  Ihould  come  to  pafs 

Muft  ftlU  remain  unknown. 
Since  thefe  poor  gentlemen,  alas ! 

Bring  neither  brick  nor  ftone. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  INCONSTANT; 

OR, 

THE  WAY  TO  WlM  HIM. 

A  COMEDY.       BY   MR.  EARQUHAR. 

As  it  luas  aBed  at  the  Tbeatre-rRoyal  in  Drury-LaHgf 

1703. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  WILKS, 

From  Fletcher's  great  original*,  to-day 

We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  play  : 

Our  author,  from  his  lines,  has  flfove  to  paint 

A  witty,  wild,  inconftaiit,  free  gallant : 

With  a  gay  foul,  with  fcnfe  and  will  to  rore,      ") 

With   language,  and   with  foftnefs  fram'd   to/ 

move,  r 

With  little  truth,  but  with  a  world  of  love.  j 
Such  forms  on  miids  in  morning  flumbers  wait,  "j 
When  fancy  firft  inftrudts  their  hearts  to  beat,  / 
When  firft  they  wifli,  and  figh  for  what  they  f* 

know  not  yet.  j 

Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  fome  ungual ded  way  ; 
Let  Villeroy's  misfortune  make  you  wife, 
There's  danger  flill  in  darknefs  and  furprife  ; 
Though  from  his  rampart  he  defy'd  the  foe. 
Prince  iiiigene  found  an  aquedinfl  below. 
V/ith  eafy  freedom,  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  prefling  lover  feldom  wants  fuccefs  : 
Whilft  the  refpe<51:ful,  like  the  Greek,  fits  down, 
And  waftes  a  ten  years  fiege  before  one  town. 
For  her  own  fake  let  no  forfa'sen  maid. 
Our  wanderer  for  want  of  love,  upbraid  ; 
Since  'tis  a  fecret,  none  ftiould  e'er  confefs. 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  power  to  pleafc. 
If  you  fufpedl  the  rogue  inclin'd  to  break, 
Break  firft,   and  fwear  you've  turn'd  him  off  a 

week ; 
As  princes  when  they  rcfty  ftatcfmen  doubt, 
Before  they  can  furrendcr,  turn  them  out. 
Whate'er  you  think,  grave  ufes  may  be  made. 
As  inuch,  ev'n  fir  inconftancy  be  faid. 
Let  the  good  man  for  marriage  rites  defign'd. 
With  ftudious  care,  and  diligence  of  mind, 
Turn  over  every  page  of  womankind  ; 
*  See,'Mie  Wild  Goofc  Ghace. 


P     O    E 

Mark  every  fcnfe,  and  how  the  readings  vary, 
Aad  when  he  knows  the   worft   oij't — let  him 
marry. 


M    S. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  THE  GAMESTER. 

A   COMEDY.       BY   MRS.    CENTLIVRE. 

^s  it  -was  a£ied  at  the  Neiv  Theatre  in  Lincoln  s-Jun 

Fields,  1704. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  EETTERTON. 

If  humble  wives,  that  drag  the  marriage-chain 
With  curled  dogged  hufbands,  may  complain ; 
If  turn'd  at  large  to  ftarve,  »s  we  by  you, 
They  may,  at  leaft,  for  alimony  fue. 
Know,  we  refolve  to  make  the  cafe  our  own, 
Between   the  plaintiff  ftage,  and  the   defendant 

town. 
When  firfl  you  took  us  from  our  father's  houfe, 
And  lovingly  our  intereft  did  efpoufe, 
You  kept  us  fine,  carefs'd,  and  lodg'd  us  here, 
And  honey  moon  held  out  above  three  year ; 
Ac  length,  for  pleafures  known  do  feldom  laft. 
Frequent  enjoyment  pall'd  your  fprightly  tafte ; 
And  though  at  firfl;  you  did  not  quite  neglecft, 
We  found  your  love  was  dwindled  to  refpedl. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  as  in  your  way  it  fell. 
You  ftopp'd,  and  call'd  to  fee  if  we  were  well. 
Now,  quite  eftrang'd,  this  wretched  place  you  Ihun, 
Like  bad  wine,  bus'nefs,  duels,  and  a  dun. 
Have  we  for  thi"  increas'd  Apollo's  race  ?  "> 

Been  often  pregnant  with  your  wit's  embrace  ?   > 
And  born  you  many  chopping  babes  of  grace  ?   j 
Some  ugly  toad?  we  had,  and  that's  the  curfe. 
They  were  fo  like  you,  that  you  far'd  the  worfe  ; 
For  this  to-night,  we  are  not  much  in  pain, 
Liook  on't  and  if  you  like  it,  entertain  : 
If  all  the  midwife  fays  of  it  be  true, 
There  are  fome  features  too  like  fome  of  you  : 
For  us,  if  you  tliink  fitting  to  forfake  it, 
We  mean  to  run  away,  and  let  the  parifh  take  it. 


EPILOGUE 


^Jtoien  by  Mrs.  Barry,  at  the  Theatre- Ro\al  in 
Drury-Lane,  April  7.  1  7O9,  et  her  flaying  in 
"  Love  for  Love"  ivilh  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,f6r  the 
Beneft  of  Mr.  Bettertan. 

As  fome  brave  knight,  who  once  with  fpear  and 

Ihield 
Had  fought  renown  in  many  a  well-fought  field ; 
But  now  no  more  with  facred  fame  infpir'd, 
Was  to  a  peaceful  hermitage  retir'd  : 
There,  if  by  chance  difaftrous  tales  he  hears, 
Of  matrons  wrongs,  and  captive  virgins  tears, 
He  feels  foft  pity  urge  his  generous  breafl, 
And  vows  once  more  to  fuccour  the  diflrefs'd. 
Buckled  in  mail,  he  fallies  on  the  plaiij. 
And  turns  him  to  the  feats  of  arms  again. 

So  we,  to  former  leagues  of  friendfliip  true,  ~) 
Have  bid  once  more  our  peaceful  homes  adieu,  > 
Tq  aid  old  Thomas,  and  to  pleafure  you.'  S 


iTe  brings  man  to ;  "^ 

or  ought  we  know,  C 

1  with  fome  of  you.  3 
lis  flrength  is  not  cleaa 

11,  a  iiitLal  to  the  laft. 

rm'd  in  days  of  yore,  "^ 

i  you  all  that's  in  his  power;  >- 

ingeft  of  you  all  do  more  ?  J^ 


Like  errant  damfels,  boldly  we  engage, 
Arm'd,  as  you  fee,  for  the  defencelefs  ftage. 
Time   was    when   this   good   man   no  help  did 

lack, 
And  fcorn'd  that  any  Ihe  fhould  hold  his  back  ; 
But  now,  fo  age  and  frailty  have  ordain'd. 
By  two  *  at  ouce  he's  forc'd  to  be  fuftain'd, 
You  fee  what  failinjj  natuTe  brings  man  to 
And  yet  let  none  infult,  f( 
She  may  not  wear  fo  well 
Though  old,   yet  find  his  flrength  is  not  cleaa 

part. 
But  true  as  fteel  he's  metal  to  the  laft 
If  better  he  perform'd  in  days  of  yore, 
Yet  now  he  gives 
What  can  the  you 

What  he  has  been,  though  prefent  praife  be 

dumb,  f 

Shall  haply  be  a  theme  in  times  to  come,  f 

As  now  we  talk  of  Rofcius,  and  of  Rome.  J 

Had  you  withheld  your  favours  on  this  night, 
Old    Shakfpeare's   ghoft    had    ris'a    to    do    him 

With  indignation  had  you  feen  him  frown 
Upon  a  worthlefs,  witlefs.  taftelefs  town  ; 
Griev'd  and  repining,  you  had  heard  him  fay. 
Why  are  the  mufe's  labours  caft  away  ? 
Why  did  I  write  what  only  he  could  play  ? 
But  fince,  like  friends  to  wit,  thus  throng'd  you 

meet, 
Go  on,  and  make  the  generous  work  complete  : 
Be  true  to  merit,  and  iHU  own  his  caufe, 
Find   fomething   for   him  more   than    bare    ap- 

plaufe. 
In  juft  remembrance  of  your  pleafure  paft. 
Be  kind,  and  give  him  a  difcharge  at  lafl ; 
In  peace  and  eafe  life's  remnant  let  him  wear, 
And  hang  his  confecrated  bulkinf  there. 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  CRUEL  GIFT  : 

A  TRAGEfiV.      BY  MRS.  CENTMVRE. 

As  it  "was  a£ied  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane, 
I717. 

SPOKEN   BY   MRS.  OLDTIELD. 

Well — 'twas  a  narrow  'fcape  my  lover  made, 
That  cup  and  nieflage — I  was  fore  afraid — 
Was  that  a  prefent  for  a  new-made  widow. 
All  in  her  difmal  dumps,  like  doleful  Dido  .' 
When  one  peep'd  in — and  hop'd  for  fomething 

good, 
There  was — oh!  Gad  1  a  nafty  heart  and  blood || 
If  the  old  man  had  fhewn  himfelf  a  father, 
His  bowl  fhould  have  inclos'd  a  cordial  rather, 

*  Mrs.  Barry  and  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  clafp  him  round  the 
waift. 

+  Pointing  to  t!ie  top  of  the  flsge- 

II  This  trageny  was  founded  upon  the  ftory  of  Secif- 
monjla  and  Guifcardo,  one  of  Boccace's  novels :  wherein 
the  heart  of  the  lever  isfent  b\  the  father  to  his  daughter, 
as  a  prefent. 
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Something  to  cheer  me  up  amidft  my  trance, 
JJEau  dc  Barde — or  comfortable  Nants*  1 
He  thought  he  paid  it  off  with  being  fniart. 
And,  to  be  witty,  cry'd  he'd  fend  the  heart. 
1  could  have  told  his  gravity,  moreover 
Were  I  our  fex's  fecrets  to  difcover, 
'Tis  what  wc  never  look'd  fur  in  a  lover. 
Let  but  the  bridegroom  prudently  provide 
All  other  matters  fining  f  r  a  bride. 
So  he  make  good  the  jewels  and  the  jointure. 
To  mifs  the  heart  doe«  feldom  difappoint  her. 
Faith,  for  the  faftiion  hearts  of  late  are  made  in, 
They  are  the  vilcft  baubles  we  ian  trade  in. 
Where  are  the  tough  brave  Britons  to  be  found. 
With  hearts  of  oak,  fo  much  of  old  renown'd  ? 
flow  many  worthy  gentlemen  of  late 
bwore  to  be  true  to  mother-church  and  ftate ; 
When  their  falfe  hearts  were  fecretly  maintaining 
Yon  trim  king  Pi-'pin,  at  Avignon  reigning  ? 
Shame  on  the  canting  crew  of  loul-infuters. 
The  Tyburn  tribe  of  fpeech-making  Mon-jurors ; 
Who,  in  new-fangled  terms,  old  truths  explain- 
ing, [ing- 
Teach  honeft  Englifhmen,  damn'd  double-mean- 

Oh  ;  would  you  loft  integrity  reftore. 
And  br.aft  that  faith  your  plain  fore-fathers  bore ; 
What  furer  partem  can  you  hope  t '  find. 
Than  that  dear  pledge  h  y  ur  monarch  left  behind '. 
See  how  his  looks  his  honeft  heart  explain, 
And  fpeak  the  bleflings  of  hi.i  future  reign  '. 
In  his  each  feature,  truth  and  candour  trace. 
And  read  plain-dealing  written  in  his  face. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  NON- JUROR : 

A  COMEDV         BY  MR.  CIBBER. 

As  if  "was  aSied  at  ibe  The  tre-Royal  in  Dury-Lane, 
1718. 

SPOKEN  By  MR.  WILKS. 

To-viGHT,  ye  Whigs  and  Tories,  both  be  fafe, 
Nor  hope  at  one  another's  coft  to  laugh. 
We  mean  te  fcufe  old  Satan  and  the  Pope  ; 
They've  no  relations  here,  nor  friends,  we  hope. 
A  tool  «f  tiieirs  fupplies  the  comic  ftage 
With  jnft  materials  for  fatiric  rage  : 
Nor  thit  k  our  colours  may  too  ftrongly  paint 
The  Itiff  Non-juring  feparation  faint. 
Good  breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  be  civil 
To  thofe  whr  give  the  nation  to  the  devil ; 
Who  at  ourfureft,  beil  foundatioJi  ftrike, 
And  hate  our  monarch  and  our  church  alike  : 
Our  church — w'nich,  aw'd  with  reverential  fear, 
Scarcely  the  mufe  prefumes  to  mention  here. 
Long  may  (he  thefc  her  worft  of  foes  defy. 
And  lift  her  mitred  head  triumphant  tn  the  ffcy  : 

While  theirs !,ut  fatire  filently  difdains 

To  name,  what  lives  not,  but  in  madmen's  brains. 
Like  bawds,  each  lurking  paftor  feeks  the  dark. 
And  fiars  the  jufticc's  inquiring  clerk. 

•  i.  e.  Citron-water  and  j;oo(l  brantlj', 
t  'Mtc  Priucc  of  Wales,  then  prcfcRt» 


In  clofe  back-rooms  his  routed  flocks  he  rallies. 
And  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  alUea 
There  fafe,  he  lets  his  thundering  cenfures  fly, 
Unchriftens,  damns  us,  gives  our  laws  the  lie, 
'^nd  excommunicates  three  ftories  high. 
Why,  fince  a  land  of  liberty  they  hate, 
Still  will  they  linger  in  this  free-born  ftate  ? 
Here,  every  hour,  frefh,  hateful  obje<Ss  rife. 
Peace  and  profperity  affliA  their  eyes  ; 
With  anguifli,  prince  and  people  they  furvey. 
Their  juft  obedience  and  his  righteous  fway. 
Ship  off,  ye  Haves,  and  fcek  fome  paffive  land. 
Where  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  command. 
To  your  Traiifalpine  matter's  rule  refort. 
And  fill  an  empty  abdicated  court ; 
Turn  your  poffeflions  here  to  ready  rhino. 
And  buy  ye  lands  and  lordfhips  at  Urbino. 


HORACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  IV.  IMITATED. 

THE  LORD  eSRirriN   TO  THE  EARL 
OF  SCARSDALE. 


Do  not,  moft  fragrant  earl,  difclaitn 
Thy  bright,  thy  reputable  flame, 

To  Bracegirdle  the  bniwn  : 
But  publicly  efpoufe  the  dame. 

And  fay,  G d the  town, 

II. 
Full  many  heroes,  fierce  and  keen, 
With  drabs  have  deeply  fmitten  been, 

Although  right  good  commanders; 
Some  who  with  you  have  Hounflow  feen. 

And  fome  who've  been  in  Flanders. 
III. 
Did  not  bafe  Greber's  Peg  *  inflame 
The  fober  Earl  of  Nottingham, 

Of  fober  fire  defcended  ? 
That,  carelefs  of  his  foul  and  fame, 
To  play-houfes  he  nightly  came, 

Ai;d  left  church  undefended. 

IV. 

The  monarch  who  of  France  is  hight. 
Who  rules  the  roaft  with  matchlefs  might, 

Since  William  went  to  heaven  ; 
Loves  Maintenon,  his  lady  bright, 

Who  was  but  Scarron's  leaving. 

V. 

Though  thy  dear's  father  kept  an  ina 
At  grifly  head  of  Saracen, 

For  carriers  at  Northampton  ; 
Yet  (he  might  come  of  gentler  kin. 

Than  e'er  that  father  dreamt  on. 

VI. 

Of  proffers  large  her  choice  had  flie, 
Of  jewels,  plate,  and  land  in  fee, 

VVliich  fhe  with  fcorn  reje(5led  : 
And  can  a  nymph  fo  virtuous  be 

Of  bafc-born  blood  fufpe,fted  ? 

♦  •';iKn.;ra  Francexo  Marguareta  dc  I'Epiac,  an  UiWiS^ 
foiigttrefs. 
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Her  dimple  cheek,  and  roguifli  eye, 
Her  flender  waifl,  and  taper  thigh, 

I  always  thought  provoking  ; 
But,  faith,  though  I  talk  waggifhly, 

I  mean  no  more  than  joking. 

VIII. 

Then  be  not  jealou?,  friend  :  for  why  ? 
My  lady  marchinnefs  is  nigh. 

To  fee  I  ne'er  Ihould  hurt  ye ; 
Befides,  you  know  full  well  that  I 

Am  turn'd  of  five-and-forty. 


THE   RECONCILEMENT 

BETWEEN 

JACOB  TONSON  AND  MR.  CONGREVE. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  111.  ODE  IS. 
TONSON. 

While  at  my  houfe  in  Fleet-ftreet  once  you  lay. 
How  merrily,  dear  Sir,  time  pafs'd  away  ? 
While  "  I  partook  your  wine,  your  wit,  and  mirth, 
"  I  was  the  happieft  creature  on  God's  yearth  *." 

CONGREVE. 

While  in  your  early  days  of  reputation. 
You  for  blue  garteis  had  not  fuch  a  paflion ; 
While  yet  you  did  not  ufe  (as  now  your  trade  is) 
To  drink  with  noble  lords,  and  toaft  their  ladies; 
Thou,  Jacob  Tonfon,  wort  to  my  conceiving, 
The  cheerfulleft,  heft,  honeft  fellow  living. 

TONSON. 

I'm  in  with  Captain  Vanburgh  at  the  prefent, 
A  moft  fweet-natur'd  gentleman,  and  pleafant ; 
He   writes  your  comedies,    draws  fchemes,  and 

models. 
And  builds  dukes  houfes  upon  very  odd  hills : 
For  him,  fo  much  I  dote  on  him,  that  I, 
If  I  was  fure  to  go  to  heaven,  would  die. 

CONGREVE. 

Temple  f  and  Delavcl  are  now  my  party, 
Men  that  are  tarn  Alurcurio  both  quam  JMarte  ; 
And  though  for  them  I  Ihall  fcarce  go  to  heaven, 
Yet  I  can  drink  with  them  fix  nights  in  feven. 

TONSON. 

What  if  from  Van's  dear  arms  I  fhould  retire. 
And  once  more  warm  my  Bunnians  §  at  your  fire; 
If  I  to  Bow-ftreet  ftiould  invite  you  home, 
And  fet  a  bed  up  in  my  dining  room. 
Tell  me,  dear  Mr.  Congreve,  would  you  come  ? 

CONGREVE. 

Though  the  gay  failor  and  the  gentle  knight, 
Were  ten  times  more  my  joy  and  heart's  delight, 
Though  civil  perfons  they,  you  ruder  were. 
And  had  more  humours  than  a  dancing  bear ; 
Yet  for  your  fake  I'd  bid  them  both  adieu. 
And  live  and  die,  dear  Bob,  with  only  you. 

*  Tlie  dialeaof  the  elder  Tonfon. 

f  Sir  Kicliarrt  Temple,  afterwarUs  Lord  Cobham. 

I  Jaccb'8  term  for  his  corns. 


HORACE,  BOOK  TIT.    ODE  XXI. 

TO  HIS  CASK. 


Hail,  gentle  calk,  whcfe  venerable  head 

With  hoary  down  and  ancient  duft  o'erfpread. 
Proclaims,  that  fince  the  vine  firfl   brought  thee 
forth 

Old  age  has  added  to  thy  worth. 
Whether  the  fpiightly  juice  thou  dofl  contain. 

Thy  votaries  will  to  wit  and  love. 

Or  fenfelefs  noife  and  lewdnefs  move. 
Or  fleep,  the  cure  of  thefe  and  every  other  pain. 

II. 
Since  to  fome  day  propitious  and  great, 
Juftly  at  firfl;  thou  waft  defign'd  by  fate ; 

rhis  day,  the  happieft  of  thy  many  years, 

With  thee  I  will  forget  my  cares: 
To  my  Coivinus'  health  thou  (halt  go  round, 

(Since  thou  art  ripen'd  for  to-day. 

And  longer  age  would  bring  decay) 
Till  every  anxious  thought  in  the  rich  ftream  be 
drown 'd, 

III. 
To  thee  my  friend  his  roughnefs  fhall  fubmit. 
And  Socrates  himfelf  a  while  forget. 
Thus  when  old  Cato  would  fometimes  unbend 

The  rugged  ftifFnefs  of  his  mind. 
Stern  and  fevere,  the  Stoic  quaff'd  his  bowl, 

His  frozen  virtue  felt  the  charm. 

And  foon  grew  pleas'd,  and  foon  grew  warm, 
And  blefs'd  the  fprightly  power  that  cheer'd  hli 
gloomy  foul. 

IV. 

With  kind  conftraint  ill-nature  thou  doft  bend. 
And  mould  the  fnarling  cynic  to  a  friend. 
The  fage  referv'd,  and  faiii'd  for  gravity, 
Finds  all  he  knows  fumm'd  up  in  thee. 
And  by  thy  power  unlock'd,  grows  eafy,  gay, 

and  free.  _ 

The  fwain,  who  did  fome  credulous  nymph  per- 

To  grant  him  all,  infpir'd  by  thee,  [fuade. 

Devotes  her  to  his  vanity. 
And  to  his  fellow-fops  toafts  the  abandon'd  maid. 

v. 
The  wretch  who,  prefs'd  beneath  a  load  of  cares, 
And  labouring  with  continual  woes,  defpairs. 
If  thy  kind  warmth  does  his  chill'd  fenfe  invade. 
From  earth  he  rears  his  drooping  head, 
Reviv'd  by  thee,  he  ceafes  now  to  mourn; 

His  flying  cares  give  way  to  hafte, 

And  to  the  god  refign  his  breaft. 
Where  hopes  of  better  days,  and  better  thing* 
return. 

VI. 

The  labouring  hind,  wht.  with  hard  toil  and  pains, 
Amidft  iiis  wants,  a  wretched  life  maintains; 
If  thy  rich  juice  his  homely  flipper  crown, 
Hot  with  iJiy  fires,  and  bolder  grown, 
Ol  kings,  and  of  their  arbitrary  power, 

AnU  how  by  impious  arms  they  J-ign, 

Fi  rcely  he  talks  with  rude  diidain. 
And  vows  to  be  a  flave,  to  be  a  wretch,  no  morcS 
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wine,  ^ 
'e,        i 


Fair  queen  of  love,  and  thou  great  god  of  wine. 
Hear  every  grace,  and  all  ye  powers  divine, 
All  that  to  mirth  and  fricndfhip  do  incline, 
Crown  this  aufpicious  cafk,  and  happy  night, 
With  all  things  that  can  give  dehght ; 
Be  every  care  and  anxious  thought  away: 

Ye  tapers  ftill  be  bright  and  clear, 

Rival  the  moon  and  each  pale  ttar, 
Your  beams  fliall  yield  to  none  but  his  who  brings 
the  day. 


HORACE,  BOOK  TV.     ODE  I. 

TO  VENUS. 

©NCE  more  the  queen  of  love  invades  my  breafl 
Late,  with  long  eafe  and  peaceful  pleafures  blcft  ; 
Spare,  fpare    the   wretch,   that   ftill  has  been  "J 
thy  flave,  / 

And  let  my  former  fervice  have  C 

The  merit  to  proteA  me  to  the  grave.  j 

Much  am  I  chang'd  from  what  I  once  have  been. 

When  under  Cynera,  the  good  and  fair. 

With  joy  I  did  thy  fetters  wear, 
Blefs'd  in  the  gentle  fway  of  an  indulgent  queen. 
Stiff  and  unequal  to  the  labour  now. 
With  pain  my  neck  beneath  thy  yoke  I  bow. 
Why  doft  thou  urge  me  ftill  to  bear  ?  Oh  !  why  T 
Doft  thou  not  much  rather  fly  > 

To  youthful  breafts,  to  mirth  and  gaiety  ?  j 

Go,  bid  thy  fwans  their  gloffy  wings  expand. 

And  fwiftly  through  the  yielding  air 

To  Damon  thee  their  goddefs  bear, 
Worthy  to  be  thy  flave,  and  fit  for  thy  command. 
Uoble,  and  graceful,  witty,  gay,  and  young, 
Joy  in  his  heart,  love  in  his  charming  tongue. 
Skjll'd  in  a  thoufaud  fofc  prevailing  arts,  ") 

With  wondrous  force  the  youth  iaiparts  ^ 

Thy  power  to  unexperienc'd  virgins'  hearts.       j 
Tar  fhall  he  ftretch  the  bounds  of  thy  command ; 

And  if  thou  fhalt  his  wiflies,  blefs. 

Beyond  his  rivals  with  luccefs, 
In  gold  and  marble  fhall  thy  ftatues  ftand. 
Beneath  the  facred  Ihade  of  Odel's  wood, 
Or  on  the  banks  of  Oufe's  gentle  flood, 
"With  odorous  beams  a  temple  he  Ihall  raife,       T 
Tor  ever  facred  to  thy  praife,  [decays.  V 

Till  the  fair  ftream,  and  wood,  and  love  itfelf  j 
There  while  rich  incenfe  on  thy  altar  burns, 

Thy  votaries,  the  nymphs  and  fwains. 

In  melting  foft  harmonious  ftrains, 
Mix'd  with  their  fofter   flutes,  (hall   tell    their 

flames  by  turns. 
As  love  and  beauty  with  the  light  are  born, 
So  with  the  day  thy  honours  ftiall  return  ; 
Some  lovely  youth, pair'd  with  a  blufliing  maid,  "^ 
A  troop  of  either  fex  fhall  lead,  [tread.  C 

And  twice  the  Salian  meafures  round  thy  altar  ^ 
Thus  with  an  equal  empire  o'er  the  light, 

The  queen  of  love,  and  god  of  wit. 

Together  rife,  together  lit:  [''ig'it. 

Put,  goddefs,  do  thcu  ftay,  and  blefs  alone  the 


There  may'ft  thou  reign,  while  I  forget  to  love  ; 

No  more  falfe  beauty  (hall  my  paflioa  move; 

Nor  ftiall  my  fond  believing  heart  be  led. 

By  mutual  vows  and  oaths  betray 'd, 

To  hope  for  truth  from  the  protefting  maid. 

With  love  the  fprightly  joys  of  wine  arc  fled; 

The  rofes  too  ftiall  wither  now. 

That  us'd  to  fhade  and  crown  my  brow. 
And  round  my  cheerful  temples  fragrant  odours 

ftied. 
But  tell  me,  Cynthia,  fay,  bewitching  fair, 
What  mean  thefe  flghs?  why  fteals  this  falling  tear  ? 
And  when  my  ftruggling  thoughts  for  palTage  ") 
Why  did  my  tongue  refufe  to  move  ;      [ftrove,  V 
Tell  me,  can  this  be  any  thing  but  love .''  J 

Still  with  the  night  my  dreams  my  griefs  renew. 

Still  (he  is  prefent  to  my  eyes. 

And  ftill  in  vain  I,  as  fhe  flics. 
O'er  woods,    and  plains,   and  feas,  the  fcornful 
maid  putfue. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPIST.  IV.  IMITATED. 

TO  RICHARD  TUQRNHlLL,    ESC>^*. 

Thornhill,  whomdouhly  to  my  iieart  commend. 
The  critic's  art,  and  candour  of  a  friend. 
Say  what  thou  doft  in  thy  retirement  find. 
Worthy  the  labours  of  thy  aftive  mind ; 
Whether  the  tragic  mufe  infpires  thy  thought. 
To  emulate  what  moving  Otway  wrote ; 
Or  whether  to  the  covert  of  fome  grove 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts  do  from  the  world  re- 
move. 
Where  to  thyfelf  thou  all  thofe  rules  doft  (how. 
That  good  men  ought  to  pradile,  or  wife  know. 
For  fure  thy  mafs  of  men  is  no  dull  clay. 
But  well-inform'd  with  the  celeftial  ray. 
The  bounteivus  gods,  to  thee  completely  kind. 
In  a  fair  frame  inclus'd  thy  fairer  mind; 
And  though  they  did  profufely  wealth  beftow. 
They  gave  thee  the  true  ufe  of  wealth  to  know* 
Could  ev'n  the  mirfe  wilh  for  her  darling  boy 
A  happinefs  which  thou  doft  not  enjoy; 
What  can  her  fond  ambition  afic  beyond 
A  foul  by  wifdom's  iiohleft  precepts  crown'd  ? 
To  this  fair  fpeech,  and  happy  utterance 
'1'  unlock  the  lecret  treafurcs  of  the  mir 
And  make  the  blefling  common  to  mankind. 
On  thefe  let  health  and  reputation  wait. 
The  favour  of  the  virtuous  and  the  great : 
A  table  cheerfully  and  cleanly  fpread. 
Stranger  alike  to  riot  and  to  need  : 
Such  an  eftate  as  no  extremes  may  know, 
A  free  and  juft  difdain  for  all  things  elfe  below. 
Amidft  uncertain  hopes,  and  anxious  cares. 
Tumultuous  ftrife,  and  miferable  fears. 
Prepare  for  all  events  thy  conftant  breaft. 
And  let  each  day  be  to  thee  as  thy  laft. 
That  morning's  dawn  will  with  new  pleafure  rife, 
Whole  light  (hall  unexpeded  blefs  thy  eyes. 


own'd  ?  "y 

cc  join'd,>- 
lind,         3 


#  Who  fought  the  duel  with  Sir  Cholmcnrtley  Dsering, 
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Me,  when  te  town  in  wluter  you  repair, 
Battening  in  eafe  you'll  find,  fleek, friflc,  and  fair; 
Me,  who  have  learn'd  from  Epicurus'  lore, 
To  fnatch  the  bleflings  of  the  flying  hour. 
Whom  every  Friday  at  the  Vine  *  you'll  find 
His  true  diftiple,  and  your  faithful  friend. 


THE    UNION. 


While  rich  in  brighteft  red  the  bUifliing  Rofe 
Her  frefheft  opening  beauties  did  difcloie; 
Her,  the  rough  Thiftle  from  a  neighbouring  field. 
With  fond  defires  and  lover's  eyes  beheld  : 
Straight  the  fierce  plant  lays  by  his  pointed  darts, 
And  wooes  the  gentle  flower  with  fofter  arts. 
Kindly  fte  heard,  and  did  his  flame  approve. 
And  own'd  the  warrior  worthy  of  her  love. 
Flora,  whofe  happy  laws  the  feafons  guide,         "1 
Who  does  in  fields  and  painted  meads  prefide,    / 
And  crowns  the  gardens  witii  their  flowery  C 

pride.  3 

With  pleafure  faw  the  wifliing  pair  combine,      T 
To  favour  what  their  goddefs  did  defign,  > 

And  bid  them  in  eternal  Union  join.  j 

Henceforth,  (he  faid,  in  each  returning  year, 
One  ftem  the  Thiflle  and  the  Rofe  Ihall  bear  : 
The  I'hiftle's  lafting  grace,  tUou,  O  my  Rofe  I 

(halt  be, 
The  warlike  Thiftle's  arms,  a  ^re  defence  to  thee. 


ON  CONTENTMENT. 

DONE  FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  J,  GERHARD  f. 

Many  that  once,  by  fortune's  bounty  rear'd, 
Amidft  the  wealth  and  the  great  appear'd; 
Have  wifely  from  thofe  envy'd  heights  declin'd, 
Have  funk  to  that  juft  level  of  mankind. 
Where  nor  too  little  per  too  much  gives  the  true 
peace  of  mind. 


ON  TH£ 

LAST   JUDGMENT, 

AND   TUE 

HAPPINESS  OF  THE  SAINTS  IN  HEAVEN. 

DONE  FROM  THE    LATIN  OF  J.  GERHARD. 

In  that  blefs'd  day,  from  every  part,  the  juft, 
Rais'd  from  the  liquid  deep,  or  mouldering  duft 
The  variou;  produvfls  of  time's  fruitful  womb, 
All  of  paft  ages,  prefent  and  to  come, 
In  full  aflcmbly  (hall  at  once  refort. 
And  meet  within  high  heaven's  capacious  court : 
There  famou?  names  rever'd  in  days  of  old, 
Our  great  forefathers  there  we  fhali  bihold, 

*  A  tavern  ia  Long-Acre, 
t  In  his  Mciltationcs  Sacrse. 


From  whom  old  flotks  and  anc-eftry  began, 
And  worthily  in  long  fucceflion  run ; 
The  reverend  fires  with  pleafure  fliall  we  greet," 
Attentive  hear,  while  faithful  they  repeat  i 

Full  many  a  virtuous  deed,  and   many  a  noble  ( 

feat.  _ 

There  all  thofe  tender  ties,  which  here  below,  " 
Or  kindred,  or  more  facred  friendlhip  know,       ' 
Firm,  conftant,  and  unchangeable  ftiall  grow. 
Refin'd  from  palTion,  and  the  dregs  of  fenfe,      ' 
A  better,  truer,  dearer  love  from  thence,  j 

Its  everlafting  being  (hall  commence  : 
There,  like  their  days,  their  joys  (hall  ne'er  be" 

done,  [fun,j 

No  night  (hall  rife,  to  (hade  heaven's  glorious  i 
But  one  eternal  holiday  go  on. 


COLIN'S  COMPi^AINT. 


To  the  Tune  of  "  Grim  King  of  ths  GhofsP 

DssPAiRiNG  befide  a  clear  ftream, 

A  fliepherd  forfaken  was  laid ; 
And  while  a  falfe  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  fupported  his  head. 
The  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain. 

To  his  fighs  with  a  figh  did  reply; 
And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  pain, 

Ran  mournfully  murmuring  bj'. 

Alas,  filly  fwain  that  I  was  1 

Thus  fadly  complaining,  he  cry'd. 
When  firfl  I  beheld  that  fair  face, 

'Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dy'd. 
She  talk'd,  and  I  blefs'd  the  dear  tongue; 

When  fhe  fmil'd,  'twas  a  pleafure  too  freai. 
I  liften'd.  and  cry'd,  when  fhe  fung. 

Was  nightingale  ever  fo  fweet  ? 

How  foolifli  was  I  to  believe 

She  could  doat  on  fo  lowly  a  clown 
Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve 

To  forfake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  J 
To  think  that  a  beauty  fo  gay. 

So  kind  and  fo  confiant  would  prove- 
Or  go  clad  like  our  maidens  in  grey, 

Or  hve  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 

What  though  I  have  (kill  to  complain, 

Though  the  mules  my  temples  have  crown'dj 

What  though,  when  they  hear  my  foft  ftraiq. 
The  virgins  fit  weeping  around. 

Ah,  Colin,  thy  hopes  are  in  vain, 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  refign  ; 

Thy  falfe  one  inclines  to  a  fwain, 
Whtrfe  mufic  is  fweeter  than  thine. 

And  you,  my  companions  fo  dear, 

Who  forrow  to  ice  me  betray 'd. 
Whatever  I  fufFer,  forbear. 

Forbear  to  accufe  the  falfe  maid. 
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Though  through  the  wi(!e  world  I  ihould  range, 
'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  t->  Ry; 

Twas  hers  to  be  falfe  and  to  change, 
Tis  mine  to  be  conftant  and  die. 

H  while  my  hard  fate  I  fuftain, 

In  her  breafl  nny  pity  is  found, 
Let  her  c  me  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain, 

And  fee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground. 
The  laft  hum'.'le  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  fhadc  me  with  cyprefs  and  yew ; 
And  when  ftie  looks  down  on  my  grave, 

Let  her  own  that  her  fhepherd  was  true. 

Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go. 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array, 
Be  fineft  at  every  fine  fhow, 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day; 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone, 

No  more  fnall  be  talk'd  of,  or  feen, 
Wnlcfs  when  beneath  the  pale  moon. 

His  ghoft  fhall  glide  over  the  green. 


REPLY,  BY  ANOTHER  HAND. 


Ye  winds  to  whom  Colin  complains. 

In  ditties  fo  fad  and  fo  fweet, 
Believe  me,  the  fhepherd  but  feigns 

He's  wretched,  to  fhow  he. has  wit. 
No  charmer  like  Cohn  can  move, 

And  this  is  fome  pretty  new  art ; 
Ah  !  Colin's  a  juggler  in  love. 

And  likes  to  play  tricks  with  my  heart. 
II. 
When  he  will,  he  can  figh  and  look  pale, 

Seem  doleful  and  alter  his  face. 
Can  tremble,  and  alter  his  tale. 

Ah  1   Cclin  has  every  pace  : 
The  willow  my  rover  prefers 

To  the  breaft,  where  he  once  beg'd  to  lie. 
And  the  {^rcam,  that  he  fwells  with  his  tears. 

Are  rivals  bdov'd  more  than  I. 
in. 
His  head  my  fond  bofom  would  bear. 

And  my  heart  would  foon  beat  him  to  refl; 
Let  the  fwain  that  is  flighted  defpair. 

But  Colin  ii  only  in  jeft  : 
No  de-uh  the  deceiver  defigns. 

Let  the  maid  that  is  ruin'd  defpair ; 
Per  Colin  but  dies  in  his  lines. 

And  gives  himfclf  that  modifh  air. 

IV. 

Can  fliepherd-",  bred  far  from  the  court, 

So  wittily  talk  of  their  flame  ? 
But  Colin  makes  paffion  his  fport. 

Beware  of  fo  fatal  a  game  : 
My  voice  of  no  mufic  can  boaft. 

Nor  my  pcrfon  of  ought  that  is  fine, 
But  Colin  may  find,  to  his  cofl, 

A  face  that  is  fairer  than  mine. 


Ah  I  then  I  will  break  my  lov'd  croolt, 

To  thee  I'll  bequeath  all  my  fhcep, 
And  die  in  the  much-favour'd  brook, 

Where  Colin  d-es  now  fit  and  weep : 
Then  mourn  the  fad  fate  that  you  gave. 

In  fonnets  f»  fmooth  and  divine  ; 
Perhaps,  I  may  rife  from  my  grave. 

To  hear  fuch  foft  mufic  as  thine. 

VI. 

Of  the  violet,  daify,  and  rofe. 

The  heart's  cafe,  the  lily,  and  pink; 
Did  thy  fingers  a  garland  compofe, 

And  crown'd  by  the  rivulet's  brink* 
How  oft,  my  dear,  fwaiti,  did  t  fwear. 

How  much  my  fond  love  did  admire 
Thy  verfes,  thy  fhape.  and  thy  air. 

Though  deck'd  in  thy  rural  attire  ! 

VII. 

Your  fheep-hook  you  rul'd  v.'ith  fuch  artj 

That  all  your  fmall  fubjeifls  obey'd  ; 
And  ftill  you  reign'd  king  of  this  heart, 

Whofe  pafllon  you  falfely  upbraid 
How  often,  my  fwain,  have  I  faid. 

Thy  arms  are  a  palace  to  me. 
And  how  well  i  could  live  in  a  fhade, 

Though  adorn'd  with  nothingliut  thee  I 
vm. 
Oh !  what  are  the  fparks  of  the  town. 

Though  never  fo  fine  and  fo  gay  ? 
I  freely  would  leave  the  beds  of  down. 

For  thy  bread  on  a  bed  of  new  hay  : 
Then,  Colin,  return  once  again, 

Again  make  me  happy  in  love. 
Let  me  find  thee  a  faithful  true  fwain, 

And  as  conftant  a  nymph  I  will  prove; 


EPIGRAM 


On  a  Lady  ivho  Jhed  her  Water  at  peing  the  Tro" 
gedy  of  Coto  ;  eccajioned  by  an  Epigram  on  a  L,ady 
•who  li'epi  at  it. 

Whilst  maudlin  Whigs  depTore  their  Cato'sfatc, 
Still  with  dire  eyes  the  Tory  Celia's  fate ; 
But  though  the  pride  forbade  her  eyes  to  flow. 
The  giifhing  waters  found  a  vent  below. 
Though    fccret    yet    with    copious    ftreams    fhe 

mourns. 
Like  twenty  river-gods  with  all  their  urns. 
Let  others  fcrew  an  hypocritic  face. 
She  fliows  her  grief  in  a  fincerer  place  ! 
Here  nature  reigns,  and  paffion  void  of  art  ; 
For  this  road  leads  diredlly  to  the  heart. 


IMITATED  IN  LATIN. 

pLORAT  fata  fui  dum  castera  turba  Catotris, 
Ecce  1  oculis  ficcis  Cislia  fixa  fcdet ; 

At  quar.quam  lacrymis  faflus  vetat  ora  rigari, 
Invenere  viam  qu.^  per  opaca  fluant : 


P    o 


Clam  dolet  iila  quidem,  manat  tamen  humor  a- 
!    Numinis  ex  urna,  ceu  fluvialis  aqua.        [baiide, 

Diftorquenc  alra:  vulrus,  finiulantque  dolorem  : 
■    QujB  mage  fiucera  eft  Cxiia  parte  dolct. 

Qua  rr»era  Ratura  eft,  non  perfonata  per  artem, 
Quaque  itur  teAa.  cordis  ad  ima  vii. 


M  ^  C  E  N  A  S. 


Verfes  occaftoned  by  the  Honours  conferred  on  the  Right 
Honourable  the  Earl  of  Halifax,  I714  ;  belncr  that 
year  injlalled  Knight  of  the  Mofl  Noble  Order  of 
the  Garter. 

Phoebus  and  Csefar  once  conf|.)ir'd  to  grace 
iV  noble  knight  of  ancient  Tufcan  race. 
The  monarch,  greatly  confcious  of  his  worth, 
Ffom  books  and  his  retirement  caiTd  him  fortli ; 
Adorn'd  the  patriot  with  the  civic  crown. 
The  conful's  fafces  and  patrician  gown  : 
The  world's  whole  wealth  be  gave  him  to  beftow, 
And  teach  the  ftreams  ni  treafure  where  to  flow  : 
To  him  he  bade  the  fuppliant  nations  come, 
And  on  his  counfels  fix'd  the  fate  of  Rome.    . 
Tiie  god  of  wit,    who  taught   him   tirft  to") 

And  tune  high  numbers  to  the  vocal  ftring,        (" 
With  jealous  eyes  beheld  the  bounteous  king.     J 

Forbear,  he  cry'd,  to  rob  me  of.  my  fliare  ; 
Our  common  favourite  is  our  common  care. 
Honours  and  wealth  thy  grateful  hand  may  give  ; 
But  Phoebus  only  bids  the  poet  live. 
The  fervite  of  his  faithful  heart  is  thine;  ■) 

There  let  thy  Julian  ftar  an  emblem  fliine;  C 

His  mind,  and  her  imperial  feat  are  mine.  J 

Then  bind'his  brow,  ye  Thefpian  maids,  he  faid:  ) 
The  willing  mufcs  the  command  obcy'd,  C 

And  wove  the  deathlei'o  laurel  for  hjs  head.        j 


EPIGRAM 


ON  THE  PF.II.'CE  OF  V.'.'iLEs's,  THEN  REGENT, 
Appearing  at  tie  Fire-  i/:  Sj'r.'ng'G.i.den,  1 7 36. 

Tny  guardian,  blei?  Britannia,  frorns  to  ileep, 
When  the  fad  fubjefts  of  his  father  v/t-ep  ; 
Wc:=k  princes  by  their  fears  jneicafe  diftrefs; 
He  faces  danger,  Riid  i'o  mak<»»  it  lefs. 
Tyrants  on  blazing  towns  may  fmile  with  J07; 
He  knowsj  to  f^-je,  is  greater  than  defray. 


SONG 

ON   A  FINE  ■frOMAN   V^riio  HAD  A  iJULl   HUSBAND, 


When  on  fair  Cella's  eyes  F  jraze, 
And  blcfs  their  li^ht  dlji;.3; 
V.I.  Vli. 


E     M    5. 

I  ftand  cor.fj::nded  with  ama.-^=,' 

To  think  on  whut  they  (hine. 
II. 
On  one  vile  clod  of  earth  flie  fcems 

To  fix:  their  influence  ; 
Which  kindles  not  at  thofe  bright  beaniSj 

Nor  wakens  into  fenfe. 
III. 
Loft  and  bewilder'd  with  the  thought, 

I  could  not  but  complain, 
Tiiat  nature's  laviih  hand  had  wrought 

This  faireft  work  in  vain. 

IV. 

Thus  fame,  who  have  the  ftars  furvey'd. 

Are  ignorantly  led. 
To  think  thofe  glorious  lamp*  were  made 

To  light  Tom-Fool  to  bed. 


t4<t 


occ.isioNEo  sr 
HIS  FIRST  VISIT  TO  LADY  WARWICK, 

AT  HOLLAND  HOtJSE. 


Hearing  that  Chloe's bower  crown'd 

The  fummit  of  a  neighbouring  hill. 
Where  every  rural  jay. was  found,  ; 

Where  health  and  vi^eakh  were  p'ac'd  around. 

To  wait  like  fervants  on  her  will. 
II. 
I  went,  and  found  'twas  as  they  faid. 

That  every  thing  look'dfrefh  and  fair; 
Her  herds  in  flowery  paftutes  ftrny'd. 
Delightful  was  the  green-wood  Ihade, 

And  gently  breath'd  the  balmy  air. 
III. 
But  when  I  found  my  troubled  heart 

Unealy  grown  within  my  breall^. 
My  breach  come  Ciort,  and  in  each  part 
Some  new  diforder  fecm  to  ftait, 

Which  pain'd  me  fore  and  broke  my  rcfl, 

,      -  17, 

3ome  no:-:iou5  vapour  fure,  I  faid, 

From  this  unwholefome  foil  muft  rife  ; 
Some  fecret  venom  is  convey'd 
Or  from  this  field,  or  from  that  fnade. 
That  does  the  powers  of  life  lurprife. 

V. 

Soon  as  the  ficil^ul  Leach  beheld 

The  change  that  in  my  health  was  grown  5 
Blame  not,  he  cry'd,  nor  wood  nor  field  j 
Difeaies  which  fiich  fymptoms  yield. 

Proceed  frohi  Chloe's  eyes  alone. 

VI. 

Alike  (he  kills  in  every  ajr, 

The  coldell  brcaft  her  beauties  warm ; 
And  though  the  [ever  took  you  there. 
If  Chios  had  not  been  fo  fair, 

The  place  hzi  ntvir  done  you  harEi. 
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STANlZAS  TO  LAt)Y  WARWICK, 
ov  MR.  Addison's  going  to  Ireland. 

I. 

Ye  gods  and  Nereid  nymphs  who  rule  the  fca  I 

Who  chain  loud  dorms,   and  ftill  the  raging 
main ! 
With  care  the  gentle  Lycidas  convey. 

And  bring  the  faithful  lover  fafe  again. 
II. 
When  Albion's  (here  with  cheerlcfs  heart  he  kft, 

Penfive  and  fad  upon  the  deck  he  flood, 
Of  every  joy  in  Chloe's  eyes  bereft, 

And  wept  his  forrows  in  the  fwelling  flood. 
111. 
Ah,  faireft  maid !  whom,  as  I  well  divine, 

The  righteous  gods  his  juft  reward  ordain  ; 
For  his  return  thy  pious  wifhes  join, 

That  thou  at  length  may'ft  pay  him  for  his  pain. 

IV. 

And  fince  his  love  does  thine  alone  purfue, 
In  arts  unpraflis'd  and  unus'd  to  range  ; 

I  charge  thee  be  by  his  example  true. 
And  fliun  thy  fex's  inclination,  change. 

V. 

When  crowds  of  youthful  lovers  round  thee  wait. 
And  tender  thoughts  in  fweeteft  words  impart ; 

When  thou  art  woo'd  by  titles,  wealth,  and  ftate, 
Then  think  on  Lycidas,  and  guard  thy  heart. 

VI. 

When  the  gay  theatre  fball  charm  thy  eyes. 

When  artful  wit  Ciall  fpeak  thy  beauty's  praife; 
When  harmony  (hall  thy  foft  foul  furprife. 

Soothe  all  thy  fenfes,  and  thy  paffions  raiTe : 
vn. 
Amidft  whatever  various  joys  appear. 

Yet  breathe  one  Cgh,  for  one  fad  minute  mourn ; 
Nor  let  thy  heart  know  one  delight  fincere, 

Till  thy  own  truefl  Lycidas  return. 


THE  VISIT. 


Wit  and  beauty  t*  other  day, 

Chanc'd  to  take  me  in  their  way ; 

And,  to  make  the  favour  greater. 

Brought  the  graces  and  good-nature, 

Converfation  care-beguiling, 

Joy  in  dimples  ever  fmiling. 

All  the  pleafures  here  below, 

Men  can  alk,  or  gods  beflow. 

A  jolly  train,  believe  me  1  No : 

There  were  but  two,  Lepcll  *  and  How. 


THE  CONTENTED  SHEPHERD. 

TO  MRS.  A D        if. 

I. 

A»  on  a  fummer's  day 

In  the  greenwood  fhade  I  lay, 

«  Afterwards  the  eelebrated  Lady  Harveyt 
t  Aftcrwar^ls  faW  vrifc, 


The  maid  that  I  lov'd. 

As  her  fancy  mov'd, 
Came  walking  forth  that  way. 
II. 

And  as  fhe  paiTed  by 
With  a  fcornful  glance  of  her  eye, 

What  a  fhame,  quoth  fhe, 

For  a  fwain  muft  it  be. 
Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die  ! 
III. 

And  doft  thou  nothing  heed, 
What  Pan  our  god  has  decreed  ; 

What  a  prize  to-day 

Shall  be  given  away, 
To  the  fweeteft  Shepherd's  reed  \ 

IV. 

There's  not  a  Angle  fwain 
Of  all  this  fruitful  plain. 

But  with  hopes  and  fears 

Now  bufily  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

V. 

Shall  another  maiden  Ihine 

In  brighter  array  than  thine  ? 

Up,  up,  dull  fwain, 

Tune  thy  pipe  once  again, 

And  make  the  garland  mine. 

VI. 

Alas  I  my  love,  he  cry'd, 
What  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 

Since  thy  dear  defert 

Is  written  in  my  heart. 
What  is  all  the  world  beiide  ? 

VII. 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay, 
In  this  homely  ruflet  gray, 

Than  the  nymphs  of  our  green. 

So  trim  and  fo  iheen ; 
Or  the  brighteft  queen  of  May. 

VIII. 

What  though  my  fortune  frown, 
And  deny  thee  a  filken  gown ; 
My  own  dear  maid. 
Be  content  with  this  (hade, 
And  a  ihephcrd  all  thy  own. 


SONG. 
AH    WILLOW. 

TO  THE  SAKR  IN   HER  SICKNK9). 
I. 

To  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  him 
complain. 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Poor  Colin  fat  weeping,  and  told  them  his  pain; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 
II. 
Sweet  flream,  he  cry'd  fadly,  I'll  teach  thee  to  flow. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  the  waters  fhall  rife  to  the  brink  with  my  woe. 

Ah  wUloW}  &c. 


4>   o 


B     M     Si 


m. 


All  refltlcifs  aiid  painful  poor  Amoret  lies, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  counts  the  fad  moments  of  time  as  it  flics. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

IV.  ,  . 

To  the  nymph  my  heart  loVos,  ye  foft  flumbers 

repair; 
.   Ah  willow,  &c. 

Sprsad  your  downy  wings  o'er  her,  and  make  her 
your  car;e. 
Ah  willow,  &c. 

V.  ,     , 

Dear  brook,  were  thy  chance  near  her  pillow  to 
cretp, 
,  Ah  willow,  &c.  . 
Perhaps  thy  fofc  murmurs  might  lull  her  to  fleep. 
1^  Ah  wi'.ldw,  &c. 

VI.  .  , 

I,et  me  he  kept  waking,  hiy  eyes  never  clofe, 

Ah  willow,.&c., 
So  the  flecp  that  I  lofe  brings  ftiy  fair  one  fepofe, 
Ah  willow,  &c. 

VH. 

But,i/  1  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed  ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  lofs  of  my  dear  one,  my  love  is  decreed  ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

viir. 
}i  no  more  my  fad  heart  by  thofe  eyes  fliall  be 
cheer'd ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  fhall  be  heard ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

Believe  me,  thou  fair  one  ;  thou  dear  one,  believe, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Few  fighs  to  thy  lefs,  and  few  tears  will  I  give. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  (hall  be  ty'd, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  foon  lay  thy  fliepherd  clofe  by  thy  cold  fide. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

XI. 

Then  run,  gentle  brook ;  and  to  lofe  thyfclf,  hafte; 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Fade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  verfe  is  my  laft; 

Ah  willow,  willow;  ah  willow,  willow. 


TO  THE  SAME,  SINGlNt). 


What  charms  in  melody  are  found 

To  foften  every  pain  1 
How  do  we  catch  the  healing  found, 

And  feel  the  foothing  drain  1 
11. 
Still  when  I  hear  thee,  O  my  fair, 

I  bid  my  heart  rejoice ; 
1  ftafcc  off  every  fullen  care. 

For  forrow  flies  thy  voice. 


s 


»4? 


The  feafons  Philnmel  obey. 
Whene'er  they  hear  her  fing ; 

She  bids  tlie  winter  fly  away. 
And  (he  recalls  the  fpring. 


SONG. 

THE  FAIR  INCONSTANT. 


HE. 

Since  I  have  long  lov'd  you  in  vain. 

And  d'lated  on  every  feature  ; 
Give  me  at  length  but  leave  to  complaih' 

Of  fo  ungrateful  a  creature. 
Though  1  beheld  in  your  wandering  eyes 

The  wanton  fymptoms  of  ranging  ; 
Still  f  refolv'd  agaiiift  being  wife, 

And  lov'd  you  in  fpite  of  your  changing, 

SHE. 

Why  fliould  you  blame  what  heaven  hasmade. 

Or  find  any  fault  in  creation  ? 
'  ris  not  the  crime  of  tbe  faiihlefs  maid, 

But  nature's  inclination, 
'  ris  not  becaufe  1  love  you  lefs,. 

Or  think  you  not  a  true  one  ; 
But  if  the  truth  I  muft  confefs, 

I  always  lov'd  a  new  one. 


LORD    WARWICK, 
On  his  birth-day. 

When,  fraught  with  all  that  grateful  minds  can 

move, 
With  friendihip,  tendernefs,  refpedl,  and  love  ; 
The  mufe  had  wilh'd,  on  this  returning  day. 
Something  moft  worthy  of  herfelf  to  fay : 
To  Jove  ihe  off"er'd  up  an  humble  prayer. 
To  take  the  noble  Warwick  to  his  care. 
Give  him,  fhe  faid,  whate'er  diviner  grace 
Adorns  the  foul,  or  beautifies  the  face  : 
Let  manly  conilancy  confirm  his  truth, 
And  gentlcft  manners  crown  his  blooming  yottUl* 
Give  him  to  fame,  to  virrue  to  afpire. 
Worthy  our  fongs  and  thy  informing  fire : 
Ail  various  praife,  all  honours,  let  him  prove. 
Let  men  admire,  and  fighing  virgins  love : 
With  honeft  zeal  inflame  his  generous  mind,         -»! 
To  love  his  tountry,  and  prored;  mankind. 
Attentive  to  her  prayer,  the  god  reply'd. 
Why  daft  thou  aflc  what  has  not  been  deny'd .' 
Jove's  bounteous  hand  has  lavifli'd  all  his  power. 
And  making  what  he  is,  can  add  no  more. 
Yet  fince  I  joy  in  what  I  did  create,  '%- 

I  will  prolong  the  favourite  Warwick's  fate,       / 
Arid  lengthen  out  hi?  years  to  fome  uncommon  l* 

date.  \ 

Kij 
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to 


LADY    JANE    VTHARTON, 

ON   HER  STUOTINC  THE   GLOBK. 

While  o'er  the  globe,  fair  nymph,  your  fearches 

run. 
And  trace  its  rollir.cr  circuit  round  the  fun. 
You  feem'd  the  world  beneath  you  to  furvey. 
With  eyes  orilaiii'ti  to  give  Its  people  day. 
With  two    fair    lamps   methcught    your    nations 

{here. 
While  ours  are  poorly  lighted  up  by  one. 
How  ilid  thoL-  rays  your  happier  empire  giM! 
How  clothe  the  ftuwcry  mead  and  fruitful  field  I 
Your  earth  vas  in  eternal  fprinj^  array'd, 
And  laiJgiiing  joy  aniidll  its  natives  piay'd. 

Such  is  their  day,  but  cheerlcfs  is  their  night, 
No  friendly  moon  refle<3;3  your  abfent  light : 
And,  oh  !  when  yet  ere  many  year<!  are  part, 
Thofe  beams  en  other  objects  Ihall  be  plac'd, 
"VVhen  fomc  young  hero  with  reCftlefs  art, 
Shall   draw   thofe   eyes,    and  warm    that   virgir 

heart  : 
How  iliall  your  creatures  then  their  lofs  deplore. 
And  want  thofe  funs  that  rife  for  them  no  more  .' 
The  bllfs  you  give  will  be  confin'd  to  one. 
And  for  his  fake  your  world  muft  be  undone. 


TO 

MRS.    PULTENEY. 

UPON   HER  GOING  ABROAB. 

Tir'd  with  the  frequent  mifchiefs  of  her  eyes, 
To  diflant  climes  the  fair  Belinda  files. 
She  fees  her  fpreading  flames  confume  around, 
And  not  another  conqueil  to  be  found. 
Secure  in  foreign  realms  at  will  to  reign. 
She  leaves  her  vaffals  here  with  proud  difdain. 
One  only  joy  which  in  her  heart  fhe  wears. 
The  dear  coinpanion  oF  her  flight  flie  bears. 
JEneas  thus  a  burning  town  forfook. 
Thus  into  banifhment  his  gods  he  took  : 
But,  to  rccrive  hia  native  Troy's  difgrace, 
Fix'd  a  new  empire  in  a  happier  place. 


ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1716. 

I. 

Hail  to  thee,  glorious  rifmg  year,  [pear  I 

With  what  uncommon  grace  thy  days  ap- 
Comely  art  thou  in  thy  prime, 
Lr*ely  chill  f.f  h'-.ry  time  ; 
Where  thy  golden  footfteus  tread, 
Heafares  all  around  thee  fpread  ; 
Blifa  and  beauty  grace  thy  train  ; 
Mufe,  ftrike  the  lyre  to  foine  immortal  drain. 
But,  oh  !  what  feill,  what  mailer  hand. 
Shall  govern  or  conftrain  the  wanton  banc*  ? 
Loofe  like  my  vcrfe  they  dance,  and  ail  '.vliliou: 
cc:iixnaud» 


Images  of  fjireft  things 
Crowd  about  the  fpeaking  firings; 
Peace  and  fwect  profperity, 
Faith  and  cheerful  loyalty, 
With  Imiling  love  and  deathlefs  pocfy. 
II. 
Ye  fcowling  (hades  who  break  away. 
Well  do  ye  fly  and  fliun  the  purple  Gay. 
Every  fiend  and  fiend-like  form, 
Black  and  fuUen  as  a  llorm. 
Jealous  fear,  and  falfe  furniife. 
Danger  with  her  dreadful  eye=, 
FacSlion,  fury,  all  are  fled, 
And  bold  rebellion  hides  her  daring  head. 

Behold,  thou  gracious  year,  behold, 
To  whom  thy  treafures  all  thou   fhalt  un- 
fold. 
For  whom  thy  whiter  days  were  kept  from  tim^^^ 
of  old!  - 

See  thy  George,  f^r  this  is  he  '. 
On  his  right  hand  waiting  free, 
Britain  and  fair  liberty  : 
Every  good  is  in  his  face. 
Every  open  honeft  grace. 
Thou  great  Plantagenet ;  immortal  be  thy  race ! 
III. 
See  !  the  facred  fcycn  fprings. 
See  the  glad  promife  of  a  line  of  kings ! 
Royal  youth  '.  what  bard  divine, 
Equal  to  a  praife  like  thine. 
Shall  in  fome  exalted  meafure 
Sing  thee,  Britain's  deareft  treafure  ? 
Who  her  joy  in  thee  fljail  tell, 
Who  the  fprightly  note  fhall  ■'"■.veil. 
His  voice  attempering  to  the  tuneful  fnell  ? 

Thee  Audenard's  recorded  field. 
Bold  in  thy  brave  paternal  band,  beheld, 
And  faw   with  hopelefs  heart  thy  fainting  rival 
yield  : 
Trtiubled  he,  with  fore  difmay, 
'Fo  thy  ftronger  fate  gave  way, 
Safe  beneath  thy  noble  fcorn, 
Wingy-footed  was  he  borne, 
Swift   as   the   fleeting   Ibadts   upon    the    golden 
corn. 

IV. 

What  valour,  what  diilinguilh'd  worth, 
From  thee  fliall  lead  the  coming  ages  forth  ? 
Crefled  helms  and  fliining  fliields, 
Warriors  fam'd  in  foreign  fields  ; 
Hoary  heads  with  olive  bound. 
Kings  and  lawgivers  rcnown'd  ; 
Crowding  ftill  they  life  anew. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  deep  prophetic  view. 
Young  Auguftus  1  never  ceafe ! 
Pledge  vi  our  prefent  and  our  future  peace. 
Still  pour  the  blcflings  forth,  and  give  thy  great  in- 
crcafe. 
All  the  flock  that  fate  ordains 
To  fupply  fucceedin^j  reigns. 
Whether  glory  ft"iall  infpire 
Gentler  arts  or  martial  fire. 
Still  the  fair  defccnt  fliall  be 
Dear  to  Albion  all,  like  thee. 
Patrons  of  righteous  rules,  and  foes  to  tyranny. 
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Yc  golden  lights  who  fliinc  en  his^h, 
Ye  p^itcnt  planets  who  afcend  the  Iky, 

On  the  opening  year  difpenfe 

All  your  kindeil  influence; 

Heavenly  powers  be  all  prepar'd 

For  our  Carolina's  guard  ; 

Short  and  cafy  be  the  pains, 
Which  for  a  nation's  weal  the  heroine  fuftains. 

Britannia's  angel  be  thou  near ; 
The  growing  race  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Oh  fpread  thy  facred  wing  above  the  royal  fair. 

George  by  tliee  was  wafted  o'er 

To  the  long  expe(Sed  fliore  : 

None  prefuming  to  withftand 

Thy  celeftial  armed  hand. 

While,  his  facred  head  to  (hade, 
The  blended   crofs  on  high  thy  filver  fliJeld  dif- 
play'd. 

y- 

But,  oh  I  what  other  form  divine 
Propitious  near  the  hero  feenis  to  fhine  '■ 
Peace  of  mind,  and  joy  ferene, 
In  her  facred  eyes  are  feen. 
Honour  binds  her  mitred  brow, 
Faith  and  truth  befide  her  go. 
With  zeal  and  pure  devotion  bending  lov/. 
A  thoufand  ftorms  around  her  threat, 
A  thoufand  billows  roar  beneath  her  feet, 
While,  fix'd  upon  a  rock,  (he  keeps  her  ftable  feat. 
Still  in  fign  of  fure  defence, 
Truft  and  mutual  confidence, 
On  the  monarch,  (landing  by 
Still  (he  bends  her  gracious  eye, 
Nor  fears  her  foes  approach,  while  heaven  and  he 
are  nigh, 

VII. 

Hence  then  with  every  anxious  care  I 
Be  gone,  pale  envy,  and  thou  cold  defpair  I 
Seek  ye  out  a  moody  cell. 
Where  deceit  and  treafon  dwell  ; 
There  repining,  raging,  ftill 
The  idle  air  with  curfes  (ill ; 
There  blaft  the  parhlefs  wild,  and  the  bleak  nor- 
thern hill ; 
There  your  exile  vainly  moan  ; 
There  where,  with  murmurs  horrid  as  your 
own. 
Beneath  the  fweeping  winds,  the  bending  forefts 
groan  ; 
But  thou,  hope,  with  fmiling  cheer. 
Do  thou  bring  the  ready  year ; 
See  the  hours  !  a  chofen  band  I 
See  with  jocund  looks  they  (land. 
All  in  their  trim  array,  and  waiting  for  com- 
mand. 

VIII. 

The  welcome  train  begins  to  move, 
Hope  leads  increafe  and  chufle  connubial  love; 
Flora  fweet  her  bounty  fpreads. 
Smelling  gardens,  painted  meads  ; 
Ceres  crowns  the  yellow  plain  ; 
Pan  rewards  the  fhepherd's  pain  ; 
All  is  plenty,  all  is  wealth. 
And  on  the  balmy  air  fits  rofy-cQlonr'd  health. 


I  hear  the  mirth,  I  hiar  the  land  rejoice. 
Like  many  waters  fwetls  the  pcaUng  noife. 
While  to  their  monarch,  thus,  they  raife  the  public 
voice. 
Father  of  thy  country,  hall ! 
Always  every  where  prevail ; 
Pious,  valiant,  juft,  and  wife, 
Better  funs  for  thee  arife. 
Purer  breezes  fan  the  f^ies, 
Earth  in  fruits  and  flowers  is  drefl, 
J;>y  abounds  in  every  brcaft, 
For  thee  thy  people  all,  for  thee  the  year  is  bleft. 


SONG 

FOR 

THE  KING'S  BIRTH-DAY,   MAY  a8.  171$, 


Lay  thy  flowery  garlands  by. 

Ever-blooming  gentle  May  '. 

Other  honours  now  are  nij;h  ; 

Other  honours  fee  we  pay. 

Lay  thy  flowery^arlands  by,  &c. 
II. 
Mnjefty  and  great  renown 
Wait  thy  beamy  brow  to  crown. 
Parent  of  our  hero,  thou, 
George  on  Britain  didft  bellow. 
Thee  the  trunijiet,  thee  the  drum. 
With  the  plumy  helm,  become  : 
Thee  the  f;)ear  and  fliining  (Ijield, 

With  every  trophy  of  the  warlike  field, 
III. 

Call  thy  better  bleflings  forth, 
For  the  honour  of  his  birth  : 

Still  the  voice  of  loud  commotion, 
Bid  complaining  murmurs  ceafe. 

Lay  rhe  billows  of  the  ocean  ; 
And  compofe  the  land  in  peace. 
Call  thy  better,  &c. 

IV. 

Q^een  of  odours,  fragrant  May, 
For  this  boon,  this  happy  day, 
Janus  with  the  d'luble  face 
Shall  to  thee  refign  his  place. 
Thou  flialt  lule  with  better  grace  : 
Time  from  thee  (hall  v/ait  his  doom. 
And  thou  (halt  lead  the  year  for  every  age  to  c 

V. 

Faireft  month,  in  Csefar  pride  thee. 
Nothing  like  him  canft  thou  bring, , 

Though  the  graces  fmile  hefide  thee  : 
Though  thy  bounty  gives  the  fpriiig, 

VI. 

Thnugh  like  Flora  thou  array  thcc. 
Finer  than  the  painted  bow; 

Carolina  fliall  repay  thee 
All  thy  fweetnefs,  all  thy  (liow. 

VII. 

She  herfelf  a  glory  greater 
Than  thy  golden  fun  difclofes; 

And  her  fmiling  offspring  fweeter 
Than  the  bloom  of  all  thy  rofcs. 
K  iij 
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OQE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1717. 

I. 
Winter  1  thou  hoary  veneraWe  fire, 
All  richly  in  thy  fnrry  mantle  clad; 
"What"  thoughts  of  mirth  can  feeble  age  infpire, 
To  make  thy  carefiil  wrinkled  broW  fo  glad  '. 
'  ••  ■   ■  ■■        11.  '     '■       '      ■ 

Now  I  fee  the  reafcn  plain, 
Now  I  fee  thy  jolly  train  ; 
Show)  -headed  winter  leads. 
Sprirg  and  fummer  next  fuccced$; 
Yellow  autum  brings  the  rear, 
Thou  art  father  of  the  year  : 
III. 
Whjle  from  the  frofty  mellow'd  earth 
Abounding  plenty  takes  her  birth, 
The  confciou*  fire  exulting  fees 
The  feafons  fpread  their  rich  increafe ; 
So  duflcy  night  and  chaos  fthii'd 
On  beauteous  form,  their  lovely  child. 
•  IV.    •   ■ 
O  fair  variety ! 
What  blifs  thou  doft  fupply '. 
The  foul  brings  forth  the  fair 
To  deck  the  changitlg  year, 
when  our  old  pleafures  die. 
Some  new  One  ftill  is  nigh ; 
Oh  1  fair  variety '. 

V. 

Our  paflions,  like  the  feafons,  turn ; 
And  now  we  laugh,  and  now  we  mourr.. 
Britannia  late  opprefs'd  with  dread. 
Hung  her  declining  drooping  head : 
A  better  vifage  now  (he  wears, 
And  now  at  once  fhc  quits  her  fears : 
Strife  and  war  no  more  (he  knows, 
Rebel  foils  nor  foreign  foes. 

VI.' 

Safe  beneath  her  mighty  maftcr. 

In  fecurity  fhe  fits ; 
Plants  her  loofe  foundations  fader, 
•    And  her  forrows  paft:  forgets. 

VII. 

Happy  ifle '.  the  care  of  heaven. 
To  the  guardian  hero  given, 
Unrepining  flill  obey  him, 
Still  with  love  and  duty  pay  him. 

via. 
Though  he  parted  from  thy  fhorc. 

While  contefting  kings  lattend  him ; 
Could  he,  Britain,  give  thee  more 

'f  han  the  pledge  he  left  behind  him  ? 


ODE  TO  PEACE, 

FOR    THE    TEAR    IJ'lS. 


Hoary  winter  fmiles  before  thee. 

Dances  merrily  along : 
Hours  and  feafons  all  adore  thee, 
Ai^d  for  thee  arc  ever  young  : 
Ever,  goddefs,  thus  appear. 
Ever  kid  the  joyful  year. 
ill. 
In  thee  the  night,  in  thee  the  day  is  bleft; 
In  thee  the  deareft  of  the  purple  eaft : 
'Tis  thine  immortal  pleafures  to  impart, 
Mirth  to  infpire,  and  raife  the  drooping  heart  s 
I'o  thee  the  pipe  and  tuneful  firing  belong. 
Thou  theme  eternal  for  the  poet's  long. 

IV. 

Awake  the  golden  lyre. 
Ye  Heliconian  choir ; 
Swell  every  note  Hill  higher. 
And  melody  infpire 
At  heaven  i,nd  earth's  defirc. 

V. 

Hark,  how  the  founds  agree, 
With  due  complacency ! 
Sweet  peace, '*^tis  all  by  thee. 
For  thou  art  harmony. 

VI. 

Who,  by  nature's  fairefl  creature*. 
Can  defcribe  her  heavenly  features  ? 
What  comparifon  can  fit  her  ? 
Sweet  are  rofes,  flae  is  fweeter  ; 
Light  is  good,  but  peace  is  better. 
Would  you  fee  her  fuch  as  Jove 
rorm'd  for  univerfal  love, 
BleiV'd  by  men  and  gods  above  ? 
Would  you  every  feature  trace. 
Every  fwcetly  fniiling  grace  i 
Seek  our  Carolina's  face. 

VII. 

Peace  and  fhe  are  Britain's  treafurcs. 
Fruitful  in  eternal  pleafures  : 
Still  their  bounty  fliall  increafe  us. 
Still  their  fniiling  offspring  blefs  us. 
Happy  day,  when  each  was  given 
By  Caefar  and  indulging  heaven. 

CHORUS. 

Hail,  ye  celeflial  pair  1 

Still  let  Britannia  be  your  care. 

And  Peace  and  Carolina  crown  tbjj  yeat. 


Thop  faircft,  fweeteft.  daughter  of  the  Ikies, 
Indulgent,  gentle,  life-relloring  peace  : 

With  what  auipicious  beauties  dofl  thou  rife. 
And  Britain's  new-revolving  Janus  blefs  . 


ODE 

FOR  T»«    king's  BIRT^-DAT,  tjiS. 


Oh  touch  thefcrint)^,  celeflial  mufe,  a  nd  fa 
Why  are  peculiar  times  and  feafons  bleft  ? 
Is  it  in  fate,  that  one  diftinguifli'd  day 

Should  with  tnofe  hallqw'd  purple  paint  the  eaft  * 
<         II. 
Look  on  life  and  nature's  race  I 
How  the  carelefs  minutes  pafs. 
How  they  wear  a  common  face  : 
One  is  what  another  was ! 
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Till  the  happy  hero's  worth 
Bid  the  feftival  ftand  forth  ; 
Till  the  golden  light  he  crown. 
Till  he  mark  it  for  his  own. 
III. 
How  had  this  glorious  morning  been  forgot, 

Unthought-of  as  the  things  that  never  were ; 
Had  not  our  greateft  Cafar  been  its  lot, 

And  call'd  it  from  amongft  the  vulgar  year  ! 

IV. 

Now,  nature,  be  gay 

In  the  pride  of  thy  May, 
To  c(»urt  let  thy  graces  repair  : 

Let  Flora  bellow 

The  crown  from  her  brow, 
For  our  brighter  Britannia  to  wear. 

V. 

Through  every  language  of  thy  peopled  earth, 
Fur  as  the  fea's  or  Casfar's  influence  goes, 

•Let  thankful  nations  celebrate  his  birth. 
And  blefs  the  author  of  the  world's  repofe. 

VI. 

Let  Volga  tumbling  in  cafcades, 

And  Po  chat  glides  through  poplar  (hades. 
And  Tagus  bright  in  fands  of  gold, 
And  Arethufa,  rivers  old. 

Their  great  deliverer  fing. 
I^otj-Danube,  thou  whofe  winding  flood 
So  long  has  blufli'd  with  Turkifli  blood, 
To  Csefar  ftiall  refufe  a  flrain, 
Since  now  thy  ftreams  without  a  ftain 
JRun  cryftal  as  their  fpring. 

CHORDS. 

To  mighty  George,  that  heals  thy  wounds, 

That  names  thy  kings  and  marks  thy  bounds. 

The  joyful  voice,  ,0  Europe,  raife  : 

In  the  great  Mediator's  praife 

Let  ail  thy  various  tongues  combine. 

And  Britain's  feftival  be  thine. 


PDE  TO  THE  THAMES  f, 

FOR    THE   YEAR    I7I9. 
I. 

King  of  th-s  jloods,  whom  friendly  liars  o^'dain 
To  fold  alternate  in  thy  winding  train. 
The  lofty  palace  and  the  fertile  vale; 
King  of  the  floods,  Britannia's  darling,  hail  1 
Hail  with  the  year  fo  well  begun, 
-And  bid  his  each  revolving  fun, 
Taught  by  thy  ftrcfms,  in  fijiobth  fucceflion  run. 

i|- 

From  thy  never-failing  urn, 

Flowers,  bloom  and  fair  increafe 
With  the  feafons  take  their  turn ; 

From  thy  tributary  feas 
•'ides  of  various  wealth  attend  thee ; 
Seas  and  feafons  all  befri^d  thee. 

HI. 

Here  on  thy  banks,  to  mate  the  Ikies, 
Augufla's  haliow'd  domes  arife ; 

*  This  ode  was  written  for  Rowe  by  Mr.  Jefiif  ys,  and  is 
cUigieti  by  liiijiiii  his  works,  p.  J7, 


And  there  thy  ample  tofom  pour* 
Her  numerous  fouls  and  floating  towers  ; 
Whofeterrorslatetovanquifli'dSpain  were  known, 
And  jEtna  (hook  with  thunder  not  her  own. 

IV. 

FuUefl;  flags  thou  doft  fuflain, 
While  thy  banks  confine  thy  courfe; 
Emblem  of  our  Csefar's  reign. 
Mingling  clemency  and  force. 

V. 

So  may'fl  thou  ftill,  fecur'd  by  diflant  wars. 
Ne'er  ftain  thy  cryftal  with  domeftic  jars  : 
As  Cxfar's  reign,  to  Britain  ever  dear. 
Shall  join  with  thee  to  blefs  the  coming  year. 

VI. 

On  thy  ftiady  margin, 
Care  its  load  difcharging. 

Is  lull'd  to  gentle  reft  : 
Britain  thus  difarming. 
Nor  no  more  alarming, 

Shall  fleep  on  Caefar's  breaft. 

VII. 

Sweet  to  diftrefs  is  balmy  fleep, 

To  fleep  aufpicious  dreams, 
Thy  meadows,  Thames,  to  feeding  fheep, 

To  thirft,  thy  filver  ftreams  : 
More  fweet  than  all,  the  praife 
Of  Cxfar's  golden  days  : 

Caefar's  praife  is  fwecter  ; 

Britain'*  pleafure  greater ; 

Still  may  Cffifar's  reign  excel ; 

Sweet  the  praife  of  reigning  well, 

CHORUS. 

Gentle  Janus,  ever  wait. 

As  now,  on  Britain's  kindeft  fate ; 

Crown  all  our  vows,  and  all  thy  gifts  beftow; 
Till  time  no  more  renews  his  date. 

And  Thames  forgets  to  flow. 


THE  STORY  OF  GLAUCUS  AND  SCYLLA. 

FROM  OVId's  metamorphoses,  BOOK  XIII. 

Here  ceas'd  the  nymph  ;  the  fair  aflembly  broke ; 
The  fea-green  Nereids  to  the  waves  betook : 
While  Scylla,  fearful  of  the  wide-fpread  main. 
Swift  to  the  fafer  fliore  returns  again. 
There  o'er  thefandy  margin,  unarray'd, 
With  printlcfs  footfteps  flies  the  bounding  maid  ; 
Or  in  fome  winding  creek's  fecure  retreat 
She  bathes  her  weary  limbs,  and  fhuns  the  noon- 
day's heat. 
Her  Glaucus  faw,  as  o'er  the  deep  he  rode. 
New  to  the  feas,  and  late  receiv'd  a  god. 
He  faw,  and  langnifh'd  for  the  virgin's  love, 
With  many  an  artful  blandifliment  he  ftrove 
Her  flight  to  hinder,  and  her  fears  remove. 
The  more  he  fues,  the  more  flie  wings  her  flight. 
And    nimbly    gains  a   neighbouring   mountain's 

height. 
Steep  flielving  to  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
A  neighbouring  mountain  bare  and  woodlefs  flood; 
Hare,  by  the  place  fecur'd,  her  fteps  (lie  ftay'd, 
And,  trembling  I^il!,her  lover's  form  furvey'd, 
K  ui\ 
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His  fliape,  his  hue,  her  tfouhled  fenfe  appall, 

And  dropping  locks  that  o'er  his  fiiouUiers  fall; 

She  fees  his  face  divine,  and  manly  brow, 

ind  in  a  fifh's  vvreathr  tail  below  : 

!She  fees,  and  doubts  within  her  anxious  mind, 

Whether  lit  comos  of  god,  or  monlter  kind. 

This  Glaucus  foon  perceiv'd  ;   and.  Oh     forbearT 

(His  hand  fupportifig  on  a  rock  lay  near)  > 

Porbcar,  he  cry'd,  feud  maid,  this  netdlefs  fear. J 

Nor  fi(h  ap.j  I,  nor  nionllcr  of  the  main, 

But  equal  with  the  watery  gods  I  reign  ; 

Nor  Proteus  nor  Palsenion  me  excel, 

Kor  he  whofe  breath  inlpires  the  founding  fhell. 

My  birth,  'tis  true,  I  owe  to  mortal  race, 

And  I  myf;lf  but  late  a  mortal  was. : 

Ev'n  then  in  feas,and  Jeas  alone,  I  joy'd  ; 

The  feas  my  hcurs,  and  all  my  cares,  employ'd- 

In  mefhes  now  the  twinkling  prey  I  drew,  1 

Now  ikilfuUy  the  ilender  line  I  threw,  > 

And  filent  fate  the  jnoving  float  to  view.  J 

Not  far  from  fhore,  there  l;ej  a  verdant  mead, 

"^Vith  lierL-age  half,  ard  half  with  water  fpread  : 

There,  nor  the  horned  heifers  browfing  ftray. 

Nor  jhagpy  kids  nor  wanton  lambkins  play  ; 

There,  nor  the  foundinpf  bees  their  necftar  cull. 

Nor  rural  fwains  their. genial  chaplecs  pull ; 

Nor  fiocks,  nor  .herds,  nor  mowers,  haunt  the 

place, 
To  crop  the  flowers,  or  cut  the  buftiy  grafs : 
Thither,  fare  firft  of  living  race  came  I, 
And  fat  by  chance,  my  dnipping;  nets  to  dry. 
JVly  fcaly  prize,  in  ordti  al!  difplay'd, 
Sy  number  on  the  green-fword  there  I  lay'd, 
JVTy  captives,  whom  or  in  my  nets  I  took. 
Or  hung  unwary  on  my  wily  hook. 
Strange  to  behold  !  yet  what  avails  a  lie  1 
)  law  them  bite  the  grafs,  as  I  fate  by  ; 
Then  fudden  dartin^r  ,,'er  the  verdant  plain, 
They  fpread  their  finns,  as  in  their  native  main: 
i  pau.^'d,  with  wonder  flruck,  v>;hile  all  my  prey 
J.cft  their  new  mafier,  ?.nd  regain'd  the  fea. 
Amaz'd,  wiihin  my  fccret  felf  I  fought, 
■'Vhatgod,  what  herb,  the  miracle  had  wrought  : 
litit  fure  no  herbs  have  power  like  thi?,  1  cry'd  ; 
And  firait  I  pluck'd  fome  neighbouring  herbs, and 

Scarce  had  I  bit,  and  rrov'd  the  wondrous  tafte, 
When    ilroiig    convulHons    {hook    in  v.  troubled 

.     brc:ft; 
J  felt  my  Iieart  grow  fond  of  fumething  (1  range, 
yViid  my  v'hofe  nature  labouring  vi^ith  a  change. 
P.cfliefs  I  grev/,  and  every  place  forfcok. 
And  flill  upon,  tlie  feas  I  bent  my  look. 
}sirewt!l,  f  r  ever  !  farewell,  land  !   I  faid  ; 
And  plung'd  amidft  the  waves  my  finding  head. 
The  gentle  po-vvers,  who  that  low  empire  keep, 
Receiv'd  nic  as  a  brother  of  the  deep  : 
To  Tethys,  and  to  Ocean  eld,  they  pray, 
'i'p  puvgc  my  niortal  earthy  parts  away. 
I'he  watery  parents  to  their  fuit  agreed, 
And  thrice  nine  ti)«cs  a  fecret  charm  they  read, 
I'hcn  witli  luftratij/ns  purify  my  lirnbs,    , 
And  bid  me  bathe  beneath  a  hundred  llreams  : ' 
A  hutidred  ilreams  from  various  fouptait^s  run, 
A:id  en  my  head  at  once  couieruflimg  down. 


Thus  far  each  paffage  I  rcm«mher  well. 
And  faithfully  thus  far  the  tale  I  tell; ' 
But  then  oblivion  dark  en  tdl  my  feiifesfell. 
Again  at  length  my  thought  reviving  came, 
When  I  no  longer  f-Jtmd myfelf  the  fame; 
Then  firft  this  fea-grecn  beard  I  felt  to  grow. 
And  thefe  large  honours  on  my  fpreading  brow; 
My  long-defcending  l'>cks  the  billows  fweep. 
And  my  broad  (houlders  cleave  the  yielding  deep 
My  fifhy  tail,  my  arms  of  azure  hue. 
And  every  part  <livine!y  chang'd,  I  view. 
But  what  avail  thefe  ufelefs  honours  now  ? 
What  joys  can  immortality  beftow  ? 
What,  though  our  Nereids  all  my  form  approve  ? 
What  boots  it,  while  fair  Scylla  fcorns  my  love  ? 

I'huc  f.ir  the  god:  and  more  he  would  have  faid; 
When  from  his  prefence  fiew  the  ruthlefs  maid. 
Stung  with  repulfe,  in  fuch  difdainful  fort. 
He  feeks  Titaniaa  Circe's  horrid  court. 


THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF 

QJJILLET'S   CALLIP.^DIA, 

TRANSLATED. 


The  Argument. 
The  PropofitioD.  An  Invocation  of  the  iriofh 
beautiful  Deities.  The  Poet  deduces  the  caufe 
of  beauty,  according  as  it  is  efteemed  in  dif- 
ferent countries,  by  applying  the  Story  of  Pan- 
dora to  his  purpofe.  He  fets  down  the  condi- 
tions of  choofiug  a  fit  pair  to  procreate  a  hand- 
fqme  offspring,  and  ends  with  the  approaching 
nuptials.  He  likewife,  by  way  of  digreffion, 
inveighs  againft  the  covetoufnefs  of  the  age, 
which  blindly  feeks  after  a  large  portion  rather 
than  an  agreeable  temper  and  coiiflituli("n.  An 
Apoftrophe  ,to  the.  prefent  King  of  France, 
wherein  he  propofes  what  kind  of  lady  he  would 
wifli  him  to  choofe  for  his  royal  confort,  who 
might  bring  bim  a  beautiful  race  of  children. 

Wh,\t  crowns  the  fruitful  marriage  bed  with 
What  forms  the  lovely  gu  1  and  manly  boy,  [joy^ 
What  kindly  Oars  the  jufter  features  trace,  -^ 
What  happy  influence  beftows  the  grace, .  f 

And  breathes  the  bloom  divine  upon  the  beaute-  C 
ous  face ;  . ,      '     •      '  J 

What  fecret  fprings  the  forming  fancy  move, 
What  force  the  mind  exerts  in  genial  love. 
How  the  fair  foul  is  in  the  body  feen. 
And  outward  beauty  fpeaks  the  worth  within, 
In  flowing  verfe  attempts  the  willing  mufc. 
And  tunefully  the  pkaffng  theme  purfues. 
Hear,  Oh  i  ye  faircft  of  the  nymphs  divine, 
Ye  graces  hear,  and  to  the  talk  incline  : 
And  thou  great  mother  of  almighty  love, 
U  once  in  Phrygian  Ida's  facred  grove 
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e  ottain,  ^ 

eous  fwain,        > 

ftrain.  J 


Thy  form  vidorious  did  the  prize  ottain. 

By  the  juft  judmcnt  of  the  righteous 

Hear  and  infpire  thy  foft  Idalian  ftra 

So  (hall,  delight  my  happy  labours  blcfs. 

And  pleafing  thoughts  in  pleafing  numbers  drcfs? 

So  fhall  my  grateful  verfe  thy  laws  impart. 

And  teach  mankind  with  joy  the  genial  art. 

Whene'er  in  times  to  come  it  fiiall  betide, 
Tliat  the  kindbrideKro'im  would  inllrudt  his  bride, 
My  verfe  fhall  by  the  ftriUul  youtl)  be  read 
To  the  dear  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed ; 
The  mufe  inttrudive  fhall  their  offspring  grace, 
And  form  the  future  honours  of  their  race  ; 
Beauty  the  lonjj^  fuccefTive  line  (hall  crown. 
And  no  deform'd  unfightly  birth  be  knovvn ; 
In  every  face  the  Cyprian  queen  fhall  reign, 
And  mutually  adorn  the  nymph  and  fwain. 
You  who  a  parent's  pleafing  hopes  conceive, 
Who  lovely  patterns  of  yourfelves  would  leave  ; 
You  to  vvhofe  care  the  rites  of  love  belong, 
Attend,  and  liften  to  my  ufeful  fong. 
If  foft  the  verfe,  if  fweet  t;.e  numbers  flow,       "^ 
A  myrtle  wreath  my  juft  reward  beftovv,  / 

And.  bind  with  gratefulhands  your  poet's  learn- T 
ed  brow,  j 

But  firft,  my  mufe,  defcribe  the  doubtful  fair, 
Beauty's  celeflial  effence  firft  declare  ; 
The  lacred  fubftance  of  the  goddefs  tell. 
And  in  what  forms  fhe  moft  delights  to  dwell ; 
What  honours  on  the  nobleft  fronts  are  fpread, 
What  rofes  paint  the  checks  with  brighteft  red; 
What  colours  befl  becon\e  tlie  flowing  hair. 
What  locks  moft  graceful  wanton  in  the  air; 
What  lips  the  fweeteft  breathe  the  fragrant  blifs, 
And  fwcH  the  fofteft  to  the  melting  kifs; 
What  hands  are  faP.iion'd  in  the  fineft  mold,       f 
What  circling  arms  do  bcft  the  lover  hold,  C 

And  prefs  him  with  the  clofeft,  kindcft  fold.       Ji 

But  Oh  !  ccnfus'd  and  dark  the  queftion  lies, 
Perplex'd  the  caufe,  and  doubts  on  doubts  arife. 
Each  as  he  iox'es,  his  diif 'ring  praife  beftows,      ") 
This  youth  to  fnowy  Amaryllis  bows,  C 

While  that  to  br.'wn  Lycoris  pays  his  vows  :       j 
Daphnis  in  Flavia's  yellow  ringlets  bound. 
Admires  the  nymphs  with  golden  trefl'es  crown'd; 
While  Thyrfis  dotting Cn  the  jetty  black. 
Si  arts  at  the  burning  gold,  and  flies  with  horror 

back. 
Some  eyes  all  hearts  -with  lively  grey  ftibdue. 
Some  with  the  languifn  of  the  lovely  blue; 
Some  the  fond  rage  with  fparkling  black  infpire, 
Qaick  fhoot  the  flames,  and  kindle  up  the  fire. 
Some  fwainsthe  ilender  wafted  virgin  prize. 
And  Icthe  the  bulky  fat's  unwieldy  fize  : 
While  fome  the  thin,  the  ftiadowy  form  deleft. 
And  cboofe  to  prefs  the  plump  luxuriant  breaft, 
On  full  delights  their  wilhes  ty  employ, 
Grafp   the  fubftantial  fair,   zjad  late  ihemfelves 

with  joy. 
Such  are  the  various  fprings  our  paflions  move, 
And  fuch  the  many  herelks  yf  Love, 


Thus  is  tl;e  mind  byfellnd  defire  betray'd, 
Thus  by  fantaftic  fancy  are  we  fway'd. 
We  like,  we  love,  then  deify  the  maid. 


Nor  only  man  to  various  thoughts  inclin'd. 
Finds  differing  beauties  in  the  fofter  kind. 
But  ev'n  his  own  majeftic  form  furvcys, 
As  partial  nations  differ  in  their  praife. 
Mark  how  the  fwarthy  Ethiop  fond  of  night,  "y 
Difdains  the  cheeks  with  blended  rofes  bright,    V 
And  paints  the  fiends  and  Stygian  furies  white.) 
How  did  the  fervile  flattering  eaft  commend 
The  nofe  high  rifuig  with  an  arched  bend ; 
When  firft  that  femblantform  wasfam'd  to  grace 
The  mighty  Median  monarch's  warlike  face, 
Cyrus,  whofe  hand  did  Afia's  fceptre  fway, 
And  taught  the  wealthy  Crrefus  to  obey; 
Wide  o'er  the  Lydian  realm  he  ftretch'd  his  reigiij 
And  bound  the  royal  mifer  in  hisch^in.  ' 
Here  might  my  verfe  the  faireft  Gaul  recount, 
Here  paint  his  flowing  curls  and  fpacious  front. 
Or  here  the  tauny  Spaniard  might  I  trace,  "J 

His  looks  obfcure  defcribe,  his  gloomy  grace,      > 
And  rufty  blood  diffus'd  upon  his  dufey  face,     J 
Full  of  himfelf  the  pigmy  form  appears,       .        j 
Swells  to  the  clouds,  and  menaces  the  ftars; 
Ev'n  he,  though  by  unhappy  lot  he  lies 
Beneath  unkindly  funs,  and  weftcrn  fkies, 
Difdains  the  German,  manly  made  and  ftrong, 
And  calls  the  faftiion  of  his  arms  tpo  long  ; 
Prunes  his  hard  vifage  up,  and  with  a  fmilc 
Scorns  the  foft  bloom  of  Britain's  happy  ifle. 

But   fay,  my  mufe,  whence  things  that  jfeei^ 
'    fo  clear,        •,  ,     , 

So  doubtful  to  difcording  man  appear ; 
From  happier  times  of  old  deduce  thy  verfe. 
And  how  it  firft  befel,  in  order  juft  rehcarfe. 

When  firft  this  infant  world  its  form  put  on,") 
When  time  and  beauteous  order  firft  begun,  / 
And  rich  with  native  grace  the- new  creation  T 

flione ;  3 

No  wicked  iron  age  as  yet  control'd 
The  luftre  of  the  pure  primeval  gold  ; 
Around  heaven's  azure  arch  ferenely  bright, 
UnfuUied  flione  the  fparkling  gems  of  light ; 
No  fogs  did  then,  no  lazy  vapours  rife,  "' 

Nor  with  their  dull  pollulion  ftain  the  fkies; 
Through  heaven's  wide  plains  the  glorious  Go4 

of  day. 
Prince  of  the  ftars,  unclouded  held  his  way; 
While  in  her  turn  the  filver  Queen  of  night, 
Succefiive  roU'd  her  limpid  orb  of  light. 
I'he  mother  earth,  adorn'd  by  what  flie  bred,    "^ 
With  rocks,  liills,  trees,  with  fruits  and  flowers/ 

was  fpread,  r  , 

And  every  living  thing  on  her  green  bofomfed.^ 
'J  he  well  digcftcd  mafs,  untainted  yet. 
Did  no  rank  ftreams  nor  pois'nous  damps  emit; 
But  healthy  fpirits  breathing  from  the  ground, 
Diffus'd  their  wholefome  fragrancies  aroimd. 
'Twas  then,  in  thofe  good  times  for  ever  blefl. 
That  happy  mao  his  innocence  poffcli'd  ; 
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JVTien  yet  be  had  rot  Icsrn'o,  in  reafnn's  fpight, 
Pervcrfe  to  turn,  and  wander  irom  the  right, 
Forfaking  heaven's  revcal'd,  and  nature's    in- 

bornc  light. 
Then  holy  arts  and  prieftcraft  ■were  unknown, 
Religion  then  was  fimple,  plain,  and  one  : 
i^uft  had  not  kindled  then  her  guilty  fiame, 
Ambition  had  not  cheated  fools  with  fame. 
Nor  vex'd  the  world  with  honour's  angry  name 
Nor  was  the  form  of  man  beneath  his  foul, 
Sut  equal,  proper  beauties  grac'd  the  whole. 
Then  temperance,  jufl  goddefs,  did  prevail.^ 
And  rightly  held  creating  nature's  fcale, 
Difpos'd  the  fcveral  parts  with  prudent  care, 
And  form'd  with  niceft  fymmetry  the  fair. 
Then  was  the  reign  of  beauty  in  mankind. 
Then  univerfal  emprefs,  well  fhe  join'd 
The  faultlefs  body  and  the  blamelefs  mind. 


Soon  as  great  Jove,  from  high  Olympus'  brow, 
Beheld  the  facred  harmony  below. 
Add  we  one  mafterpiece  of  art,  he  faid,  "I 

iarth,  heaven,  and  all  ye  gods  afford  your  aid,  / 
Your  each  perfe<5tion  join,  and  form  one  lovely  T 
maid.  J 

He  fpoke,  and  flrait  obedient  to  his  word, 
£ach  willing  fpecies  to  the  work  concurr'd ; 
The  cryflal  orbs  of  aether  firft  prepare  -^ 

The  limbs  and  fubflance  for  the  future  fair,         / 
While  the  fun  curl'd  his  beams  and  hung 'em  T 
for  her  hair.  j 

Her  front  like  marble  fmootli,  like  lilies  white. 
Fair  Cynthia  lufter'd  o'er  with  filver  light ; 
Upon  her  cheeks  Aurora  rofes  /^read. 
And  dy'd  'em  in  the  morning's  brighteft  red  ; 
Venus  the  fweetly  charming  fmile  imprefs'd, 
And  her  foft  lips  with  balmy  pleafures  blels'd  : 
While  love,  the  god  himfelf  o'er  all  the  mafs,    ."j 
^Dancing  delightful  (hew'd  his  heavenly  face,       \ 
i,ed  on  the  laughing  joys,  and  every  filler  grace,  j 
Thus  form'd,    thus  finifh'd   out    the  beauteous 

whole. 
Creating  Jove  infus'd  the  living  foul ; 
And  lince  from  every  gr,d  the  graces  came. 
He  bade  Pandora  be  the  fair  one's  name. 
Then  bending  kindly  down  his  gracious  look. 
Thus  to  the  new  made  nymph  th"  Almighty  Fa- 
ther ipoke. 

Daughter  of  gods  defcend,  thou  work  divine, 
Vouchiafe  on  earth,  celeftial  fair,  to  fhine, 
Diffufe  the  bleflings  of  thy  radiant  fact. 
And  cheer  the  labours  of  the  mortal  race  : 
For  thus  the  gods,  thus  Jove's  high  will  ordains, 
While  man  his  native  innocence  retains; 
]p«  thou  his  bliis,  his  great  reward  be  thou,         "i 
Thy  full  perfedion,  heaven's  fair  pattern  ihow,/ 
And  teach  hira  by  thyftlf  thy  native  fkics  tot" 
know.  3 

But  oh  ;  if  pity  touch  thy  tender  breafl. 
If  for  mankind  thy  care  wou'd  be  expref&'d. 
Keep  clofe  this  fatal  caikct  I  beflow. 
Nor  feek  the  fecrcts  lodg'd  within  to  know. 
If  thy  frail  hand  too  curious,  Hiould  incline 
To  pry,  asd  difobey  the  will  divine. 


Strait  forth  ten  thoufand  winged  plagues  fhdl  fly, 
Aiidfcatterfwift  contagion  through  the  fey. 
1  Thee  too,  thou  faireft,  (hall  ihe  rum  feize, 
I  Pain  (halt  thou  feel,  and  languifh  with  difeafe; 
■  Deformity  thy, lovely  looks fhall  blafl. 
And  foul  pullutioD  lay  thy  beauties  wafte. 

He  faid :  And  downward  fwift  flie  bent  her 
flight,  -  [light. 

To  fpread  around  on  earth  the  beams  of  beauty's 
Nor  did  flie  ther«  yrith  Epimetheus  dwell,  ^ 
Shut  up  and  cloifter'd  in  a  lonely  cell,  C 

As  old  Greek  tales  of  dreaming  Hefiod  tell.        J 
But  bounteous  of  deljghtand  unconfin'd. 
She  made  the  bleffing  co;mmon  to  mankind, 
Defign'd  a  public  good  ftill  paffing  on. 
On  undiflinguifh'd  crowds  alike  fhe  Ihone. 

The  flupid  herd  with  pleaGng  dread  amaz'J, 
Dumb  with  attention,  flood,  and  gladfome  gaz'd ; 
Some  ravifli'd  with  her  mien  fo  graceful  were, 
Some  with  the  ringlets  of  her  amber  hair,  [fair. 
Some  with  her  iv'ry  front,  and  face  fo  heavenly 
From  her  each  part  ambrofial  odours  flow'd. 
And  breath'd  a  balmy  bleffing  on  the  crowd ; 
While  her  bright  eyes  (which  Icarce  the  mufe  had 

told, 
Unlefsby  facred  infpiration  bold) 
With  light  effulgent,  darted  forth  a  ray,         [gay. 
That  cheer'd  mankind,  and  made  the  world  look 
So  when  Aurora  in  the  rofy  eafl:. 
Lifts  her  fair  head,  with  radiant  honours  drefs'd, 
(i'er  nature's  face  a  various  fmile  fhe  fpreads. 
And  paints  a-new  the  fields  and  flow'ry  meads. 
Ten  thoufand  colour'd  eyes  her  beams  unfold,    ") 
The  limpid  flream  in  filver  waves  is  roll'd,  f 

And  all  the  green-wood  fhadc  is  burnilh'd  o'er  C 

with  gold.  J 

Such  beauty  was  in  our  firft  fathers  time. 
While  yet  the  youthful  world  was  in  its  prime  ; 
The  mingling  graces  of  the  fexes  met. 
And  full  pcrfe(Sion  made  the  form  complete  ; 
While  man  yet  free  from  avarice  or  pride,  ") 

The  ways  of  wickednefs  had  never  try'd,  ( 

Nor  warping  from  the  right,  perverfly  turn'df 
afide.  J 


But  when  pernicious  change  invading  fpread, '^ 
And  error  blmd  miftaken  reafon  led,  S 

The  fwift  contagion  reach'd  the  lovely  maid,     j 
Pandora  tainted  by  an  impious  age, 
Puifu'd  each  fond  dtfire,  and  each  fantaftic  rage  : 
Curious  to  know,  the  box  difturb'd  her  reft, 
Jove's  hard  commands  fat  heavy  on  her 
And  woman,  woman  the  frail  nymph  con 
Refolv'd  at  length,  whatever  Jove  forbid. 
She  eas'd  her  longing  mind,  and  broke  the  lid  : 
When,  fteaming,  ftrait  a  deadly  vapour  rofe, 
Long  trains  of  waiting  plagued  it  did  difclofe, 
{  Difeafes,  mifcries,  and  mortal  woes. 
Firft  the  fell  poifon  feiz'd  the  curious  maid, 
Firft  on  her  youth,  her  blooming  rofes  prey'd  ; 
Her  eyes  no  more  their  ftarry  fires  could  boaft, 
But  dim  and  dull  in  cloudy  mi&s  wer«  loft ; 


reft,  ; 
brcaft,  i 
infcft  :    J 
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^0  part  "was  left  untainted  in  the  whole,        [foul. 
But  all  that  once  was  fair,  was  lothfonie  now  and 
Nor  ftop'd  the  ruin  with  the  wretched  maid, 
But  growing  ftill,  around  diffufive  ilray'd ; 
Error,  difeafe,  and  death,  like  vidors  dread, 
Wide-waftiug:  o'er  the  world  their  legions  fpread. 
And  vanquifh'd  minds  and  bodies  captive  led. 
Hid  in  deep  fliades  benighted  reafon  lay, 
Shut  from  the  beams  of  truth's  ethereal  day. 
From  that  faid  ira  igorance  begun,  T 

Thence  a  dull  train  of  doubting  ages  run,  ^ 

And  beauty's  facred  form  remains  unknown.      J 
Oh  then,  to  guide  the  wand'ting  miife  aright. 
To  pierce  the  fliades  of  this  fubllantial  night ; 
Phoebus  be  kind,  to  thee  for  aid  we  bow. 
Thou  joy  of  Gods  above,  and  men  below! 
Patron  of  verfe,  and  ruler  of  the  day  ;  ~i 

Do  thou  Ihoot  fwift  before  thy  golden  ray,  r 

At  once  infpire   her  flight,  and  point  her  out  T 
the  way.  J 

Though  all  around  the  wide  contagion  fpread, 
I,ike  fl;reams  far  ftretching  fromfome  fatal  head; 
Yet  was  it  various  in  its  baleful  courfe, 
And  now  renew'd,and  now  repreft  its  force. 
Where  round  the  poles  the  frozen  circles  turn, 
Or  where  near  neighb'ring  funs  too  fiercely  burn. 
There  nature's  fhame,  milhapen  forms  abound, 
And  monfters  people  the  devoted  ground. 
Far  in  the  north,  where  winter's  hoaiy  bed 
Is  with  eternal  fnows  and  ice  difpread; 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Magellan's  fouthern  tide 
Does  barbarous  Paragonian  fliores  divide  ; 
Nations  deform'd,  fierce  favage  tribes  ate  fecn, 
Of  bulk  unwieldy  and  gigantic  mien  ; 
Each  a  huge  heavy  lazy  mafs  of  might. 
Unfit  for  ufe,  and  lothfome  to  the  fight : 
While  in  the  regions  of  the  burning  zone. 
No  "vifage  but  the  footy  black  is  known  ; 
Short  woolly  locks  their  horrid  fronts  embrace,  "> 
Thick  lips  grin  fearful  with  a  fiend-iike  grace,    ( 
And  liigbt,  the  beldam, broods  on  each  barbarian  ( 
face.  J 

Nor  here  unfitly  tn  my  verfe  belong. 
Arts  which  were  once  the  princely  Arab's  fong. 
^ong  fince  the  bard  in  native  numbers  taught,  "J 
How   the  mid    globe,  with  temp'rate  regions/ 

fraught,  f 

Feels  not  the  dire  extremes  of  cold  and  l^jt;       J 
Where  in  the  midft  the  juft  ^equator  lies, 
Sweet  is  the  air,  and  undifturb'd  the  flcies, 
There,  heav'n's  bright  fcale  well  blended  fea-") 

fons  weighs,  / 

Nature  the  poles  at  equal  diftance  lays,  i 

And  righteoufly  divides  the  nights  and  days  :      3 
There  nor  the  fun's  bright  flames  malignant  burn, 
Nor  chilly  moons  with  nipping  frofts  return  ; 
Thence,  with  luxurious  births  each  pregnant  year, 
Twin  feafons  does,  and  double  plenties  bear  ; 
Thrice  yellow  Ceres  crowns  the  fummer  fields. 
And  twice  his  rich  increafe  ripe  autumn  yields. 
Twice  gentle  winter  comes  with  fober  grace, 
And  twice  the  blooming  fpring  renews  her  blifs- 

itil  face. 


Here,  if  aright  the  pact's  fong  divin'd. 

The  juftcft  forms  of  beauty  might  we  find  : 

From  conftitutions  rightly  temper'd,  here 

Fair  harmony  and  order  fliould  appear, 

And  all  mankind  be  lovely  like  the  year. 

But  the  known  clime  muft  o'er  the  verfe  prevail. 

And  truth  refute  the  falfe  Arabian  tale  : 

iince  black  deformity  ufurps  alunc 

The  fultry  regions  of  the  torrid  zone. 

The  fiery  god  too  near  'em  rujis  his  race. 

And  leaves  his  footy  maiks  on  every  hideous  face 


Then,  Oh  my  rmife,  forfake  the  fcorching  line, 
And  to  the  cooler  pole  thy  flight  incline^ 
Seek  in  the  midway  fpace  fome  balmy  air, 
A  land  delightful,  and  a  people  fair  ; 
Where  beauty  long  her  refidence  has  piac'd, 
And  reign'd  in  fovereign  ftate  for  ages  paft. 
Nor  ceafe  thy  curious  fearch,  nor  yet  remain 
Fix'd  in  warm  Italy,  or  fwarthy  Spain  : 
Still  fpread  thy  wing,  and  reach  that  happy  coafi. 
Where  Europe  does  her  fav'rite  country  boafi. 
Where  fweeteft  airs,  and  kindeft  heav'ns  flie  yields 
Where  Gallia  fpreads  her  fair  Elyfian  fields. 
But  thee,  Turonia,  chief  I  would  fele(fl. 
Thy  pleafing  foil  with  various  profpedl  deck'd. 
Where  winding  vales  run  rich  with  frequent  rills. 
And  verdant  plains  are  crown'd  with  rifing  hills. 
Where  gentle  l>iger  flowly  feeks  the  fca, 
Scatt'ring  full  plenty  iu  his  peaceful  way, 
Where  near  proud  Angler's  walls  his  waves  are 

roU'd, 
And  through  their  cryllal  clear  difplay  the  fandy 

gold. 
Here  lovely  maids  of  form  divine  abound, 
With  ev'ry  grace  and  juft  perfe(5ti(m  crown'd; 
Here  ftill  the  marks  of  heav'n's  fitft  work  they 

wear. 
And,  like  the  firft  Pandora,  ftill  are  faultlefs  fair. 

Mark  how  their  ftatures  due  proportion  know. 
Nor  rife  too  high,  nor  fink  too  meanly  low  ; 
Mo  meagre  bony  jaws  deform  the  face,  "y 

Nor  puffy  fides  the  taper  fliajie  difgrace,  S 

But  ev'ry  part  alike  becomes  its  place.  J 

Behold  how  lovely  fmooth  the  forehead  fliines,  ~\ 
How  milky  white  the  fbft  defcent  inclines,  V 

How  fitly  to  the  fparkliiig  eyes  it  joitisl  J 

While  gaily  pleafing  they,  and  fweetly  bright, 
fill  each  beholder's  heart  with  dear  delight. 
See  on  the  blooming  cheeks,  fo  freflily  fpread, 
Sd  duly  mixt,  the  native  white  and  red ; 
Mark  what  full  rofes  on  the  lips  appear,     [wear  ♦ 
What  fweeti  they  breathe,  what  balmy  dew  the/ 
But  loft  and  endlefs  were  my  pain,  to  trace 
The  vaft  infinity  of  beauty's  grace  : 
Why  fhould  the  mule  in  lavifh  numbers  fpeak 
The  golden  trefies,  or  the  iv'ry  neck  ? 
Why  fhould  the  bafliful  nymph  attempt  to  tell. 
What  foft  round  globes  on  rifing  bofoms  fvvcU  ? 
What  fecret  charms — Since  modefty  denies, 
And  bars  the  bold  accefs  of  wanton  eyes ; 
Blufhing,  with  decent  gi'acc  her  veil  the  draws, 
And  fhields  the  fair  from  (hatne  by  cuftom's  rev*» 
rend  laws. 


rs^ 
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Nor  00  we  lefs  our  manly  beauty  boaft, 
Prov'd  often  to  the  love-fick  virgin"?  coft  : 
In  either  fex,  her  {kill,  came  nature  ftiows. 
And  equally  her  failed  gifts  belrows. 
Mark  ^.hen  the  downy  plumes  at  firft  begin 
'I'o  promife  early  manhood  <n  his  chin  ; 
How  goodly  grac'd  the  rifing  youth  is  fcen, 
His  form  how  noble,  and  how  great  his  mien ; 
From  vital  juices  well  and  kindly  mix'd, 
^he  coiiftitution  juH  and  firmly  cx'd; 
Ho  meagre  pale,  upon  his  viiage  Ipread, 
Taints  with  unwholfome  hue  the  native  red  ; 
Eut  healthy  fanguine,  of  the  Tyrian  dye,  1 

Laughs  in  his  looks,  while  from  his  front  on  high,  ^ 
In  large  defcending  locks  hi-i  auborn  treffes  fly.   J 
Nor  bnaft  his  other  pans  lefs  grace  divine. 
Sweet  iovelinefs  with  comely  ftrength  combine, 
Each  limb  on  well  compaded  mufcles  turns, 
And  juik  proportion  the  fair  whole  adorns. 
Such  equal  tempers  happy  Gallia  knows. 
Such  arc  the  form-  our  kinder  heaven  beftoWs. 
Far  from  the  clime  where  fultry  funs  arife, 
>iFar  from  the  wintry  north's  inclement 
In  the  mid  fpace  the  qiit-en  of  nations  lies 
With  foftcft  airs,  with  fweeteft  is  (he  r-left, 
^nd  gentle  heats  brood  on  htr  balmy  breaft. 


arife,  T 
fkies,  > 
Ues ;  3 


If  then  the  genial  arts  tiou  feek  to  know,      ~) 
Attend  to  what  the  flcilful  mufe  can  ftow,  ( 

€weet  are  her  facred  rules,  and  tunefully  they  C 
flow.  ^ 

"  Not  every  man  or  woman  was  defign'd 
"  To  propagate  and  multiply  their  kind  ; 
"  Forbid  we  rightly  the  deform'd  and  foul, 
"  Toclf  thewithill-flwp'd  limbs  the  heav'nly foul." 
Has  not  the  poet's  fong  divinely  told 
Of  births  detefted  in  the  days  of  old  ? 
How  dreadful  Phlegeton  did  nighf.  invade, 
Compreft  the  beldam  in  her  own  dire  Ihade  ? 
Hence  fprurg  the  fillers  (horrible  to  fight ') 
Whofe  hcUifh  heads  with  hifiiDg  fnakes  affright. 
Who  Oiudders  not  at  Pluto's  odious  bed  ? 
What  virgin  would  a  one-ey'd  Cyclops  wed  ? 
Were  I  to  judge,  no  Vukau  e'er  fliouid  prove 
A  horrid  hufband  to  the  queen  of  love. 
Some  fitter  taflc  his  barren  age  fliould  find. 
In  hamm'ring  bolts  for  Jove  to  plague  mankind. 
Doom'd  to  old  ^Etna's  forge  he  fliould  remain, 
And  dtudge  out  dull  immortal  years  in  vain. 

But  he  who  judges  right  of  what  is  fair, 
"With  healthy  fons  will  healthy  daughters  pair  : 
As  ur>perforniii:g  ufelcfs  drones,  will  drive 
The  weak  aiid  fickly  frrni  the  niarrirge  hive; 
Whether  a  man,  by  frequent  vifits,  feel 
The  gnawing  torments  of  the  gouty  ill; 
Or  fudden  epilepfies  feize  his  mind, 
Or  bilious  cholic  rack  his  breaft  with  wind; 
Or  OD  his  watted  lungs  an  ulcer  prey,  ^ 

Or  a  confumption  lingeriii^ily  betray  S 

His  pining  life,  and  murder  by  delay.  j 

For,  man's  new  curious  fyftem  to  ccmpofe,      ") 
An  equal  portion  every  limb  bellows,  v 

From  every  licr'vc  collct^ed  nature  flows :  j 


Whence  by  traduSion  from  the  father  nia 

III  habitudes,  entajl'd  upon  the  fon; 

The  latent  poifon  in  the  bowels  grows. 

And  propagates  a  family  of  woes. 

How  oft  do  men  their  ii'-ftar'd  birth  bewail, 

Condemn'd  to  a  difcafeful  body's  jail ! 

How  oft  with  vain  complaints  they  load  the  Ikies, 

And  guiitlefs  gods  accufc  with  fruitlefs  cries  1 

When  the  true  caufe  of  their  repeated  blame. 

From  a  diftemper'd  feeble  marriage  came. 

Let  then  a  healthy  bridegroom  and  a  bride 

Be  in  connubial  leagues  of  love  ally'd; 

If  they  defire  that  future  times  Ciould  know 

To  what  a  lovely  origin  they  owe 

A  race  of  men,  for  all  that's  generous  born. 

Or  to  defend  their  country,  or  adorn 

The  prudent  farmers,  who  of  heaven  implore 

A  plenteous  harvcft,  and  increaCng  florc; 

The  finell  of  thtir  wheat  for  feed  retain. 

Nor  few  their  acres  with  corrupted  grain. 

Her:ce  loaded  fields  their  annual  wealth  unfold. 

And  fniiling  Ceres  waves  in  fheafy  gold. 

Thus  lab'ring  hinds,  for  a  rich  crop  of  corn,       "J 

Improve  their  ground,  while  you  negleA  with  f 

fcorn  r 

The  grateful  foil,  from  whence  mankind  is  born :  J 
Unwilling,  or  unmindful,  to  produce 
From  a  hale  body,  pure  and  generous  juice  ; 
Which  in  clear  channels  may  unblended  run, 
From  the  bright  father  to  the  brighter  fon. 
Is  then  the  price  of  man  no  better  known. 
Or  God,  who  forin'd  thy  image  from  his  own  ? 
Cannot  that  foul  which  does  with  art  furvey       "> 
The  flars,  and  travels  o'er  the  milky  way,  V 

Ere(5l  thy  fpirits,  and  refine  thy  clay  ?  j 

Does  floth  fupine  in  fuch  fltoi=ig  fetters  bind  "y 
Your  abjeifl  fenfe,  and  make  you  lefs  inclin'd  / 
To  found  a  beauteous  te.mple  for  th'  ethereal  t" 

mind  ?  j 

Ye  gods,  who  to  a  human  birth  repair,  'y 

And  watch  the  cradle  with  a  guardians  care,  > 
From  nuptial  banes  exclude  a  weakly  pair  ;  j 

I>eft  execrations  from  their  children*  throat, 
Their  wretched  parents  to  the  fiends  devote. 
And  thou,  great  Father  of  all  human  race, 
Whofe  hand  preferves  this  globe  in  ftri<fl  embrace, 
No  longer  let  the  wicked  cuftom  reign. 
Nor  the  juft  beauty  of  thy  labour  flain. 
Let  a  r:ew  genius  from  the  Ccies  defccnd 
With  better  nature,  and  mankind  befriend  : 
Who  may  this  theme  with  well  wrote  rules  adorn,. 
And  give  inflruction  to  an  age  unborn. 

Nor  is't  enough  that  marriages  agree 
In  mutual  vigour,  and  from  ficknefs  free ; 
If  you  defire  an  offspring,  you  muft  learn 
Another  lefTon  of  the  firlt  concern. 
The  nuptial  knot  fhouid  be  with  equals  ty'd, 
No  fanguine  bridegroom  to  a  fapkls  bride  ; 
Nor  fcould  a  bloomy  nymph  entomb  her  charms 
In  an  old  hulband's  monumental  arms. 
Hymen  will  I'uch  an  ill  yok'd  couple  blame, 
And  Juno  kindle  an  unhappy  flame  : 
Aleiflo,  frowning  on  the  lucklefs  pair. 
Shakes  her  fulphureous  torch,  and  fnaky  hair. 


aires,  j 
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See  how  young  Chloc,  keen  with  ftrong  defircs, 
From  lier  old  wither'd  i'poufe  with  fcorn  retire^, 
His  frigid  kiffes  fhuns,  and  languid  fires  ; 
With  t'lequent  tears  bedews  her  face,  and  quits 
Her  idle  drudge,  and  tlie  deteiled  ftieets. 
Thee,  happy  Atys,  Rhea  from  above 
Purfu'd  with  chafte  dcfires,  and  honcft  love. 
Had  th'  antiquated  goddefs  thee  carefs'd. 
And  with  cold  kiffes  in  her  bofom  prefs'd. 
Thy  wafting  youth  had  found  its  certain  doom, 
Unfinew'd  of  his  (trength  and  fpringing  blogm. 
For  the  dull  drynefs  of  old  age  defires 
More  aliment  to  feed  its  dying  fires, 
And  lufty  nature's  whole  vivific  flock  requires. 
So  ever  burning  fands  in  Libyan  plains, 
Suck  in  with  greedy  thirfl  the  falling  rains; 
And  Pcill  unfated  with  the  watery  {lore, 
Their    drought    increafing,   make    demands    fur 
more. 

Yet  more  from  difcord  of  unequal  feed,  "^ 

When  youth  and  age  are  coupled  for  the  breed,      > 
Difeafes  in  a  fickly  train  proceed.  j 

And  if  at  laft  a  weakly  offspring's  born. 
How  oft  his  wretched  being  will  he  mourn  ? 
How  oft  a  life  in  mifery  extend, 
Unufefui  to  his  country,  or  his  friend  ? 

Nor  can  we  here  forget  the  modilh  crime, 
Which  flights  the  rules  of  our  inllruiiing  rhyme  : 
How  ill-advifing  third  of  gold  fupplies 
The  want  of  palfinn,  and  perverts' our  eyes; 
Which  to  a  face  luperior  and  divine 
Preicrs  the  monarch's  image  on  the  coin  : 
How,  fafhionably  vain,  large  portions  prove 
Rebellious  fubjedisto  commanding  love  : 
Fnr  if  the  chefts  of  a  rich  father  hold  ; 
The  ficred  load  of  writings,  or  of  gold  ; 
If  he  can  jointure  a  conlenting  mate 
Witli  the  gay  ruin  of  a  vaft  eftate  ; 
Blind  with  the  fliiiiing  hopes,  each  nymph  will") 

run  I 

With  proffer'd  beauty  to  the  charming  fon,  ^ 

V.^hilc  the  fond  parents  wj(h  her  wealthily  un-  j 

done :  J 

Though  the  pale  wretch  with  Aire  contagion 7) 

kills  I 

Infe(5led  with  an  hofpital  of  ill;,  ^ 

And  every  vile  difeale  which  crowds  t^e  weekly  | 

bills:  J 

Though  pining  in  the  laft  decline  of  life, 
A  fruitltfs  burden  to  his  longing  wife. 
How  hard  her  fate,  who  in  her  youthful  pride,  ~) 
Finds  a  dry  monfter  fnoring  by  her  fide,  > 

A  married  virgin  (he,  and  widovv'd  bride  I  j 

Of  her  loft  bloom  how  oft  will  flie  complain, 
And  wet  the  joylefsfheets  with  nightly  raiu  1 
How  will  (he  childlefs  mourn  !  or  what  is  worfe, 
Lothe  her  dctcfted  race,  a  heavi-.-r  curfs  1 
Befides,  if  prompted  by  her  Itrong  defires. 
She  feeks  new  fprings  to  cool  her  wanton  fires; 
If  v^and'ring  in  the  fearch  of  blifs  fhe  flies. 
To  fcek  what  her  enervate  drudge  denies  ; 
(For  who  wou'd  wifh  a  lothfome  joy  to  prove, 
Or  languilh  in  the  arras  of  fickly  love  ?} 


-J/ 
ncufe  Will  tJrtin,  -y 

promifcuous  train,      / 
i  cuckold,  mull  main-  ( 
1 


What  rank  adulteries  tj-.y  hcufe  will  tlain, 
And  crowd  it  with  a  long 
Which  thou,  good-natur'd 

tain  ;  _ 

'  ris  true,  the  boy,  not  thine,  will  bear  thy  natr.c, 
Though  twenty  fathers  have  a  better  claim. 
Here  Hiall  his  features,  and  his  mien  exprefs 
A  baronet,  and  there  his  groom  confefs  : 
Here  a  young  colonel's  warlike  look,  or  there 
A  fneaking  citizen's  fubmiflive  air. 
Then  ftiall  the  hoarded  lums,  and  glittering  heap, 
Which  tliou  haft  lahour'd  aiixioufly  to  keep  ; 
Then  fliall  the  acres  tf  thy  rented  ground, 
The  flocks  and  herds  with  which  thy  fields  a* 

bound. 
All  which  to  thee  by  long  defcent  have  run, 
Be  fpcnt  in  riot  by  a  fpurious  fon. 


,1 


Ncr  does  a  private  family  alone 
Beneath  the  mifchicf  of  this  poifon  groan; 
In  palaces  the  growing  evil  fpreads. 
And  impudently  climbs  impeiial  beds  : 
When  kings,  enfeebled  by  luxurious  eafe, 
Or  latent  feeds  of  fome  uncur'd  difeafe, 
By  the  warm  fides  of  youthful  conforts  freeze 
No  longer  now  at  the  foft  anvil  fweat. 
Too  impotent  to  govern  or  beget. 
Hence  infants  fometimes  may  a  kingdom  guide, 
Though  royal  only  by  the  mother's  fide  : 
Hence  the  deluded  fire's  oblig'd  to  o>vn  "^ 

The  doubted  ofi'spring  of  a  blood  unknown,        V 
And  willingly  adopts  the  baftard  to  his  throne.    J 

Nor  is  our  fex  lefs  faulty  than  the  fair; 
Alike  we  fall  within  the  golden  fnare  : 
For  if  a  matron's  fortune  can  fupply 
The  want  of  each  endearing  quality; 
Though  fitter  for  a  tomb  than  bridal  bed, 
Though  time  fits  hoary  on  her  fliaking  head  ; 
Though   from   her   eyes    the    brackifh    humour 

breaks. 
And  trickles  down  the  furrows  of  her  cheeks; 
Though  here  and  there  a  ftraggling  tonth  is  fct, 
A  thin  plantation,  and  dcforui'd  with  jett ; 
Though  huf.cy  coughs  make  an  ungrateful  din. 
And  phthyficks rattle  from  her  lungs  within: 
Yet  if  this  complicated  ill  defire 
With  Hymtn's  torch  to  light  her  dying  firej 
If  for  connubial  joys  enrag'd  fhe  thirft. 
To  fate  her  greedy  and  impetuous  luft; 
Some  younger  brother  will  perhaps  incline 
I'o  pay  his  homage  at  her  golden  fhrlne  : 
Who  with  diffsmbled  love  will  fondly  run 
To  hifs  the  wither'd  wealthy  ikeieton  ; 
Will  fold  the  beldam  in  his  arms  to  rel^,     [hreaft. 
Atid  with  diflembied  j'  y  pant    on  i.'cr  leatherc 
Bat  ah  !  this  hufband  of  a  large  eftate 
boon  flags,  and  turns  by  quick  degrees  to  hate  ; 
Quits  the  dull  carcafe  of  the  naufeous  dame,       "^ 
blights  her  dry  embers  for  a  briflcer  fiame,  r 

And  feeks  with  eager  heat  a  ni:b'er  game  :  J 

Some  tender  yielding  maids  he  longs  to  prove. 
Or  fom.e  co-eval  wife's  unlawful  love  ; 
While,  fingle,  his  neg'esfled  confort  lies, 
Asd- wailes  the  joy  lefs  night  in  empty  Cghs. 
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Hence  tears,  f)retuding  to  deflnifii^ejari, 
And  fad  complaints  to  unafliftiug  ftars  '. 
Hence  deep  refentments  rack  her  jealous  head, 
For  her  wrong'd  honour,  and  deferred  bed  ! 
Hence  ftudy  of  revenge  her  love  repels, 
And  all  the  woman  rifes  and  rebels ! 
In  wicked  arts  and  deadly  drugs  (he  deals, 
And  with  diffembled  duty  rage  conceals  : 
While  carelefs  he,  and  indolent  of  thought,   . 
Drinks  fure  deftrudion  in  feme  fatal  draught. 

Did  not  the  tenets  of  religion  bind 
To  facred  connfels  my  obedient  mind, 
l/ove  fliould  be  liking;  nor  the  nuptial  league 
Be  ty'd  by  compa<S,  or  defign'd  intrigue 
Of  felijih  parents,  who  in  wedlock  join 
Their  fons,  to  raife  their  wealth,  and  not  their  line, 
for  (honld  wife  nature,  for  the  Cyprian  joys, 
Diredl  a  couple  in  their  mutual  choice. 
They  would  by  reafon,  not  by  cuftom  led. 
Ne'er  tie  a  living  body  to  a  dead. 
Be  banifli'd  then,  unfit  for  amorous  fporf, 
The  fribling  dotard  from  the  Paphian  court : 
Let  youth  their  ftrength  on  youth  alone  employ, 
And  burn  with  equal  love  and  healthy  joy, 
To  propagate  mankind  and  people  earth 
With  a  found  offspring  and  a  generous  birth. 

Nor,  while  I  di&ate  thefe  important  truths, 
Grateful  to  maidens  and  unmarried  youths, 
"Would  I  to  an  extreme  as  bad  incline,  ") 

And  beardlefs  boys  with  unfledg'd  virgins  join,   > 
New  to  a  blufh,  and  fond  without  defign.  J 

For  prudent  nature,  who  has  then  began 
To  knit  the  joints,  and  to  confirm  the  man. 
Has  not  as  yet  her  genial  power  diftill'd, 
Nor  with  prolific  juice  the  veffels  fill'd. 
If  then  a  damfel,  who  defigns  to  wed, 
W^ould  reap  the  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
Let  her  (for  Themis  thefe  ftridl  rules  ordains. 
To  curb  too  for\vard  nymphs,  and  eager  fwains) 
Exped  with  patience,  till  the  rolling  fun 
Has  twice  fix  times  his  annual  journey  run; 
Till  her  maturing  years  begin  to  bloom. 
And  promife  early  offspring  to  the  womb. 
For  when  the  fwellingmafs  is  firmly  knit. 
And  the  ripe  virgin  glows  with  perfc«S  heat ; 
Then  rofy  ftreams  from  fecret  fprings  abound. 
Which  kindly  bathe  the  fruitful  womb  around; 
By  nature's  prudent  care  provided  well. 
To  feed  the  fleeping  infant  in  his  cell : 
Then  her  foft  breads  the  lover's  heart  infpire 
With  tempting  heavings,  and  provoke  defire. 
So  fliould  the  youth  attend,  till  time  begin 
With  moffy  down  to  clothe  and  fledge  the  chin  ; 
Till  the  firm  channels  fwell  with  vigorouj  bleed, 
And  roll,  impetuous,  a  prolific  flood,  • 
Then,  if  kind  Juno  his  endeavours  blefs. 
He  fafely  may  the  wedded  fair  carefs. 
And  venture  on  love's  foft  and  clofe  recefs. 
if  youths  and  virgins  would  thefe  rules  obey, 
And  wifely  follow  where  I  chalk  the  way. 
What    beauteous  bloifoms  would    their   labours 

bring.' 
\ybst  {p^lia  would  in  the  bridal  chamber  fpring  ? 


Would  they  with  e^ual  conftiturions  join, 
Man  would  be  all  harmonious,  all  divine,. 
And   angels  heav'nly  looks  would   in 
image  (bine. 


God's  C 


Mean  time,  while  lab'nng  in  this  pleaCng  art, 
The  facred  laws  of  nature  I  impart ; 
While  to  the  married  pair  the  willing  mufe 
Gives  found  inftrudlions  of  important  ufe: 
I.o  !  a  young  hero  of  imperial  race, 
With  early  manhood  and  fuperior  grace. 
Mounts  the   paternal   throne   of  France,  and"J 

brings  / 

New  glory  to  the  blood  ffom  whence  he  fprings,  C. 
The  worthy  fuccefTor  of  anpient  kings.  j 

Lewis !  Heav'ns  darling  offspring,  from  above 
Sent  to  command  with  equity  and  loviS ; 
By  wholefome  laws  the  fadlious  wo;'ld  to  bind. 
And  be  a  prefcnt  fuccour  to  mankind. 
What  royal  mien  I  what  mingled  graces  rife      "y 
In  every  part,  and  lighten  from  his  eyes  1  v 

What  majefty  of  foul,  afpiring  to  the  Ikies  I       3. 
A  thoufand  goddeCfes  admire  his  charms,  "^ 

His  princely  air  a  thoufand  nymphs  alarms,        A 
A  thoufand  fighs  they  fend,  to  languiib  in  his  C. 

arms,  J 

Him  the  bright  nymph  of  Auftria's  blood  adores. 
Who  burns  where  Tagus  gilds  Iberian  fhores; 
The  gentle  winds  tell  every  fecret  groan. 
And  waft  her  wifhes  to  the  Gallic  throne. 
If,  mighty  prince,  thou  to  the  match  incline, 
Spain,  and, her  Indian  treafures  fliall  be  thine. 
For  thee  the  tender  Lufitanian  dame 
Confumes,  and  rivals  the  Hefperian  flame. 
For  thee  (he  pines;  for  thee  the  beauties  glow. 
Which  drink  the  German  Rhine  and  Latiaa  Po, 
All  flung  alike,  and  emulous  to  tread 
The  bridal  room,  and  mount  thy  lofty  bed. 


But  thou !  the  hope  of  the  Burborilan  line, 

A/oreign  Hyirten's  facred  torch  decline. 

Of  thofe  refulgent  ftars  which  crowd  our  flcy, 

And  fparkle  in  the  Celtic  galaxy, 

A  hundred  beauties  in  thy  court  are  fcen, 

Ceferving  the  high  title  of  thy  qu«ren  ; 

On  whofe  fair  birth,  a  planet,  like  thy  owh, 

Wi;h  friendly  influence,  propitious  (hone;  ( 

Whence  kindly  feeds  arife,  and  kifles  not  un-| 

known. 
Nor  be  to  fond  defires  fo  blindly  loft,  ■ 

To  choofe  a  nymph, whom  turbid  Tyber'scoaftJ 
Or  whom  Aufonia's  petty  princes  boaft.  j 

Nor,  mindJefs  of  the  blood  which  fwells  each" 

vein,  I 

Admit,  a»  confort  of  thy  glorious  reign,  i 

Such  humble  births,  a  mean  degenerate  ftrain.  . 


Confult  thy  royalty  vrlth  niceft  care. 
And  fix  with  judgment  on  the  chofen  fair, 
Worthy  to  languifh  by  a  monarch'*  fide  j 
Nor  fue  \>j  prot^  to  va  abfcot  bride. 
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Survey  ifl  perfon  the  delicious  prize, 
And  drink  in  love  at  thy  own  piercing  eyes  : 
Demand  her  perfon  on  a  double  fcore, 
Much  for  her  beauty,  for  her  virtue  more. 
Mad  cuftom  !  where  a  queen  is  led  to  climb 
(Unfeen  before)  the  royal  bed  fublime  : 
Where  kings  are  guided  by  another's  voice, 
And  follow  blindfold  the  deputed  choice. 
Be  this  thy  firft  and  lateft  wifli,  to  prove. 
In  filken  chains  of  matrimonial  love, 
Some  charming  heroine  of  high  defcent. 
The  partner  of  thy  breaft  and  government : 
From  whofe  celeftial  loins  may  fpring  an  heir. 
Great,  like  his  father;  like  his  mother,  fair  : 
Whofe  native  charms  with  an  engaging  art. 
Win  the  glad  foul,  and  ileal  upon  the  heart. 
The  confcious  people  willingly  obey 
Whene'er  defigning  defliny  makes  way  | 

By  manly  beauty  to  imperial  fway ; 
When  they  behold  a  royal  infant  born, 
Whofe  ftarry  temples  (hall  the  crown  adorn. 
Where  is  the  mighty  gain,  that  from  a  ftem 
Of  kings,  a  Juno  fliare  thy  diadem  ? 
If  you  attempt  th'  embraces  of  a  queen 
In  body  foul,  with  fwarthy  cheeks  obfcenc; 
How  will  (be  damp  thy  flames,  thy  pleafures' 
cloy  ?  I 

What  love  can  fhe  infpire  ?  what  real  joy  ?  ( 

What  jufl  materials  bringfor  thyfucceeding  boy  \. 
Unfit  for  fceptres,  his  unprincely  face, 
Abhorring  from  the  brightncfs  of  thy  ra<:e. 
Thy  fubjcdls  (hall  pervert,  thy  throne  difgrace. 

Nor  is  the  fecret  to  the  mufe  unknown. 
How  courts,  to  frequent  wantonnefles  prone, 
By  loofe  defires  and  high  examples  led. 
Stain  the  chafle  honours  oi  the  royal  bed. 


How  a  young  monarch,  to  bis  queen  unjuft, 

Oft  licenfes  the  fafhionable  lull. 

So  in  Olympus  once,  adult'rous  Jove 

I^eft  his  loth'd  Juno  for  a  human  love  : 

In  earth  and  heaven  his  fpurious  offspring  fow'd,'J' 

Profulely  fcatter'd  his  immortal  blood,  C 

And  ftock'd  the  (ky  with  a  promifcuous  brood,  jf 

Great  fire,  abandon  this  opprobrious  life. 

Contented  with  a  lov'd,  and  loving  wife. 

Let  the  pure  ilTue  of  unfpotted  flames 

Thy  fceptre  wield,  and  fhun  lalcivious  dames* 

But  if  my  private  mufe,  without  offence. 
May  freely  utter  her  impartial  fenfe  ; 
There  might  be  found  a  more  adapted  mate 
Of  higher  virtues,  though  of  humbler  flate  : 
Who  with  requiting  fires  thy  fires  would  meet. 
Of  temper  equal,  and  of  form  complete  ; 
Whofe  looks  might  foften  and  unbend  thy  care, 
And  eafe  the  burden  of  the  gold  you  wear. 
Others,  who  court  alliance  to  thy  throne, 
Seek  but  to  (Irengthen,  and  fecure  their  own  : 
So  the  weak  branches  of  the  tender  vine 
In  circling  folds  the  married  elm  entwine. 
But  kings,  who  to  themfelves  their  grandeur  owe, 
Self-balanc'd,  on  unmov'd  foundations  grow  : 
Safe  in  their  people's  flrsngth,  from  princes  near 
They  feek  no  fuccours,  and  no  forces  fear. 

But  while  we  wait,  from  what  celeftial  wortli, 
From  what  great  princefs  of  exalted  birth, 
New  Caefars  (hall  arife  to  rule  the  Gallic  earth  : 
Me,  Phoebus,  guide  with  thy  informing  light,   '\ 
While  ufeful  laws  for  hufbands  I  indite ;  f 

Smile  on  my  pleafing  toil,  and  aid  my  daring  i 
flight.  3 
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If  bufinefs  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite, 

Th'  unblcnaifti'd  Statefman  feems  to  flrike  my  fight  j 

If  in  the  ftage  I  feek  to  foothe  my  care, 

I  meet  his  foul  wWch  breath'd  in  Cato  there; 

If  penfive,  to  the  rural  fliades  I  rove, 

His  fhape  o'ertakcs  me  in  the  lonely  grove ; 

'Twas  there  of  good  and  juft  he  reafon'd  ftrong, 

Clear'd  feme  great  truth,  or  rais'd  fome  ferioos  fong ; 

There  patient  flicw'd  us  the  wife  courfe  to  fteer,    , 

A  candid  cenfor,  and  a  friend  fevere ; 

There  taught  us  how  to  live  ;  and  (oh  I  too  high 

The  price  of  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

Tickel;.'s  elect  on  abbisok. 
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THE   LIFE   OF  ADDISON. 


Joseph  Addison,  one  of  the  greateft  names  in  Engli.Ti  literature,  was  fon  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lancelot 
Addifon,  Redlor  of  Milflon  in  Wiltfliire,  where  he  was  born  May  I.  1671 ;  and  appearing  weak, 
and  unlikely  to  live,  was  baptifed  the  fame  day. 

After  the  ufual  domeftic  education,  which,  Irom  the  chara»2;er  of  his  father,  a  man  of  talents,  vir- 
tue, and  religion,  may  be  reafonably  fuppofed  to  have  given  hiin  early  and  deep  impreflions  of  piety 
and  morality,  he  was  committed  to  the  tuition  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Na(h  at  Ambrefbury  near  Milfton, 
and  afterwards  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Taylor  at  Salifbury. 

In  1683,  his  father  was  made  Dean  of  Litchfield,  and  It  is  fuppofedj,  carried  his  fon  with  him  to 
'his  Deanry,  and  placed  him  with  Mr.  Shaw,  mafier  of  the  fchool  in   the  city  to  which  he  re- 
moved. 

Tradition  has  prefcrved  a  ftory  of  harring  out  the  mafter  at  the  approach  of  the  holidays,  which, 
at  the  early  age  of  twelve,  he  is  faid  to  have  planned  and  condmnjed  with  fupcrior  wifdom  and 
courage.  ^ 

From  Litchfield  he  was  removed  to  the  Charter-Hotife,  where  he  purfjed  his  fludles  under  Dr. 
Ellis,  and  contradled  an  intimacy  with  Steele,  which  lafted  as  Ipng  as  he  lived,  and  which  their 
joint  literary  exertions  have  fo  eife(51ualiy  tranfmitted  to  pofterity. 

In  168  7,  the  fifteenth  year  of  his  age,  he  was  entered  into  Qneen's  College  Oxford,  where  Ins  father 
hadfludied.  Claflical  learning,  being  held  in  the  highell  efiimation  at  Oxford,  was  the  principal  object 
of  his  attention.  Latin  poetry,  there  one  of  the  chief  roads  to  eminence,  firfl  procured  him  dil- 
tin<Sllon.  The  accidental  perufal  of  his  Latin  Verfes  on  the  Inauguration  of  King  JViliiam  and  <^een 
Mary,  1689,  gained  him  the  patronage  of  Dr.  Lancafter,  then  Fellow,  aftcrv.'arGS  Provcl 
of  Queen's  College,  by  whofe  recommendation  he  was  elected  into  Magdalane  Coiljge,  as  a  Demy, 
a  term  in  that  fociety  of  the  fame  import  with  that  of  a  fcholar  in  other  Colleges. 

The  knowledge  moil  highly  valued  in  the  fociety  of  v.'hich  he  was  a  member,  he  continued  !i> 
cultivate,  and  foon  became  eminent  by  his  Latin  ccmpofitions,  and  thofe  exercifes  which  led  chiefly 
to  fame. 

In  1690,  he  contributed  a  copy  of  Latlsi  Verfes  to  the  Oxford  Congratulations,  en  the  nturn  of 
King  WiLLIAM_/>-oot  Ireland,  after  the  Battle  of  the  Boyne. 

In  1693,  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafler  of  Arts;  and  the  fame  year  fubmitted  to  the  Public  a 
copy  of  Verfes  addreffcd  to  Dryden,  which  was  his  firfl:  performance  in  Engjifli. 

This  was  followed,  foon  after,  by  a  tranflation  of  t'«e  fourth  Georgic  upon  Bees;  "  after  which," 
fays  Dryden,  "  my  latter  fwarm  is  hardly  worth  the  hiving." 

About  the  fame  time  he  furniflied  Dryden  with  the  arguments  to  the  feveral  bocks  of  his  Virgil, 
and  wrote  an  "  B-ff^y  on  the  Georgics,"  which  is  prefixed  as  a  preface  to  Dryden's  tranflation,  though 
his  name  is  no:  mentioned,  becaufe  he  defired  to  have  it  concealed. 

In  1694,  he  wrote  "  An  Account  of  the  Creaieft  Englifi  Poets ^'  infcribed  to  Mr.  H.  S.  generally 
undcrucod  to  mean  his  Fellow- Colkgiir,  Hcr.ry  isacheverell ;  v,bo  at  that  time  prcffffd  Rcvolu- 
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tion  principles,  and  whofe  trial  for  reviling  the  Revolution,   and  other  meafures  refulting  frotn 

principles  of  freedom,  is  the  moft  remarkable  incident  in  his  life. 

If  the  information  communicated  in  a  letter  found  among  Dr.  Johnfon's  papers,  dated  January 
1784,  from  a  Lady  in  Wiltfhire,  may  be  credited,  by  the  initials  H.  S.  is  not  to  be  underflood  the 
famous  Dr.  Sachcverell,  but  a  very  ingenious  gentleman  of  the  fame  name,  who  died  young,  fup- 
pofed  to  be  a  Mankfman,  for  that  he  wrote  the  hiflory  "  of  the  Ifle  of  Man,"  had  formed  the  plan 
«/  a  Tragedy  on  the  Doath  of  Socrates,  and  left  his  papers  to  Addifon. 

But  this  important  difcovery  in  literary  hiflory,  is  unfiipported  by  collateral  evidence,  which  is 
more  favourable  to  the  received  opinion  ;  for  it  is  known  that  a  ftritSt  intimkcy  then  fubfifted  be- 
tween Sacheverell  and  Addifon,  though  few  characters  could  be  more  different  :  for  SachevereU, 
with  talents  hardly  reaching  mediocrity,  was  confident  and  affuming  ;  Addifon,  with  the  richeft 
fund  of  merit,  was  diffident  and  modeft.  The  former  was  the  violent  bigotted  votary  of  arbitrary 
power  ;  the  latter  the  moderate  friend  of  rational  liberty.  Sacheverell  was  drawn  into  notice  by 
party  prejudice;  Addifon  attained  eminence  by  genius,  learning,  and  virtue. 

The  flrongeil  evidence  of  their  early  jntimacy  i^  to  be  found  in  the  poem  itfelf,  which  exhibits 
all  the  fondnefo  of  fiiendfhip;  and  it  is  very  honourable  for  Addifon,  that  when  he  afterwards  dif- 
fered with  his  friend,  he  did  not  diifer  from  himfclf,  but  adhered  to  thofe  principles  which  Sache- 
verell had  deferted. 

In  the  clofe  of  the  poem,  he  infinuates  a  deiign  he  had  formed  of  entering  into  holy  orders,  to 
vnich  he  had  been  ftrongly  folicited  both  by  his  father  and  by  members  of  the  Univerfity  ;  but  the 
influence  of  Montague,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  to  whom  about  this  time  he  was  introduced  by 
Pongreve,  concurring  with  his  natural  modefty,  diverted  him  from  his  original  defign.  Montague 
alleged  the  corruption  of  men  who  engaged  in  civil  employments  without  liberal  education,  and  de- 
clared that  though  he  was  reprefented  as  an  enemy  to  the  church,  he  would  ne<rer  do  it  any  injury, 
fcut  by  withholding  Addifon  from  it. 

In  1695,  he  publiftied  "  A  Poem  to  his  Majejly,"  with  a  poetical  introdudtion  to  Lord  Keeper 
Somers,  which  procured  him  the  uptronage  of  that  illutlrious  rtatefman. 

In  1697,  appeared  his  Latin  Verfes  on  the  Peace  of  Ryfwick,  which  he  dedicated  to  Montague, 
and  which  was  afterwards  called  by  Smith,  "  The  beft  Latin  Poem  fince  the  ^neid." 

His  I>atin  compofitions  feem  to  have  had  much  of  his  fondntfs,  for  he  now  colledled  a  fecond 
volume  of  the  Muf^  Anglican^,  in  which  all  his  Latin  pieces  are  jnferted,  and  where  his  Poem  on 
Peace  has  the  firft  place. 

Having  y*.'t  no  public  employment,  through  the  liberal    recommendation  of  Somers  and  Mon-3 
tague,  the  King,  in  1699,  bellowed  en  him  a  pciiCon  of  3C0I.  to  enable  him  to  travel. 

During  his  travels  through  Italy,  he  collefled  his  Remarks  on  the  Country,  compofcd  his  Dia» 
Jogues  on  Medals,  and  four  Ads  of  Cato. 

In  1701,  he  wrote  from  Italy  the  Letter  to  Montague,  now  become  Lord  Halifax,  which  is  juftly 
confidered  as  the  moft  ek-gant,  if  not  the  moft  fublime  of  his  poetical  produiflions. 

When  he  retuined  to  England  in  1703,  his  friends  were  out  of  the  Miniftry,  and  his  penfion  was 
difcontinued. 

Soon  after  his  return,  he  publifhed  his  Traveh,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord  Somers,  which  form  a 
large  commentary  on  the  Letter  to  Halifax. 

For  upwards  of  two  years  he  remained  at  home,  witliout  any  opportunity  of  exertJHg  his^gcnius, 
or  of  obtaining  any  reward  for  what  he  had  done.  .  '  ' 

In  17&4,  whtn  the  yiAoxy  at  Blenheim  fpread  ttjumph  and  confidence  over  the  nation,  Godol- 
iihin,  the  Treafurcr,  lamented  to  Halifax,  that  it  had  not  been  celebrated  in  a  manner  equal  \o  the 
lui>je(5l',  and  ddired  himto  propofe  it  to  fome  poet  mora  adequate  to  the  theme.  Halitax  recom- 
mended Addifon,  but  required  that  the  Trcaiurcr  fhculd  apply  to  him  in  his  own  perfon.  Godolphin 
fciit  a  nicfTagc  by  Mr.  Boyle,  then  Chancellor  cf  the  Exchequer,  afterwards  Lord  Carleton,  in  fuch 
tmnrs  as  prevailed  upon  Addifon  to  undertake  the  talk. 

'  /ji^difop  {hewed  the  woik  to  the  Treafurcr,  when  it  wa?  no  hv>htx  advanced  than  the  fimile  of 
the  Angel,  who  wa'^  fo  well  pleafed  wi-.h  it,'  cliut'he  iir;meui:;tcly  ?ppoii<t5d  him  tg  fucccd  Mr. 
Ldt,  i.5X:i^.T.Ukirut,uer  of  .n>pc;.h. 
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Hfs  potm,  v/hic'h  he  entitled  The  Campaign,  was  addreflcd  to  the  Dukecf  Marlborough,  and  re- 
i;eived  with  loud  and  general  applaufe. 

In  1 705,. he  attended  Halifax  to  Hanover^  and  the  year  after  was  made  Under-Secretary  of  State 
to  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  then  appoined  Secretary  of  State.  The  Earl  of  Sunderland,  a  few  months 
after,  fucceeded  Sir  Charles  Hedges,  and  continued  him  in  the  fame  ofTice. 

At  this  time  there  prevailed  a  general  tafte  for  Italian  Operas.  Ihe  brilliant  wit  and  energetic 
humour  of  a  Congreve,  and  the  pathos  of  an  Otway,  were  abandoned  for  thofc  trilling  and  ridicu- 
lous performances. 

Halifax,  and  other  perfons  of  tafte  and  diftindiion,  importuned  Addifon  to  try,  in  our  own  lan- 
guage, a  mufical  drama,  which  might  combine  intellecS  with  harmony. 

He  accordingly  undertook  the  talk,  and  wrote  the  Opera  of  Rofamond,  which  was  exhibited  in 
1707,  but  met  with  nofuccefs  on  the  ftage.  Sir  John  Hawkins  obferves  that  the  villainy  of  Clay- 
ton's  mufic  preponderated  againft  the  elegance  and  humour  of  the  poetry. 

Confcious  that  it  merited  a  more  favourable  judgment,  he  publilhed  it,  with  a  dedication  to  the 
Buchefs  of  Marlborough,  which  has  been  cenfured  by  Dr.  Johnfon  with  unjuftifiable  feverity. 

Steele  fomewhat  advanced  his  reputation  by  the  "  Tender  Hufband,"  a  comedy,  which  he  dedi- 
cated to  him,  with  a  confeflion,  that  he  owed  to  him  feveral  of  the  moft  fuccefsful  fcenes.  To  this 
play  Addifon  fupplied  a  prologue.  / 

In  1709,  when  the  Marquis  of  Wharton  was  appointed  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  Addifon  at- 
tended him  as  his  Secretary,  and  was  made  Keeper  of  the  Records  in  Bermingham's  Tower,  in  the 
room  of  King,  with  a  falary  augmented  by  the  Queen,  for  his  accommodation,  to  300 1.  a-year. 

When  he  was  in  office,  Swift  has  recorded,  that  he  made  a  law  to  himfelf  never  to  remit  his  re- 
gular fees  in  civility  to  his  friends,  ''  for,  faid  he,  "  I  may  have  a  hundred  friends,  and  if  my  ic6 
be  two  guineas,  I  fhall,  by  relinquiihing  my  right,  lofe  two  hundred  guineas,  and  no  friend  gala 
more  than  two ;  there  is,  therefyie,  no  proportion  between  the  good  imparted  and  the  evil  fuf- 
fered."  He  alfo  eftabllflied  a  rule  to  himfelf  never  to  take,  on  any  pretence  whatever,  more  than 
the  ftated  and  cuftomary  fees  of  bis  office.  A  remarkable  inftance  of  this  integrity  was  his  refufal 
of  a  bank  note  of  300I.,  and  afterwards  of  a  diamond  ring,  of  the  fame  value,  from  a  Major  Dunbar, 
whom  he  had  endeavoured  to  ferve  by  his  intereft  with  Lord  Sunderland,  as  appears  in  a  letter 
from  himfelf,  preferved  by  Mr.  Maty  (Review  1783),  for  which  the  public  were  originally  in- 
debted to  Curie. 

He  was  in  Ireland,  when  Steele,  without  apy  communication  of  his  defign,  began  to  publifh  the 
Tatler,  the  firft  number  of  which  appeared,  April  iz.  1709,  and  vras  continued  to  January  s.  1711, 
He  difcovered  Steele  to  be  the  author,  from  an  obfervation  on  Virgil,  which  he  had  communicated 
to  him.     This  difcovery  led  him  to  afford  Steele  occafional  affiftance. 

On  the  change  of  the  Miniftry,  he  loft  his  employment,  and  found  leifure  to  cn?fa<-e  more  fre^ 
quently  in  the  Tatler,  which  contributed  confiderably  to  advance  its  reputation. 

Such  was  the  fuperidrity  of  Addifon's  writing,  that  Steele  faid  he  fared  like  a  diftreflcd  princ?, 
who  called  a  powerful  neighbour  to  his  aid;  and  was  undone  by  his  auxiliary. 

But  the  full  difplay  of  his  talents,  learning  and  compofition,  was  referved  for  the  SfeStator.  The 
plan  of  this  celebrated  work  was  concerted  between  Addifon  and  Steele.  The  firft  number  appear^ 
cd  March  I.  1711.  The  work  was  continued  daily  to  December  8.  1714.  Addifon  furniftied  by 
much  the  greater  number  of  tHofe  papers,  both  gay  and  ferious,  which  arc  moft  liked  and  admirei]. 
His  papers  are  diftin^uiihed  by  one  of  the  letters  in  the  name  of  "CLIO^ 

In  1 713,  the  tri^edy  of  Cafo,  which  he  had  planned  during  his,  travels,  was  finilhed  for,the  ftage. 
and  exhibited  at  Drury-lane,  with  unprecedented  fuccefs.  The  Whigs,  apprehenfive  that  liberty  vvv.s 
an  danger  from  the  machinations  of  the  Tory  Miniftry;  applauded  every  line  in  which  liberty  was 
mentioned,  as  a  reprehenfion  of  the  unconftitutional  projedls  they  imputed  to  the- Tories.  Thft 
Tories  joined  in  the  applaufe,  to  manifeft  their  unconfcioufnefs  of  any  fuch  intentions.  Bolinp- 
brokc  called  into  his  box,  the  ailor  who  perfonated  Cato,and  made  him  a  prefent  of  fifty  guincaSy 
•r  fa  ably  defending  the  caufe  of  liberty  againft  ar  perpetual  tiiiilator. 
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Through  the  emulation  of  contending  fadions,  Cato  wa<;  afted  thirty-five  nights  wilhout  inter- 
jniflion.     The  prologue  was  written  by  Pope,  and  the  epilogue  came  from  the  pen  of  Garth. 

When  it  was  printed,  notice  was  given  that  the  Queen  would  be  pleafed  if  it  was  dedicated  t» 
her;  but  as  he  had  defigned  that  compliment  elfewhere,  (it  is  believed  to  the  Duchefs  of  Marl- 
borough) "  he  found  himfe'.f  obliged,"  fays  Tickell,  "  to  fend  it  into  the  world  without  any  dedi- 
cation." 

it  was  recommended  by  eight  copies  of  verfes;  among  which  thofe  of  Steele,  Hughes,  Young, 
Tickill,  Jeffries,  and  Eufden,  I'.efcrve  to  be  diftlnguilhed. 

Neighbouring  nations  beftowed  no  lefs  applaufe  on  this  play  than  our  own.  It  was  tranflated  into 
the  French  language,  and  underwent  both  Italian  and  German  verGons. 

A  compofition  which  fa<5tion,  rank,  and  literature,  concurred  in  praifing,  could  not  efcape  cen- 
fure.  A  fcholar  of  Oxford  attacked  it  as  a  party  play,  in  a  pamphlet  in'ituled,  "  Mr.  Addifon  turn- 
«d  Tory."    Dr.  SewcJl  defcn  '.ed  it,  in  a  pamphlet  intituled,  "  Obfervations  on  Cato." 

The  mofl  ftrenuous  and  formidable  impugner  of  its  merits  was  Dennis.  He  wrote  a  pam- 
phlet and  fcven  letters,  fo  fhcw  that  all  the  world  were  wrong  in  bellowing  on  it  applaufe, 
or  even  approbation.  Many  of  his  remarks  are  frivolous,  and  more  are  captious.  There  are 
not,  however,  wanting  in  his  ftridures,  remarks  that  have  confiderable  weight.  He  difplays  a 
mind  which,  with  more  enlarged  obfervation,  and  greater  liberality  of  fentiment,  might  have  fuc-i 
ceedcd  in  criticifm. 

Among  thofe  whom  the  ill-natured  criticifm  of  Dennis  provoked,  was  Pope,  who  at  this  tirne 
profeffed  great  friendihip  for  Addifon.  He  wrote  a  very  fevere  but  humorous  piece,  intituled,  "  A 
Narrative  of  the  Madnefs  of  John  Dennis."  This  pamphlet  tended  much  more  to  ridicule  the 
critic,  than  to  refute  the  criticifm.  Addifon,  who  faw  the  felfilhnefs  of  Pope's  friendihip,  never  an- 
fwered  the  objedions  of  Dennis. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  Cato,  another  daily  paper,  called  the  Guardian,  was  publilhed  by 
Steele.  Addifon  gave  confiderable  afliftance,  though  not  fo  regularly  as  in  the  SptSlaUr.  His  pa- 
pers in  the  Guardian  are  marked  by  a  hand. 

About  this  tim?,  he  wrote  a  few  papers,  entitled  the  Whig  Examiner,  in  anfwer  to  fome  eJTays  in 
the  Tory  paper  of  that  name.  On  no  occafion.  Dr.  Johnfon  cbferves,  was  the  genius  of  Addifon 
more  vigoroufly  exerted,  and  on  none  did  the  fuperiority  of  his  powers  more  evidently  appear. 

The  year  after  the  Guardian  was  publiflied,  the  SpeSiator  was  revived.  No  marks  were  added  t» 
diftinguilh  the  authors.  To  Addifon  twenty- three  papers  are  afcribed.  In  this  volume,  as  in  th« 
Cuardian^  there  is  a  greater  portion  of  the  ferious  than  in  the  former  feven. 

On  the  death  of  the  queen,  he  was  appointed  fecretary  to  the  regency.  On  the  arrival  of  the  king, 
k  was  propofed  to  make  him  fecretary  of  flate.  This  he  hirafelf  ftrenuoufly  declined.  He  a  fecond 
time  accepted  the  place  of  fecretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  then  Lord  Sunderland.  The 
Lord  Lieutenant  was  foon  removed,  and  Addifon  was  appointed  one  of  the  Lords  of  trade. 

Kis  political  employments  diverted  him  from  executing  a  defign  he  had  formed  of  compofing  an 
Englilli  Dictionary  ;  a  work  which  has  fince  called  forth  the  learning  and  intelled  of  Dr.  Johnfon 

During  the  rebellion  17 15,  he  commenced  a  periodical  work,  in  fupport  of  the  eftablifhcd  govern- 
ment, intituled  Tbe  Freeholder.  It  confifted  of  fifty-five  papers,  and  continued  twice  a  week,  from 
December  1715  to  June  1716. 

This  year  (1716)  he  married  (Aug.  a.)  the  Countefs  Dowager  of  Warwick,  whom  he  had  foli- 
cited  by  a  long  and  anxious  courtftiip.  It  is  faid,  that  he  derived  little  happinefs  from  the  accom- 
plifhment  of  his  wiflies.  In  her  cftimation,  the  native  luflre  of  genius  was  not  adequate  to  the  ad- 
ventitious glare  of  anceftry. 

The  following  year  he  rofe to  his  higheft  elevation,  being  made  fecretary  of  flate.  His  health, 
which  hid  been  before  impaired  by  an  aflhma,  fuffercd  greatly  from  the  fatigue  of  his  office.  Find- 
ing at  lafl,  that  public  bufinefs  was  toe  much  for  him,  he  was  permitted  to  reOgn  his  employment, 
and  gratified  with  a  penfion  of  I  jool.  a  year. 

From  politics  he  returned  to  literature,  and  refumed  a  work  he  had  begun,  On  the  Evidences  of  the 
Chri/llan  Religion.  He  had  alfo  projcdlcd  a  cevr  poetical  verfion  gf  the  pfalms,  and  a  tragedy  gn  the 
De.'.lbofSaviuUs. 
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Aboat  this  time  appeared  the  comedy  of  The  Drummer,  which  is  afcrlbed  to  him  upon  the  teHi- 
mony  of  Steele,  and  the  internal  evidence. 

In  1718-19,  he  relapfed  into  politics,  and  wrote  two  pamphlets,  intitled  the  Old  JVliir,  in  de- 
fence of  the  jPeerage  Bill,  with  remarks  on  the  "  Plebeian,"  a  paper  written  by  Steele,  and  Intended 
to  expotfe  the  ariftocratic  tendency  of  the  bill.  In  the  firft  Old  Whig,  it  does  not  appear  that  Steele 
was  then  known  to  be  the  advocate  for  the  Commons. 

The  bill  yyas  negatived  7th  December  1719,  by  269  againft  177. 

The  end  of  this  great  man's  life  was  now  near  at  hand.  In  addition  to  his  afthmatlcal  com- 
plaint, he  was  at  this  time  afflidted  with  a  dropfy.  After  a  long  and  manly  ftruggic  with  his  dif- 
temper,  he  abandoned  all  hopes  of  life.  He  gave  direiSlions  to  his  friend  Tickell  concerning  the 
publication  .of  his  works,  and  dedicated  them,  on  his  death-bed,  to  his  friend  and  fuccelTor  Mr, 
Secretary  Craggs.  Young  relates,  that,  in  his  iaft  moments,  he  direiSted  his  ftep-fon,  Lord  War- 
wick, to  be  called ;  and  when  he  defired  to  hear  his  Iaft  injundlions,  forcibly  grafping  the  young 
man's  hand,  he  foftly  faid,  "  See  in  what  peace  of  mind  a  Chriftian  can  die."  He  fpoke,  and 
loon  expired. 

He  taught  us  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

He  died  17th  June  1719,  at  Holland-Houfe  near  Kenfington,  In  the  47th  year  of  his  agCjIeavidg 
no  child,  but  a  daughter,  who  was  alive  and  unmarried  in  1785,  redding  at  Bilton,  near  Rugby, 
in  Warwickfliire,  and  poffefling  an  income  of  more  than  laoo  1.  a-year. 

His  printed  works  and  manufcripts,  the  moft  (;cvQfiderable  of  which  were  the  E-vldences  of  the  Chrl- 
Ji'xan  Religion,  and  the  Dialogue  on  Af^^a/j,  were  coUejJted  and  publifhed  by  Tickell,  in  a  vols,  410, 
1711,  to  which  he  prefixed  an  account  of  his  Ufe. 

Confiderable  additions  have  fince  been  rnade  to  Tickell's  edition,  upon  good  authority,  and  his 
Periodical  Effays  have  been  more  fully  afcertained  in  the  edition  of  the  Tatler,  with  notes,  in  6  vo- 
lumes, 8vo.  1786. 

The  chara(Sler  of  Addlfon  is  to  be  karned  from  his  writings,  and  from  the  general  tcftimony 
of  the  age  in  which  he  lived.  Tickell,  Steele,  Young,  Pope,  iJwift,  and  all  thofe  who  knew  him 
beft,  declare  he  was  the  moft  communicative,  entertaining,  and  dehghtful  companion  they  eves 
linew. 

iileft  with  each  talent,  and  each  art  to  pleafe. 
And  born  to  write,  converie  and  live  with  eafe ; 

Party  zeal,  in  his  moral  charadier,  never  fancied  a  ftain;  envy  neycr  imputed  to  him  a  crime. 
His  merit  was  fo  generally  acknowledged,  that  Swift, 'having  obferved  that  his  ele<ftion  pa£b 
T/ithout  a  conteft,  adds,  that  if  he  propofed  himfelf  for  King,  he  would  hardly  have  been 
rcfufed. 

High  as  he  ftood  in  the  public  eftimation,  he  h^s  been  accufed,  fince  his  death,  of  having,  in  his 
condudl  to  Pope,  exercifed  a  great  deal  of  jealoufy,  envy,  and  malevolence. 

The  accufation  is  brought  forward  by  Mr.  Ruffhead,  in  his  "  Life  of  Pope;"  but  neither  Mr. 
Ruifhead  nor  Dr.  Waiburton,  who  lurnifhed  his  materials,  could  have  any  perfonal  knowledge  of 
the  circumftances;  which  not  only  do  not  prove,  but  do  not  even  render  probable  the  charge  of  en- 
vy, jealoufy,  and  malice  alleged  by  Pope  againfl  Addifon. 

Charafters  long  allowed  10  be  eminently  excellent,  are  not  to  be  changed  from  flight  circumflanCeSj 
or  vague  reports.  Nothing  will  overturn  them  but  the  force  of  diredi,  pofitive,  unblaffed  teftimony. 
Pope  might  impute  meannefs  and  difingeruity  to  Addifon  :  his  friends  and  partifans  might  repeat 
the  charge.  But  now,  that  Addifon  and  Pope  are  regarded  not  as  Whig  and  Tory,  as  head  o5 
«ne  party  of  hterati  or  another,  an  eftimate  of  their  moral  charafier  is  to  be  formed,  not  from  th© 

L  iiij 
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exaggerations  or  inveftives  of  their  adherents  or  enemies,  but  from  the  hlftory  of  their  COMda^' 
and  the  teftimony  of  their  impartial  contemporaries. 

Liftening  to  the  general  voice  in  favour  of  his  juftice,  beneficence,  patriotifni,  moderation,  eco^. 
nomy,  prudence,  candour,  and  liberality,  the  writer  of  this  Cight  narrative  is  not  with-held  by  a 
few  murmurs,  from  exprefling  his  conviftion  that  Addifon  was  a  man  of  moral  excellence,  no  left 
«xalted  than  his  inteiledlual. 

The  writings  of  Addifon  are  chiefly  poetical,  critical,  and  moral.  Mr.  Gilbert  Cooper  has  ftyl- 
lilm  "  an  indiffeient  poet,  ah3  a  worfe  critic  ;"  and  Dr.  Hurd  calls  him  "  a  very  ordinary  poet." 
Thepublic  opinion  is  more  favourable. 

His  poetry  claims  a  high  praife,  though  ndt  the  higheft.  It  has  not  often  thofe  felicities  of  dic- 
tion which  give  luftre  to  fentiments,  or  that  vigour  of  fentiment  which  animates  didion  :  there  is 
little  of  ardour,  vehcinence,  or  tranfport :  there  is  very  rarely  the  awfulnefs  of  grandeur,  and  not 
very  often  the  fplendor  of  elegance.  It  is,  in  general,  rather  found  philofophy  and  juft  morality 
verfined,  than  animated  defcription  or  interefting  exhibition.  But  though  it  be  not  generally  very 
pidurefque,  animated,  or  impaflioned,  yet  there  are  many  paffages  which  evince  real  poetical 
genius. 

Tlie  tragedy  of  Cato  is  unqueftionably  the  nobleft  produdlion  of  his  genius.  Confidered  as  a 
reprcfcntation  of  natural  fituations,  charatfters,  fentiments,  and  paffions,  in  one  adlion,  it  admits 
of  juft  ccnfure.  The  charadlers  are  far  from  being  interefting ;  we  do  not  often  confider  what  they 
are  doing,  or  what  they  are  fuffcring.  But  they  are  made  the  vehicles  of  fuch  expreffion,  that,  as 
Dr  Johnfon  obferves,  there  is  fcarcely  a  fcene  in  the  play  which  the  reader  does  not  wifli  to  impreft 
upon  his  memory. 

f  The  Opera  of  Eofamend  is  i>ne  of  the  moft  pleafing  of  his  poetical  performances.  The  fabjedl  is 
chofcn  with  judgriient,  the  fable  is  agreeable  and  interefting,  the  thbughts  are  juft  and  generally  vi- 
gi^rcus,  the  imagery  beautiful,  the  fentiments  natural  and  often  tender,  the  verfification  eafy  and 
haniifinious ;  the  fongs  are  good,  but  inferior  to  the  thoughts,  fentiments,  and  language.  The 
vhole  drama  is  airy  and  elegant,  ciigagiag  in  its  procefs,  and  pleafing  in  the  conclufion,  though 
fcmewhat  debafed  by  the  comic  charaders  of  Sir  Truftly  and  Grideline. 

The  weight  of  its  charadler  has  forced  its  way  into  this  coUeilion,  as  a  fuitable  companien  t% 
Cato,  and  hisfmaller  poems. 

'i  he  Letter  /rem  Italy  has  always  been  praifed,  but  has  never  been  praifed  beyond  its  merit.  T* 
oquifite  beauty  and  harmony,  it  joins  a  large  portion  bfth  of  the  defcriptive  and  fentimcntal  fub- 
lime.  It  is  more  ccrreft,  with  lefs  appearance  of  labour,  and  more  elegant,  with  lefs  ambition  of 
ornament,  than  any  other  of  his  poems.  Amidft  its  excellencies,  the  addrefs  to  liberty  ftands  emi- 
nently confpicuous.     It  is  forcible  without  exaggeration,  and  animated  without  extravagance. 

The  Ca?n/'a!gn,vhich  Dr.  Warton  baifhiy  calls,  "  A  Gazette  in  Rhyme,"  combines  hiftorical  ac- 
ct.racy  with  poetic  animation  and  grandeur.  The  wifdom,  forefight,  vigour,  adivity,  and  courage 
"of  Marlbrrough,  are  exhibited  with  a  fublimity  adequate  to  the  exalted  theme.  The  moral  of  tlie 
poem  is  excellent.  But  the  cffe6t  of  the  whole  would  have  been  more  complete,  had  there  been 
mrre  compreffion  and  more  unity. 

Hh  Latin  -jerfes  di'play  the  elegance  of  his  claflical  tafle.  The  numbers  are  fmooth  and  harmoni. 
cus,  the  ftyle  is  pure  and  even  elegant,  and  the  compofition  correft.  The  thoughts  are  generally 
juft,  but  rarely  new  or  vigorous ;  the  imagery  exail.but  fcldom  animated.  The  verfes  on  the  Peace, 
liovvevcr,are  vigorous  and  elegant.  The  War  betivecn  the  Pygmies  and  the  Cranes  is  replete  with  ani- 
mated defcription.  Tfie  Puppefjhoiu  is  defcribed  with  much  humour  ;  and  the  Ode  to  Dr  T.  Burhit 
js  in  the  true  f'plrit  of  Horace.  His  Tranjlations  have  little  that  can  employ  or  requie  criticifm  ;  they 
»re  for  the  moft  part  fmooth  and  eafy,  and  fuch  as  may  be  read  with  pkafure  by  thofe  who  do  not 
know  the  originals. 

In  his  Verfes  to  Drydcr,  to  Sachevereli,  to  Somers,  and  to  the  King,  there  is  little  that  delights, 
ni.A  feWoni  ui:y  thin^^  that  cfTciicis.  His  Ode  on  St.  Cec'dia  has  been  imitated  by  Pope,  and  has 
foB.tthipg  in  it  of  BrydeB'S- vigCUr.     His  lontatioH  cf  the  7L>ird  Cdc  oj  the   Third  Book  ej  J-Itrate  is 
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performed  with  energy  and  vigour.  His  Hymns  are  eafy,  elegant,  and  harmonious.  His  Vtrfcs  ta 
KnelUr  are  peculiarly  happy.  There  is  fcarcely  any  inftance  where  mythology  has  been  applied 
with  more  delicacy  and  dexterity.  Lord  Orford  calls  them  the  moll  beautiful  of  Addifon's  poeti- 
cal works. 

"  His  poetry,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  Is  pollfhed  and  pure,  the  produft  of  a  myid  too  judicious  to 
commit  faults,  but  not  fufficiently  vigorous  to  attain  excellence.  He  has  fometimes  a  ftriking  line, 
•r  a  ftiining  paragraph;  but,  on  the  whole,  he  is  warm  rather  than  fervid,  and  fliews  more  dexte- 
rity than  ftrength.     He  was,  however,  one  of  our  earlieft  examples  of  corrednefs." 

As  a  critic,  Addifon  Is  entitled  to  great  praife.  His  tafte  is  truly  elegant,  and  his  judgment 
acute  and  difcriminating.  Defeflive  as  he  has  been  thought,  by  Dr.  Hurd,  in  the  philofophy  of 
his  criticifms,  he  certainly  contributed  In  an  eminent  degree,  by  his  Critique  on  Paradife  Lof,  his 
Remarks  on  Ovid,  and  his  Effays  on  IVii,  and  on  the  Phafures  of  the  Imagination,  to  difFufe  good 
tafte  in  the  nation,  and  to  promote  the  caufe  of  polite  literature.  A  ftill  higher  praife  belongs  to 
Addlfon  :  No  writings  are  better  fitted  than  his  for  fervlng  the  caufe  of  virtue  and  religion. 

"  As  a  teacher  of  wifdom,"  fays  Dr  Johnfon,  "  he  may  be  confidently  followed.  All  the  en- 
chantments of  fancy,  and  all  the  cogency  of  argument  are  employed  to  recommend  to  the  reader 
tls  real  Intereft,  the  care  of  pleafing  the  Author  of  his  being  " 

His  profe  is  charadlerifed  by  its  inimitable  elegance,  pcrfpicuity,  fimplicity,  and  fweetnefs. 

"  Addlfon,"  fays  the  fame  judicitKis  and  claffical  critic,  "  never  deviate"*  from  his  track  to  fnatch 
a  grace ;  he  feeks  no  ambitious  ornaments,  and  tries  ho  hazardous  innovations.  His  page  is  al- 
ways luminous,  but  never  blazes  in  unexpefied  fplendor.  His  fentences  havt  neither  ftudied  am., 
plitud*,  nor  affeifted  brevity ;  his  petiods,  though  not  diligently  rounded,  are  voluble  and  eafy. 
Whoever  wiflies  to  attain  an  Englifli  ftyle,  familiar,  but  not  coarfe,  and  elegant,  but  not  oftentao 
ticus,  muft  give  bis  days  and  sights  t«  the  voli^mes  of  Addlfon." 


DEDICATION. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


JAMES    CRAGGS,   Esq^ 


HIS  MAJESTY'S  PRINCIPAL  SECRETARY  OF  STATE. 


Dear  Sir, 

I  CANNOT  wilh  that  any  of  my  writings  fliould 
laft  longer  than  the  memory  of  our  friendfliip; 
and,  therefore,  I  thus  publicly  bequeath  them  to 
you,  in  return  for  the  many  valuable  inftanccs  of 
your  affe<5lion. 

That  they  may  come  to  you  with  as  little  difad- 
vantage  as  poffible,  I  have  left  the  care  of  them  to 
one  *,  whom,  by  the  experience  of  fome  years,  I 
know  well  qualified  to  anfwer  my  intentions.  He 
has  already  the  honour  and  happinefs  of  being 
und?r  your  proteftion  ;  and,  as  he  will  very  much 
ftand  in  need  of  it,  I  cannot  wifli  him  better,  than 
that  he  may  continue  to  deferve  the  favour  and 
countenance  of  fuch  a  patron. 

I  have  no  time  to  lay  out  in  forming  fuch  com- 
pliments, as  would  but  ill  fuit  that  familiarity  be- 
tween us,  which  was  once  my  greateft  pleafure, 
and  will  be  my  greateft  honour  hereafter.  Inftead 
9i  them,  accept  of  my  hearty  wifhes,  that  the 

»  Mr.  Tickell. 


great  reputation  you  have  acquired  fo  early,  ftiay 
increafe  more  and  more  :  and  that  you  may  long 
ferve  your  country  with  thofe  excellent  talents, 
and  unblcmifhed  integrity,  which  have  fo  power- 
fully recommended  yuu  to  the  moft  gracious  and 
amiable  monarch  that  ever  filled  a  throne.  May 
the  franknefs  and  generofity  of  your  fpirit  con- 
tinue to  foften  and  fubdue  your  enemies,  and  gaia 
you  many  friends,  if  poffible,  as  fincere  as  yourfelf. 
When  you  have  found  fuch,  they  cannot  wifli  you 
more  true  happinefs  than  I,  who  am,  with  the 
greatell  zeal. 

Dear  SIR; 

Your  tnpft  entirely  affedlionate  Friend, 

And  faithful  obedient  Servant, 
June  4.  1719. 

J.  ADDISON. 


POEMS. 


TO  MR.  DRYDEN. 

How  long,  great  Poet,  Ih'all  thy  facred  lays 

Provoke  our  wonder,  and  tranfcend  our  praife  ? 

Can  neither  injuries  of  time,  or  age, 

Damp  thy  poetic  heat,  and  quench  thy  rage  ? 

Not  fo  thy  Ovid  in  his  exile  wrote. 

Grief  chill'd  his  breaft,   and  check'd  his  riling 

thought : 
Penfive  and  fad,  his  drooping  mufe  betrays 
The  Roman  genius  in  its  laft  decays. 

Prevailing  warmth  has  ftill  thy  mind  poffeft, 
And  fecond  youth  is  kindled  in  thy  breaft  ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  beauties  of  the  Romans  known, 
And  England  boafts  of  riches  not  her  own  ; 
Thy  lines  have  heighccn'd  Virgil's  majefty, 
And  Horace  wonders  at  himfclf  in  thee. 
Thou  teachefl  Perfius  to  inform  our  ifle 
In  fmoother  number?,  and  a  clearer  ftyle; 
And  Juvenal,  inftruded  in  thy  page, 
Edges  his  facirc,  and  improves  his  rage. 
Thy  copy  tafts  a  fairer  light  on  all, 
And  ftill  out-fhines  the  bright  original. 

Now  Ovid  boafts  th'  advantage  of  th^  fong. 
And  tells  his  ftory  in  the  Britifh  tongue ; 
Thy  charming  verfe,  and  fair  ftanflations,  fliow 
How  thy  own  laural  firfl  began  to  grow  : 
How  wild  Lycaon,  chang'd  by  angry  gods, 
And  frighted  at  hinifelf,  ran  howling  through  the 
woods. 
G  may'ft  thou  ftill  the  noble  talk  prolong, 
Nor  age,  nor  ficknefs,  interrupt  thy  fong  : 
Then  may   we   wondering   read,    how    human 

limbs 
Have  water'd  kingdoms,  and  diffolv'd  in  ftreams 
Of  thofe  rich  fruits  that  on  the  fertile  mold 
Turn'd  yellow  by  degrees,  and  ripen'd  into  gold ; 
How  fome  in  feathers,  or  a  ragged  hide, 
Have  liv'd  a  fecond  life,    and  different  natures 

try'd. 
Then  will  thy  Ovid,  thus  transform'd,  reveal 
A  nobler  change  than  he  himfclf  can  tell. 


Magd.  College,  Oxon. 

June  a.  1693. 
The  Avtbor't  age  a  2. 


A   POEM   TO   HIS   MAJESY*. 

PRESENTED  TO  THE  LORD  KEEPER. 


THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  JOHN  SOMERS, 

LORD   KEEPER  OF  THE  GREAT  SEAL, 
1695. 

If  yet  your  thoughts  arc  loofe  from  ftatc  affairs, 
Nor  feel  the  burden  of  a  kingdom's  cares ; 
If  yet  your  time  and  a<3ions  are  your  own; 
Receive  the  prcfent  of  a  mufe  unknown  : 
A  mufe  that,  in  adventurous  numbers,  fings 
The  rout  of  armies,  and  the  fall  of  kings, 
Britain  advanc'd,  and  Europe's  peace  reftor'd, 
By  Somers'  counfels,  and  by  Naffau's  fword. 

To  you,  my  Lord,  thefe  daring  thoughts  belong 
Who  help'd  to  raife  the  fubjeA  of  my  long ; 
To  you  the  hero  of  my  verfe  reveals 
His  great  defigns,  to  you  in  council  tells 
His  inmoft  thoughts,  determining  the  doom 
Of  towns  unfiofm'd,  and  battles  yet  to  come. 
And  well  could  you,  in  your  immortal  ftrains, 
Dcfcribe  his  conduft,  and  reward  his  pains; 
But,  fmce  the  ftate  has  all  your  cares  cng'roft'd. 
And  poetry  in  higher  thoughts  is  loft, 
Attend  to  what  a  leffer  mufe  indites, 
Plrdon  her  faults,  and  countenance  her  flightd. 

On  you,  my  Lord,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait. 
And  from  your  judgment  muft  expe(ft  my  fate. 
Who,  free  from  vulgar  paffions,  are  above 
Degrading  envy,  or  mifguided  love  ; 
If  you,  well  pleas'd,  fliall  fmile  upon  my  lays, 
Secure  of  fame,  my  voice  I'll  Ijeldly  raife. 
For  next  to  what  you  write,  is  what  you  praife. 


TO   THE   KING. 


When  now  the  bufinefs  of  the  field  is  o'er. 
The  trumpets  fleep,  and  cannons  ceafe  t6  roar, 

«  King  WilUan. 
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.when  every  difmal  echo  Is  decay'd, 
And  all  the  thunder  o(  the  battle  laid ; 
Attend,  aulpicious  prince ;  and  let  the  mufe 
In  humble  accents  milder  thougnts  infufe. 

Others,  in  bold  prophetic  numbers  ikill'd, 
Set  thee  in  arms,  and  led  thee  to  the  field ; 
My  mufe  expe<Aing  on  the  Britilh  ihand 
AValts  thy  return,  and  welcomes  thee  to  land: 
She  oft  has  feen  thee  prefTiiig  on  the  foe, 
When  Europe  was  concern'd  in  every  blo\v; 
But  durft  not  in  heroic  ftrains  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpets,  drums,  and  cannons,  drown'd  her 

voice  : 
S^e  faw  the  Boyne  run  thick  with  human  gore, 
And  floating  corps  lie  beating  on  the  fhore  ; 
She  faw  thee  climb  the  banks,  but  try'd  in  vain 
To  trace  her  hero  through  the  dufty  plain. 
When  through  the  thick  embattled  lines  he  broke, 
Ijjovv  plung'd  amidli  the  foes,  now  left  in  clouds  of 
fmoke. 

O  that  feme  mufe,  renown'd  for  lofty  verfe, 
In  daring  numbers  would  thy  toils  rehearfe  I 
Draw  thee  belov'd  in  ^eace,  and  fear'd  in  wars, 
Inur'd  to  noon-day  fweats,  and  mid-night  cares  I 
But  ftill  the  God  like  man,  by  fome  hard  fate. 
Receives  the  glory  of  his  toils  too  bte ; 
Too  late  the  verfs  the  mighty  ad  fuccecds, 
One  age  the  hero,  one  the  poet  breeds. 

A  thoufand  years  in  full  fucceflion  ran, 
Jlre  Virgil  rais'd  his  voice,  and  fung  the  man 
Who,  driven  by  ftrcfs  of  fate,  fuch  dargcri  bore 
On  flormy  feas,  and  a  difaftrous  fhore. 
Before  he  fettled  in  the  promis'd  earth. 
And  gave  the  empire  of  the  world  its  birth. 

Troy  long  had  found  the  Grecians  bold  and 
fierce, 
Ere  Homer  mufler'd  up  their  troops  in  verfe ; 
Long  had  /^chilles  quell'd  the  Trojans'  lufl, 
And  laid  the  labour  of  the  gods  in  dud, 
Before  the  towering  mufe  began  her  flight, 
And  drew  the  hero  raging  in  the  fight, 
pn^ag'd  in  tented  fields  and  rolling  floods. 
Or  flaughtering  mortals,  or  a  match  for  gods. 

And  here,  perhaps,  by  fate's  unerring  doom, 
Sopie  mighty  bard  lies  hid  in  years  to  corne. 
That  fhall  in  William's  godlike  ads  engage. 
And  with  his  battles  warm  a  future  age  ; 
Kibf  rnian  fields  ftiall  here  thy  conqucfls  (how. 
And  Boyne  be  fung,  when  it  has  ceas'd  to  flow  ; 
Here  Gallic  labours  fhall  advance  thy  fame. 
And  here  SenefFe  fliall  wear  another  name, 
pur  late  poflerity,  with  fecret  dread. 
Shall  view  tliy  battles,  and  with  pleafure  read 
How,  in  the  bloody  field  too  near  advanc'd, 
l"he  guihlefs  bullet  on  thy  fhoulder  glanc'd. 

The  race  of  Nafiau  wai  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  curb  the  proud  oppreffors  of  mankind. 
To  bind  the  tyrants  of  the  earth  v/ith  laws, 
And  fight  iu  every  iiijur'd  nation's  caufe, 
The  world's  gfeat  patriots;  they  for  juflice  call; 
And,  as  they  favour,  kingdoms  rife  or  fall. 
Our  Britjfh  youth,  unus'd  to  rough  alarms, 
Car«*^fs  of  fame,  and  negligent  of  arms, 
Had  long  forgot  to  meditate  the  foe, 
Awt  heard  unwarm'd  the  raarual  t:"iimpet  blow  ; 


But  now  infpir'd  by  thee,  with  frelh  delight, 
Their  fwcrJs  they  brandifh,  and  require  the  fight| 
Renew  their  ancient  conquefls  on  the  main. 
And  adl  tlieir  fathers'  triumphs  o'er  again; 
Fir'd,  when  they  hear  how  Agincourt  was  ftrow'4 
With  Gallic  corps,  and  Creffi  fvvam  in  blood, 
With  eager  warmth  they  fight,  ambitious  all 
Who  firll  fhall  llorm  the  breach,  or  mount  the 

wall. 
In  vain  the  thronging  enemy  by  force 
Would  clear  the  ramparts,  and  repel  their  courfe; 
They  break  through   all,  for  William  leads  ihc 

way. 
Where  fires  rage  mofl,  and  loudefl  engines  plajT- 
Namur's  late  terrors  and  deflrudion  fhow. 
What  William,  warm'd  with  jufl  revenge,  cai 

do :  ■ 

Where  once  a  thoufand  turrets  rais'd  on  high 
Their  gilded  fpires,  and  glitter'd  in  the  Iky, 
An  undiflinguilh'd  heap  of  duft  is  found. 
And  all  the  pile  lies  fmnking  on  the  ground. 

His  toils,  for  no  ignoble  ends  defign'd. 
Promote  the  common  welfare  of  mankind ; 
No  wild  ambition  moves,  but  Europe's  fears. 
The  cries  of  orphans,  and  the  widow's  tears  i^ 
Oppreft  religion  gives  the  firfl  alarms, 
.^nd  injur'd  juflice  fets  him  in  his  arms  ; 
His  conquefks  freedom  to  the  world  afford. 
And  nations  blefs  the  labours  of  his  fword. 

Thus  when  the  forming  mufe  would  copy  forth 
A  perfedf  pattern  of  heroic  worth. 
She  fets  a  man  triumphant  in  the  field. 
O'er  giants  cloven  down,  and  monfters  kill'd. 
Reeking  in   blood,   and  fmear'd  with  duft  ati4 

fweat, 
Whilfl  angry  gods  confpire  to  make  him  great. 

Thy  navy  rides  on  feas  before  unpreft. 
And  ftrikcs  a  terror  through  the  haughty  eafl : 
Algiers  and  Tunis  from  their  fultry  fhore 
With  horror  hear  th?  Britifh  engines  roar; 
Fain  from  the  neighbouring  dangers  would  they 

run, 
And  wifh  themfelves  ftill  nearer  to  the  fun. 
The  Gallic  fhips  are  in  their  ports  confin'd, 
Deny'd  the  common  ufe  of  fca  and  wind, 
Nor  dare  again  the  Britifh  flrength  engage  ; 
Still  they  remember  that  deftruiUve  rage 
Which  lately  made  their  trembling  hoft  retire,. 
Stunn'd  with  the  noife,  and  wrapt  in  fmoke  and 
fire;  [ftrow'd. 

The  waves  with  wide  unnumber'd  wrecks  were 
And  planks,    and  arms,   and  men,    proraifcuous 
fiow'd. 

Spain's  numerous  fleet,  that  perilh'd  on  our  coaft. 
Could  fcarce  a  longer  line  of  battle  boafl ; 
The  winds  could  hardly  drive  them  to  their  fate. 
And  all  the  ocean  labour'd  with  the  weight. 

Where- e'er  the  waves  in  reftlefs  errors  roll. 
The  lea  lies  open  now  to  either  pole  : 
Now  may  we  I'aftly  ufe  the  northern  gales. 
And  in  the  polar  circle  fpread  our  fails  ; 
Or,  deep  in  fouthern  climes,  fecure  from  wari, 
New  lands  explore,  and  fail  by  other  ftars  ; 
Fetch  uncontrol'd  each  labour  of  the  fun. 
And  a;akc  the'prcdui^  of  the  world  our  own. 


"ii^ 
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At  Ieng;th,prcmd  prince,  ambitious  Lewis,  ceafe 
To  plague  mankind,  and  trouble  Europe's  peace  ; 
Think   on    the    ftrudures   which    thy  pride    has 

ra«;'d, 
<f)n  tow!  5  unpeopled,  and  on  fields  laid  wafte  ; 
Think  on  th?  heaps  of  corps  and  ftreams  of  blood, 
On  every  puilty  plain  and  purple  flood. 
Thy  arm-;  have  made  ;  and  ceafe  an  impious  war, 
>Jor  wafte  the  liv«s  intrufted  to  thy  care. 
Or,  if  no  milder  thought  can  calm  thy  mind, 
B^oifi  the  grea'  avenger  of  mankind, 
See  mighty  Naflau  through  the  battle  ride. 
And  foe  thy  f  bjcds  gafping  by  hi«  fide; 
Pain  would  the  pious  prince  refufe  th*  alarm, 
Fain  would  he  check  the  fut}  of  his  arm  ; 
But,  when  thy  cruelties  his  thoughts  engage, 
The  hero  kindles  with  becoming  rage. 
Then  Countries  ftorn,  and  captives  unreftorM, 
Give  ftrength  to  every  blow,  and  edge  his  fword. 
Behold  with  what  refiftlefs  force  he  falls 
On  towns  befieg'd,  and  thunders  at  thy  walls  1 
Afk  Villeroy,  (for  Villeroy  beheld 
The  town  furrender'd,  and  the  treaty  feal'd) 
"With  what  amazing  flrcngth  the  forts  were  won, 
"Whilft  the  whole  power  of  France  flood  looking 
on. 
But  flop  not  here;  behold  where  Berkeley  {lands, 
And  executes  his  injiir'd  king's  commands; 
Around  thy  coafl  his  burfting  bombs  he  pours 
On  flaming  citadels  and  falling  towers ; 
With  hifling  ftreams  of  fire  the  air  they  ftreak. 
And  hurl  deftrudion   round   them   where   they 

break, 
The  Ikies  with  long  afcending  flames  are  bright, 
And  all  the  fea  refieds  a  quivering  light. 

Thus  -ffitna,  when  in  fierce  eruptions  broke. 
Fills  heaven  with  afhes,  and  the  earth  with  fmoke  : 
Here  crags  of  broken  rocks  are  twirl'd  on  high, 
Here  molten  (lones  and  fcatter'd  cinders  fly  : 
Its  fury  reaches  the  remotefl:  coaft, 
And  flrov.'s  the  Aftatic  fhore  with  duft. 

Now   does   the  failor  from  the  neighbouring 
main 
Look  after  Gallic  towns  and  forts  in  vain  ; 
No  more  his  wonted  marks  he  can  del'cry, 
Bitt  fees  a  long  unmeafur'd  ruin  lie  ; 
Whilft,  pointing  to  the  naked  coaft,  he  fhows 
Kis  wondering  mates  where  towns  and  fleeplcs 

rofc. 
Where  crowded  citizens  he  lately  view'd. 
And  Angles  out  the  place  where  once  St.  Maloes 
flood. 
Here  Ruffel's  anions  fhould  my  mufe  require ; 
And,  would  my  ftrength  but  fccond  ray  defire, 
I'd  all  his  boundlefs  bravery  rehearfe. 
And  draw  his  cannons  thundering  in  my  ver.''e; 
High  on  th'.  deck  ftiould  the  great  leader  ftand. 
Wrath  in  his  look,  and  lightning  in  his  hand ; 
Like  liomcr's  Heftor  when  he  flung  his  fire 
Amidft   a  thoufanJ  fhips,  and  made  all  Greece 
retire. 
But  who  can  run  the  Britifh  triumphs_o*cr, 
And  count  the  flames  difpcrft  on  every  fhore  ? 
Who  can  defcribe  the  fcatter'd  vidlory. 
And  draw  the  reader  or.  frcni  fea  to  fea  ? 


Elfe  who  could  Ormond's  god-like  afts  refufe, 
Ormond  rhe  theme  of  every  Oxford  mufe  ? 
Fain  would  I  here  his  mighty  worth  proclaim, 
Attend  him  in  the  noble  chace  of  fame. 
Through  all  the  noife  and  hurry  of  the  fight, 
Obfctve  each  blow,  and  keep  him  ftill  in  fight.  ' 
Oh.  did  our  Britifh  peer-!  thus  court  renown. 
And  grace  the  coats  their  great  fore-fathers  won! 
Our  arms  would  then  triumphantly  advance, 
N'lr  Henry  be  the  lad  that  conquer'd  France. 
What  might  not  England  hope,  if  fuch  abroad 
Purchased  their  country's  honour  with  their  blood  : 
When  {uch,  detain'd  at  home,  fupport  our  ftate 
In  William's  ftead,  and  b  ara  kirgdom's  weight, 
The  fchemes  of  Gallic  policy  o'erthrow. 
And  blaft  the  counfels  of  the  common  foe ; 
Direft  our  armies,  and  diftribute  right, 
And  render  our  Maria's  lofs  more  light. 
But  ftop,  my  mufe,  th'  ungrateful  found  forbea% 
Maria's  name  ftill  wounds  each  Britifli  ear  : 
Each  Brit;fli  heai't  Maria  ftill  does  wound. 
And  tears  burft  out  unbidden  at  the  found ; 
Maria  ftill  our  rifing  mirth  deftroys, 
Darkens  our  triumphs,  and  forbids  our  joys. 

But  fee,  at  length,  the  Britifli  fhips  appear  I 
Our  Naffau  comes!  and  as  his  fleet  draws  near, 
The  rifing  mafts  advance,  the  fails  grow  white. 
And  all  his  pompous  navy  floats  in  fight. 
Come,  mighty  prince,  defir'd  of  Britain,  come  1 
May  heaven's  propitious  gales  attend  thee  home  1 
Come,  and  let  longing  crowds  behold  that  look, 
Which  fuch  confufion  and  amazement  ftruck 
Through  Gallic  hofts :  but,  oh  '   let  us  defcry 
Mirth  in  thy  brow,  and  pleafure  in  thine  cye^ 
Let  nothing  dreadful  in  thy  face  be  found. 
But  for  a  while  forget  the  trumpet's  found  : 
Well-pleas'd,  thy  people's  loyalty  approve. 
Accept  their  duty,  and  enjoy  their  love. 
For  as,  when  lately  mov'd  with  fierce  delight, 
You  plung'd  amidft  the  tumult  of  the  fight, 
Whole  heaps  of  death  encompafs'd  you  around. 
And  fteeds  o'er-turn'd  lay  foaming  on  the  ground; 
So  crown'd  with  laurels  now,  where-e'er  you  go 
Around  you  blooming  joys  and  peaceful  blcflingi 
flow. 


A     TR ANS  L  ATION 

OF    ALL 

VIRGIL'S    FOURTH    GEORGIC, 

EXCEPT  THE   STORV  OF  ARlSTiEUS. 

Ethereal  fweets  fliall  next  my  mufe  engage. 
And  this,  Mxcenas,  claims  your  pattonage. 
Of  little  creatures  wondrous  ads  I  treat,  ~\ 

The  ranks  and  mighty  leaders  of  their  ftate,       f 
Their  laws,  employments,  and  their  wars  re-f 
late.  J 

A  trifling  theme  provokes  my  humble  lays : 
Trifling  the  theme,  not  fo  the  poet's  praife. 
If  great  Apollo  and  the  tuneful  Nine 
Join  in  the  piece,  and  make  the  work  divine* 
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tkit,  for  your  tees  a  proper  fiation  find, 
That's  fenc'd  about  and  ihelter'd  from  the  wind ; 
For  winds  divert  them  in  their  flight,  and  drive 
The  fvyarms,  -when  loaden  homeward,  from  their 

hive. 
Nor  fheep,  nor  goats,  muft  pafture   near  their 

flores, 
To  trample  under  foot  the  fpringing  flowers; 
Nor  frilking  hejfers  bound  about  the  place,  [grafs  : 
To  fpurn  the  dew-drops  off",  and  bruife  the  rifing 
Nor  muft  the  lizard's  painted  brood  appear, 
^or  wood-pecks,  nor  the  fwallow  harbour  near. 
They  wafte  the  fwarms,  and  as  they  fly  along 
Convey  the  tendtr  morfels  to  their  young. 

Let  purling  dreams,  and  fountains  edg'd  with 

mofs, 
And  fliallow  rills,  run  trickling  through  the  grafs; 
Let  branching  olives  o'er  the  fountain  grow, 
Or  palms  Iboot  up,  and  fliade  the  ftreams  below ; 
That  when  the  youth,  led  by  their  princes,  fliun 
The  crowded  hive,  and  fport  it  in  the  fun, 
Refrefliing  fprings  may  tetnpt  them  from  the  heat. 
And  fliady  coverts  yield  a  cool  retreat. 

Whether  the  neighbouring  water  ftands  or  runs. 
Lay  twigs  acrofs,  and  bridge  it  o'er  with  ftones ; 
That  if  rough  ftorms,  or  fudden  blafts  of  wind, 
Should  dip,  or  fcatter  thofe  that  lag  behind. 
Here  they  may  fettle  on  the  friendly  ftone, 
And  dry  their  reeking  pinions  at  the  fun, 
JPlant  all  the  flowery  banks  with  lavender, 
"With  ftore  of  favory  fcent  the  fragrant  air, 
Let  running  betony  the  field  o'erfpread, 
And  fountains  foke  the  violet's  dpwy  bed. 

Though  barks  or  plaited  willows  make  your 

hive, 
A  narrow  irilet  to  their  cells  contrive ; 
tor  colds  congeal  and  freeze  the  liquors  up. 
And,  melted  down  with  heat,  the  waxen  buildings 

drop  : 
The  bees,  of  both  extremes  alike  afraid. 
Their  wax  around  the  whiftling  crannies  fpread. 
And  fuck  out  clammy  dews  from  herbs  and  flowers, 
To  fmear  the  chinks,  and  plaifter  up  the  pores  : 
For  this  they  hoard  upglew,  whofe  clinging,  drops. 
Like  pitch,  or  birdlime,  hang  in  ftringy  ropes. 
They  oft,  'tis  faid,  in  dark  retirements  dwell, 
And  work  in  fubterraneous  caves  their  cell; 
At  other  times  th'  induflrious  infeds  live 
In  hollow  rocks,  or  make  a  tree  their  hive. 

Point  all  their  chinky  lodgings  round  with  mud. 
And  leaves  muft  thinly  on  your  work  be  ftrow'd; 
But  let  no  baleful  yew-tree  flourifli  near. 
Nor  rotten  marfties  fend  out  fleams  of  mire 
J^or  burning  crabs  grow  red,  and  crackle  in 

fire  : 
Hot  neighbouring  caves  return  the  dying  found, 
Nor  echoing  rocks  the  doubled  voice  rebound. 

Things  thus  prepar'd 

When  th'  under-world  is  feiz'd  with  cold  and"] 

night,  j 

And  fummer  here  defcends  in  ftreams  of  light,    ^ 
The  bees  through  woods  and  forefts  take  -their  | 

flight.  J 

They  rifle  every  flower,  and  lightly  flcim 
Ths  cryftal  brook,  and  fip  the  running  ftream  : 
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And  thus  they  feed  their  young  with  ftrange  de- 
light. 
And  knead  the  yielding  wax,  and  work  the  flimy 

fweet. 
But  when  on  high  you  fee  the  bees  repair,  "N 

Borne  on  the  wind,  through  diftant  tradls  of  air,  / 
And  view  the  winged  cloud  all  blackening  from  C 
afar ;  \ 

While  ftiady  coverts  and  frefli  fleams  they  choofc. 
Milfoil  and  common  honey-fuckles  bruife. 
And  fprinkle  on  their  hives  the  fragrant  juice. 
On  brazen  veflels  beat  a  tinkling  found. 
And  fliake  the  cymbals  of  the  goddefs  roundj 
Then  all  will  haftily  retreat,  and  fill 
The  warm  refounding  hollow  of  their  cell. 

If  once  two  rival  kings  their  right  debate. 
And  fadlions  and  cabals  embroil  the  ftate. 
The  people's  actions  will  their  thoughts  declare; 
All  their  hearts  tremble,  and  beat  thick  with  war; 
Hoarfe  broken  founds,  like  trumpet's  harfti  alarms. 
Run  through  the  hive,  and  call  them  to  their  arms"; 
All  in  a  hurry  fpread  their  ftiivering  wings, 
And  fit  their  claws,  and  point  their  angry  ftings  s 
In  crowds  before  the  king's  pavilion  meet, 
And  ioldly  challenge  out  the  foe  to  fight ; 
At  laft,  when  all  the  heavens  are  warm  and  fair,-j 
They  rufli  together  out,  and  join  ;  the  air         '/ 
Swarms  thick,  and  echoes  with  the  humming  r 
war.  \ 

All  in  a  firm  round  clufter  mix,  and  ftrow 
With  heaps  of  little  corps  the  earth  below  ; 
As  thick  as  hail-ftones  from  the  floor  rebound. 
Or  fliaken  acorns  rattle  on  the  ground. 
No  fenfe  of  danger  can  their  kings  controul. 
Their  little  bodies  lodge  a  mighty  foul : 
Each  obftinate,in  arms  purfues  his  blow. 
Till  fliameful  flight  fecures  the  routed  foe 
This  hot  difpute  and  all  this  mighty  fray 
A  little  duft  flung  upward  will  allay. 

But  when  both  kings  are  fettled  in  their  hive, 
Mark  him  whp  looks  the  worft,  and  left  he  live 
Idle  at  home  in  eafe  and  luxury. 
The  lazy  monarch  muft  be  doom'd  to  die; 
So  let  the  royal  infedl  rule  alone, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  in  his  throne. 

The  kings  are  diff"erent :  one  of  better  note,  "^ 
All  fpeckt  with  gold,  and  many  a  fliining  fpot,  S 
Looks  gay,  and  gliftens  in  a  gilded  coat;  3 

But  love  of  eafe,  and  floth  in  one  prevails. 
That  fcarce  his  hanging  paunch  behind  him  trails: 
The  people's  looks  are  diff'erent  as  their  kings ; 
Some  fparkle  bright,  and  glitter  in  their  wings; 
Others  look  loathfome  and  difeas'd  with  floth,     ") 
Like  a  faint  traveller  whofe  dufty  mouth  C 

Grows  dry  with  heat,  and  fpits  a  maukiih  froth.  J 
The  firft  are  beft 

From  their  o'erflowing  combs,  you'll  often  prefs 
Pure  lufcious  fweets  that  mingling  in  the  glafs 
Corred  the  harflinefs  of  the  racy  juice, 
And  a  rich  flavour  through  the  wine  difi'ufe. 
But  when  they  fport  abroad,  and  rove  from  home. 
And  leave  the  cooling  hive,  and  quit  th'  unfinifli'd 

comb; 
Their  airy  ramblings  are  with  eafe  confin'd. 
Clip  their  king's  wings,  and  if  they  ftay  behind 
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No  bold  ufupper  dares  inxvC"  their  right, 
Kor  found  a  march,  nor  give  the  fign  for  flight. 
J^et  flowery  banks  entice  them  to  their  cells, 
And  gardens  all  perfum'd  with  native  fmells ; 
Where  carv'd  Priapus  -has  his  fix'd  abode. 
The  robber's  terror,  and  the  fcare-crow  god. 
Wild  thyrae'aDd  pine-trees  from  their  barren  hill 
Tianfplant,  and  nurfe  them  in  the  neighbouring 

foil. 
Set  fruit-trees  round,  npr  e'er  indulge  thy  flotb, 
But  water  them,  and  urge  their  fliady  growth. 

And  here,  perhaps,  were  not  I  giving  o'er, 
And  ftriking  fail,  and  making  to  the  fliore, 
I'd  (hew  what  art  the  gardener's  toils  require. 
Why  rofy  pxftum  bliifhes  twice  a  year  : 
What  flreams  the  verdant  fuccory  fupply, 
And  how  the  thirlly  plant  drmks  rivers  dry ; 
What  with  a  cheerful  green  does  parfly  grace, 
And  writhes  the  bellying   cucumber   along  the 

twifted  grafs ; 
INor  would  I  pafs  the  foft  acanthus  o'er, 
Ivy  nor  myrtle-trees  that  love  the  ftiore; 
Kor  daffodils,  that  late  from  earth's  flow  womb 
Unrumple  their  fwoln  buds,  and  fliow  their  yel- 
low bloom. 

For  once  I  faw  in  the  Tarentine  vale. 
Where  flow  Galefus  drencht  the  wafliy  foil. 
An  old  Corycian  yeoman,  who  had  got 
A  few  negledled  acres  to  his  lot. 
Where  neirher  corn  nor  pafture  grac'd  the  field, 
Nor  would  the  vine  her  purple  harveft  yield; 
But  favory  herbs  among  the  thorns  were  found,  ^ 
Vervain  and  poppy-flowers  his  garden  crown'd,  > 
And  drooping  lilies  whiten'd  all  the  ground,      j 
Blefl:  with  theft  riches  he  could  empires  flight, 
And  when  he  reded  from  his  toils  at  night. 
The  earth  unpurchas'd  dainties  would  aff"ord, 
And  his  own  garden  furnifli  out  his  board  : 
The  fpring  did  flrft  his  opening  rofes  blow, 
Pirft  ripening  autumn  bent  his  fruitful  bough. 
When  piercing  colds  had  burft  the  brittle  ftone. 
And  freezing  rivers  ftiff'en'd  as  they  run, 
He  then  would^ prune  the  tendereft  of  his  trees. 
Chide  the  late  fpring,  and  lingering  weftern  breeze: 
His  bees  firfl;  fwarm'd,  and  made  his  veflels  foam 
With  the  rich  Squeezing  of  the  juicy  comb. 
iiere  lindons  and  the  fappy  pine  increas'd; 
Here,  when  gay  flowers  his  fmiling  orchard  dreft, 
As  many  bloflbms  as  the  fpring  could  fhow. 
So  many  dangling  apples  mellow'd  on  the  bough. 
In  rows  his  elms  and  knotty  pear-trees  bloom. 
And  thorns  ennobled  now  to  bear  a  plumb. 
And  fpreading  plane-trees,  where  fupinely  laid 
He  no w  enjoys  the  cooI,and  quaffs  beneath  the  fhadc. 
But  thefe  for  want  of  room  I  muft  omit, 
And  leave  for  future  poets  to  recite. 

,Now  I'll  proceed  their  natures  to  declare, 
Which  Jove  himfelf  did  on  the  bees  confer; 
Becaufe,  invited  by  the  timbrel's  found,  ") 

Lodg'd  in  a  cave  th'  almighty  babe  they  found,  C 
And  the  young  god  nurft  kindly  undtr-ground.  J 

Of  all  the  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air, 
Thefe  only  make  their  young  the  public  care; 
In  well-difpos'd  focieties  they  live. 
And  lav. 6  and  ftatutes  rcgulatv  their  hive; 
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Nor  ftray,  like  others,  unconfiit'd  abroad. 
But  know  fet  ftations,  and  a  fix'd  abode 
Each  provident  of  cold  in  fummer  flies 
Through  fields,  and  woods,  to  feek  for 

plies. 
And  in  the  common  flock  unlades  h         „  , 

Some  watch  the  food,  fome  in  the  meadows  ply, 
Tafle  every  bud,  and  fuck  each  bloflbm  dry; 
Whilft  others,  labouring  in  their  cells  at  home. 
Temper  Narcilfus'  clammyuears  with  gum, 
For  the  firft  ground-work  of  the  golden  comb 
On  this  they  found  their  waxen  works,  and  raife 
Thd  yellow  fabric  on  its  glewy  bafe. 
Some  educate  the  younjg,  or  hatch  the  feed 
With  vital  warmth,  and  future  nations  breed; 
Whilft  others  thicken  all  the  flimy  dews. 
And  into  pureft  honey  work  the  juice ; 
Then  fill  the  hollows  of  the  comb,  and  fwell 
With  lufcious  nedar  every  flowing  cell. 
By  turns  they  watch,  by  turns  with  curious  eyes'^ 
Survey  the  heavens,  and  fearch  the  clouded  flcies  / 
To  find  out  breeding  ftorms,  and  tell  what  tem-  ^ 
pefts  rife.  J 

By  turns  they  cafe  the  loaden  fwarms,  or  drive 
The  drone,  a  lazy  infed:,  from  their  hive. 
The  work  is  warmly  ply'd  through  all  the  cells, 
And    Itrong   with  thyme  the  new  made  honey 
fmells. 

So  in  their  caves  the  brawny  Cyclops  fweat,  "J 
When  with  huge  ftrokes  the  ftubborn  wedge  f 
they  beat.  C 

And  all  th'  unlhapen  thunder-bolt  complete  ;     j 
Alfernatcly  their  hammers  rife  and  fall; 
Whilft  griping  tOngs  turn  round  the  glowing  balU 
W]th  pufling  bellows  fome  the  flames  increafe, 
And  fome  in  waters  dip  the  hifling  mafs; 
Their  beaten  anvils  dreadfully  refound,     [ground. 
And  .^tna    fhakes  all  o'er,  and  thunders  undei: 

Thus,  if  great  things  we  may  with  fmall  coirii 
pare. 
The  bufy  fwarms  their  different  labours  fliare. 
Defire  of  profit  urges  all  degrees ; 
The  aged  infedts,  by  experience  wife, 
Attend  the  comb,  and  fafliion  every  part. 
And  fliape  the  waxen  fret-work  out  with  art : 
The  young  at  night,  returning  from  their  toils, 
Bring  home  their  thighs  clog'd  with  the  meadows 

fpoils. 
On  lavender  and  faff'ron-buds  they  feed, 
On  bending  ofiers,  and  the  balmy  reed  : 
From  purple  violets  and  the  telle  they  bring 
Their  gather'd  fweets,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring. 

All  work  together,  all  together  reft. 
The  morning  ftill  renews  their  labours  paft; 
Then  all  rufli  out,  their  different  taflcs  purfue, 
Sit  on  the  bloom,  and  fuck  the  ripening  dew; 
Again  when  evening  warns  them  to  their  home,"\ 
With  weary  wings,  and  heavy  thighs  they  come,  f 
And  crowd  about  the  chink,  and  mix  a  drowfy  T 
hum.  3 

Into  their  cells  at  length  they  gently  creep,  "^ 
There  all  the  night  their  peaceful  ftation  keep,  S- 
Wrapt  up  in  filence,  and  diflblv'd  in  fleep.  j 

None  range  abroad  when  winds  and  ftoms  are 
Nor  tiuH  tht;ir  bcdics  to  a  faithlsis  &y,        L"i^H, 


I 


f    Q     t    M 


iff 


y  fly, .        ■) 
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1,  and  die.   j 


But  make  fmall  jor.rneys,  with  a  careful  wing, 
And  fly  to  wliter  at  a  neighbouring  fpting  ; 
And,  left  their  airy  bodies  fliould  be  caft 
s  In  rcftlefs  whirls,  the  fport  of  every  hlaft. 
They  carry  ftones  to  pbife  thcni  in  their  flight. 
As  ballall  keeps  th'  unilcady  veflel  right. 

But  of  all  cuftoras  that  the  bees  can  boaft, 
*Tis  this  may  challenge  admiration  moft  ; 
That  none  will  Kyiuen's  fofter  joys  approve. 
Nor  wade  their  fplrits  in  luxurious  love, 
But  all  a  long  virginity  maintain. 
And  bring  forth  young  without  a  liiother's  p?.in. 
From  herbs  and  flowers  they  pick  each  tender  bee, 
And  cull  from  plants  a  buzzing  progeny  ; 
From  thele  they  thoofe  out  fubjeds,  and  create 
A  little  monarch  of  the  rifing  ftate  ; 
Then  build  wax  kingdoms  for  the  infant  prince. 
And  form  a  palace  for  his  refiJence. 

But  often  in  their  journeys,  as  they  fly. 
On  flints  they  tear  their  filken  wingSj 
Groveling  beneath  their  flowery  load, 
Thus  love  of  honey  can  an  infed:  fire. 
And  iu  a  fly  fuch  generous  thoughts  infpire. 
Yet  by  repeopling  their  decaying  ftate,  [date, 

Though  feven  ftiort   fprings  conclude  their  vital 
Their  ancient  flocks  eternally  remain,  [reign. 

And  in  ari  endlefs  race   thsir  children's  children 

No  proftrate  vafial  of  the  eaft  can  more 
With  flavifh  fear  his  mighty  prince  adore ; 
His  life  unites  them  all;  but  when  he  dies, 
All  in  loud  tumults  and  difttadtions  rife; 
They  wafte  their  honey,  and  their  combs  deface, 
And  wild  confufion  reigns  in  every  place. 
Him  all  admire,  all  the  great  guardian  own, 
And  crowd  about  his  courts,  and  buzz  abuUt  his 

throne. 
Oft  on  their  backs  their  weary  prince  they  bear,' 
Oft  in  his  caufe  embattled  in  the  air, 
Purfue  a  glorious  death,  in  wounds  and  war. 

Some  from  fuch  inflances  as  thefe  have  taught, 
"  The  bees  extra<5t  is  heavenly ;  for  they  thought 
*'  The  univerfe  alive  ;  and  that  a  foul, 
*'  DilTus'd  throughout  the  liiatter  of  the  whole, 
*'  To  all  the  vaft  unbounded  frame  was  given, 
"  And  ran  through  earth,  and  air,  and  fea,  and  all 

"  the  deep  of  heaven  ; 
*•  That  this  firft  kindled  life  in  man  and  beaft, 
"  Life  that  again  flows  into  this  at  laft. 
"  That  no  compounded  animal  could  die,  ~\ 

"  But  when  diffblv'd,  the  fpirit  mounted  high,    C 
"  Dwelt  in  a  ftar,  and  fettled  in  the  fky."  ) 

Whene'er  their  balmy  fweets  you  mean  tofeize, 
And  take  the  liquid  labours  of  the  bees,  [drive 
Spurt  draughts  of  water  from  your  mouth,  and 
A  loathfome  cloud  of  fmoke  amidft  their  hive. 

Twice  in  the  year  their  flowery  toils  begin, 
And  twice  they  fetch  their  dewy  harvell  in ; 
Once  when  the  lovely  Pleiades  arife, 
And  add  frelh  luftre  to  the  fummer  ikies  : 
And  once  when  haftening  from  the  watery  fig"n 
They  quit  their  ftation,  and  forbear  to  ihine. 

The  bees  are  prone  to  range,  and  often  found 
To  periih  for  revenge,  and  die  upon  the  wound  ; 
Their  venom'd  fl,iHg  produces  aching  pains, 
And  fwells  the  Sirlh,  and  Ihoots  amoiig  the  veins. 
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When  firft;  a  cold  hard  winter's  ftorrfts  arrlvcj 
And  threaten  death  or  famine  to  their  hive, 
)i  now  their  finking  ftate  and  low  affairs 
Can  move  yclur  pity,  and  provoke  your  cares, 
Frefh  burning  thyme  before  their  cells  convey  ; 
And  cut  their  dry  and  bulky  wax  away  ; 
For  often  lizards  feize  the  luftious  fpoils. 
Or  drones  that  riot  on  another's  toils  : 
Oft  broods  of  moths  infeft  the  hungry  fwarms,  Tj 
And  oft  the  furious  wafp  their  hive  alarms,         > 
With  louder  hums,  and  with  unequal  arms;       J 
Or  eife  the  fpidcr  at  tlie  entrance  fets 
Her  fnarcs,  and  Ipins  her  bowels  into  nets. 

When  ficknefs  reigns  (for  they  as  well  as  we 
Feel  all  th'  cfl"cd;s  of  frail  mortality) 
Ey  certain  marks  the  new  difeafe  is  feen, 
Their  colour  changes,  and  their  looks  are  thin. 
Their  funeral  rites  are  form'd,  and  every  bcc 
With  grief  attends  the  fad  folemnity  ; 
The  few  difeas'd  furvivors  hang  before 
Thc-Ir  fickly  cells,  and  droop  about  the  door. 
Or  flowly  in  their  hives  their  limbs  unfold. 
Shrunk  up  with  hunger,  and  benumb'd  with  cold; 
In  drawling  hums  t^e  feeble  infedls  grieve. 
And  doleful  buzzes  echo  through  the  hive,       i 
J>ike  winds  that  fofily  murmur  through  the  treeSj- 
Like  flames  pent  up,  or  like  retiring  feas. 
Now  lay  frcfti  honey  near  their  empty  rooms,  •) 
In  troughs  of  hollow  reeds,  whilil  frying  gums   (• 
Caft  round  a  fragrant  mift  of  fpicy  fumes.  j 

Thus  kindly  tempt  the  famifti'd  fwarm  to  eat, 
And  gently  reconcile  them  to  their  meat. 
Mix  juice  of  galls,  and  wine,  that  grow  in  time 
Condens'd  by  fire  and  thicken  to  a  flime ; 
To  thefe  dry'd  rofes,  thyme,  and  centaury  join. 
And  raifins  ripen'd  on  the  Pfyihian  vine. 

Befides  there  grows  a  flower  in  marlhy  groundj' 
Its  name  Amellus,  eafy  to  be  found  ; 
A  mighty  fpring  works  in  its  rout,  and  cleaves 
The  fprouting  ftalk,  and  ftiews  itfelf  in  leaves ; 
The  flower  itfelf  is  of  a  golden  hue, 
The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue  ; 
The  leaves  fhoot  thick  about  the  flower,  and  ^ro',*?  • 
Into  a  bufh,  and  Ihade  the  turf  below  : 
The  plant  in  holy  garlands  often  twines 
The  altars'  pofts,  and  beautifies  the  llirines ; 
Its  tafte  is  fliarp,  in  vales  new-fhorn  it  grows. 
Where  Mella's  ftream  in  watery  mazes  flows. 
Take  plenty  of  its  roots,  and  boil  them  well 
In  wine,  and  heap  thtiu  up  before  the  cell. 

But  if  the  whole  Itock  fail,  and  none  furvhre  j 
To  raife  new  people,  and  recruit  the  hive, 
I'll  here  the  great  experiment  declare. 
That  fpread  th'  Arcadian  fliepheid's  name  fo  far. 
How  bees  from  blood  of  Caughter'd  bulls  have 

fl'ed, 
And  fwarms  amidft  the  red  Corruption  bred. 

For  where  th'  Egyptians  yearly  fee  their  bounds 
Refrefli'd  with  floods,  and  failabout  their  grounds, 
Where  Perfia  borders,  and  the  roiling  Nile 
Drives  fwiftly  down  the  fwai  thy  Indians'  ibil. 
Till  into  ieven  it  multiplies  its  ftream. 
And  fattens  Egypt  with  a  fruitful  flime  : 
In  this  laft  pra«5lice  all  their  hope  ren)ains. 
And  long  ixpeiicncc  juiUiits  their  pains, 
'  M 
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Fiift  ihen  a  clofe  contraAed  fpace  of  ground. 
With  ftraitcn'd   walls   and   low-built  roof   they 

found ; 
A  narrow  (helving  light  is  next  aflign'd 
To  all  the  quarters,  one  to  every  wind  ; 
Through  thefe  the  glancing  rays  obliquely  pierce  : 
Hither  they  lead  a  bull  that's  young  and  fierce, 
When  two-years  growth  of  horn  he  proudly  Ihows; 
And  flvakes  the  ccmely  terrors  of  his  brows: 
His  nofe  and  mouth,  the  avenues  of  breath. 
They  muzzle  up,  and  beat  his  limbs  to  death. 
With  violence  to  life  and  ftifling  pain 
He  flings  and  fpurns,  and  tries  to  fnort  in  vain. 
Loud  heavy  mows  fall  thick  on  every  fide, 
'Till  his  bruis'd  bowels  burft  within  the  hide. 
When  dead,  they  leave  him  rotting  on  the  ground. 
With  branches,  thyme,  and  caflia,  ftrow'd  around, 
All  this  is  done  when  firft  the  weftern  breeze 
Becalms  the  year,  and  fmooths  the  troubled  feas ; 
Before  the  chattering  fwallow  builds  her  nefi, 
Or  fields  in  fpring's  embroidery  arc  dreft. 
Mean  while  the  tainted  juice  ferments  within, 
And  quickens  as  it  works  :  and  now  arc  feen 
A  wondrous  fwarm,  that  o'er  the  carcafe  crawls, 
Of  fhapelefs,  rude,  unfinifh'd  animals  : 
Vo  legs  at  firft  the  infed's  weight  fuftain. 
At  length  it  moves  its  new-made  limbs  with  pain  ; 
Now  ftrikes  the  air  with  quivering  wings,  and  tries 
To  lift  its  body  up,  and  learns  to  rife; 
Now  bending  thigh?  and  gilded  wings  it  wears 
Full  grown,  and  all  the  bee  at  length  appears  ; 
3From  every  fide  the  fruitiui  carcafe  pofirs 
Its  fwarmir.g  brood,  as  thick  as  fumn^er  fhowers, 
Or  flights  of  arrows  from  tJ.e  Parthian  bows, 
Whep  twanging  firings  firft  (boot  them  on  the 
foe:.. 
Thus  have  I  fung  the  nature  of  the  bee  ; 
Whi!:.-  Cxfar,  towering  to  divinity. 
The  irighted  Indians  with  his  thunder  aw'd. 
And  claim'd  their  homage,  artd  commenc'd  agod; 
1  flourifti'd  all  the  while  in  arts  of  peace, 
Retir'd  and  flielicr'd  in  inglorious  eafe  : 
1  who  before  the  fong  of  fliepherds  made, 
AVhen  gay  and  young  my  rural  lays  I  play'd. 
And  fet  my  Tityrus  beneath  his  fiiade. 


A  SONG 


rOR   ST.  CECILIA  S  DAT,  AT  OXFORD. 


CEcitiA,  whofe  exalted  hymns 

With  joy  and  wonder  fill  the  bleft. 
In  choirs  of  v/arbling  fera^hims 

Known  and  diftinguilh'dfrom  the  reft  ; 
Attend,  harmonious  faint,  and  fee 
Thy  vocal  fons  of  hariiioi-.y  ; 
Attend,  harmonious  faint,  and  b'-ar  our  prayers; 

Enliven  all  our  earthly  airs,  [thee: 

And,  as  thou  Cng'ft  thy  God,  teach  us  to  fing  of 
Tunc  every  firing  aud  every  tongue, 
Ee  thou  the  mule  and  fubj<.<ft  of  our  fong. 


Let  all  Cecilia's  praifc  proclaim, 
Employ  the  echo  in  her  name. 
Hark  how  the  flutes  and  trumpets  raiffe, 
At  bright  Cecilia's  name,  their  lays  ; 
The  organ  labours  in  her  praife. 
Cecilia's  name  does  all  our  numbers  grace. 
From  every  voice  the  tuneful  accents  fly. 
In  foarjng  trebles  now  it  rifes  high. 
And  now  it  finks,  and  dwells  upon  the  bafe. 
Cecilia's  name  rhrough  all  the  notes  we  fing. 
The  work  of  every  fkilful  tongue, 

The  found  of  every  trembling  firing, 
The  found  and  triumph  of  our  fong. 

111. 
For  ever  confecratc  the  day. 
To  mufic  and  Cecilia; 
Mufic,  the  greateft  good  that  mortals  know, 
And  all  of  heaven  we  have  below. 
Mufic  can  noble  hints  impart. 
Engender  fury,  kindle  love; 
With  unfufpeAed  eloquence  can  move. 
And  manage  all  the  man  with  fecret  art. 

When  Orpheus  ftrikes  the  trembling  lyre. 
The  ftreams  ftand  ftill,  the  ftones  admire ; 
The  liftening  favages  advance. 

The  wolf  and  lamb  around  him  trip. 
The  bears  in  aukward  meafures  leap, 
And  tigers  mingle  in  the  dance. 
The  moving  woods  attended  as  he  play'd, 
And  Rhodope  was  left  without  a  Ihade. 

'  IV. 

Mufic  religious  heats  infpires, 

k  wukc«  the  foul,  and  lifts  it  high. 
And  wings  it  with  fublimc  defires. 
And  fits  it  to  befpeak  the  Deity. 
Th*  Almighty  liftens  to  a  tuneful  tongue. 
And  feems  well-pleas'd  and  courted  with  a  fong. 

Soft  moving  fcunds  and  heavenly  airs 
Give  force  to  every  word,    and  recommend  our 
prayers. 
When  time  itfclf  fliall  be  no  more. 
And  all  things  in  confufion  hurl'd, 
Mufic  fhall  then  exert  its  power. 
And  found  furvive  the  ruins  of  the  world : 
Then  faints  and  angels  fliall  agree 
In  one  eternal  jubilee  : 
All  heaven  fiiall  echo  with  their  hymns  divine. 

And  God  himfelf  with  pleafure  fee 
The  whole  creation  in  a  chorus  join. 


Confecrate  the  place  and  day 

To  mufic  and  Cecilia, 

Let  no  rouL^.i  winds  approach,  nor  dare 

Invade  the  hullow'd  bounds,  , 

Nor  rudely  fiiake  the  tuneful  air, 

Nor  fpjiil  the  fleeting  founds. 
Nor  mournful  figh  nor  groan  be  heard, 

But  gladnefs  dwell  on  every  tongue  ; 
Whilft  all,  with  voice  and  ftrings  prepared, 

Ketpup  the  Uiud  harmonious  Xong, 
And  imitate  the  bleft  above. 
In  jo)'j  and  harmony,  and  love. 
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An  ACCouiifT 


GREATEST  ENGLISH  POETS. 

irO   MR.  HENRY  SACHEVERELL,    APRIL  3.   I694. 

Since,  deareft  Harry,  you  will  needs  rcqueft 

A  fhort  account  of  all  the  mule  poffeft. 

That,  down   from    Chaucer's   days  to  Dryden's 

tiities. 
Have  fperit  their  noble  rage  in  Britifll  rhymes  : 
Without  more  preface,  writ  in  formal  length. 
To  fpeak  the  undertaker's  want  of  ftrength, 
ni  try  to  make  their  feveral  beauties  known. 
And  (how  their  vcrfes  worth,  though  not  my  own. 

Lortg  had  our  dull  forefathers  flept  fupine, 
Nor  felt  the  raptures  of  the  tuneful  nine  ; 
Till  Chaucer  firft,  a  merry  bard,  arofe, 
And  mahy  a  ftory  told  in  rhyme  and  profe. 
But  age  has  rufted  what  the  poet  writ, 
Worn  out  his  language,  and  obfcur'd  his  wit : 
In  vain  he  jells  in  his  unpolifh'd  ftrain, 
And  tries  to  make  his  readers  laugh  in  vain. 

Old  Spenfer  next,  warm'd  with  poetic  rage^ 
m  ancient  tales  amus'd  a,  barbarous  age  ; 
An  age  that  yet  unciiltivate  and  rude, 
Where'er  the  pbet*s  fancy  led,  purfued 
Through  pathlefs fields,  and  unfrequented. floods, 
To  dens  of  dragons,  and  enchanted  woods. 
But  now  the  myftic  tale,  that  pleas'd  of  yore, 
Can  charm  an  underftandirg  age  no  more ; 
The  long-fpun  allegories  fulfome  grow, 
While  tiie  dull  moral  lies  too  plain  below, 
We  view  well-pleas'd  at  diftance  al!  the  fights, 
Of  arms  and  palfries,  battles,  fields,  and  fight 
And  damfels  in  diftrefs,  and  courteous  knights 
But  when  we  look  too  near,  the  fhades  decay, 
And  all  the  pleafing  landfcape  fades  away. 

Great  Cowley  then  (a  mighty  geniusj  wrote, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  lavilh  of  his  thought  : 
His  turns  too  clofely  on  the  reader  prefs : 
He  more  had  pleas'd  us,  had  he  pleas'd  us  lefs. 
One  glittering  thought  no  fooner  (Irikes  our  eyes 
With  filent  wonder,  but  new  wonders  rife. 
As  in  the  milky-way  a  fhining  white 
O'erflows  the  heavens  with  one  continued  light; 
That  not  a  fingle  ftar  can  fhew  his  rays, 
Whilft  jointly  all  promote  the  common  blaze. 
Pardon,  great  poet,  that  I  dare  to  name 
Th'  unuumber'd  beauties  of  thy  verfe  with  blame  ; 
Thy  fault  is  only  wit  in  its  excefs  ; 
But  wit  like  thine  in  any  Ciape  will  pleafe. 
What  mufe  but  thine  can  equal  hints  infpire. 
And  fit  the  deep-mouth'd  Pindar  to  thy  lyre  : 
Pindar,  whom  others  in  a  labour'd  ftrain. 
And  forc'd  expreflion,  imitate  in  vain  i^ 
Well  pleas'd  in  thee  he  foars  with  new  delight. 
And  plays  in  more  unbounded  verfe,  and  takes  a 
nobler  flight.  [lays, 

Blefl   man  1   whofe  fpotlefs  life  and   charming 
Eoiploy'd  the  tuneful  prelate  in  thy  praife  ; 
Bleft  man  :  who  now  (hall  be  for  ever  known, 
In  Sprat's  fuccefsful  labours  and  thy  own» 
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But  Miltotl  next,  with  high  ini  haughty  ftalks, 
Unfetter'd  in  majeftic  numbers  walks  : 
No  vulg3r  hero  can  his  mufe  engage  ; 
Nor  earth's  wide  fcene  confine  his  hallow'd  rage. 
See  !  fee  !  he  upwards  fprings,  and  towering  high 
Spurns  the  dull  province  of  mortality, 
Shajtes  heaven's  eternal  throne  with  dire  alarms. 
And  fets  th'  Almighty  thundcrer  in  arms. 
Whate'er  his  pen  defcribes  I  more  than  fee, 
Whilft;  every  verfe,  arrtiy'd  in  majcfty. 
Bold  and  fublime,  my  whole  attenribn  draws, 
And  feems  above  the  critics  nicer  laws. 
How  are  you  ftruck  with  terror  and  delight, 
When  angel  with  archangel  copes  in  fight  1 
When  great  Mefliah's  outfpread  banner  fhines. 
How  does  the  chariot  rattle  in  his  lines  ; 
What   found   of  brazen   wheels,  what  thunder, 

fcare. 
And  ftun  the  reader  with  the  din  of  war  I 
With  fear  my  fpirits  and  my  blood  retire. 
To  fee  the  feraphs  funk  in  clouds  of  fire  ; 
But  when,  with  eager  fteps,  from  hence  I  fife. 
And  view  the  firft  gay  fcenes  of  Paradife ; 
What  tongue,  what  words  of  rapture  can  eXprefs 
A  vifion  fo  profufc  of  pleafantnefs  1 
O  had  the  poet  ne'er  profan'd  his  pen, 
To  varnifti  o'er  the  guilt  of  faithlefs  men  ; 
His  other  works  might  have  deferv'd  applaufe  ! 
But  now  the  language  can't  fupport  ttie  caufe  ; 
While  the  clean  current,  though  ferene  and  bright, 
Betrays  a  bottom  odious  to  the  fight. 

But  now,  my  mufe,  a  fofter  ftrain  fehearfe. 
Turn  every  line  with  art,  and  fmooth  thy  verfe; 
The  courtly  Waller  next  commands  thy  lays  : 
Mufe,  tune  thy  verfe,  with  art,  to  Waller's  praife. 
While  tender  airs  and  lovely  dames  infpire 
Soft  melting  thoughts,  and  propagate  defire  i 
So  long  (hall  Waller's  ftrains  our  pafiions  move, 
And  Sacchariffa's  beauty  kindle  love. 
Thy  verfCj  harmonious  bard,  and  flattering  foDg, 
Can  make  the  vanquilh'd  great,  the  coward  ftrung. 
Thy  verfe  can  fhow  ev'n  Cromwell's  innocence. 
And  compliment  the  ftorm  that  bore  him  hence. 
Oh  had  thy  mufe  not  come  an  age  too  foon, 
Bat  feen  great  NalTau  on  the  Britifii  throne  ! 
How  had  his  triumphs  glitter'd  in  thy  page, 
And  warni'd  thee  to  a  more  exalted  rage  ! 
What  fcenes  of  death  and  horror  had  we  view'd. 
And  how   had  Boyne's  wide  current   reek'd  in 

blood  ! 
Or  if  Maria's  charms  tho\5  wouldft  reheaifc. 
In  fmoother  numbers  and  a  fofte.r  verfe  ; 
Thy  pen  had  well  defcrib'd  her  graceful  air, 
And  Gloriana  would  have  feem'd  more  fair. 

Nor  muft  Rofcomtnon  pafs  negledted  by, 
That  makes  ev'n  rules  a  noble  poetry  : 
Rules  whofe  deep  fenfe  and  heavenly  numbers  fhoW 
The  heft  of  critics,  and  of  poets  too. 
Nor,  Denham,  muft  we  e'er  forget  thy  ftrains. 
While  Cooper's  Hill  commands  the  neighbouring 
plains. 

But  fee  where  artful  Dryden  next  appears, 
Grown  old  in  rhyme,  but  charming  ev'n  in  yearSr 
Great  ^ryden  next,  whofe  tuneful  mufe  affords 
The  fweeteft  nw^ibers,  and  the  fiitcft  wctda, 
Mij 
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Whether  in  comic  founds  or  tragic  airs 
She  forms  her  voici;,  fhe  moves  our  fmiles  or  tears. 
If  fatire  or  heroic  Arains  fhe  writes. 
Her  hero  plcafes,  and  here  fatire  bites, 
3"rom  her  no  harfh  unariful  numbers  fall. 
She  wears  all  dreffcs,  and  (he  charms  in  all. 
How  might  we  fear  our  Englilh  poetry, 
That  long  has  flouriih'd,  (hould  decay  with  th6e  ; 
Did  not  the  mufes'  other  hope  appear, 
Harmonious  Congreve,  and  forbid  our  fear : 
Congreve  1  whofe  fancy's  unexhaufted  ftorc 
Has  given  already  much,  and  promis'd  mere. 
Congreve  fliall  ftill  preferve  thy  fame  alive, 
,And  Dryden's  muff  (hall  in  hi.-  friend  furvive. 
I'm  tir'd  with  rhyming,  and  would  fain   give 
o'er. 
But  juflice  flill  demands  one  labour  more  : 
'I'he  noble  Montague  remains  unnam'd, 
for  wit,  for  humour,  and  for  judgment  fam'd  ; 
To  Dorfet  he  dircdcs  his  artful  mufe, 
In  numbers  fuch  as  Dorfet's  felf  might  ufe. 
How  ncgligcnrly  graceful  he  unreins 
His  verfe,  and  writes  in  I'K^fe  familiar  {trains; 
How  Nafiau's  godlike  adts  adorn  his  lilies, 
.rind  all  the  hero  in  full  glory  fhines  ! 
We  fee  his  army  fet  in  juft  array, 
And  Boyne's  dy'd  waves  run  purple  to  the  fca. 
Islor  Simoischok'd  with  men,  and  arms,  and  blood: 
!Nor  rapid  Xanthus'  celebrated  flood, 
Shall  longer  be  the  poet's  higheft  themes. 
Though  gods  and  heroes  fi  ught  promifcuou*  in 

their  dreams, 
But  now,  to  Naffau's  fecret  councils  rais'd. 
He  aids  the  hero,  1^hom  before  he  prais'd, 

I've  done  at  length;  and  now,  dear  friend,  re- 
ceive 
The  laft  poor  pfefent  that  my  mufe  can  give. 
I  leave  the  arts  of  p(>etry  and  verfe 
To  them  that  praciile  them  with  m-^re  fuccefs. 
Of  greater  truths  I'll  now  prepare  to  tell 
And  fo  at  once,  dear  friend  and  mufe,  fatewell. 


A  LETTER   FROM  ITALY, 

To  the  Riglit  Honourable 

CHARLES    LORD   HALIFAX, 

IN   TUE   YEAR  I70I. 

"  S^.lve  magna  parens  frugum  Saturnia  teliu?, 
"  Magna   virurfi  I   tibi  res  antiqiiss  laudis  et 

"'  artis 
*'  Aggredior,  fanftos  aufusreclndere  fontes." 

ViRG.  Georg.  ii. 

WnitE  you,  my  Lord,  fhe  rural  fhadet  admire, 
And  frcm  Britannia's  j.ublic  polls  retire, 
Kor  longer,  her  iiiigratffu!  fons  to  pleafe, 
Per  their  advantage  (atrifice  your  eafc  : 
Me  into  foreign  realms  my  fate  convey*, 
Through  nation?  fruitful  of  immortal  lays, 
Where  tiic  f  ft  f:  albn  and  inviting  tlimc 
Ccnfpire  to  trouble  ycur  rc}icfe  with  rhyme. 


For  wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  ravlfh'd  eyetf^ 
Gay  gilded  fcenes  and  fliining  profpetfts  rifcj 
Poetic  fields  encompafs  me  around,  ^ 

And  ftill  I  feem  to  tread  on  claflic  ground ; 
For  here  the  mufe  fo  oft  her  harp  has  flrung, 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  its  head  unfung, 
Renown'd  in  verfe  each  fhady  thicket  grows, 
And  every  ftream  in  heavenly  numbers  flows. 

How  am  I  pleas'd  to  fearch  the  hills  and  wood* 
For  rifing  fprings  and  celebrated  floods ! 
To  view  the  Nar,  tumultuous  in  his  courfe, 
And  trace  the  fmooth  Clitumnus  to  his  fource,  - 
To  fee  the  Mincio  draw  his  watery  flore. 
Through  the  long  windings  of  a  fruitful  fliore, 
And  hoary  Albula's  infecSled  tide 
O'er  the  warm  bed  of  fmoking  fulphur  glide. 

Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  furvcy 
Eridanus  throug'n  flowery  meadows  llray, 
The  king  of  floods  '.   that,  rolling  o'er  the  plains^  '■ 
The  towering  Alps  of  half  their  moiflure  drains. 
And  proudly  fwoln  with  a  whulc  winter's  fhows^ 
Diftributes  wealth  and  plenty  where  he  flows. 

Sometimes,  mifguided  by  the  tuneful  throng, 
I  look  for  ftreams  immortalis'd  in  fong. 
That  loft  in  filence  and  oblivion  lie, 
(Dumb  are  their  fountains  and  their  channels  dry) 
Yet  run  for  ever  by  the  mufe's  Iklll, 
And  in  the  fmooth  defcription  murmur  flill. 

Sometimes  to  gentle  Tiber  I  retire. 
And  the  fam'd  river's  empty  fliores. admire. 
That  deftitute  of  ftrength  derives  its  courfe 
From  thirfty  urns,  and  an  unfruitful  fource ; 
Yet  fuug  fo  often  in  poetic  lays, 
With  fcorn  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  ftirveys ; 
So  high  the  deathlefs  mufe  exalt*  her  theme  ! 
Such  was  the  Eoyne,  a  poor  inglorious  ftream. 
That  in  Hibernian  vales  obfcurely  ftray'd. 
And  unobferv'd  in_wild  meanders  play'd; 
Till  by  your  lines  and  Naffau's  fword  renown'd, 
Irs  rifing  billows  through  the  world  refound^ 
Where'er  the  hero's  godlike  aifls  can  pierce. 
Or  where  the  fame  of  an  imnwrtal  verfe. 

Oh  C(-uld  the  mufe  my  ravilh'd  breaft  infpire 
With  waimth  like  yours,  and  raife  an  equal  fire^ 
Uni.uniber'd  beauties  in  my  verfe  fliould  fhine. 
And  Virgil's  Italy  fhould  yield  to  mine  '. 

See  how  the  golden  groves  around  me  fmile, 
l-hat  fliun  the  coaft  of  Britain's  ftormy  ifle, 
Or,  when  tranfplanred  and  preferv'd  with  care, 
Curfe  the  cold  clime,  and  ftarve  in  northern  air. 
Here   hindly  warmth  their  niountaiti  juice  fer- 
ments 
To  nobler  taftes,  and  more  exalted  fcents : 
Ev'n  the  rough  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom^ 
And  trodden  weeds  fend  out  a  rich  perfume. 
Bear  mc,  fome  god,  fo  Baia's  gentle  feats, 
Or  Cover  me  in  Umbria's  green  retreats; 
Where  weftern  gales  eternally  refide, 
And  all  the  feafons  lavifli  all  their  pride  : 
BloiToms,  and  fruits,  and  flowers  together  rife, 
And  the  whole  year  in  gay  confufion  lies. 

Inmiortal  glories  in  my  mind  revive, 
And  in  my  foul  a  thoufand  pafllons  ftrlvc. 
When  Rome's  exalted  beauties  1  dcfcry 
MagniUccut  in  {>ile$  of  ruia  lie. 
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An  amphitheatre's  amazing  height 
Jiere  fills  my  eye  with  terror  and  delight, 
That  on  its  public  fliows  unpeopled  Rome, 
And  held,  uncrowded,  nations  in  its  womb  : 
Here  pillars  rongh  with  fculpture  pierce  the  fkies, 
And  here  the  proud  triumphal  arches  rife, 
Where  the  old  Romans  deathlefs  adls  difplay'd, 
Their  bafe  degenerate  progeny  upbraid  : 
Whole  rivers  here  forfake  the  fields  below. 
And  wondering  at  their  height  through  airy  chan- 
nels floWi 
Still  to  new  fcenes  my  wandering  mufe  retires, 
And  the  dumb  ftiow  of  breathing  rocks  admires ; 
Where  the  fmooth  chifel  all  its  force  ha  jiiown, 
And  fofcen'd  into  flefh  the  rugged  ftone. 
In  folemn  filence,  a  majeftic  band. 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  Roman  confuls  ftand, 
Stern  tyrants,  whom  their  cruelties-renown, 
And  emperors  in  Parian  marble  frown  ; 
While  the  bright  dames,  to  whom  they  humbly 
fued,  [dued. 

Still  fhow  the  charms  that  their  proud  hearts  fub- 

Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rehearfc. 
And  fhow  th'  immortal  labours  in  my  verfe, 
■yVhere  from  the  mingl^  flrength  of  fhade  and 

light 
A  new  creation  rifes  to  my  fight, 
Such  heavenly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow. 
So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow. 
From  theme  to  theme  with  fecret  pleafure  toft» 
Amidft  the  foft  variety  I'm  loft  : 
Here  pleafing  airs  my  ravifh'd  foul  confound 
With  circUng  notes  and  labyrinths  of  found  ; 
Here  domes  and  temples  rife  in  diftant  views, 
And  opening  palaces  invite  my  mufc. 

How  has  kind  heaven  adorn'd  the  happy  land. 
And  fcatter'd  blefiings  with  a  wafteful  hand  ! 
But  what  avail  her  unexhaufted  ftores. 
Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  funny  Ihores, 
With  all  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  earth  impart, 
The  fmiles  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of  art. 
While  proud  oppreflion  in  her  valleys  reigns, 
And  tyranny  ufurps  her  happy  plains  ? 
The  poor  inhabitant  beholds  in  vain 
The  reddening  orange  and  the  fwelling  grain  : 
Joylefs  he  fees  the  growing  oils  and  wines, 
And  in  the  myrtle's  fragrant  fhade  repines  : 
Starves,  in  the  midft  of  nature's  bounty  curft. 
And  in  the  loaden  vineyard  dies  for  thirft. 
Oh  liberty,  thou  goddefs  heavenly  bri?ht, 
Profufe  of  blifs,  and  pregnant  with  delight  1 
Eternal  pleafures  in  thy  prefence  reign. 
And  fniiling  plenty  leads  thy  wanton  train ; 
Eas'd  of  her  load  fubjedion  grows  more  hght, 
And  poverty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  fight ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  gloomy  faice  of  nature  gay, 
Giv'ft  beauty  to  the  fun,  and  pleafure  to  the  day. 

Thee,  goddefs,  thee,  Britannia's  ifle  adores; 
How  has  file  oft  exhaufted  all  her  ftores. 
How  oft  in  fields  of  death  thy  prefence  fought, 
Nor  thinks  the  mighty  prize  too  dearly  bought  I 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  fun  refine 
The  grape's  ibft  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  wine. 
With  citron  groves  adorn  a  diftant  foil, 
And  the  fat  oiive  fwsll  v,'ith  floods  of  oil': 


We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime,  that  lies 
In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  flcies, 
Nor  at  the  coarfenefs  of  our  heaven  repine. 
Though  o'er  our  heads  the  frozen  Pleiads  fhine.: 
'Tis  hberty  that  crowns  Britannia's  ifle, 
And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  moun- 
tains fmile. 

Others  with  lowering  piles  may  plcafe  the  fight, 
And  in  their  proud  afpiring  domes  delight  j 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  ftrttcht  canvas  give. 
Or  teach  their  animated  rocks  to  live  : 
'Tjs  Britain's  care  to  watch  o'er  Europe's  fate. 
And  hold  in  balance  each  contending  ftate. 
To  threaten  bold  prefumptuous  kings  with  war, 
And  anfwer  her  afllicSled  neighbour's  prayer. 
The  Dane  and  Swede,  rous'd  up  by  fierce  alarms, 
Blefs  the  wife  conduCi  of  her  pious  arms : 
Soon  as  her  fleets  appear,  their  terrors  ceafe, 
And  all  the  northern  world  lies  hufh'd  in  peace, 

Th'  ambitious  Gaul  beholds  with  fecret  dread 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at  his  afpiring  head. 
And  fain  her  godlike  fons  would  difunite 
By  foreign  gold,  or  by  domeftic  fpite: 
But  ftrives  in  vain  to  conquer  or  divide. 
Whom  Naflau's  arms  defend  and  counfels  guide. 

fir'd  v.ith  the  name,  which  I  fo  oft  have  found 
The  diftant  climes  and  different  tongues  refound, 
I  bridle-in  my  ftruggiing  mufe  with  pain. 
That  longs  to  launch  into  a  bolder  ftrain. 

But  I've  already  troubled  you  too  long. 
Nor  dare  attempt  a  more  adventurous  fong. 
My  humble  verfe  demands  a  fofter  theme, 
A  painted  meadow,  or  a  purling  fla:eani; 
Unfit  for  heroes  :  whom  immortal  lays. 
And  lines  like  Virgil's,  or  like  yours,  fhould  pralf?, 


MILTON'S  STYLE  IMITATED, 

IN  A  TRANSLATION  OF 

A  STORY  out  OF  THE  THIRD  MNEID. 

Lost  in  the  gloomy  horror  of  the  night. 
We  ftruck  upon  the  coaft  where  ^tna  lies. 
Horrid  and  wafte,  its  entrails  fraught  with  fire, 
That  now  cafts  out  dark  fumes  and  pitchy  clouds, 
Vaft  fhowers  of  afhes  hovering  in  the  fmoke  ; 
IsTow  belches  molten  ftones  and  ruddy  flame 
Inceft,  or  tears  up  mountains  by  the  roots. 
Or  flings  a  broken  rock  aloft  in  air. 
The  bottom  works  with  fmother'd  fire,  involv'd 
In  peftilential  vapours,  ftench  and  fmoke. 
Tis  faid,  that  thunder-ftruck  Enceladus 
Grovelling    beneath     th'  incumbent    mountain's 

weight, 
Lies  ftretch'd  fupine,  eternal  prey  of  flames ; 
And  when  he  heaves  againft  the  burning  load, 
Relu(3ant,  to  invert  his  broiling  limbs, 
A  fudden  earthquake  flioots  through  all  the  ifle. 
And  iStna  thunders  dreadful  under  ground, 
Thenpours  out  fmoke  in  wreathing  curls  convolv'd. 
And  ft.adei  the  fan's  bright  orb,  and  ])lots  out  daj% 
M  iJj 
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Here  in  the  flielter  of  the  woods  we  lodg'd, 
Ai  "d  frighted  heard  ftrange  founds  and  difmal  yells, 
JJor  faw  from  whence  they  came ;  for  all  the  night 
A  raurky  ftorm  deep  louring  o'er  our  heads 
Hung  imminent,  that  with  impervious  gloom 
O.ppos'd  itfelf  to  Cynthia's  (ilver  ray. 
And  fnaded  all  beneath.     But  now  the  Am 
With  orient  beams  had  chac'd  the  dewy  night 
From  earth  and  heaven  ;  all  nature  flood  difdos'd  : 
When  looking  on   the  nefghbouring  woods  we 

faw 
The  ghaftly  vifag*  of  a  man  unknown, 
An  uncouth  feature,  meagre,  pale,  and  wild; 
Affli6lion's  foul  and  terrible  difmay 
Sat  in  his  looks,  his  face  impair'd  and  worn 
With  marks  of  famine,  fpeaking  fore  diftrefs; 
His  locks  were  tangled,  and  his  fliaggy  beard 
Matted  with  filth  ;  in  all  things  cUe  a  Greek. 

He  firft  advanc'd  in  hafte;  but  when  he  fawf 
Trojans  and  Trojan  arms,  in  mid  career 
Stopt  fhort,  he  back  recoil'd  as  one  furpris'd.: 
But  foon  recovering  fpeed,  he  ran,  he  flew 
Precipitant,  and  thus  with  piteous  cries 
Our  ears  affail'd  :  "  By  heaven's  eternal  fires, 
"  By  every  god  that  fits  enthion'd  on  high, 
"  By  this  good  light,  relieve  a  wretch  forlorn, 
"  And  bear  me  hence  to  any  difiant  fiiore, 
*'  So  I  may  fhun  this  favage  race  accurll. 
"  'Tis  true  I  fought  among  the  Greeks  that  late 
"  With  fword  and  fire  o'erturn'd  Neptunian  Troy, 
•'  And  laid  the  labour  of  the  gods  in  dufl; 
"  For  which,  if  fo  the  fad  offence  delerves, 
*'  Plung'd  in  the  deep,  for  ever  let  nie  lie 
"  Whelm'd  under  feas ;  if  death  niuft  be  my  doom, 
"  Let  man  infliA  it,  and  1  die  well  pleas'd." 

He  ended  here,  and  now  profufe  of  tears 
In  fuppliant  mood  fell  proftrate  at  our  feet; 
We  bade  him  fpeak  from  whence,  and  what  he  was, 
And  how  by  flrcfs  of  fortune  funk  thus  lovf ; 
Anchifes  too  with  friendly  afpecft:  mild 
Gave  him  his  hand,  fure  pledge  of  amity. 
When,  thus  encourag'd,  he  began  his  tale. 

I'm  one,  fays  he,  of  poor  dtfcent,  my  natxi^ 
Is  Achaemeiiides,  my  country  Greece, 
Ulyffes*  fad  compeer,  who,  whilft  he  fled 
The  raging  Cyclops,  left  me  here  behind 
Difconfolare,  forlorn  ;  within  the  cave 
He  left  me,  giaut  Poiypheire's  dark  cave ; 
A  dungeon  wide  and  horrible,  the  walls 
On  all  fides  furr'd  with  mouldy  damps,  and  hung 
With  clots  of  ropy  gore,  and  human  limbs, 
His  dire  rcpaft  :  himlelf  of  mighty  fize, 
Hoarfe  in  his  voice,  and  in  his  vifage  grinj, 
IntradaUe,  that  riots  on  the  fltfh 
Of  m- rtal  men,  and  fwills  the  vital  blood. 
Him  (lid  I  fee  fnatch  up  with  horrid  grafp 
Two  fprawling  Greeks,  in  either  hand  a  man; 
J  faw  him  when  with  huge  tempeftuousfway 
He  daflit  and  broke  them  on  the  grundfil  edge; 
The  pavement  f»am  in  blood,  the  vralls  around 
Were  fpatte^'d  o'er  with  brains.      He  lapt   the 

blood. 
And  chew'd  the  tender  flefn  ftilJ  warm  with  life, 
That  fwell'd  and  heav'd  iifelf  amidft  his  te^th 
As  ieniihh  of  pain.     Not  leU  mcap  while 


Our  chief  incens'd,  and  ftudious  of  fevenge, 
Plots  his  deftruftion,  which  he  thuscffeds: 
The   giant,  gorg'd  with   flefli,    and   wioe,    andl 

bh'od, 
Lay  ftretcht  at  kngth  and  fnoring  in  his  den. 
Belching  raw  gobbets  from  his  maw,  o'ercharg'ci 
With  purple  wine  and  cruddled  gore  confus'd. 
We  gather'd  round,  and  to  his  fingle  eye. 
The  lingle  eye  that  in  his  forehead  glar'd 
Like  a  full  moon,  or  a  broad  burnifli'd  fliield, 
A  forky  flaff  we  dextroufly  apply'd, 
Which,  in  the  fpacious  focket  turning  round, 
Scoopt  out  the  big  round  jelly  from  its  orb. 
But  let  rne  not  thus  interpofe  delays  ; 
Fly,  mortals,  fly  this  curft  dctefted  race : 
A  hundred  of  the  fame  ftupendous  fize, 
A  hundred  Cyclops  live  among  the  hills. 
Gigantic  brotherhood,  that  ftalk  along 
With  horrid  ftrides  o'er  the  high  mountains  tops. 
Enormous  in  their  gait ;  I  oft  have  heard 
Their  voice  and  tread  ;  oft  feen  thetn  as  they  paft, 
Scuiking  and  fcouring  down,  half  dead  with  fear. 
Thrice  has  the  moon  wafli'd  all  her  orb  in  light. 
Thrice  traveli'd  o'er  in  her  obfcure  fojourn. 
The  realms  of  night  inglorious,  fince  I've  liv'd 
Amidft  thefe  woods,    greaning  from  thorns  and 

fhrubs 
A  wretched  fuftenance.     As  thus  he  fpoke. 
We  faw  defcending  from  a  neighbouring  hill 
Blind  Polypheme  ;  by  weary  fteps  and  flow 
The  groping  giant  with  a  trunk  of  pine 
Explor'd  his  way  :  around  his  woolly  flocks 
Attended  grazing  :  to  the  well-known  fliore 
He  bent  his  courfe,  and  on  the  margin  flood, 
A  hideous  nionfter,  terrible,  deform'd; 
Full  in  the  midft  of  liis  high  front  there  gap'd 
The  fpacious  hollow  where  his  eye-ball  roll'd, 
A  ghaftly  orifice ;  he  rins'd  the  wound. 
And  wafh'd  away  the  Airings  and  clotted  blood 
That  cak'd  within ;  then  ftalking  through  the  deep 
He  fords  the  ocean ;  while  the  topmaft  wave 
Scarce  reaches  up  his  middle  fide :  we  flood 
Amaz'd,  be  fure ;  a  fudden  horror  chill 
Ran  through  each  nerve,  and  thrill'd  in  ?very  vein« 
Till,  ufing  all  the  force  of  winds  and  oars. 
We  fped  away;  he  heard  us  in  our  courfe. 
And  with  his  outftretch'd  arms  around  him  grop'd. 
But,  finding  nought  within  his  reach,  he  rais'd 
Such  hideous  fliouts  that  all  the  ocean  ftiook. 
Ev'n  Italy,  though  many  a  league  remote. 
In  diftant  echoes  anfwer'd  ;  j^tna  roar'd. 
Through  all  its  inmoft  winding  caverns  roat'd. 

Rous'd  with  the  found,  the  mighty  family 
Of  one-eyed  brothers  haften  to  the  fliore, 
And  gather  round  the  bellowing  Polypheme, 
A  dire  afienibly  :  we  with  eager  hafte 
Work  every  one,  and  from  afar  behold 
A  hoft  of  giants  covering  all  the  fiiore. 

So  ftands  a  foreft  tall  of  mountain  oaks 
Advanc'd  to  mighty  growth  :  the  traveller 
Hears  frpm  the  humble  valley  where  he  rides 
The  hollow  murmurs  of  the  winds  that  blovy 
Amidfl:  the  boughs,  and  at  the  diftance  feeai 
The  fhady  tops  of  trees  unnumber'd  rife, 
A  ftatcly  profpcdt,  waving  in  the  cloyiis* 
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THE  CAMPAIGN,  A  POEM, 

?*«  HU  Grace  the  Duie  of  Marlborough,  I705. 

«'  Rheni  pacator  et  Iftri. 

"  Omnis  in  hoc  uno  variis  difcordia  ceflit 

"  Ordinibus  ;  Ixtatur  eques,  plauditquc  fenator, 

"  Votaque  patricio  certant  plebeia  favori." 

Claud,  de  Laud.  Stilic. 

.**  Effe  aliquam  in  terris  gentem  qua  fua  impenfa, 
•'  fuo  labore  ac  periculo,  bella  gerat  pro  liber- 
"  tate  aliorutn.  Nee  hoc  finitimis,  aut  propin- 
"  quas  vicinitatU  hominibus,  aut  terris  continenti 
'•  jundljs  prxftet.  Maria  trajiciat :  ne  quod 
*'  toto  orbe  terrarum  injuftum  imperlum  fit,  et 
"  libique  jus,  fas,  Tex,  potentiQima  fint." 

Liv.  Hift.  lib.  33. 

While  crowds  of  princes  your  deferts  proclaim, 
Proud  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name ; 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  caufe, 
And  Anna's  praifes  crown  the  vaft  applaufe  ; 
Accept,  great  leader,  what  the  mufe  recites, 
That  in  ambitious  verfe  attempts  your  fights. 
Fir'd  and  tranfported  with  a  theme  fo  new, 
Ten  thoufand  wonders  opening  to  my  view 
Shine  forth  at  once  ;  fieges  and  ftorms  appear, 
And  wars  and  conquefts  fill  th*  important  year  : 
Rivers  of  blood  I  fee,  and  hills  of  flain, 
An  Iliad  rifing  out  of  one  campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  beheld,  with  towering  pride, 
His  ancient  bounds  enlarg'd  nn  every  fide  ; 
Pyrene's  lofty  barriers  were  fubdued, 
And  in  the  midft  of  his  wide  empire  flood; 
Aufonia's  flates,  the  viiSor  to  reftrain, 
Oppos'd  their  Alps  and  Apennines  in  vain. 
Nor  found  themfelves,  with  Hrength  of  rocks  im- 

mur'd, 
Behind  their  everlafting  hills  fecut'd  ; 
The  rifing  Danube  its  long  race  began. 
And  half  its  courfe  through  the  new  conqnefls  ran ; 
Amaz'd  and  anxious  for  her  fovereign's  fates, 
Germania  trembled  through  a  hundred  ftatts; 
Great  Leopold  himfelf  was  feiz'd  with  fear  ; 
He  gaz'd  around,  but  faw  no  fuccour  near; 
He  gaz'd,  and  half-abandon'd  to  defpair 
His  hopes  on  heaven,  and  confidence  in  prayer. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes. 
On  her  refolves  the  weftern  world  relies. 
Confiding  flill,  dmidft  its  dire  alarms, 
In  Anna's  councils,  and  in  Churchill's  arms. 
Thrice  happy  Britain,  from  the  kingdoms  rent. 
To  fit  the  guardian  of  the  continent ! 
That  fees  her  braveft  fon  advanc'd  fo  high, 
And  flourilhing  fo  near  her  pi  ince's  eye  ; 
Thy  favourites  grow  not  up  by  fortune's  fport. 
Or  from  the  crimes  or  follies  of  a  court ; 
On  the  firm  bafis  of  defert  they  rife. 
From  long-try'd  faith,  and  friendlhip's  holy  ties: 
Their  fovereign's  well-diftinguifti'd   fmiles  they 

ftiare. 
Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  ftrcngth  in  war; 
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The  nation  thanks  them  with  a  public  Yoicc  ; 
By   fhi/wers   of  blcflTings  heaven  approves  their 

choice ; 
Envy  itfelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  loft. 
And  fadlions  ftrive  who  fliall  applaud  them  moft. 

Soon  as  foft  vernal  breezes  warm  the  flty, 
Britannia's  colours  in  the  zephyrs  fly; 
Her  chief  already  has  his  march  begun, 
Croffing  the  provinces  himfelf  had  won. 
Till  the  Molelle,  appearing  from  afar, 
Retards  the  progref»of  the  moving  war. 
Delightful  dream,  had  nature  bid  lier  fall 
In  djlant  climes  far  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul; 
But  now  a  purchafe  to  tlie  fword  Ihe  lies, 
Her  harvefts  for  uncertain  owners  rife, 
Each  vineyard  doubtful  of  its  mafter  grows. 
And  to  the  yiiflor's  bowl  each  vintage  flows. 
The  difcontented  fliades  of  flaughter'd  holls. 
That  wander'd  on  her  banks,  her  heroes  ghofts 
Hop'd,  when  they  faw  Britannia's  arms  appear. 
The  vengeance  due  to  their  great  deaths  wasneaf* 

Our  godlike  leader,  ere  the  flream  he  pall, 
The  mighty  fcheme  of  all  his  labours  call. 
Forming  the  wondrous  year  within  his  thought; 
His  bofom  glow'd  with  battles  yet  unfought. 
The  long  laboriout  march  he  firflfurv«ys, 
And  joins  the  diftant  Danube  to  tht  IVlaefe, 
Between  whofe  floods  fuch  pathlefs  forefts  grow. 
Such  mountains  rife,  fo  many  rivers  flow  : 
The  toil  looks  lovely  in  the  hero's  eyes. 
And  danger  ferves  but  to  enhance  the  prize. 

Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  he  renews 
His  dreadful  courfe,  aad  the  proud  foe  purfues ! 
Infe(5led  by  the  burning  fcorpion's  heat. 
The  fultry  gales  round  his  chaf 'd  temples  beat, 
Till  on  the  borders  of  the  Maine  he  finds 
Defenfive  fliadows,  and  refrefhing  winds. 
Our  Britifh  youth,  with  in-born  freedom  bold, 
Unnumber'd  fcenes  of  fervirude  behold. 
Nations  of  flaves,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(Their  Maker's  image  more  than  half  defac'd) 
Hourly  inftrucStcd,  as  they  urge  their  toil. 
To  prize  their  queen,  and  love  their  native  foil. 

Still  to  the  rifing  fun  they  take  their  way 
Through  clouds  of  duft,  and  gain  upon  the  day. 
When  now  the  Neckar  on  its  friendly  coaft 
With  cooling  dreams  revives  the  fainting  hoft. 
That  cheerfully  his  labours  pad  forgets, 
The  mid-night  watches,  and  the  noon-day  heats. 

O'er  prodrate  towns  and  palaces  they  pafs 
(Now  cover'd  o'er  with  woods,  and  hid  in  grafs). 
Breathing  revenge;  whild  anger  and  difdain 
Fire  every  bread,  and  boil  in  every  vein  : 
Here  fhatter'd  walls,  like  broken  rocks,  from  far 
Rife  up  in  hideous  views,  the  guilt  of  war, 
Whild  here  the  vine  o'er  hills  of  ruin  climb?;, 
Indudrious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon's  crimes. 
At  length  the  fame  of  England's  hero  drew 
Eugenio  to  the  glorious  interview. 
Great  fouls  by  inftinA  to  each  other  turn, 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  friendfliip  burn  ; 
A  fudden  friendlhip,  while  with  ftretch'd-out  rays 
They  meet  each  other,  mingling  blaze  with  blaze. 
Polifli'd  in  courts,  and  harden'd  in  the  field, 
Renowa'd  for  conqueft,  and  in  council  Ikill'd, 
M  iiij 
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Their  courage  (dwells  not  In  a  troubled  flood 
Of  mounting  fpirits,  and  fermenting  blood  ; 
i.odg'd  in  the  foul,  with  virtue  over-rul'd, 
Inflam'd  by  reafon,  and  by  reafon  cool'd, 
Ip  hours  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown, 
And  only  in  the  field  of  battle  fhown  : 
To  fouls  like  thefe,  in  mutual  friendfhip  join'd. 
Heaven  dares  intruft  the  caufe  of  hpman-kind. 

Britannia's  graceful  fons  appear  in  arms, 
Her  harrafs'd  troops  the  heroe's  prefence  warrns, 
Whilfl  the  high  hills  and  rivers  all  around 
"With  thundering  peals  of  Britifh  f^Jouts  refound  : 
Doubling    their    fpced,    they   march    with   frefli 

delight. 
Eager  for  glory,  and  require  the  fight. 
So  the  flanch  hound  the  trembling  deer  purfues. 
And  fmellshis  footftep's  in  the  tainted  dews. 
The 'tedious  track  unraveUing  by  degrees  : 
Eut  when  the  fcent  comes  warm  in  every  breeze, 
Fir'd  at  the  near  approach  he  {hoot-  away 
pn  his  full  ftretch,  and  bears  upon  his  prey. 
The  march  concludes,  the  various  realms  are 
pafl ; 
Th'  immortal  Schellenberg  appears  at  laft  : 
Like  hills  th'  afpiripg  ramparts  rife  on  high. 
Like  valleys  at  their  feet  the  trenches  lie  ; 
Batteries  on  batteries  guard  each  fatal  pafs, 
Tjireatening  deflrudion  ;  rows  of  hollow  brafs. 
Tube  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep, 
Whilft  in  their  wombs  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep  : 
Great  Churchill  ow  ns,  charm'd  with  the  glorious 

fight. 
His  march  o'er-paid  by  fiich  a  promis'd  fight. 

The  wcftern  fun  now  (hot  a  feeble  ray. 
And  faintly  fcatter'd  the  remains  of  day: 
Ev'ning  approach'd  ;  but  oh  what  hoft  of  foer. 
Were  never  to  behold  that  evening  clofe  ! 
Thicliening  their  raijts,  and  v/edg  d  in  firm  array, 
The  ciofe-compaiflcd  Britons  win  their  way; 
In  vain  the  cannon  their  throng'd  war  defac'd 
With  trads  of  death,  and  laid  the  battle  w.ifte  ; 
Still  prtffing  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 
'J'hrough  flames  of  fulphur,  and  a  night  of  fmoke. 
Till  flaughter'd  legions  fiU'd  the  trench  below, 
And  bore  their  fierce  ayengers  to  the  foe. 

High  on  the  works  the  mingling  hofts  engage ; 
The  battle,  kindled  into  tenfold  rage, 
With  (liowers  of  bullets  and  with  ftorms  of  fire 
B.irns  iti  full  fury;  heaps  on  heaps  expire, 
Kations  with  nations  mix'd  confus'dly  die, 
J^nd  loft  in  one  promifcu'Uis  carnage  lie. 

How  many  generous  Britons  meet  their  doom, 
Nf  w  to  the  field,  and  heroes  in  the  bloom  '. 
Th'illuflrious  youths,  that  left  their  native  fhore 
To  ma.'ch  where  Britons  never  march'd  before, 
{<■}  fatal  love  oi'  fame  !  O  glorious  heat, 
Pn!y  deftru(Slive  to  the  brave  and  great  I) 
>^ft.er  fuch  toils  o'crcome,  fnch  dangers  pad, 
Srrttch'd  on  Bavarian  ramparts  breathe  their  laft. 
But  hold,  my  n.ufe,  may  no  complaints  appear, 
Nor  i)lot  the  day  with  an  ungrateful  tear: 
Whil'.'  Alarlborougii  lives,  Britannia's  ftars  difpenfe 
.A  iritndiy  light,  and  fiiine  in  ifuiocerue. 
Plunging  through  feas  of  blooJ  his  fiery  flced 
Wher-i'tr  his  friegds  retire,  or  foeg  iuccted  j 


Thofe  he  fupports,  thefe  A  ives  to  fuddcn  flight. 
And  turns  the  various  fortune  of  the  fight. 

Forbear,  great  man,  renown'd  in  arms,  forbear 
To  brave  the  thickeft  terrors  of  the  war. 
Nor  hazard  thus,  confus'd  in  crowds  of  foes, 
Britannia's  fafety,  and  the  world's  repofe  ; 
Let  nations  anxious  for  thy  life  abate 
This  fcorn  of  danger,  and  contempt  of  fate  : 
Thou  liv'ft.rot  for  thyfelf;  thy  queen  demands 
Conqueft  and  peace  from  thy  victorious  hands; 
Kingdoms  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join. 
And  Europe's  deftiny  depends  on  thine. 

At  length  the  long  difputed  pafs  they  gain. 
By  crowded  armies  fortify'd  in  vain ; 
The  war  breaks  in,  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield. 
And  fee  their  camp  wi'h  Britifh  legions  fill'd. 
So  Belgian  mounds  bear  on  their  ftiatter'd  fides 
The  fea's  whole  weight  increas'd  with  fwelling 

tides ; 
But  if  the  rufhing  wave  a  palTage  finds, 
Enrag'd  by  v/atery  moons,  and  warring  winds, 
The  trembling  peafant  fees  his  country  round 
Cover'd  with  tempefts,  and  in  oceans  drown'd. 

The  few  furviving  foes  difperft  in  flight, 
(Refufe  of  fwords,  and  gleanings  of  a  fight) 
In  every  riiflling  wind  the  vitftor  hear. 
And. Marlborough's  form  in  every  fliadow  fear, 
Till  the  dark  cope  of  night  with  kind  embrace 
Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  their  difgrace. 

To  Dcnavert,  with  unrefifted  force, 
The  gay  vi6torio!is  army  bends  its  courfe. 
The  growth  of  meadows,  and  the  pride  of  fields, 
Whatever  fpoils  Bavaria's  ftnnmer  yields 
(The  Danube's  great  increafc),  Britannia  Ihares, 
The  food  of  armies  ard  fupport  of  wars: 
With  magazines  of  death,  dellrutftive  balls. 
And  cannon  doom'd  to  batter  I^andau's  walls. 
The  vicSor  finds  each  hiddpn  cavern  ftor'd, 
And  turns  their  fury  on  their  guilty  Lord. 

Delgded  prince  '.  how  is  thy  greatnefs  croft, 
And  all  the  gaudy  dream  of  empire  Inft, 
That  proudly  let  thee  on  a  fancy'd  throne. 
And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own  ! 
Thy  troops,  that  now  behind  the  Danube  join, 
Shall  fhtirtly  feek  for  flicker  from  the  Rhine, 
Nor  find  it  there  I   Surrounded  with  alarms, 
Then  hop'ft  the  aftiftance  of  the  Gallic  arms; 
The  Gallic  arms  in  fafety  Ihall  advance. 
And  crowd  thy  ftandardswith  the  power  of  France', 
While,  to  exalt  thy  doom,  th'afpiring  Gaul 
Shares  thy  deftru<ftion,  and  adorns  thy  fail. 

Unbounded  courage  and  conijinfTion  join'd, 
Tempering  each  other  in  the  vii   jr's  mind, 
Alternately  proclaim  him  good  and  great. 
And  make  the  hero  and  tl:e  man  complete. 
Long  did  he  {}rive  th'  obdurate  foe  to  gain 
By  proffered  grace,  bi^t  long  he  ftrove  in  vain; 
Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thinks  it  vain  to  fpare 
His  rifing  wratii,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  war. 
In  vengeance  rous'd,  the  foldier  fills  his  hand 
With  (word  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land, 
A  thoufand  villages  to  afhes  turns. 
In  crackling  flames  a  thoufand  harvefts  burns. 
To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flecks  retreat. 
And  niixt  with  bellowing  herd'  confus'dly  bleat ; 


Their  frembling  lords  the  common  (hade  partake, 
And  cries  of  infants  found  in  every  brake : 
The  lillening  foldier  fixt  in  forrow  flands, 
Loth  to  obey  his  leader's  juft  commands; 
The  leader  grieves,  by  generous  pity  fway'd, 
To  fee  his  juft  commands  fo  well  obey'd.  ■' 

But  now  the  trumpet  terrible  from  far 
In  fliriller  clangors  animates  the  war  ; 
Confederate  drums  in  fuller  concert  beat, 
And  echoing  hills  the  loud  alarm  repeat  :  . 
Gallia's  proud  flandards,  to  Bavaria's  join'd. 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind  ; 
The  daring  prince  his  blafted  hopes  renews, 
And,  while  the  thick  embattled  hoft  he  views 
Stretcht  out  in  deep  array,  and  dreadful  length, 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  his  ftrength. 

The  fatal  day  its  mighty  courfe  began. 
That  the  griev'd  world  had  long  defir'd  in  vain ; 
States  that  their  new  captivity  bemoan'd. 
Armies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan'd, 
Sighs  from  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard, 
And  prayers  in  hitternefs  of  foul  preferr'd, 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Providence  affaird. 
And  Anna's  ardent  vows  at  length  prevail'd  ; 
The   day    was  come    when   heaven  defign'd   to 

ihow 
His  care  and  condu6l  of  the  world  below. 
Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
The  long  extended  fquadrons  fliapc  their  way  I 
Death,  in  approaching  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  horror  to  the  braveft  hearts; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breads  demand  the  flrife. 
And  thirft  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 
No  vulgar  fears  can  Britifli  minds  control  : 
Heat  of  revenge,  and  noble  pride  of  foul, 
O'erlook  the  foe,  advantag'd  by  his  poll, 
Jjcffen  his  numbers,  and  contradl  his  hoft  ; 
Though  fens  and  floods  poffeft  the  middle  fpace, 
That  unprovok'd  they  would  have  fear'd  to  pafs; 
>Jor  fens  nor  floods  can  ftop  Britannia's  bands, 
When   her   proud   foe  rang'd   on   their  borders 
ftands. 
But  O,  my  mufe,  what  numbers  wilt  thou  find 
To  fing  the  furious  troops  in  battle  join'd  1 
Methiiiks  I  hear  the  drums  tumultuous  found 
The  vidltrs  flioutf  and  dying  groans  confound. 
The  dreadful  burft  of  cannon  rend  the  flcies, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rife. 
'Twas  then  great  Marlborough's  mighty  foul  was 

prov'd, 
That,  in  the  fhock  of  charging  bofls  unmov'd, 
Amjdfl;  confufion,  horror,  and  defpair, 
Examin'd  all  the  dre&dful  fcenes  of  war  : 
In  peaceful  thoght  the  field  of  death  furvey'd. 
To  fainting  fquadrons  fcnt  the  timely  aid, 
Infpff'd  repuls'd  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  rage. 
So  when  an  angel  by  divine  command 
With  rifing  tempefts  (hakes  a  guilty  land. 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  paft, 
Calm  and  ferene  he  drives  the  furious  blad  ; 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Almighty's  orders  to  perform. 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  dire<5ts  the  fVorm. 

But  fee  the  haughty  houfchold  troops  advance  1 
The  dread  of  Europe,  and  the  pride  of  France. 
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The  war's  whole  art  each  private  foldlef  knows» 


And  with  a  general's  love  of  conqueft  glows; 
Proudly  he  marches  on,  and  void  of  fear 
Laughs  at  the  fhaking  of  the  Britifh  fpear  : 
Vain  infolence  !  with  native  freedom  brave. 
The  meaneft  Briton  fcorns  the  higheft  flave; 
Contempt  and  fury  fire  their  fouls  by  turns. 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  burns  ; 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  th'  important  day 
And  all  the  fate  of  his  great  monarch  lay  ; 
A  thoufand  glorious  aAions,  that  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  acflions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undifbinguifh'd  die. 
O  Dormer,  how  can  I  behold  thy  fate, 
And  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate  '. 
How  can  I  fee  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  young. 
Fall  in  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unfung  ! 
In  joys  of  conqueft  he  refigiis  his  breath. 
And,  fill'd  with  England's  glory,  fmilesin  death. 

The  rout  begins,  the  Gallic  fquadrons  run, 
Compell'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  fate  they  fhun ; 
Thoufands  of  fiery  fteeds  with  wounds  transfix'd. 
Floating  in  gore,  with  their  dead  mafters  mixt, 
'Midft  heaps  of  fpears  and  ftandards  driven  around. 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloody  whirlpools  drown'd. 
Troops  of  bold  youths,  borne  on  the  diftant  Soancj 
Or  founding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rhdne, 
Or  where  the  Seine  her  flowery  fields  divides. 
Or  where  the  Doire  through  winding  vineyard* 

glides, 
In  heaps  the  rolling  billows  fweep  away. 
And  into  Scythian  feas  their  bloated  corps  convey. 
From   Blenheim's  towers  the   Gaul,  with  wild 

affright. 
Beholds  the  various  havock  of  the  fight ; 
His  waving  banners,  that  fo  oft  had  ftood 
Planted  in  fields  of  death  and  ftreams  of  blood. 
So  wont  the  guarded  enemy  to  reach. 
And  rife  triumphant  in  the  fatal  breach, 
Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remoteil  lines. 
The  hardy  veteran  with  tears  refigns. 

Unfortunate  Tallard  1  Oh,  who  can  name 
The  pangs  of  rage,  of  forrow,  and  of  fhame. 
That  with  mixt  tumult  in  thy  bofom  fwell'd, 
When  firft   thou  faw'ft   thy   bravefl    troops  re-. 

peli'd. 
Thine  only  fon  pierc'd  with  a  deadly  wound, 
Chok'd  in  his  blood,  and  gafping  on  the  ground, 
Thyfelf  in  bondage  by  the  vi(Sfor  kept ! 
The  chief,  the  father,  and  the  captive,  wept. 
An  Englifh  mufe  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe. 
And  in  th'  unhappy  man  forgets  the  foe  I 
Greatly  diftreft  !  they  loud  complaints  forbear. 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of  war ; 
Give  thy  brave  foes  their  due,  nor  blufh  to  own 
The  fatal  field  by  fuch  great  leaders  won. 
The  field  whence  fam'd  Eugenio  bore  away 
Only  the  fecond  honours  of  the  day. 

With  floods  of  gore  that  from  the  vanquifh'd  fell 
The  marfhes  ftagnate,  and  the  riversfwell. 
Mountains  of  flain  He  heap'd  upon  the  ground. 
Or  'm.jdft  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  drown'd; 
Whole  captive  hofts  the  cbnqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage,  and  inglorious  chains ; 
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Ev*n  thofe  wlio  'fcape  the  fetters  and  the  fword, 
Nor  feck  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord. 
Their  raging  king  diftionoxxrs,  to  complete 
Marlborough's  great  work,  and  finifli  the  defeat. 
From  Memminghen's  high  domes,  and  Augf- 
burg's  walls, 
The  diftant  battle  drives  th*  infulting  Gauls; 
Freed  by  the  terror  of  the  vidlor's  name 
The  rcfcu'd  ftates  his  great  protection  claim ; 
Whilft  Ulme  th'  approach  of  her  deliverer  waits, 
And  longs  to  open  her  obfequious  gates. 

The  hero's  breaft  ftill  fwells  with  great  defigns, 
In  every  thought  the  towering  genius  fhines  : 
If  to  the  foe  his  dreadful  courfe  he  bends, 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  march  extends ; 
If  fieges  in  his  labouring  thoughts  are  form'd, 
Gamps  are  affaulted,  and  an  army  ftorm'd  ; 
It  to  the  fight  his  aftive  foul  is  bent. 
The  fate  of  Europe  turns  on  its  event. 
What  diftant  land,  what  region,  can  afford 
An  acftion  worthy  his  vi(5lorious  fword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flying  Gaul  defeat. 
To  make  the  feries  of  his  toils  complete  ?       [force 
Where  the  fwoln  Rhine   rufliing  with  all  its 
Divides  the  hoftile  nations  in  its  courfe, 
While  each  contrails  its  bounds,  or  wider  grows, 
■  Enlarg'd  or  ftraiten'd  as  the  river  flows, 
On  Gallia's  fide  a  mighty  bulwark  ftands. 
That  all  the  wide  extended  plain  commands ; 
Twice,  fince  the  war  was  kindled,  has  it  try'd 
The  victor's  rage,  and  twice  has  chang'd  its  fide; 
As  oft  whole  armies,  with  the  prize  o'erjoy'd. 
Have  the  long  fummer  on  its  walls  employ'd. 
Hither  our  mighty  chief  his  arms  dirccSs, 
Hence  future  triumphs  from  the  war  expefls ; 
And  though  the  dog-ftar  had  its  courfe  begun, 
Carries  his  arms  ftill  nearer  to  the  fun  : 
rixt  pn  the  glorious  atflion,  he  forgets 
The  change  of  feafons,  and  increafe  of  heats; 
No  toils  are  painful  that  can  danger  fliow, 
I^fo  climes  unlovely,  that  contain  a  foe. 

The  roving  Gaul,  to  his  own  bounds  reftrain'd. 
Learns  to  incamp  within  his  native  land, 
But  foon  as  the  vidtorious  hoft  he  fpies, 
From  hill  to  hill,  from  ftream  to  ftream  he  flies  : 
Such  dire  imprefiions  in  his  heart  remain      [plain  : 
Of   Marlborough's  fword,   and   Hochftet's  fatal 
In  vain  Britannia's  mighty  chief  befets 
Their  (hady  coverts,  and  obfcure  retreats; 
They  fly  the  conqueror's  approaching  fame. 
That  bears  the  force  of  armies  in  his  name. 

Auftria's  young  monarch,  whofe  imperial  fway 
Sceptrer,  and  thrones  are  deftin'd  to  obey, 
Whofe  boafted  anceftry  fo  high  extends 
That  in  the  pagan  gods  his  lineage  ends, 
Comes  from  afar,  in  gratitude  to  own 
The  great  fupporter  of  his  father's  throne  : 
What  tides  of  glory  to  his  bofom  ran, 
Clafp'd  in  th'  embraces  of  the  godlike  man  1 
How  were  his  eyes  with  pleafing  wonder  fixt 
To  fee  fuch  fire  with  fo  much  fweetncfs  mixt, 
Such  eafy  greatnefs,  fuch  a  graceful  port, 
Sjo  turn'd  and  iinifii'd  for  the  camp  of  court  1 
Achilles  thus  was  form'd  with  every  grace, 
And  Nircus  (bone  but  in  the  fecond  place ; 


Thus  the  great  father  df  almighty  Rome 
(Divinely  flufht  with  an  immortal  bloom, 
That  Cytherea's  fragrant  breath  beftow'd) 
In  all  the  charms  of  his  bright  mother  glow'd. 
The  royal  youth   by  Marlborough's  prefence 
charm'd. 
Taught  by  his  counfels,  by  his  adions  ^arm'd. 
On  Landau  with  redoubled  fury  falls, 
Difcharges  all  his  thunder  on  its  walls. 
O'er  mines  and  caves  of  death  provokes  the  fight, 
And  learns  to  conquer  in  the  hero's  fight. 

The  Britifti  chief,  for  mighty  toils  renown'd, 
Increas'd  in  titles,  and  with  conquefts  crown'd. 
To  Belgian  coafts  his  tedious  march  renews. 
And  the  long  windings  of  the  Rhine  purfues. 
Clearing  its  borders  from  ufurping  foes, 
And  bleft  by  refcued  nations  as  he  goes. 
Treves  fears  no  more,  freed  from  its  dire  alarms; 
And  Traerbach  feels  the  terror  of  his  arms  : 
Seated  on  rocks  her  proud  foundations  ftiake. 
While  Marlborough  prefTes  to  the  bold  attack- 
Plants  all  his  batteries,  bids  his  cannon  roar. 
And  fhows  how  Landau  might  have  fall'n  before, 
Scar'd  at  his  near  approach,  great  Louis  fears 
Vengeance  referv'd  for  his  declining  years, 
Forgets  his  thirft  of  univerfal  fway. 
And  fcarce  can  teach  his  fubjeAs  to  obey ; 
His  arms  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ'd, 
Th'  ambitious  projefts  for  his  race  deftroy'd, 
The  works  of  ages  funk  in  one  campaign. 
And  lives  of  millions  facrific'd  in  vain. 

Such  are  th'  effecSls  of  Anna's  royal  cares  : 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars, 
Ranges  through  nations,  wherefoe'er  di'-join'd, 
Without  the  wonted  aid  of  fea  and  wind. 
By  her  th'  unfetter'd  Ifter's  ftates  are  free, 
And  taftc  the  fvveets  of  Englifti  liberty  : 
And  who  can  tell  the  joys  of  thofe  that  lie 
Beneath  the  conftant  influence  of  her  eye  I 
Whilft  in  diffufive  ftiowers  her  bounties  fall 
Like  heaven's  indulgence,  and  defcend  on  all. 
Secure  the  happy,  fuccour  the  diftreft. 
Make  every  fubjed  glad,  and  a  whole  people  bleft. 

Thus  would  I  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearfe, 
In  the  fmooth  records  of  a  faithful  verfe  ; 
That,  if  fuch  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail. 
May  tell  pofterity  the  wondrous  tale. 
When  adlions,  unadorn'd,  arc  faint  and  weak. 
Cities  and  countries  tuuft  be  taught  to  fpeak  ; 
Gods  may  defcend  in  fadlijons  from  the  Ikies, 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arife; 
Fidlion  may  deck  the  truth  with  fpurious  rays. 
And  round  the  hero  caft  a  borrow'd  blaze. 
Marlborough's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright. 
And  proudly  fhine  in  their  own  native  I'ght; 
Rais'd  of  thenifelves,  their  genuine  charms  they 
boaft,  [moft. 

And  thofe  who  paint  them  trueft  praife  them 
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TRANSLATED    BY  MR.  ADDISON. 

From  life's  fuperfluous  cares  enlarg'd, 
Ilis  debt  of  human  tcil  difcharg'd, 
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Here  CowJey  lies  1  teneath  this  flied, 

To  every  worldly  intereft  dead  ; 

With  decent  poverty  content, 

His  hours  of  cafe  not  idly  fpent; 

To  fortune's  goods  a  foe  profeft. 

And  hating  wealth  by  all  careft. 

'Tis  true  he's  dead ;  for  oh  I  how  fmall 

A  fpot  of  earth  is  now  his  all : 

Oh  1  wifh  that  earth  may  lightly  lay, 

And  every  care  be  far  away  ; 

Priiig  flowers;  the  fliort-liv'd  rofes  bring, 

To  life  deceas'd,  fit  offering  : 

And  fweets  around  the  poet  ftrow, 

Whilft  yet  with  life  his  afnes  glow. 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 


INAPGURATIO  REGIS  GULIELMI  *,   I689. 

Vitymt,  Hic   inter   corylos,    umbrofa   cacumina, 

denfas, 
J^os  cantare  pares  quoniam  convcnimus  ambo, 
Picamus  laudes  heroum  (ut,  Mopfe,  folemus) 
Tempera  tranfibunt  fie  laeta  canentibus,  et  nunc 
pic  age,  quos  iioitro  celebrari  carmine  fumes. 

Mopfut.  Tityte,  nunc  r^ddantur  eis  pia  munera 
laudum, 
Otia  qui  dederint  nobis  placidamque  quietem ; 
Scilicet  illorum  refonent  encomia  fylvse, 
Qui  dignabantur  regni  fulcire  ruinas.  [cicutae ; 

T.   Tanta   baud    conveniunt    humili   tenuique 
Sed  quoniam  in  magnis,  dicunt,  voluifie  fat  effe ; 
Ipfe  tuas,  Gulielme,  canam  laudefque  Mariae  ; 
Nam,  quos  junxit  amor,  nemo  fejungere  debet. 

M.  Tunc  mihi   Phoebe  fave,  Mufaeque  favete 
canenti, 
Ke  culpa  ingenii  illorum  minuantur  hpnores. 

T.  Aft  ego  nee  Phoebum  euro,  Phcebive  forores, 
Carmina  namque  mihi  ccdit  nunc  lemma  canenti. 

M.  Sint  licet  illuftri  proavorum  ftemmate  clari. 
Sunt  mag;is  ornati  propriis  virtutibus  ambo, 

T.  Si  Rex  eft  regit  immanes  qui  pedtoris  ffiftus; 
Turn quot  Regna  tenet  Guliclmus  !  quotque  Maria! 

M.   Inclytus   hic   Mayors,  fapiens  hjec  altera 
Pallas, 
Vulnerat  ille  armis,  forma  fed  vulnerat  ilia. 

T.  Quando  vias  Pelagi  tentaruHt,  mole  fuperbum 
Suftulit  ad  nubes  mare  fe,  faftuque  tumebat. 

M.  Quando  tellurcm  tetigerunt.  Arcades  omnes 
Fani  Deo  Arcadiae  tenerum  madlavimus  agnum. 

T.   Tunc    iterum    totus    refonat  moduJamine 
campus, 
Mifcent  padores  iterum  nymphaeque  choreas. 

M.  Laetus  gramineis  lufit  tunc  agnus  in  agris, 
Flcribus  atque  novis  hoedi  infiluere  petulci. 

T.  Quantus  erat  vidor  Gulielmus,  quando  popelli 
Vicit  corda,  hoftes  vicit,  vicitque  feipfum  1 

M.  Participat  fponfi  virtutem  et  regna  Maria, 
Pigna  tribus  Regnis,  et  tanto  digna  Marito. 

♦  Thefe  verfes  occafionsd  Mr,  Aidifon's  being  eledlcd 
fRCp  Magdalen  C^Uege- 


T.  Primus  hic  imperio,  nuUI  eft  virtute  fecundu*, 
Sic  fol,  quam  flellse,  majori  luce  rcfulget. 

M.  Sed  qualis  ftelias  micat  inter  luna  minores. 
Talis,  cum  cin(5la  eft;  fociis,  Rcgina  videtur. 

T.  At  qua  nos  illis  nunc,  Tityre,  digna  precemur, 
Ludere  qui  pecori,  pecorifque  dedere  magiftris  ? 

M.  iEternam  inveniam,  quam  donavere,  qui- 
etem ! 

T.  Et  fero  ccclos  exarnet  fidus  uti-umque ! 

JasEPHUs  Addison,  Commenfalise  Coll.  Reg, 


RETURN  OF  KING  WILLIAM  FROM 
IRELAND, 

AFTER  THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BOYNE  *. 

Cu  M  Domini  impatiens  excuffit  Icrna  catenas, 
Tota  reuns  in  Martem,  inteftinofque  labores, 
Integri  quicunque  graves  videre  tumultus 
(Conftitit  heu  1   tanti  virtus)  in  vincula  miffi, 
Exofam  ludtuque  trahunt  et  carcere  vitam. 
Late  agri  dumis  horrefcunt,  afpera  rura 
Luxuriant  fegete  fpinarum,  autumnus  lernae 
Nulius  adeft,  cultorque  deeft  quserentibus  arvis» 
Paflim  turba  dolis  inftat  peregrina  fecundis, 
Nativamque  premit  lafciva  potentia  plebem  ; 
In  lacrymas  Gens  omnis  abit,  manifeftat  ubique 
Communes  ludtus,  vultuque  Iiborat  in  uno. 

Praeceps  in  tardas  fie  crevit  Hibernia  peenaSj 
Et  fie  venturae  maturuit  ilia  ruinx  : 
Fadla  effet  tanto  ncquaquam  vindicc  digna. 
Si  minor  horrendas  Gulielmi  fenferat  iras. 

Anglia  in  ignavam  dudum  refoluta  quieted, 
Imperiis  rcdiviva  tuis,  Naflbve,  veternum 
Excutit,  et  longum  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 
Te  ducc  quas  fecis  ftrages  1   qux  prselia  movit  ! 
Dum  fervet  caedes,  et  campo  fanguis  inundat, 
Afiidus  fudant  peragendo  penfa  forores, 
Et  ftipata  gemit  fub  pondere  cymba  Charontis. 
Terga  premens  Casfar  fugientia  corripit  hoftea 
Vindex,  atque  trahit  partem  fua  quamque  ruina  S 
Plumbea  tempeftas  banc  obruit,  eminiis  ilia 
Glande  cadit,  fruftraque  evitat  mifllle  ferrum. 
Altera  dum  pcenas  differt  fugiendo  fequaces, 
Infidas  fefe  credit  moritura  paludi. 
His  gfadibus  longo  fe  folvit  Hibernia  luftu, 
Imperium  expulfi  tandem  indignata  tyranni 
Nobiliora  petit  vincia,  optatafque  catenas 
Induit,  atque  jugo  Gulielmi  ornata  fuperbit. 

Gens  numium  dile<Sa  Deo  1    nimiumque  BrI- 
tanni 
Felices  I  base  fi  ejfundantia  ga«dia  nulius 
FraenafTet  dolor,  et  Ducis  f  baud  ignoble  fatuin 
Laatitise  nimios  non  caftigaverat  aeftus. 
Ille  triumphato  toties  fecurus  ab  hofte, 
Exulibus  Dis  ille,  ille  aris  fidus  avitis 

♦  From  the  "  Academiac  Oxonienfis  Gratulstio  pro 
exoptatu  fereniffimi  Rei:i»  dulielmi  ex  Hibernia  reditu. 
(»xoniae,  «  Theatre  Shcldoniano,  Ann>  Dom-  j6po.|2 

+  Duke  Scomberg. 
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Ah  I  tandem  occubuit  pietate  infignis  et  armis. 
Hei  mihi :  quale  jaces  venerand.  mole  cadaver  ! ' 
<>ualis  honor  vultus  !  et  frontis  laeta  fene<5lus  1 
Heu  pietas !  heu  prifca  fides !  et  belHca  virius 
Quando  habitura  parem ! 

Mufa,  tamen  taceas  intempeftiva  dolores, 
Melpomene,  taceas;  non  hoc  fine  numine  Divfim 
ZvenifTe  puto  :  Senis  afpera  fata  triumphi 
famam  aux^re  Tui,  vi6lor  Gulielmi,  nee  uUa 
JEmula  divifos  virtus  partitur  honores. 

I,  decus,  i,  noftrum  1  agnofcat  fera  Gallia  dex- 
tram 
VicSricem,  et  qus  Te  vidit  prima  arma  gerentem, 
Sentiat  expletas  matiiro  in  ccrpore  vires. 
Sed  caveas,  dum  Te  in  bellum  rapit  impetus  ar- 

dens, 
O  caveas,  nimlo  ne  marte  impulfus  in  hoftes 
Irriieres,  latamqne  darent  tria  regna  ruinam. 

Infano  tandem  parce  indulgere  labori, 
Parce,  Jacobe,  ultra  Lod  ici  innitier  armis. 
Difcerptos  fruftra  nunc  !uges  frontis  honores ; 
Sera  fibi  veniunt  tandem  fufpiria,  fero 
Nunc  quereri?,   quanquam,   nifi  mens  tibi   laeva 

fuiffet, 
Et  nifi  credideras  fallaci  uxorius  arti, 
Jam  Ifftus  poteras  placidis  dare  jura  Britannis, 
Et  rexiffe  gregem,  fato  meliore,  paterjium  ; 
Sed  nunc  Parcae  obftant,  et  non  revocabilis  ordo. 

Jos.  Addison,  e  Coll.  Magd. 


HONORATISSIMO  VIRO 

CAROLO  MONTAGUE,  ARMIGERO, 

Scaccarii  Cancellario,  ^rarii  Prafeilo,  Regi  a  St- 
creiUriLus  Conciliis,   13"/:. 

jCum  tanta  auribu?  tuis  obflrepat  vatum  nequifli- 
morum  turba,  nihil  eft  cur  queraris  aliquid  inu- 
fitatum  tibi  contig^e,  ubi  prsclarum  hoc  argu- 
inentum  meis  etiam  numeris  violatum  confpexeris. 
Quantum  virtute  bellica  prjeftant  Britanni,  receiis 
ex  rebus  geftis  teftatur  gloria ;  quam  vero  in  hu- 
manioribus  pacis  ftudiis  non  emineamus,  indicio 
funt  quosnuper  in  lucem  emifiimus  vcrficuli.  Quod 
fi  Congrevius  ille  tuus  divino,  que  folet,  furore 
correptus  materiam  banc  non  exornaflct,  vix  tanti 
effet  ipfe  pax,  ut  ilia  laiteremur  tot  perditiffimis 
poetis  tam  mifere  decantata.  At,  dum  alios  infedlor, 
mei  ipfius  oblitus  fuifle  vidcor,  qui  baud  minores 
forfan  ex  Latinis  tibi  molellias  allaturus  fum,  quam 
quas  illi  ex  Ternaculis  fuis  carminibus  attuleruct; 
nifi  quod  inter  ipfos  cruciatus  lenimentum  aliquod 
dolori  tribuat  tormenti  varietas.  Nee  quidem  un- 
quam  adduci  poflem,  ut  poema  patiio  iermone 
confcrjptum  ocuiis  tuis  fubjicerem,  qui  ab  iilis  co- 
tiatlbus  caEteros  omnes  fcribendo  non  minus  deter- 
es,  quam  fivendo  excitaveris. 

linMANJTATlS  TU.y 


Magd.  Coll. 
Oxon.  1697. 
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PAX  GULIELMI  AUSPICIIS  EUROPJI 
REDDITA,  i6j7. 

PosT(y;AM  ingens  clamorque  virum,  ftrepitufqus 

tubaruro, 
Atque  omnis  belli  cecidit  fragor ;  afpice  Caefar, 
Qua;  tibi  foiiciti,  turba  importuna,  poetae 
Muntra  deducunt  :  gcaerofae  a  peAore  flammae, 
Dirsque  armorum  effigies,  fimulachraque  belli 
Triftia  diffugianf :  O  tandem  abfifte  triumphis 
Expletus,  penitufque  animo  totum  excute  Martem. 

Non  ultra  ante  oculos  numerofo  milite  campi 
Mifcentur,  folito  nee  fervent  arva  tumultu  ; 
Stat  circum  alter  quies,  curvoque  innixus  aratr* 
Defertas  foffas,  et  caftra  minantia  caftris 
Rufticus  inverfit,  tacita  formidine  luflrans 
Horroremque  loci,  et  furteflos  ftragibus  agros. 
Jamque  fuper  vallum  et  munimina  longa  virefcit 
Expedata  feges,  jam  propugnacula  rident 
Vere  novo  ;  infuetos  mirabitur  incola  culmos, 
Luxuriemque  foli,  et  turgentem  a  fanguine  meflem. 

Afpicis  ut  toto  excitus  venit  advena  mundo 
Bellorum  invifensfedem,  et  cotifufa  ruinis 
Oppida,  et  everfos  flammarum  turbine  muros  ! 
Ut  trepidos  rerum  Annales,  triftemque  iaborum 
Inquiri'  fericm.  attohitis  ut  fpeftat  ocellis 
Seniirutasjturres,  et  adhuc  poliuta  cruore 
Flumina,  famofofque  Ormondi  valnere  campos ! 

Hie,  ubi  faxa  jacent  difperfo  infedla  cerebro, 
Atque  irterruptis  hifcunt  divortia  niuris, 
Vcxiilum  intrepidus  *  fixit,  cui  tempora  dudum 
Budenfes  palma:,  peregrinaque  laurus  obumbrat. 
ille  ruens  acitm  in  mediam,  qua  ferrea  grando 
Sparfa  fuerit  circum,  et  plumbi  denfiffimus  imber, 
Sulphuream  nodlem    tetrafque  bitumine  nubes 
Ingreditur,  crcbroque  rubentem  fulgure  fumum. 
Ut  vario  anfradhu,  et  disjeclis  undique  faxis 
Moenia  difcedunt,  fcopulifque  immaneminantur 
Dtrfuper  horrificis,  et  f(*rmidabile  pendent  1 

Hie  peftem  occukam,et  fcecundasfuiphure  moles 
Cernere  erat,  magno  quas  inter  mota  tumultu  1 

Prsiia  fervebant ;  fubito  cum  c'lauftra  fragore  ] 

Horrendum  difrupta  tonant,  femiuftaque  membra, 
Fumantefque  artus,  laniataque  corpora  lethum 
Corripit  informe,  et  rotat  ater  in  aetbcre  turbo. 

Sic,  poftquam.  Enceladi  dejecit  fulmine  fratres 
Cce'.ic. -!um  pater,  et  vetuit  contemnere  divos ; 
Divulfam  terrje  faciem,  ingenteique  ruinas 
Mortales  ftupuere  ;  ahum  bine  mirantur  abefle 
Pelioi),  invertique  imis  radicibus  Oflam  : 
Hie  fluviunf  moles  inter  confufaque  (axa 
Reptare,  atque  aliis  difcentem  currere  ripis, 
Stant  dubii,  et  notos  mintes  umbrafque  requiruiit, 
Errore  ambiguo  elufi,  et  novitate  locorum. 

Nempe  hie  Auriaci  nuper  vexilla  fecutse 
Confluxere  acies,  hie,  afpera  corda,  Britanni, 
Germanufque  ferox,  etjundlo  fcedere  Belga  ; 
Quique  iruci  Boreje,  et  coelo  damnatus  iniquo 
Vitam  agit  in  tencbris;   et  qui  dudum  ore  pcrufto 
Decolor  admoti  prodit  vefligia  Phoebi  : 
Undique  conveniunt,  totum  confctipta  per  orbei;* 


&c 
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Ag!»itia,  NalTovique  htusfociallbus  armis 
Circumfufa  tegunt,  freniitufque  et  murmura  mif- 

cent, 
Tarn  vario  disjnnifla  fitu,  tot  diflbna  Unguis. 

Te  tamen  e  mediis.  *  Dudor  Fortiflime,  turmis 
Exere.     Tu  vitam  (fi  quid  mea  carmina  poffunt) 
Accipies,  populique  encomia  fera  futuri, 
Quern  varias  edotftum  artes,  ftudiifque  Minervae 
Omnibus  ornatum,  Marti  Rhedycina  furenti 
Credidit  invica,  et  tanto  fe  jadat  alumno. 
Hunc  nempe  ardorem,  atque  immenfos  pedorls 

asftus 
Non  jubar  Ardoiim,  aut  noftri  penuria  cceli, 
Sed  plaga  torridior,  qua  fol  intentlus  omnes 
Effuodit  radios,  totique  obnoxia  PhoEiJO 
India  progenuit,  tenerifque  jncoxit  ab  annis 
Virtutem  immodicam,et  gcncrofe  incendia  mentis. 

Jam  qnoquc  torpentem  qui  Lnfelix  fufpicit  Arc- 
ton, 
Brumamquc  aeternam  frigufque  perambulat,  urf«e 
Horridus  exuviis,  Guiielmi  ingentia  fida 
Delcribit  fcciis,  pugnataque  in  ordine  bella 
Attentu»numerat,nequebrumam  aut  frigora  curat. 
En  :  vaftos  nivium  tradus  et  pallida  rtgna 
IDeferit,  imperio  extremum  f  qui  fubjicit  orbem, 
Indigenafque   hyemes,   Britonumque    Kcroa    pe- 

rerrat 
I.umlnibus  tacitis ;  fabeunt  nunc  fufa  Namurcse 
Moenia,  nunc  tardo  qux  fanguine  plurima  fluxit 
Boinia,  nunc  dubii  palma  indifcreta  Seneffi. 
Quse  facies,  et  quanta  viri  ;   quo  vertice  in  auras 
Affurgit!   quali  firmat  veftigia  greffu, 
Majeftate  rudi,  ct  toivo  fpedabilis  ore  1 

Sic  olim  Alcides,  immania  membra  Leonis 
Inftratus  fpoliis,  vafta  fe  mole  ferebat, 
Evandri  amplexus  dextramque  adjungere  dextrse 
Cum  peteret,  tedifque  ingens  fuccederct  hofpes. 

Dum  pugnas,  Gulielme,  tuas,  campofque  cruentos 
Accipit,  in  venis  ebullit  vividus  humor,  [dor. 

Cordo  micant  crebro,  et  mentem  ferit  semulus  ar- 
Non  jam  Riphseos  hoftis  populabitur  agros 
Impune,  aut  agitabit  inultas  Sarmata  prxdas. 

Quis  tamen  ille  procul  fremitus !  Quae  murmura 
vulgi 
Naffovium  ingerainantl  video  cava  littora  circum 
Fervere  reniigibus,  fubitifque  albefcere  velis. 
Anglia  folve  metus,  et  inanes  mitte  querelas, 
Naffovi  fecura  tui,  defifte  tiimentes 
Profpicere  in  fludus  animo  fufpenfa,  trucefque 
Objugare  notos,  tardamque  requirere  puppim  : 
Optatus  tibi  Csfar  adeft,  nee  lit  ante  videbis 
Sollicitum  belli  ftudiis,  fatali.i  Gallo 
Concilia  et  tacitas  verfantem  in  pedcv  pugnas. 
Olli  grata  quies  et  pax  tranquilla  verendum 
Compofuit  vultum,  Isetofque  afflavit  honores. 

Ut  denlb  circum  fe  plurimus  agmine  miles 
Agglomerat  lateri  1  ut  patriam  veterefque  penates 
Refpiclt  exultans  !  juvat  oilentare  rccentes 
Ore  cicatrices,  et  yulnera  cruda,  notafque 
Mucronum  iiilignes,  afflataque  fulphure  membra. 
Chara  (lupet  conjux,  rtducifque  incerta  mariti 


*  Infig.  Dom-  Chriftopli- Coilringtoo,unus  ex  Regii  Sa- 
telitii  t'ta^i-tlis. 


f  Moluiviac  liuper<itor. 


j  Veftigat  faciem ;  trepida  formidine  proles 
Stat  procul,  et  patrios  horrefcit  nefcia  vultus. 
Ille  graves  cafus,  duri  et  difcrimina  belli 
Enumerat,  tuniidifque  inftaurat  prselia  verbis. 
Sic,  poftquam  iu  patriam  foecunda  hcroibus  Argo 
Phryxeam  attulerat  pellem,  lanamque  rigentem 
Expofuit  Oralis,  et  tortile  velleris  aurum, 
Navita  terriiicis  infamia  littora  monftris 
Defcribit,  mixto  fpirantem  incendia  fuino 
Serpentem,  vigilefque  feras,  plauftroque  gementdt 
Infolito  tauros,  et  anhelos  igne  juvencos. 

Te  tamen,  O  quantis  Guiielmi  erepte  pericHs, 
Accipimus  reducem  :  tibi  Diva  Britannia  fundit 
Plebemque  et   proceres :    medias  quacunque  per 

uibes 
Ingrederis,  crebrsE  confurgunt  undique  pompK, 
Gaudiaque  et  plaufus :  mixto  ordine  vulgus  eun-. 

rem 
Circumflat  fremitu  denfo  :  Tibi  Jupiter  annum 
Serius  invertit,  luces  mirata  ferenas  [pbo. 

Ridet  Hyems,  feftoque  vacat  ccelum  omne  trium- 
Jamque  ♦  Nepos  tibi  parvus  adeft,  laetoque  ju- 

ventae 
IncelTu,  et  blando  teftatur  gaudia  rifu.     • 
Ut  patrius  vigor  atque  elati  gratia  vultus 
Cffifareum  fpirant,  majeftatemque  verendam 
Infundunt  puero  I   ut  mater  formofa  ferenat 
Auguftam  frontem,  et  fublimia  temperat  ora ! 
Agnofco  faciem  ambiguam.mixtoi'que  parentcs, 
Ille  tuas,  Gulielme,  acies,  et  iriftia  bella, 
Pugnafque  innocua  dudum  fub  imagine  lufit. 
Nunc  indignanti  fimilis  fugitiva  pufiilse 
Tcrga  premit  turms,  et  falfis  terroribus  implet, 
Sternitque  cxiguum  fido  cognomine  Galium. 
Nunc  fimulat  turres,  et  propugnacula  parva 
Nominibus  fignat  variis;  fubitoque  tumultu 
Sedulus  infirmas  arces,  humilcmque  Namprcam 
Diruit :   interea  generofas  in  pedorc  flant&iae 
AfTurgunt  fenfim  juveni,  notat  ignis  honeftas 
Purpureo  fervore  genas,  et  amabilis  horror. 

Quis   tamen   Augufts    immenfas   in   carmine 

pompas 
Inftruet,  in  luteos  ubi  vulgo  effufa  canales 
Vina  rubent,  variatque  infedas  purpura  fordes  ? 
Quis  lapfus  referet  ftellarum,  et  fidile  ccelum. 
Qua  laceram  oftendunt  redolentia  compita  char- 

tam, 
Sulphuris  exuvias,  tubulofque  bitumine  caffos  * 
En  procul  attonitam  video  clarefcere  nodum 
Fulgore  infolito  1  ruit  undique  lucides  imber, 
Flagrantefque  hyemes ;  crepitantia  fidera  paiSn» 
Scintillant,  totoque  pluunt  incendia  coelo. 
Nee  minus  id  terris  Vulcanus  mille  figuras 
Induit,  ignivomafque  feras,  et  fulgida  monftra, 
Terribiles  vifu  formas  !  hie  membra  Leonis 
Hifpida  mentitur,  tortifque  comantia  flammis 
Colla  quatit,  rutilalque  jubas;  hie  lubricus  Aa- 

gucm 
I.udit,  fubfiliens,  ct  multo  fibilat  igne.  [vis 

Latitiam  ingentem  atque  effufa  hsec  gaudia  ci- 
Jam  tandem  fecurus  agit,  pofitoque  timore 
Exercct  ventos,  claffcmque  per  ultima  mundi 
Impune  educit,  pelagoque  liccxitius  errat : 

#  CdCfiimus  Princeps  Dux  GloceftrenCis, 
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Seu  conftrlAa  gelu,  mediifque  horrentia  Cancri 
MenCbus  arva  videt;  feu  turgida  malic  olenti 
Tcndere  vela  noto,  qua  thurca  flamina  mifcet 
^olus,  et  placidis  parfundit  odoribus  auras. 

Vos  aiiinix  illuftres  hcroum,  umbraque  reccntes, 
t^arum  trunca  jacent  et  adhuc  ftillantia  crudis 
Corpora  vulncribus,  quibus  hajc  optabilis  orbi 
Parta  quies,  nondum  Naffovo  abducite  veftro 
Fida  fatellitia,  at  folitjs  ftipate  catervis 
Duftorem,  et  tcnues  circum  diffundite  turmas. 
Tuque  Maria,  tuos  non  unquam  oblita  Britannos, 
O  Diva,  O  patiens  magnum  expedare  maritum, 
He  terris  Dominum  invidcas,  quanquam  amplius 

ilium 
Detineant,  longamque  agitent  fub  vindice  pacem. 


BAROMETRI  DESCRIPTIO. 

^A  penctrat  foflbr  terra  cx.cz,  antra,  metallo 
loecunda  informi,  rudibufque  nitentia  venis; 
Dum  ftupet  occultas  gazas,  nummofque  futures, 
Erait  argenti  latices,  nitidumque  liquorem ; 
Qni  nuUoeffufus  prodit  veftigia  tradlu, 
"Hec  terram  figno  revolubilis  imprimit  udo, 
Sed  fraftus  fparfim  in  globules  formam  ufquc  ro- 

tundam 
Servat,  et  in  teretes  lapfans  fe  colligit  orbes. 

Incertum  qua  fit  natura,  an  negligat  ultra 
Perficier,  jubar  et  maturus  inutile  temnat ; 
An  potius  foHs  vis  imperfedta  relinquat 
Argentum  male  codlum,  divitiafque  fluentes ; 
<^icquid  erit,  magno  fe  jadlat  nobilia  ufu ; 
Hec  Deus  effulfit  magis  afpedabilis  olim, 
Cum  Danacn  flavo  circum  pretiofus  ami<Su 
Ambiit,  C:  gratam  fuadente  libidine  formam, 
Depluit  irriguo  liquefaiftum  Numen  in  Auro. 

Quin  age,  fume  tubum  fragilem,  cui  denfior  aer 
Exclufus ;  fund©  vitri  fubfidat  in  imo 
Argenti  ftagnum ;  ut  pluvia  impendente  metallum 
Mobili  defcendat,  vel  contra,  ubi  poftulat  aftas, 
Prodeat  hinc  liquor  emergens,  et  rurfus  inane 
Occupet  afcenfu,  tubulumque  cxcurrat  in  omnem. 

Jam  coeli  faciem  tempeftatefque  futuras 
Confcia  lympha   mcnct,  brumamque   et  frigora 

narrat. 
Nam  quoties  liquor  infurgit,  vitreoque  canali 
Sublatum  nequeunt  ripae  cohibere  priores ; 
Turn  latos  fperare  dies  licet,  arva  fatentur 
JCftatcm,  et  large  diftufo  lumine  rident. 
Sin  fefe  immodicum  attollens  argenteus  humor, 
Et  nimium  opprtffus,  contendat  ad  ardua  vitri, 
Jam  fitiunt  herba,  jam  fuccos  flamma  feraces 
Excoquit,  et  languent  confumto  prafa  virore. 

Cum  vero  tenues  nebulas  fpiracula  terrae 
Fudunt,  et  madidi  fluitant  fuper  xquora  fumi, 
Pabula  vcntuix  pluviae  ;  turn  fufilc  pondus 
Inferiora  petit ;  nee  ccrtior  ardea  ccelos 
Indicat  humentcs,  mcdias  quando  setheris  eras 
Tranando,  craiTa  fruitur  fublimius  aura, 
Difcutit  et  madidis  roraniia  nubila  pcnnis. 
Nunc  guttx  agglomerant,  difperfus  frigora  ftipant 
Particuias,raruf(juc  in  iiirabuia  cogitur  buwor  : 


I  Prata  vircnt,  fegetem  foecundis  imijribus  xthct 
Irrigat,  et  bibuix  radici  alimenta  miniftrat. 
Quin  ubi  plus  jequo  defcendens  uda  metalli 
Fundum  amat,  impatiens  pluviae,  metuenfque  pro- 

cellam, 
Agricola  caveant ;  non  hoc  impune  colonus 
Afpicit ;  ofteiidet  mox  foeta  vaporibus  aura 
CoUe<£)as  hyemes,  tempeftatemquc  fonoram. 
At  licet  argentum  mole  incumbente  levatum 
Subfidat,  penitufque  imo  fe  cortdat  in  alveo, 
Caetera  qusque  tument;  evehfis  flumina  ripjj 
Expatiata  ruunt,  fpumantibus  aftiiat  undis 
Diluvium,  rapidique  effufa  licentia  ponti. 

Nulla  tacet  fecreta  poll  mirabile  vitrum, 
Quin  varios  coeli  vultus  et  tCmpora  prodit. 
Ante  refert,  quando  tenui  velamine  tutus 
Incedes,  quando  fperabis  frigidus  ignem.  .' 

Augurio  hoc  fretus,  quanqum  atri  nubila  coell 
Dirunipunt  obfcura  diem,  pluviafque  minantur  ;      '. 
Machina  fi  neget,  et  fudnm  proitiittat  apertum* 
Audax  carpat  iter  nimbo  pendente  viator ; 
Nee  metuens  imbrem,  pofcentes  meflbr  ariftas 
Profternat :  terrje  jam  bruma  incumbit  inermij,       i 
Frigoraque  haud  nocitura  cadunt,  feriuntq^e  pa- 1 
ratos.  ^ 


il  TrMAIO-rEPANOMAXIA. 
SIVE 

PRiELIUM  INTER  PYGMiEOS 
ET  GRUBS  COMMISSUM. 

Pennatas  acies,  et  lamcntabile  bellum 
Pygmaeadum  refero  t  parvas  tu,  mufa,  cohortes 
Inftrue;  tu  gladios.mortemque  minantia  roftra 
Offenfofque  Grues,  ihdignanteftjue  pufiUam 
Militiam  cclebra ;  volucrumque  hominumque  tu- 
multus. 
Heroum  ingentes  animos  et  triftia  bella 
Pieridum  labor  exhaufit,  verfuque  fonoro 
JulTit  et  aternanumerorum  affurgere  pompa  : 
Qiiis  ledos  Graiuni  juvenes,  et  torva  tuentcm' 
Thefea,  quis  pedibus  velocem  ignorat  Achillera  ? 
Quern  dura  ^neas  certamina,  quern  Gulielmi 
Gefta  latent  ?  Fratres  Thebani,  et  flebile  fatuni 
Pompeii  quern  non  delaifavere  legentem  ? 
Primus  ego  intadas  acies,  gracilemque  tubaruat 
Carmine  depingam  fonituni,  nova  caftra  fecutus-; 
Exiguofque  canam  pugiles,  Gruibufque  malignos' 
Heroas,  nigrjque  ruentem  e  nubibus  hoilcm. 
Qua  folis  tepet  ortu,  primitiifque  diei 
India  lata  rubet,  medium  inter  inhofpita  faxa 
(Per  placidam  vallem,  et  paucis  acceffa  vireta) 
Pygmaum  quondam  fteterat,  dum  fata  finebant, 
Imperium.     Hinc  varias  vitam  excoluere  per  artca 
Seduli,  et  afliduo  fervebant  arva  popello. 
Nunc  fi  quis  duraevadat  per  faxa  viator 
Defcrtofque  lares,  et  valles  offibus  albas' 
Exiguis  videt,  et  vefligia  parva  ftupefcit. 
Defolata  tenet  viiflrix  impune  voJucris 
Regna,  et  I'ecuro  crepitat  grus  improba  nido: 
Noa  lie,  dum  multos  Ilctit  infuperabilis  anno* 
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Parvula  progenies;  tuni.fi  quis  cominus  ales 
Congredi,  et  immixtx  auderet  f«  credere  pugnz. 
Miles  atrox  aderat,  fumptifque  feroculus  armis 
Sternit  humi  volucrem  moribundam,  humerifque 

reportat 
Ingentem  praedam  ;  caefoque  epulatur  in  hoftc. 
Sape  improvifas  madabat,  fsepe  juvabat 
Diripcre  aut  nidum,  aut  ulcifci  ia  prole  parentem. 
Ncmpe  larera  quoties  multa  conftruxerat  arte, 
Aut  uteri  pofuiffet  onus,  volucremque  futuram; 
Continuo  vultu  fpirans  immanc  minaci 
Omnia  vaftaret  miles,  foetufque  necaret 
Immcritos,  vitamque  abrumperet  imperfedlam, 
Cum  tepido  nondum  maturuit  hoftis  in  ovo. 

Hinc  caufae  irarum,bella  hinc,  fatalia  bella, 
Atque  acies  letho  intentse,  volucrumque  virAmque 
Conimiffa  ftrages,  confufaque  mortis  imago. 
Non  tantos  motus,  nee  tarn  memorabile  bellum, 
Mxonius  quondam  fublimi  carmine  vates 
JLufit ;  ubi  totam  ftrepituque  armifque  paludem 
Mifcuit :  hie  (vifu  miferabile  '.)  corpora  murum 
Sparfa  jacent  juncis  transfixa,  hie  gutture  rauco 
Rana  dolet,  pedibufque  abfciffo  poplite  ternis 
Reptat  humi,  folitis  nee  fefe  faltibus  effert. 

Jamque  dies  Pygmaeo  aderat,  quo  tempore  caefi 
Pcenitiiit  foetus,  intaeftaque  nialuit  ova. 
Nam  fuper  his  accenfa  graves  exarlit  in  iras 
<Jrus  ftomachans ;  omnefque  fimul,  quas  Strymonis 

unda, 
Aut  ftagnum  Mareotidis,  imi  aut  uda  Cayftri 
Praia  tenent,  adfunt ;  Scythicaque  excita  palude, 
Et  conjurato  volucris  defcendit  ab  Iftro. 
Stragefque  immenfas  et  vulnera  cogitat  abfens, 
Exacuitque  ungues  iiflum  meditata  futorum, 
Et  rofttum  parat  acre,  fuga;que  accomnxidat  alas. 
Tantus  amor  belli,  et  vindicStas  anedta  cupido. 
Ergo  ubi  ver  naftus  proprium,  fufpenfus  in  alto 
Acre  concuflis  exercitus  obftrepit  alls, 
Terraeque  immenios  tradlus,  fi^motaque  longe 
JEquora  defpiciunt,  Boreamque  et  nubila  tranant 
Innumeri :  crebro  circum  ingens  flu«Suat  aether 
Flamine,  et  afliduus  mifcet  coelum  omne  tumultus. 

Nee  minor  in  terris  motus,  dum  bella  faceflit 
Impiger,  inftituitque  agmen,  firmatque  phalangas, 
Et  furit  arreptis  animofus  homuncio  telis  : 
Donee  turma  duas  compofta  excurrat  in  alas, 
Ordinibufque  frequens,  et  marte  inllrudta  perito. 

Jamque  acies  iuter  medias  fefe  arduus  infert 
Pygmaedum  du<ftor,  qui  majeftate  verendus 
Inceffuque  gravis  reliquos  fupcreminet  omnes 
Mole  gigantea,  medi.amque  affurgit  in  ulnam. 
Torvior  afpedlu  (hoftilis  nam  infculpferat  unguis 
Ore  cicatrices)  vultiique  oftcntat  honefla 
Roftrorum  Cgna,  ct  crudos  in  pefiore  morfus. 
Immortali  odio,  seternifque  exercuit  iris 
Alituumgentem,  non  ilium  impune  volucris 
Aut  ore,  aut  pedibus  peteret  confifus  aduntis. 
Fatalem  quoties  Gruibus  diftrinxerat  cnfem, 
Tx'uncavicque  alas,  celerique  fugam  abftulit  hoUi  : 
Quot  fecit  llrages  !  quae  nudis  funera  pullis 
Inculit,  heu  '.  quoties  implevit  Strymona  fletu  I 

Jamque  procul  fonus  auditur,  piceamqae  volan- 
luni 
Profpeicant  nubem  bcllumque  hoftefque  ferentem. 
Crebrefcit  tajidem,  atijus  ocalis  fepiuriaias  oflsrt 


Ordinibus  ftrudus  variis  exercitus  ingens 
Alituum,  motifquc  eventilat  acra  pennis. 
Turba  polum  replet,  fpecieque  immanis  obumbrat 
Agmina  Pygmaeorum,  et  denfa  in  nubibus  hacret  : 
Nunc  denfa,  at  patriis  mox  reddita  rarior  oris. 
Belli  ardent  ftudio  Pygmasi,  et  lumine  fasvo 
Sufpiciunt  hoftem ;  nee  longum  tempus,  et  ingena^ 
Turba  Gruum  horrifico  fefe  fuper  agmina  lapfu 
Praecipitat  gravis,  et  bellum  fperantibus  infert : 
Fit  fragor ;  avulfse  volitant  circum  acra  plumae* 
Mox  defeffa  iterum  levibus  fefe  eripit  ahs, 
Et  vires  reparata  iterum  petit  impete  terras. 
Armorum  pendet  fortuna  :  hie  fixa  volucris 
Cufpide,  fanguineo  fefe  furibunda  rotatu         [tenj 
Torquet  agens  circum,  roftrumque  intendit  in  hof- 
Imbelle,  et  curvos  in  morte  recoUigit  ungues. 
Pygmaai  hie  ftillat  lentus  de  vulncre  fanguis, 
Singultufque  ciet  crebros,  pedibufque  pufillis 
Tundit  huraum,  et  moriens  unguem  execratur  a^ 

cutum. 
j^ftuat  omne  folum  ftrepitu,  tepidoque  rubefcit 
Sanguine,  fparguntur  gladii,  fparguntur  et  alae, 
Unguefque  et  digiti,  commidaque  roftra  lacertis. 

Pygmaeadum  fsevit,  mediifque  in  millibus  ardeC 
Du<ftor,  quern  late  hinc  atque  hinc  pereuntia  cin- 

gunt 
Corpora  fufa  Gruum ;  mediaque  in  morte  vagatur, 
Nee  plaufu  alarum,  nee  roflri  concidit  idlu. 
I  He  Gruum  terror,  ilium  denfiffima  circum 
Mifcetur  pugno,  et  bellum  omne  laborat  in  uno  : 
Cum,^  fiibito  appulfus  (fie  Di  voluere)  tumultu 
Ex  inopino  ingens  et  formidabilis  ales 
Comprendit  pedibus  pugnantem ;  et  (trifle  relatu) 
Suftulit  in  coelum  ;  bellator  ab  unguibus  haeret 
Pendulus,  agglomerat  ftrepitu  globus  undique  den- 

fus 
Alituum  ;  fruftra  Pygmsei  lumine  moefto 
Regem  inter  nubes  lugent,  folitoque  minoretn 
Heroem  afpiciunt  gruibus  plaudentibus  efcam. 

Jamque  recrudefcit  bellum,  grus  dcfuper  urget 
Pygmasum  roftro,  atque  hoftem  petit  ardua  morfu; 
Tum  fugit  alta  volans;  is  furfum  brachia  jadlat 
Vulneris  impatlens,  et  inanes  faevit  in  auras. 
Talis  erat  belli  facies,  cum  Pelion  ingens 
Mitteret  in  caelum  Briareus,  folioque  tonantem 
Praecipitem  excuteret ;  fparguntur  in  Kthere  toto 
Fulminaque  fcopulique  :  fiagrantia  tela  deorfum 
Torquentur  Jovis  ad;a  manu,  dum  vafta  gigantum 
Corpora  fufa  jacent,  femiuftaque  fulphure  fumant^ 

Viribus  abfumptis  penitus  Pygmeia  tandem 
Agmina  languefcunt;  ergo  pars  vertere  terga 
Horribili  perculfa  metu,  pars  tollere  vocem 
Exiguam ;  late  populus  cubitalis  oberrat. 
Inftant  a  tergo  volucres,  lacerantque  trahuntque 
Immites,  certx  gentem  extirpare  nefandam. 

Sic  Pygmasa  domus  multos  dominata  per  annos. 
Tot  bellis  defundta,  gruum  tot  laeta  triumphis, 
Funditusinteriit :  nempe  exitus  omnia  tandcru 
Certus  regna  manet,  funt  certi  denique  fines, 
Quos  ultra  tranfire  nefas :  fie  corruit  olim       \ 
Alfyrise  imperium,  fie  magnx  Perfidis  imis 
Sedibus  everfum  eft,  et  majus  utroque  Latinuic. 
lilyfii  valles  nunc  agmine  luftrat  inani, 
Et  veterum  Heroum  mifcetur  grandibus  umbris 
Plebs  parva  ;  aut;  f;  qui4  fidci  mereatsr  anilis 
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Fabula,  paftorcs  per  nociis  opaca  punllas 
Saspe  vident  umbras,  Pygtuaeos  corpore  caffos. 
Dum  fecura  frruum,  et  vetcres  oblita  labores, 
JLsetitisE  penitus  vacat,  indulgetque  choreis, 
Anguftofque  terit  calles,  viridefque  per  crbes 
Torba  Icvis  falit,  et  lemurum  cognoniine  gaudet. 


RESUPJIECTIO 

DEtlNEATA 

AD  ALT  ARE  COL.  MAGD.  OXON. 

Egregios  fuel  tra(3:us,  calamique  labores, 
Surgentefque  hominum  formas,  ardentiaque  ora 
Judicis,  et  fimulachra  modis  pailentia  miris, 
Terribilem  vifu  ponipam,  tu  carmine  Mufa 
Pande  novo,  vatique  facros  accende  furores. 

Olim  planitiem  (quam  nunc  foecunda  colorum 
Inlignit  pi<ftura)  inhonefto  et  fimplice  cultu 
Vcftiit  albedo,  fed  ne  rima  lA  priorem 
Agnofcat  faciem,  moxfundanienta  futurae 
Sabftravit  piftor  tabulie,  humorcmque  fequacem 
Per  muros  traxit;  velamine  moenia  craffo 
Squallent  obdu<5l.a,  et  rudioribus  illita  fucis. 

Utque  (polo  nondum  flellis  fulgentibus  apto) 
Ue  fpatio  moles  imnienfa  dehifcat  inani, 
Per  cava  ccelorum,  et  convexa  patientia  late 
Hinc  atque  hinc  interfufus  fluitave*«t  asther; 
Mox  radiantc  novum  torrebat  lumine  mundum 
Titan,  et  pallens  alienos  mitius  ignes 
Cynthia  vibrabat ;  crebris  nunc  confitus  adris 
Sjcintillare  polus,  nunc  fulgor  Ladleus  omnc 
l3iffluere  in  coelum,  longoque  albefcere  tratflu. 

Sic,  operis  poflquam  lufitprimordia  pivStor, 
Dum  fordet  paries,  nullumque  fatetur  Apelkm, 
Cautius  exercet  calamos,  ac^^ue  arte  tenacem 
Confundic  vifcum,  fuccofque  attemperat,  omnes 
Inducit  tandem  formas ;  apparet  ubique 
Muta  cohors,  et  pi(5urarum  vulgus  inane. 

Aligeris  muri  vacat  <>ra  fuprema  miniftrls, 
Sparfaque  per  totam  coelcftis,  turba  tabellam 
Raucos  infpirat  iituqs,  buccafque  tunientes 
Infiat,  et  attonitum  replet  clangoribus  orbem. 
Dcfundlis  fonus  auditur,  tabulamque  per  imam 
Piifla  gravefcit  humus,  terrii  enicrgit  apertis 
Progenies  rediviva,  et  plurima  furgit  imago. 

Sic,  dum  foecundis  Cadmus  dat  femina  fulcis, 
Terra  tuniet  prxgna  :s,  animataque  gleba  laborat, 
Luxuriatiir  agcr  fegete  fpirante,  caiefcit 
Omne  folum,  crefcitque  virorum  prodiga  meffis. 

Jam  pulvis  varias  terrs  djfperfa  per  oras, 
Sive  inter  venas  teneri  concrcta  mttalli, 
Svnfim  diriguit,  feu  fefe  immifcuic  herbis, 
Explicita  eft  ;'  molem  rurfus  coalefcit  in  unam 
Divifum  funus,  fparfos  prior  alligat  artus 
Jun(^urj<  aptanturque  iterum  ci.cuntia  membra. 
Hie  nondum  fpecie  perfeiSta  relurgit  imago, 
Vullum  truncata,  aique  inhoneilo  vulnere  nares 
Manca,  et  adhuc  dcelt  informi  de  corpore  mul- 

tum. 
PauJatim  in  rigidum  hie  vita  infmuata  cadaver 
Mo:ii  segro  vix  dum  rcdivivos  eri^it  a;tu»t 


In6cit  his  horror  vultus,  et  imagine  tota 
Fufa  per  attonitam  pallet  formido  figuram. 

Dctrahe  quin  oculos  fpecftator,  et,  ora  nitentent 
Si  poterint  perferre  diem,  medium  infpice  murum j 
Qua  fedet  orta  Deo  proles,  Deus  ipfe,  fereno 
Lumine  perfuftis,  radiifque  infperfus  acutis. 
Circum  tranquillse  funduntur  tempora  flamma, 
Regius  ore  vigor  fpirat,  nitet  ignis  ocellis, 
Flurimaque  effulget  majeftas  numine  toto. 
Quantum  difllmilis,  quantam  o  I  mutatus  ab  illo, 
Qui  peccata  luit  cruciatus  non  fua,  vitam 
Quando  luftantem  cuncftata  morte  trahebat  I 
Sed  fruftra  voluit  defundlum  Golgotha  numea 
Condere,  dum  vitfta  fatonim  lege  triumphans 
Nativum  petiit  coelum,  et  fuper  sethera  veflus 
Defpexit  lunam  exiguam,  folemque  minorem. 

Jam  latus  effoffum,  et  palmas  oftendit  utrafque, 
Vulnufque  infixum  pede,  clivorumque  recepta 
Signa,  et  tranfaiSi  quondam  Vcftigia  ferri. 
Umbra:  hue  felices  tendunt,  numerofaque  coelos 
Turba  petunt,  atque  immorralia  dona  capefTunt. 
Matres,  et  longse  nunc  reddita  corpora  vitse 
Infantum,  juvenes,  pueri,  innuptieque  puellae 
Scant  circum,  atque  avidos  jubar  immortale  bU 

bentes 
Affigunt  oculos  in  numine  :  laudlbus  zther 
Intonat,  et  lacto  ridet  coelum  omne  triumpho. 
His  amor  impatiens  conceptaque  gaudia  mcntetn 
Funditus  exagitanc,  imoque  in  peAore  fervent. 
Non  aeque  exultat  flagranti  corde  Sibylla, 
Hofpite  cum  tumet  inclufo,  et  prsecordia  fentit 
Mota  Dei  ftimulis,  nimioque  calentia  Phcebo. 

Quis  tamen  ille  novus  perftringit  lumina  fulgor? 
Quam  Mitra  effigiem  diftinxit  pi<5lor,  honefto 
Surgeiitem  e  tumulo,  alatoque  fatellite  fultam  i 
Agnofco  faciem,  vultu  latet  alter  in  illo 
*  Wainfletus,  fic  ille  oculos,  Cc  ora  ferebat; 
Eheu  quando  animi  par  invenietur  imago  f 
Quando  alium  fimilem  virtus  habitura  1 — 
irati  innocuas  fecurus  numinis  iras 
Afpicit,  impavidofque  in  judice  figit  ocellos. 

Quin  age,  et  horrentem  commixtis  igne  tenebris 
Jam  vidcas  fcenam  ;  multo  hic  ftagnantia  fuco 
Mosnia  flagrantcm  liquefacSo  fulphure  rivum 
Finguiit,  et  falfustanta  arte  accenditur  ignis, 
Ut  toti  metuas  tabulae,  ne  fiamma  per  omne 
Livida  ferpat  opus,  tenuefque  abfumpta  recedaf 
Picilura  in  cineres,  pr^priis  peritura  favillis. 
Hue  turba  infelix  agitur,  turpifque  videri 
Infrendct  denies,  et  rugis  contrahil  ora. 
Vindex  a  tcrgo  implacabile  fxvic,  et  enfeni 
Fulmineum  vibrans  acie  flagrante  fceleftos 
Jam  Paradifeis  iferum  depellit  ab  oris. 
Heu  !  quid  agat  triftis  ?  Quo  fe  ccelcftibus  iris 
Subtrahat  ?  O  1  quantum  vellet  nunc  jEthere  in  altV 
Virtutem  colere  '.  at  tandem  fufpiria  ducit 
Nequicquam,et  fero  in  lacrymas  effunditur;  obllant 
Sortes  non  revocandae,  et  inexorable  numeii. 

Quam  varias  apeiit  veneres  pidtura  !  pcriti 
Quot  calami  legimus  veftigia  1   quanta  colorunr 
Gratia  fe  profert !  tales  non  difcolor  Iris 
Oftendat,  vario  cum  lumine  floridus  imber 
Rure  nitet  toto,  et  gutta  fcintillat  in  otaau 

*  Coll-  Magd.  FUndator, 
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0  fuel  nitor,  O  pulchri  durate  colores  ! 
Nee,  pidlura,  tujfe  languefcat  gloria  formas, 
Dum  lucem  videas,  qualerii  exprimis  ipfa,  fuprc- 
niaai. 


SPH^RISTERIUM. 


Hic  ubi  g^atninea  in  latum  fefe  explicat  asquor 
Planities,  vacuoque  ingens  patet  area  campo. 
Cum  folem  nondum  fumantia  prata  fatentsr 
Exortum,  et  tumidBE  pendent  in  gramine  guttz, 
Improba  fals  noiStis  pafva  incrementa  priorii 
Defecat,  exiguam  radens  a  cefpite  meffem  : 
Turn  motu  afTiduo  faxum  verfatile  terram 
Deprimit  extaiitem,  et  furgentes  atterit  hcrbas. 
Lignea  percurrunt  vernantern  turba  palseRram 
Undla,  nitens  oleo,  forms  quibus  effe  rotiuidai 
Artificis  fcrrum  dederat,  facilifque  moveri. 
Ne  tamen  offv.'ndant  incauti  errore  globorum, 
Quseque  fuis  incifa  notis  flat  fphsera;   fed  unus 
Hanc  vult,  quae  infufo  multum  indinara  metallo 
Vertitur  in  gyros,  et  iniquo  traniite  currit ; 
Quia  alii  divcrfa  placet,  quam  parcius  urget 
Piumbea  vi«,  motuque  finit  procedere  reiSo.   [quas 

Pollqaam  ideo  in  partes  turbam  diftinxerat  a:- 
Confilium,  aut  fors;  quifque  fuis  accingitur  armis. 
Evoht  orbiculus,  qua  curium  meta  futurum 
Defignat ;  ja(5lique  legens  vefligia,  primam, 
■Qui  certamen  iiiit,  fphxram  demittit,  at  ilia 
J^cnitur  effiiTa,  exiguum  quod  ducit  in  orbem, 
tbadit  iter,  donee  fenfun  primo  impete  feflo 
ijubfiftat :  fiibito  globus  emicat  alter  et  alter. 

Mox  ubi  funduntur  late  agmina  crebra  minorem 
Sparfa  per  obiculum,  flipantque  frequentia  metam, 
Atque  negant  faciles  aditus;  jam  cautius  exit, 
Et  leviter  fefe  infinuat  revolubile  lignum. 
At  fi  forte  globuni,  qui  mifit,  fpe(3at  inertem 
Serpere,  et  impreffum  fubito  langucfcere  motum, 
Pone  urget  fphserK  veftigia,  et  anxius  inflat, 
Objurgatque  moras,  currentique  imminet  orbi. 
Atque  ut  fegnis  honos  dextrx  fervetur,  iniquam 
Inculat  terram,  ac  furgentem  in  marmore  nodum. 

Nee  rifus  tacuere,  globus  cum  volvitur  adtus 
Infami  ja6tu,  aut  nimium  veftigia  plumbum 
Allicit,  et  fphxram  a  refto  trahit  infita  virtus. 
Turn  qui  projecit,  ftrepitus  effundit  inanes, 
Et,  variam  in  fpeciem  diftorto  eorpore,  falfos 
Increpat  errores,  et  dat  convitia  ligno. 
Sphasra  fed,  irarum  temnens  ludibria,  coeptum 
Pergit  iter,  nullifque  movetur  furda  querelis. 

llla  tamen  laudes  fummumque  meretur  hono- 
rem, 
Qux  non  dirumpit  curfum,  abfiftifque  moveri, 
Donee  turbam  inter  crcbram  dilapfa  fupremum 
Perfecit  ftadium,  et  metre  incliuata  recumbit. 
Haftis  at  hsientem  orbiculo  detrudere  fphxram 
Certat,  luminibufque  viam  (ignantibus  omnes 
Intendit  vires,  et  milTiie  lortiter  urget ; 
Evolat  adduc>o  non  fegnis  fphxra  l,acerto. 

Haud  ita  profiliens  Eleo  carcere  pernix 
Auriga  invehitur,  cum  raptus  ab  axe  citato 
Carteiittfque  domos  ^idet,  et  fugieutia  te6ta. 
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Si  timerl  111  duros,  obftruda  Satellite  multo, 
Impingat  focios,  confundatque  orbibus  orbes  ; 
Turn  fervet  bills,  fortunam  damnat  acerbam, 
Atque  deos  atque  ailra  vocat  crudelia 

Si  vero  incurfus  faciles,  aditumque  patentem 
Inveniat,  partoque  hoftis  fpolietur  honore  : 
Turba  frerait  confufa,  fonifque  frequentibus,  eugCj 
Exclamant  focii ;  plaufu  flrepit  omne  viretum. 

Interea  feiTos  inimico  Sirius  aflro 
Corripit,  et  falfas  exudant  corpora  guttas  ; 
Lenia  jam  Zephyri  fpirantes  frigora,  ut  umbrse 
Captantur,  vuituque  fluens  abftefgi:ur  humor. 


D.   D.       H   A   N   N   E    S, 

INSIGNISSIMUM  MEDICUM  ET  POETAM, 

O  ctoi  canoro  blandius  Orpheo 
Vocale  duels  carmen,  et  exitu 
Feiiciore  ludluofu 

Saepe  animam  revoeas  ab  umUrij, 
Jam  feu  folutos  in  numerum  pedes 
Cog  is,  vel  segrum  et  vix  animje  tenaS 
Corpus  tueris,  feu  cadaver 
Luminibus  penetras  acutis; 
Opus  relinqcens  eripe  te  morae, 
Frpntemque  curis  folicitam  explica, 
Scyphunlque  jucundus  require 
Putpureo  gravidum  Lya:o. 
Nunc  plena  magni  pocula  pollules 
Memor  Wilhelnii,  niinc  moveat  fitim 
Minifter  ingens,  imperique 

Frsfidium  haud  leve,  Montacutu*, 
Omitte  tandem  trifte  rtegotium 
Gravefque  curas,  heu  nimiun\  plus! 
Nee  csetcros  cautus  mederl 
Ipfe  tuam  miiiuas  falutem, 
Fruftra  crnorem  pulfibus  incitis 
Ebullientem  poliiee  comprimis, 
Attentus  explorare  venam 

Qux  febris  exagitet  tumentem  ^ 
Fruilra  liquores  quot  chemica  expedie 
Fornax,  et  error  fanguinis,  et  vigor 
Innatus  herbis  te  fadgant  : 
Serius  aut  citius  fepulchro 
Debemur  omnes,  vitaque  deferet 
Expulfa  morbis  corpus  inhofpitum, 
Lentumque  deflebunt  nepotes 
(Relliquias  animse)  cadaver. 
Manes  videbis  tu  quoque  fabulas 
Quos  pauciores  fecerlt  ars  tua; 
buumque  vidlorem  viciffim 
Subjicet  libitina  vidlrix. 
Decurrit  illi  vita  beatior 
Quicunqxie  lucem  non  nimis  anxlus 
Reddit  moleftam,  urgetque  cura^ 
SpoRte  fua  fatis  ingruentes; 
Et  quern  dierum  lene  fiuentium 
Delciftat  ordo,  vitaque  mutuii 
Felix  amicis,  gaudiifqiic 
Innocuis  bene  tempera*.»T 
J4 
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MACHINE    GESTICULANTES, 

ANGLICE 

A    PUPPET-SHOW. 

Admiranda  cano  levium  fpedtacula  rerum, 
Exiguam  gentem,  et  vacuum  fine  mente  popellum; 
Quem,  non  furreptis  cffili  de  fornice  flammis, 
Iniiocua  melior  fabricaverat  arte  Prometheus. 

Compita  qua  rifu  fervent,  glomeratque  tumul- 
tum  , 

Hiftrio,  dcIevSatque  inhiantem  fcommate  turbam ; 
Quotquot  lEtitiai  Itudio  aut  novitate  tenentur, 
Undique  congrelTi  permiffa.  fedilia  complent, 
Nee  confufus  honos;  nurnmo  fubfcllia  cedunt 
Diverfo,  et  varii  ad  pretium  flat  copia  fcanini. 
Tandem  ubi  fubtrahitur  vslamen,  lumina  paffiin 
Anguftos  penetrant  aditus,  qua  plurima  vifiim 
Fiia  fccant,  ne,  cum  vacuo  datur  ore  feneftra, 
PcTvia  fraus  pateat :   mox  ftridula  turba  penates 
Ingreditur  plflos,  et  nicenla  fquallido  fuco. 
Hie  humiks  inter  fcenas,  anguftaque  claullra, 
Quicquid  agunt  homines,  concurfus,  bella,  trium- 

phos, 
Ludit  in  exiguo  plebecula  parva  theatro. 

Sed  prsEter  reliquos  incidit  Homuneio  rauca 
Voce  ftrepcns  ;  major  fubntClit  fibula  veftem, 
Et  referunt  vivos  errantia  lumina  motus; 
In  vcKtrem  tumet  immcdicum;  pone  eminet  iiigens 
A  tergo  gibb'js ;   Pygniceum  tcrritat  agmen 
IVIajor,  ct  immanem  miratur  turba  giganteai. 
Hie  magna  fretus  mole,  imparlbufquc  laccrtis 
Confifui,  gracili  jadlat  convitia  vuigo, 
Et  crebro  folvit,  lepidum  caput,  ora  cachinno. 
Q^anquani  res  agitur  folenni  feria  yoiupa, 
Spcrnit  lollicituni  intraftabilis  ille  tumultum, 
Et  nfu  importunus  adeft,  atque  omnia  turbat. 
!Nec  raro  invadic  moilcs,  piiftamque  protervo 
Ore  petit  nympham,  invitoque  dat  ofcula  ligno. 

Scd  comitum  vulgus  divL-rfis  membra  fatigant 
Ludis,  et  vario  lafcivit  mobile  faltu. 

.Sa;pc  etiani  geir.mis  rufiia,  et  fpeftabilis  auro, 
I.ignea  gens  pronit,  nitidifquc  fuperbit  in  oftris. 
Nam,  quctics  ftflan;  celebrat  liib  imagine  lucem, 
Ordine  comjiofito  nympharum  inccdit  honeilam 
Agmen,  ct  exigui  proceres,  puxvique  quirites. 
Pygmxcs  credas  pofitis  mitel'cere  bcilis, 
Jamque,  infcnfa  gruum  teninentes  prxlia,  tutof 
Indulgere  jocis,  tenerifque  vacare  choreis. 

Talcs,  cum  medio  labuntur  fidera  cslo, 
Parvi  fubfiliunt  lemures,  populufque  pufiUus 
Fcftivoi,  rcdieris  fua  per  veftigia,  gyros 
Ducit,  et  angudum  crebro  pcde  puiiitat  orbem. 
Mane  patent  grefTus  ;  hie  I'uecos  terra  fcraces 
Concipit,  in  mtiltam  pube:;tia  gramina  I'urgunt 
Lii'.xuriem,  tenerifque  virci'cit  circulus  heibis. 

At  non  tranquillas  nulla  abduiit  mibiia  luces, 
S.Tpe  gravi  i'urgunt  bella,  horrida  belia  tnmultu. 
Aima  cient  truculcnta  cohors,  placidamquc  quie- 

tem 
Diiumpi;nt  piigrirE ;  iifqnc  :ideo  infineera  voluptas 
Omnibus,  ct  mifta;  cafligant  gaiidiu  cvraj. 
Jtm  jjlaclii,  tuLuiic^ue  Lngcllo  f'jlphure  lurti 


Pri;ienf:eque  haftre,  fulgentlaque  arma,  minseqfifi 
Telorum   ingentes  fubcunt ;  dant  clauftra  frago- 

rem 
Hftrrendum,  rupt.T  ftridente  hituminc  chartae 
Confufos  reddunt  crepitus,  ec  fibila  mifcent. 
Sternitur  omne  fclum  peieuntibus;  undique  ciefx 
Apparent  turnia;,  civilis  crimina  belli. 

Sed  po'dquam  infanus  pugnae  dcferbuit  .-jeftus, 
Exucrintque  truces  ar.inios,  jam  martc  fugato, 
Diverfas  repetun^t  artes,  curafque  priores. 
Nee  raro  prilci  heroes,  quos  pagina  facra 
Suggerit,  atque  nlim  pcpcrit  ftlicior  <Ttas, 
Aic  parva  redeunt  fpccie.     Cano  ordine  cernas 
Antiques  prodire,  agmen  venerabile,  i->atres. 
Rugis  fulcantur  vuitus,  prolixaque  baros; 
Canities  mento  pendet  :  fie  tarda  fetsccf^us 
Tithonum  minuit,  cum  moles  tot's  cicadani 
Induit,  in  gracilem  lenfini  coUcfta  figuram. 
Nunc  tamen  unde   genus   ducat,  qu;c  dtxtra  la- 

ttntes 
Suppeditct  vires,  quem  pofcat  turba  moventem, 
txpediam.     Truncos  opifex  ei  inutile  lignum 
Cogit  in  humanas  fpetits,  et  robore  natam 
Progenitm  telo  elTormat,  nexuque  tenaci 
Crura  ligat  pedibus,  hunieriCque  accomniodat  ar- 

mos, 
Et  membri^  membra  aptat,  tt  artubus  inl'uit  artus. 
Tunc  habiies  addit  trochleas,  quibus  arte  pulillum 
Verl'at  onu«,  moiique  manu  fan)ulatus  inerti 
Sufficit  occultd^  niotu.-,  voceaique  miniftrat. 
His  ilruAa  auxiliis  jam  machina  tota  peritos 
OHendit  fulcos,  duri  et  vefligia  ferri : 
Hinc  falit,  atque  agiii  le  I'ublevat  incita  motu, 
Vocefque  tmittit  tenues,  c-t  non  fua  verba. 


AD  INSiGNISSIMUM  VIHUM 

D.    T  H  O.    B  IT  R  N  E  T  T  U  M, 

SACR/E    THEORIiU    TELLUKIS    AUCTOREM. 

NoN  ufitatum  carminis  alitem, 
Eurnette,  polcisi,  non  humiies  modos  :. 
Vulgare  pkcTcrum,  languidaque 
P^eipuis  cfficiuni  camcenae. 
Tu  mixta  rerum  femina  co.ifcius, 
MoJcmqisc  ccrnis  diffuciabilcm, 

Tettan;que  concretam,  et  ktenteni 
Oceanum  gremio  capaci  : 
Dum  veritaiem  quairere  pertinax 
Ignota  pandis,  foliicitus  parnm 
Ucunque  iiet  commune  vuigi 
Arbi'riuni.  ct  popularis  error. 
Auditur  ingens  coucinao  fragor, 
lUapf'.  tellus  lubrica  del'erit 
Eundamina,  et  compage  fraifla 
Su])p(litas  gravis  urget  uiidaf. 
Impulfus  erumdit  medius  liquor, 
TeiTiis  aquarum  cffufa  licentia 
Claiidit  viciirim  ;   has  inter  orbas 
Relliqoiai  lluitant  prioris. 
Nunc  et  rcclufo  carcerc  lucidam 
B.iici;na  fpedat  f?lis  imagincuv, 
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Stellafque  miratur  nutanfe*, 
F.t  tremulas  fimulacra  lunx. 
Q^a;  ponipa  vocum  iion  iniitahilis! 
Qualis  calel'cit  fpiritus  iiigcni  1 
Ut  tollis  undas  :  ut  frementena 
Dcluvii  reprimis  tumuliuni  1 
(>iis  tarn  vfllenti  pcdlcre  fcrrtus 
Ut  non  tremifcens  et  tiniido  pede 
incedat,  orbis  duin  dolofi 
Detegis  ini1:abi!es  ruinas  ? 
Qtiin  hjec  cadentum  fraijmina  mo-.j 
I^!atura  vultum  fumere  fimpliceni 
Coget  refingens,  in  prioreni 
Mox  iterum  reditura  forrmm. 
Nimbi*  rubentem  fulpliureis  Jovem 
Ceriias;  ut  udis  fxvi:  atrox  hyums 
Jnccndiis,  comnvane  niundu 
.    I 


Et  poj-.ulis  mcditata  buftum ! 
Nudui  liquentes  plorat  Athos  nives, 
lit  mox  liquefccns  iplc  adamaiitinuni 
fund  it  cacumen,  dum  per  imas 
Sax.i  iluunt  red  luta  valles. 
Jamque  aUa  coeii  moenia  corfiiunt, 
lit  velha  taiuifin  paoina  (pr<ih  nefas !)' 
Euniette,  velira  augtbit  ignes, 
Heu  focio  peritiiro  mundo. 
Mox  xqua  tellui,  mox  fiibitus  virnr 
Ubique  rident  :  en  tereteth  globuni ! 
£ii  l:Eta  vcrnantes  Favohi 

Flamip.a,  perpc-uoique  flores  I 
O  pe(ftuj  ingens !   O  aiiimiim  gravem 
Mundi  capacem  !  fi  bonus  augiiror, 
Te,  noftra  quo  tellus  fuperbit, 
Accipiet  reacvata  civem, 

Nij 


TRANSLATIONS. 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.    ODE  HI. 

Au^Hus  had  a  defign  to  rebuild  Troy,  and  mate 
h  the  merropolis  of  the  Roman  empire,  having 
clofcted  feveral  fcnators  on  the  project  :  Ho- 
race is  fuppofed  to  have  written  the  following 
ode  on  this  occaiion. 

The  man  refolv'd  and  fteady  to  his  truft, 

Inflexible  to  ill,  and  obftinately  juft, 

iVIay  the  rude  rabble's  infolence  defpife, 

Their  fcnfclefs  clamours  and  tumultuous  cries; 

'i'he  tyrant's  fiercenefs  he  beguile«, 

And  the  ftern  brov/,  and  the  harlh  voice  defies, 

And  with  fuperior  greattiefs  fmiles. 

Not  the  rough  whirlv/ind,  that  deforms 
Adria's  black  gulf,  and  vexes  it  with  ftorms, 
The  ftubborn  virtue  of  his  foul  can  move  ; 
Nor  the  red  arm  of  angry  J'>ve, 
That  flings  the  thunder  from  the  iky. 
And  gives  it  rage  to  roar,  and  llrtngth  to  fly. 
Should  the  whole  frame  of  nature  round  him 
break, 
In  ruin  and  confufion  hurl'd, 
He,  unconcern'd,  would  hear  the  mighty  crack, 
And  {land  fecure  amidfl  a  falling  world. 

Such  were  the  godlike  arts  that  led 
Bright  Pollux  to  the  bleft  abodes; 
iSuch  did  for  great  Alcidcs  plead, 
And  gain'd  a  place  among  the  gods; 
Where  now  Augutlus,  mixt  with  heroes,  lies, 
And  to  his  lips  the  nedlar  bowl  applies : 
His  ruddy  lips  the  purple  tinAure  ihow, 
And  with  immortal  flains  divinely  glow. 

By  arts  like  thefc  did  young  Lyxus  rife : 
His  tigers  drew  him  to  the  Ikies ; 
Wild  from  the  defer t  and  unbroke. 
In  vain  they  foam'd,  in  vain  they  ftar'd, 
In  vain  their  eyes  with  fury  glar'd  ;  [yoke. 

He  tam'd  them  to  the  lafli,  and  bent  them  to  the 
Such  were  the  paths  that  Rome's  great  foun- 
der trod. 
When  in  a  whirlwind  fnatch'd  on  high, 
He  (book  ff  dull  mortality, 
And  loft  the  monarch  in  the  god, 


[dull.  I 
to  thej' 


Bright  Juno  then  her  awful  filence  broke, 
And  thus  th'  affembled  deities  befpoke. 

Troy,  fays  the  goddefs,  perjur'd  Troy  has  felt 
The  dire  effeifts  of  her  proud  tyrant's  guilt; 
The  towering  pile,  and  foft  abodes, 
Wall'd  by  the  hand  of  fervile  gods. 
Now  fpreads  its  ruins  all  around. 
And  lies  inglorious  on  the  ground. 
An  umpire  partial  and  unjuft, 
And  a  lewd  woman's  impious  luft. 
Lay  heavy  on  her  head,  and  funk  her 
Since  falfe  Laomedon's  tyrannic  fway. 
That  durft  defraud  th'  immortals  of  their  pay. 
Her  guardian  gods  renounc'd  their  patronage. 
Nor  would  the  fierce  invading  foe  repel; 
To  my  refentment,  and  Minerva's  rage. 
The  guilty  king  and  the  whole  people  fell. 
And  now  the  long-protrafted  wars  are  o'er, 
The  foft  adulterer  fhines  no  more  ; 
No  more  does  Hedor's  force  the  Ti'ojan  fliield, 
That  drove  whole  armies  back,  and  fingly  clear'c 
the  field. 
My  vengeance  fated,  I  at  length  refign* 
To  Mars  his  offspring  of  the  Trojan  line  : 
Advanc'd  to  godhead  let  him  rife. 
And  take  his  llation  in  the  flcics ; 
There  entertain  his  ravifh'd  fight 
With  fcenes  of  glory,  fields  of  light; 
Quaff  with  the  gods  immortal  wine. 
And  fee  adoring  nations  crowd  his  fhrine. 

The  thin  remains  of  IVoy's  affliifted  hofl. 
In  diftant  realms  may  feats  unenvy'd  find. 
And  flouriflii  on  a  foreign  coaft ; 
But  far  be  Rome  from  Troy  disjoin'd, 
Ren^ov'd  by  fea?,  from  the  difaftrous  fhore, 
May  endkfs  billows  rife  between,  and  ftoims  un- 
number'd  roar. 
Still  let  the  curll  detcfled  place  "^ 

Where  Priam  lies,  and  Priam's  faithlcfs  race,      > 
Be  covcr'd  o'er  with  weeds,  and  hid  in  graf".     ^ 
There  let  the  wanton  flocks  unguarded  ilray; 
Or,  while  the  lonely  ftiepherd  fings, 
Amidft  the  mighty  ruins  play, 
And  frifk  upon  the  tombs  of  kings. 

May  tigers  there,  and  all  the  favage  kind, 
Sad  foljtary  haunts  and  iiknt  dcfsrts  find;. 
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Ifl  gloomy  vauks,  and  nooks  of  palaces, 

May  th'  unmolefted  lionefs 

Her  brinded  whelps  fecurcly  lay, 

Or,  coucht,  in  dreadful  flunibers  wafte  the  day. 

While  Troy  in  heaps  of  ruins  lies, 
Rome  and  the  Roman  capjtol  (hall  rife  ; 
Th'  illuflrious  exiles  unconfin'd 
Shall  triumph  far  and  near,  and  rule  mankind. 

In  vain  the  fea's  intruding  tide 
Europe  from  Africa  fliall  divide, 
And  part  the  fever'd  world  in  two  :  [fpread. 

Through  Afric's  fands  their  triumphs  they  fliall 
And  tiie  long  train  of  vidtories  purfue 
To  Nile's  yet  nndifcover'd  head. 

Riches  the  hardy  foldiers  fhall  defpife. 
And  look  on  gold  with  undefiriug  eyes, 
Nor  the  difbowel'd  earth  explore 
In  fearch  of  the  forbidden  ore ; 
Thofe  glittering  ills,  coneeal'd  within  the  mine. 
Shall  lie  untouch'd,  and  innocently  ftine. 
To  the  lall  bounds  that  nature  fets. 
The  piercing  colds  and  fultry  heats, 
The  godlike  race  fhall  fpread  their  arms. 
Now  fill  the  polar  circle  with  alarms, 
Till  (lorms  and  tempefls  their  purfuits  confine; 
Now  fweat  for  conqueft  underneath  the  line. 

This  only  law  the  vivSor  fhall  reftrain. 
On  thefe  conditions  fhall  he  reign  ; 
If  none  his  guilty  hand  employ 
To  build  again  a  fecond  Troy, 
If  none  the  rafh  defign  purfue. 
Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  the  gods  anew. 

A  curfe  there  cleaves  to  the  devoted  place, 
That  fhall  the  new  foundations  raze  ; 
Greece  fhall  in  mutual  leagues  confpire 
To  ftorm  the  riling  town  with  fire. 
And  at  their  armies  head  myfelf  will  {how 
What  Juno,  urg'd  to  all  her  rage,  can  do. 

Thrice  fiiould  Apollo's  felf  the  city  raife 
And  line  it  round  with  walls  of  brafs. 
Thrice   fliould  my  favourite   Greeks  his  works 

confound. 
And  hew  the  fliining  fabric  to  the  ground  : 
Thrice  fhould  her  captive  dames  to  Greece  return, 
And    their    dead  fons   aod  flaughter'd    hufbands 
-mourn. 

But  hold,  my  mufe,  forbear  thy  towering  flight. 
Nor  bring  the  fecrets  of  the  gods  to  light : 
In  vain  would  thy  prefumptuous  verfe 
Th'  immortal  rhetoric  rehearfe ; 
Th'  mighty  ftrains,  in  lyric  numbers  bound, 
Forget  their  majefty,  and  lofe  their  found. 


THE     VESTAL, 

FROM 

OVID  DE  FASTIS,  Lib,  III.  El.  i. 

^'  Elanda  quies  vi<Stis  furtim  fubrepit  ocellis,  &c. 

As  the  fair  veftal  to  the  fountain  came, 
(Let  none  be  ftartled  at  a  veftal's  name) 
Tir'd  with  the  walk,  (he  laid  her  down  to  refl, 
.^nd  to  the  winds  expos'd  her  glowing  bread. 


To  take  the  freflinefs  of  the  morning  pir, 
Andgather'd  in  a  knot  her  flowing  tiair; 
While  thus  Ihe  relied,  on  her  arm  rccliii'd, 
The  hoary  willows  wa^'^ng  with  the  wind. 
And  feather'd  choirs  that  warbled  in  ihc  iliade,' 
And  purling  ftieams  that  through   the  meadow  j 
llray'd,  | 

In  drowfy  murmurs  lull'd  the  gentle  maid. 
The  god  of  war  beheld  the  virgin  lie, 
The  god  beheld  her  with  a  lover's  eye  ; 
And,  by  fo  tempting  an  occafion  prefs'd. 
The  beauteous  maid,  whom  he  beheld,  poflefs'd  ! 
Conceiving  as  (he  flept,  her  fruitful  womb 
Swell'd  with  the  founder  of  immortal  Rome. 


OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 

BOOK    II. 


THE  STORY  OF  PHAETON. 

The  fun's  bright  palace,  on  high  columns  rais'd. 
With  burnilh'd  gold,  and  flaming  jewels  blaz'd  ; 
The  folding  gates  diffus'd  a  filver  light, 
And  with  a  milder  gleam  refrefli'd  the  fight ; 
Of  polifh'd  ivory  was  the  covering  wrought  : 
The  matter  vied  not  with  the  fculptor'a  thoughtj 
For  in  the  portal  was  difplay'd  on  high 
(  The  work  of  Vulcan)  a  fiiftitious  f.cy  ; 
A  waving  fea  th'  inferior  earth  embrac'd. 
And  gods  and  goddeffes  the  waters  grac'd. 
JEgeun  here  a  mighty  whale  beftrode : 
Triton,  and  Proteus  (the  deceiving  god). 
With  Doris  here  were  carv'd,  and  all  her  train. 
Some  loofely  fwimming  in  the  figur'd  main, 
While  fome  on  rocks  their  drooping  hair  divide, 
And  fome  on  fiftes  through  the  waters  glide  : 
Though  various  features  did  the  fifters  grace, 
A  filler's  likenefs  was  in  every  face. 
On  earth  a  different  landfcape  courts  the  eyes,  'J 
Men,  towns,  and  beafts,  in  diflant  prolpe6ts  rife,  ( 
And  nymphs,  and  ftreams,  and  woods,  and  ru-  C 
ral  deities.  3, 

O'er  all,  the  heaven's  refulgent  image  Ihines ; 
On  either  gate  were  fix  engraven  figns. 

Here  Phactnn,  flill  gaining  on  th'  afccnt, 
To  his  fufpeifled  father's  palace  went, 
Till  prefling  forward  through  the  bright  abode. 
He  faw  at  di (lance  the  illufirioas  god  : 
He  faw  at  diftance,  or  the  dazzling  light 
Had  flafh'd  too  flrongly  on  his  aching  fight. 

The  god  fits  high,  exalted  on  a  throne 
Of  blazing  gems,  with  purple  garments  on  ; 
l"he  hours  in  order  ratig'd.on  either  hand. 
And  days,  and  months,  and  years,  and  ages,  fland. 
Here  fpring  appears  with  flowery  chaplets  bound; 
Here  fummer  in  her  wheaten  garland  crown'd  ; 
Here  autumn  the  rich  trodden  grapes  befmear; 
And  hoary  winter  fliivers  in  the  rear, 

Phoebus  beheld  the  youth  from  off  his  throne  ; 
That  eye,  which  looks  on  all,  was  fix'd  on  cne. 
N  i!j 
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He  faw  the  boy's  confufion  in  his  face, 

Surpris'd  at  all  the  wonders  of  the  place  ; 

And   cries  aloud,    "  What  wants  my  fon  ?  For 

"  knew, 
"  My  fon  thou  art,  and  I  muft  call  thee  fo." 

"  Light   of  the   world,"    the  trembling  youth 
"  replies, 
"  Uluftrious  parent !   fince  you  don't  defpife 
"  The  parent's  name,  fome  certain  token  give,  T 
•'  That  I  may  Clymene's  ])roud  hoaft  believe,    > 
"  Nor  longer  under  falfe  reproaches  grieve."      J 

The  tender  fire  was  toiich'd  with  whar  he  faid, 
And  flung  the  blaze  of  glories  from  his  head, 
And  bid  the  youth  advance  :    "  My  fun  (faid  he) 
"  Come  to  thy  father's  arms  !  for  Ciynieiie 
"  Has  told  theis  true  ;  a  parent's  name  I  own, 
"  And  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  call'd  my  fon, 
"  As  a  fure  proof,  make  fome  requef),  and  I, 
"  Whate'er  it  be,  with  that  requcil  comply  ; 
"  By  Styx  Ifwear,  whofe  waves  are  hid  in  night, 
"  And  roll  impervious  to  my  piercing  fight." 

The  youth,  tranfported,  alks  without  delay. 
To  guide  the  fun's  bright  chariot  for  a  day. 

The  god  repented  of  the  oath  he  took. 
For  anguifh  thrice  his  radiant  head  he  fhook  : 
"  My  fon  (fays  he)  fome  other  proof  require  ; 
'•  Kafh  was  my  promife,  rafh  is  thy  defire. 
"  I'd  fain  deny  this  wifh  which  thou  haft  made, 
"  Or,  what  I  can't  deny,  would  fain  difTuade. 
•'  Too  vaft  and  hazardous  the  talk  appears. 
'•  Nor  fuited  to  thy  ftrcngth.  ni>r  to  thy  years. 
"  Thy  lot  is  mortal,  but  thy  wiflies  fly 
"  Beyond  the  province  of  mortality  : 
"  There  is  not  one  of  all  the  gods  that  dares 
"   (However  fkill'd  in  other  great  affairs) 
"  To  mount  the  burning  axle-tree,  but  1 ; 
"  Not  Jove  himfelf,  the  ruler  of  the  fky, 
"  That  hurls  the  three-fork'd  thunder  from  above, 
"  Dares  try  his  ftrength ;   yet   who  fo  ilrong  as 

'■  Jove  i*    ' 
"  The  fleeds  climb  up  the  firli  afccnt  with  pain  ; 
"  And  when  the  middle  firmamcnr,  they  gain, 
"   If  downwards  froiii  the  heavens  my  head  J  bow, 
"  And  fee  the  earth  and  ocean  hang  below, 
•'   Ev'n  t  aril  feiz'd  with  horror  and  affright. 
"  And  my  "wn  heart  mlfgivcs  me  at  the  fight. 
"-A  mighty  dowtifa'l  fteeps  the  evening  ftage, 
«•   And  fteddy  reins  muft  curb  the  horfcs'  rage. 
•'  Tethys  herfclf  has  fear'd  to  fee  me  driven 
"  Down  headlong  from  the  precipice  of  heaven. 
"  Befides,  confider  wha:  impctuf^u^  force 
*'   Turns  ftars  and  planets  in  a  different  courfe  : 
•'  I  fteer  againft  their  motions ;  nor  am  I 
•'  Borre  back  by  all  the  current  of  the  (ky. 
•'   But  how  could  you  refirt  the  orbs  that  mil 
"  In  adverf."  whirls^  and  Item  the  rapid  pole  ? 
•'  But'you  perhaps  may  hupe' for  plenfing  wood?, 
"   And  (lately  dome-s,  3rd  cities  fill'd  with  g^ds; 
f   While  through  a  thoufand  fnares  your  progrefs 

""  lies,     •     ' 
f*  Where  forms  of  flarry  mrndcrs  ftork  the  flcies : 
"  For,  fhonld  you  hit  the  doubtful  way  aright, 
"  The  bull  with  flo-ping  horns  (lands  oppofite; 
"  Next  him  the  brijiht  h.xmonian  bow  is  Oriirg ; 
]]  And  neit,  the  lion'i  grinning  viiagc  hting  :    ^ 


'H 


"  The  fcoTpion's  claws  here  clafp  a  wide  extciUj 
"   And  here  the  crab's  in  lefTer  clafps  are  bent. 
"  Nor  would  you  (ind  it  cafy  to  compofe  "^ 

"  The  mettled  deeds,  when  from  their  noflrils  ( 
"  flows  ( 

"  The  fcorching  fire,  that  in  their  entrails  glows,  j 
"  Ev'n  I  their  headilrring  fury  fcarce  rellrain, 
"   When  they  grow  warm  and  reftiif  to  the  rein, 
"  Let  not  my  fon  a  fatal  gift  require, 
"   But,  O !  in  time,  recal  youv  rafli  delire ; 
"  You  alk  a  gift  tliat  may  your  parent  tell, 
"   Let  thefe  my  fears  your  parentage  reveal ; 
"   And  learn  a  father  from  a  father's  care  ; 
"  Look  on  my  face ;  or,  if  my  heart  lay  bare, 
"   Could  you   but  look,  you'd  read  the  fathc 

"  there. 

"  Chcofe  out  a  gift  from  feas,  or  earth,  or  Ikies, 
"   For  o|5en  to  your  wifli  all  nature  lies, 
"  Only  decline  this  one  unequal  talk, 
"   For  'tis  a  niifchicf,  not  a  gift,  yoxi  afk ; 
"   You  aflc  a  real  mifchief.  Phaeton  : 
"  Nay  hang  not  thus  about  my  neck,  my  fon  : 
"  I  grant  yourwifli,  and  Styx  has  heard  my  voice, 
"  Chopfc  what  you  will,  but  make  a  wifer  choice." 

Thus  did  the  god  th'  unwary  youth  advife  ; 
But  he  ftill  longs  to  travel  through  the  fkies. 
When  the  fond  father  (for  in  vain  he  pleads) 
At  length  to  the  vulcanian  chariot  lead-s. 
A  golden  axle  did  the  work  uphold,  [goW- 

Gold  was  the  beain  the  wheels  were  orb'd  with 
The  fpokes  in  rows  of  filver  pleas'd  the  fight,  ") 
The  feat  with  party-colour'd  gems  was  bright ;  > 
Apollo  fhin'd  amid  the  glare  of  light.  3 

The  yf'Utli  with  fecret  joy  the  work  furveys; 
i  When  now  the  morn  difclos'd  her  purple  rays,* 
The  Oars  v.'ere  fled ;  for  Lucifer  had  chac'd 
The  (lurs  away,  and  fled  himfelf  at  lafl. 
Soon  as  the  father  faw  the  rofy  morp, 
And  the  moon  fhining  with  a  bl'Titer  horn, 
He  bid  the  nimble  hours  without  delay 
Bring  forth  the  fl^-ds;  the  nimble  hr-urs  obey  : 
From  their  ful!  racks  the  generous  (leeds  retire, 
Dropping  ambrofial  foams,  and  fnorting  fire. 
Still  anxious  for  liis  fon,  the  god  of  day. 
To  make  him  proof  againft  the  burning  ray. 
His  tcmp'cs  wi;h  ccleftial  ointment  wet, 
Of  fovercign  virtue  to  repel  the  heat, 
Then  fix'd  the  beamy  circle  on  his  head, 
And  fetch'd  a  deep  fore-boding  figh,  and  faid, 

"  Take  this  at  leaft,  this  laft  advice,  my  fon ; 
"  Keep  a  ftiff  rein,  and  move  but  gently  on  : 
"  The  courfers  of  themfelves  will  run  too  fafl, 
"   Your  art  muft  be  to  moderate  their  hafle. 
"  Driv ::  them  not  on  diredly  through  the  fkies, 
"   Bu:;  where  the  Zodiac's  winding  circle  lies, 
"  Along  the  midmoft  zone  ;  hut  fally  forth 
"   Nor  to  the  diftant  fo'uth,  nor  ftormy  north. 
"  TJie  horffis'  hoofs  a  beaten  track  will  fhow, 
'•  But  neither  mount  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low^ 
"  That  no  new  fires  or  heaven  or  earth  infeft  ; 
"  Keep  the  mid-way,  the  middle  way  is  heft. 
"  Nor,  where  in  radiant  folds  the  fcrpcnt  twines, 
"  Dire(5l  your  tourfc,  nor  where  the  altar  (hines. 
"   Sli'im  both  extremes ;  the  reft  let  fortune  guide, 
"  Aud  bctty  for  thee  than  tbyfelf  provide  1 

!■  •       ■  .       .  ■ 
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*'  See,  while  I  fpcak,  the  fhades  difperfe  away, 
"  Aurora  gives  the  promife  of  a  day  ; 
"   I'm  call'd,  nor  can  I  make  a  lontjcr  ftiy. 
"  Snatch  up  the  reins;  or  fiiil  th' attempt  forfak^' 
"  And  not  my  chariot,  but  my  couiifL-l  take, 
"  While  yet  fecureiy  on  the  earth  y^u  ftand  ; 
"  Nor  touch  the  horfes  with  too  ra{h  a  hand. 
"  Ixt  me  alone  t"  light  the  world,  while  you 
"  Enjoy  tliofe  beams  whi;h  you  may  fafely  view." 
He  fpoke  in  vain ;  the  youth  with  adive  heat 
And  fprightly  vigour  vaults  into  the  feat; 
And  joys  to  hnid  the  reins,  and  fondly  gives 
Thofe  thanks  his  father  with  ren-iorfe  receives. 
Mean  while  the  rcAlefs  horfes  neigh 'd  aloud. 
Breathing  out  fire,  and  pav»'ing  where  they  flood, 
'/"ethys,  not  knowing  what  had  parc,gave  way, 
And  all  the  wafte  of  heaven  before  them  lay. 
They  fpring  together  out,  and  fvviftly  bear 
The  flying  youth  through  clouds  and  yielding  air; 
With  wingy  fpced  outftrip  the  eaflern  wind, 
And  leave  the  breezes  of  the  mcrn  bcliind. 
The  youth  was  light,  nor  could  he  fiil  the  feat, 
Or  piiife  the  cliariot  with  its  wonted  weight : 
But  as  at  fea  th'  unballaft  veifel  ridea, 
Caft  to  and  fro,  the  (port  ot  winds  and  tides; 
So  in  the  bounding  chariot  tcfe'd  on  high, 
The  youth  is  hurry'd  headlong  through  the  fky. 
Soon  as  the  fteeds  perceive  it,  they  forfake 
Their  flated  courfe,  and  leave  the  beaten  track. 
The  youth  was  in  a  maze,  ncr  did  he  kno%v 
Which  way  to  tiirn  the  reins,  or  vviiere  to  go; 
Nor  would  the  horfes,  had  he  known,  ('bey.        'J 
Then  the  fsven Jlars  firft  felt  ."^polio's  ray,  \ 

And  wifh'd  to  dip  in  the  forbidden  lea.  J 

The  folded  ferpent  next  the  frozen  pole. 
Stiff  and  benumb'd  before,  began  to  roll. 
And  rag'd  with  inward  heat,  and  threaten'd  war. 
And  fliot  a  redder  light  from  every  flar; 
Nay,  and  'tis  faid,  Bootes  too,  th.at  fain 
Thou  wouldft  have  fled,  though  cumber'd  with 
thy  wain. 

Th'  unhappy  youth  then,  bending  dowrv  his  head. 
Saw  earth  and  oceai  far  beneath  hi.mfpread  : 
His  colour  chang'J,  he  flartled  at  tJie  fight, 
And  hi«  eyes  darken'd  by  too  great  a  light. 
Now  could  he  wifh  the  fi.?ry  fteeds  untry'd. 
His  birtli  obfcure,  and  his  requefl  der.y'd  : 
Now  would  he  Merops  for  his  father  own. 
And  quit  his  b(  afted  kindred  to  the  fan. 

tjo  fares  the  pilot,  when  his  fliip  is  toft 
Tn  troubled  feas,  end  all  Its  fleerage  lofi ; 
He  gives  her  ti;  the  winds,  and  in  dcfpair 
Seek<  his  lafi:  refuge  in  the  gods  and  prayer. 

What  CiiulJ  h;  do  ?  Hiseyer,  if  backward  call, 
Find  a  long  path  lie  had  already  pad  ; 
If  forward,  flill  a  longer  path  they  find  : 
Both  he  compares,  and  meafuies  in  his  miad  ; 
And  fometimts  cafts  an  eye  upon  the  eaft. 
And  fometjmes  looks  on  the  forbidden  wefl. 
The  horfes'  names  he  knew  not  in  the  fright  : 
Nor  would  he  loofe  the  reins,  nor  could  he  hold 
them  tight. 

Now  all  the  horrors  of  the  heavens  he  fpies,  ~s 
And  monfirous  fiiadows  of  prodigious  fizc,  "  C 
ffa^tjdeck'dwith  flarsjliei'catter'd  o'er  thellcics.J 


There  is  a  place  above,  where  Scorpio  bent 
In  tail  and  arms  furrounds  a  vafl  extent; 
In  a  wide  circuit  of  the  heavens  he  fliines. 
And  fills  the  fpace  of  two  celeftial  figns. 
Soon  as  the  youth  beheld  hi.^^,  vex'd  with  heat, 
Brandiih  his  fling,  and  in  his  poifon  fweat, 
Half  dead  wi^  fudden  fear  he  dropt  the  reins; 
The  horfes  felt  them  loofe  upon  their  manes. 
And,  flying  out  through  all  the  plains  above. 
Ran  uncontrol'd  where'er  their  fury  drwve; 
Rufh'd  on  the  ftars,  and  through  a  pathlefs  way 
Of  unknown  regions  hurry'd  on  the  day. 
And  now  above,  and  now  below  they  flew. 
And  near  the  earth  the  burning  chariot  drew. 

The  clouds  difperfe   in  fumes,  the  wondering 
moon 
Beholds  her  brother's  deeds  beneath  her  own  ; 
The  highlands  fmoke,  cleft  by  the  piercing  ray,s. 
Or,  clad  witJi  woods,  in  their  own  fuel  blaze. 
Ne.xt  o'er  the  plains,  where  ripcn'd  harvells  grow, 
The  running  conflagration  fpreads  below. 
But  thele  arc  trivial  ills:  v>'hr.le  ciries  burn, 
And  peopled  kingdoms  into  allies  turn. 

1'he  mountains  kindle  as  the  car  draws  near, 
Athos  and  Tmolus  red  with  fires  appear; 
Oegrian  Hsemus  (then  a  finglcnamc) 
And  virgin  Helicon  increafe  the  flame  ; 
Taurus  and  Oete  glare  amid  the  fky. 
And  Ida,  fpite  of  all  her  fountains,  dry, 
Ery.K,  and  Otlirys,  atid  Cithxron,  glow  ; 
And  Rhodope,  no  longer  clt^th'd  in  fnow; 
High  Pindus,  Mimas,  and  ParnafTus,  i'weat. 
Ami  jEtna  rages  with  redoubled  heat. 
Ev'n  Scytlua,  through  her  hoary  regions  vi'arm'd, 
In  vain  with  all  her  native  frofl;  wajarm'd. 
Cover'd  with  flames,  the  towering  Appennine, 
And  Caucafu=,  and  proud  Olympus,  fhine; 
And,  where  the  long-extended  Alps  af;  ire, 
Now  llandsa  huge  continued  range  of  fire. 

I'h'  aftonlfh'd  youth,  where'er  his  eyes  could 
turn, 
Beheld  the  univerfe  around  him  burn  : 
The  world  was  in  a  blaze;  ror  could  he  bear 
The  fultry  vapours  and  the  fcorching  air, 
V.'jiich  from  below,  as  from  a  furnace,  flcw'd  ; 
And  nov/  the  ash--tre€  beneath  him  glow'd  : 
Loil    in    the    whirling   clouds,    that   round   hitn 

broke, 
And  white  with  aflies,  hovering  in  the  fnoke. 
He  fiew  where'er  the  horfes  drove,  nor  knew 
Whiiher  the  horfes  drove,  or  where  he  fltvv. 

'  Fwas  then,  they  fay,  the  fwarthy  Moor  begun 
To  change  his  hue,  and  blacken  in  the  fun. 
Then  Libya  firft,  of  all  her  moifture  drain'd, 
Bicame  a  barren  wafle,  a  wild  of  fand. 
The  water-nymphs  lament  their  empty  urns  ; 
Eceotia,  robb'd  of  filver  Dirce,  mourns  ; 
Corinth  Pyrene's  wafted  fpring  bewails  ; 
And  Argos  grieves  whilft  Amymone  fails. 

The  floods  are  drain'd  from  every  diftant  coaft: 
Ev'n  Tanai's,  though  fix'd  in  ice,  was  loft  ; 
Enrag'd  CaVcu 3  and  Lycormas  roar. 
And  Xanthus,  fated  to  be  burnt  once  more. 
Tile  fam'd  Mxander,  that  unweary'd  llrays 
1  hrough  nir.zy  windings,  fmokes  in  every  nmjs, 
N  iiij 
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From  his  lovM  Babylon  Euphrates  flies ; 

The  big-fwoin  Ganges  and  the  Danube  rife 

In  thickening  fumes,  and  darken  half  the  flcies, 

In  flames  Ifmenos  and  the  PhaHs  roU'd, 

And  Tagus  floating  in  his  melted  gold. 

The  fwans,  that  on  Cayfter  often  try'd 

Their  tuneful  fongs,  now  fung  their  lad,  and  dy'd. 

The  frighted  Nile  ran  off",  and  under  ground 

Conceal'd  his  head,  nor  can  it  yet  be  found  : 

His  feven  divided  currents  are  all  dry, 

And  where  they  roll'd,  feven  gaping  trenches  He. 

No  more  the  Rhine  yr  Rhone  their  coui  fe  maintain, 

Jsor  Tiber,  of  his  promis'd  empire  vain. 

The  ground,  deep  cleft,  admits  the  dazzling  ray, 
And  ftartles  Pluto  with  the  flafh  «f  day. 
The  feas  {brink  in,  and  to  the  fight  difclofc 
Wide  naked  plains,  where  once  their  billows  rofe  ; 
Their  rocks  arc  all  difcover'd,  and  mcreafe 
The  number'd  of  the  fcatter'd  Cyclades. 
The  fifli  in  (holes  about  the  bottom  crgep. 
Nor  longer  dares  the  crooked  dolphin  leap  : 
Gafping  for  breath,  th'  unfliapen  Phoc»  die, 
And  on  the  boiling  wave  extended  lie. 
Kerens,  and  Doris  with  her  virgin  train, 
Sfck  out  the  laft  receffcs  of  the  main ; 
Beneath  unfathomable  depths  they  faint, 
And  fecret  in  their  gloomy  caverns  pant. 
Stern  Neptune  thrice  above  the  wares  upheld 
Kis  face,  and  thrice  was  by  the  flames  rcpeU'd. 

The  earth  at  length,  on  every  fide  embrac'd 
"With  fcalding  feas,  that  floated  round  her  walie, 
When  now  fhe  felt  the  fprings  and  rivers  come. 
And  rf'owd  within  the  hollow  of  her  womb. 
Uplifted  to  the  heavens  her  blafted  head, 
And  clapt  her  hands  upon  her  brows,  and  faid ; 
(But  firft,  impatient  of  the  fultry  heat, 
Sunk  deeper  down,  and  Icught  a  cooler  feat :) 
"   If  you,  great  King  of  Gods,  my  death  approve, 
"  And  I  deferve  it,  let  me  die  by  Jove  ; 
"  If  I  muft  perifji  by  the  force  of  fire, 
"  Let  me  transfix'd  with  thunderbolts  expire. 
*'  See,  whilft  I  fpcak.my  breath  the  vapours  choke, 
*'   (For  now  her  face  lay  wrapt  in  clouds  of  fmoke) 
*'  See  my  fing'd  hair,  behold  my  faded  eye, 
•'  And  wither'd  face,  where  heaps  of  cinders  lie  I 
♦'  And  does  the  plough  for  this  my  body  tear  ?    T 
"  This  the  reward  for  all  tl-.c  fruits  I  bear,  > 

♦'  Tc^rtur'd  with  rakes,  and  harafs'd  all  the  year  ?  j 
"  That  herbs  for  cattle  daily  I  renew, 
"  And  food  for  man,  and  frankincenfe  for  you  ? 
"  But  grant  me  guilty,  what  has  Neptune  done  ? 
"  Why  are  his  waters  boiling  in  the  fun  .'' 
"  The  wavy  empire,  which  by  lot  was  given, 
♦'  Why  does  it  waflc,  and  further  fhrink  from 

"  heavi-n  ? 
"  If  I  nor  he  your  pity  can  provoke,         [fmoke  ! 
''  S'-e  your  own   heavens,  the  heaven;*  begin   to 
♦'  SLould  once  thefparkles  catchthoftbrightabrdes, 
"  Dcflruflion  fcizes  en  the  heavens  and  gods; 
"  Atlas  becomes  unequal  to  hij  ficighr, 
'•  And  P-lmofl  faints  beneath  the  glo'^ing  weight. 
"  If  heaver,  and  earth,  and  Tea,  together  burn, 
"  All  mufl  agjin  into  their  chaos  turn. 
•'   Apply  fomefjccdy  cure,  prevent  our  fafg, 
f  A.nd  Juccour.na'.ur;,  ere  it  be  toe  late," 


She  ceas'd ;  for,  chok'd  with  vapours  round  her 

fpread, 
Down  to  the  deepeft  fliades  (he  funk  her  head. 

Jove  call'd  to  witnels  every  power  above. 
And  ev'n  the  god,  whofe  fon  the  chariot  drove. 
That  what  he  acSts  he  is  compell'd  to  do, 
Or  univerfalruin  muft  enfue. 
Straight  he  afcends  the  high  ethereal  throne. 
From  whence  he  us'd  to  dart  his  thunder  down. 
From  whence  his  fliowers  and  ftorms  he  us'd  to 

pour, 
But  now  could  meet  with  neither  florm  nor  fliower. 
Then,  aiming  at  the  youth,  with  lifted  hand, 
Full  at  his  head  he  hurl'd  the  forky  brand. 
In  dreadful  thundcrings.     Thus  th'  Almighty  fire 
Supprefs'd  the  raging  of  the  fires  wifh  fire. 

At  once  from  life  and  from  the  chariot  driven, 
Th'  ambitious  boy  fell  thundcr-ftruck  from  heaven. 
The  horfes  ftarted  with  a  fudden  bound,  * 
And  flung  the  reins  and  chariot  to  the  ground  : 
The  ftudded  harnefs  from  their  necks  they  broke ; 
Here  fell  a  wheel,  and  here  a  filver  fpoke. 
Here  were  the  beam  and  axle  torn  away  ;        [lay. 
And,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  earth,  the  Ihining  fragments 
The  breathlefs  Phaeton,  with  flaming  hair. 
Shot  from  the  chariot,  like  a  falling  ftar. 
That  in  a  iummer's  evening  from  the  top 
Of  heaven  drops  down,  or  feems  at  lead  to  drop  ; 
Till  on  the  Po  his  blafted  corpfe  was  hurl'd, 
Far  from  his  country,  in  thp  weftern  world. 


PHAETON'S  SISTERS  TRANSFORMED 
INTO  TREES. 

The  Latian  nymphs  came  round  liim,  and  amaz'd 
On  the  dead  youth,  transfix'd  with  thunder,  gaz'd  ; 
And,  whilft  yet  fmoking  from  the  bolt  he  lay. 
His  Ihatter'd  body  to  a  tomb  convey, 
And  o'er  the  tomb  an  epitaph  devife  : 
"   Here  he  who  drove  the  fun's  bright  chariot  liegj 
"  His  father's  fiery  fleeds  he  could  not  guide, 
"  But  in  the  glorious  enterprize  he  dy'd." 

Apollo  hid  his  face,  and  piii'd  for  grief. 
And,  if  the  ftory  may  deferve  belief, 
The  fpace  of  one  whole  day  is  faid  to  run, 
From  morn  to  wonted  eve,  without  a  fun  ; 
The  burning  ruins,  with  a  fainter  ray, 
Supply  the  iun,  and  counterfeit  a  day, 
A  day,  that  ftill  did  nature's  face  difclofe  : 
This  comfort  from  the  inighty  milchief  rofe. 

But  Clyniene,  enrag'd  'w^th  grief,  laments. 
And,  as  her  grief  infpires,  her  pafiion  vents : 
Wild  for  her  fon,  and  frantic  in  her  woss. 
With  hair  difhevel'd,  round  the  world  flie  goes^ 
To  feek  where'er  his  body  mightbe  cafl: ; 
Till,  on  the  borders  of  the  Po,  at  laft. 
The  name  inicrib'd  on  the  new  tomb  appear?, 
I'he  dear  dear  name  ihe  bathes  in  flowing  tears; 
Hangs  o'er  the  tomb,  unable  to  depart, 
And  hugs  the  mafbie  to  her  throbbing  heart. 

Her  daughters  too  lament,  and  figh,  and  mourn, 
(A  fruitltfb  tribute  to  their  bjcthei's  urn  :^ 
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And  beat  their  naked  bofoms,  and  complain, 
And  call  aloud  for  Phaeton  in  vain  : 
All  the  long  night  tiieir  mournful  watch  they  Iceep, 
And  all  the  day  ftand  round  the  tomb  and  weep. 

Four  times,  revolving,  the  full  moon  return'd  ; 
So  long  the  mother  and  the  daup;hters  movirn'd ; 
When  now  the  eldeft,  Phaethufa,  ftrove 
To  reft  her  weary  limbs,  but  could  not  move  ; 
Lampetia  would  have  help'd  her,  but  fhe  found 
Herfelf  withheld,  and  rooted  to  the  ground  : 
A  third  in  wild  affli6lion,  as  fhe  grieves, 
Would  rend  her  hair,    but  fills  her  hand  with 

leaves ; 
One  fees  her  thighs  transform'd,  another  views 
Her  arms  fliot  out,  and  branching  into  bougii>:. 
And  now  their  leg?,  and  breafts,  and  bodies,  flood 
Cruftcd  with  bark,  and  hardening  into  wood  ; 
But  ftill  above  were  female  heads  difplay'd. 
And  mouths,  that  cail'd  the  mother  to  their  aid. 
What  could,  alas !  the  weeping  mother  do  ?         T 
From  this  to  that  with  eager  hafte  fhe  flew,        > 
And  kifs'd  her  fprouting  daughters  as  they  grew.  ) 
She  tears  the  bark  that  to  each  body  cleaves. 
And  from  the  verdant  fingers  drips  the  leaves ; 
The  blood  came  trickling,  where  fhe  tore  away 
The  leaves  and  bark :  the  m^ids  were  heard  to  fay, 
**  Forbear,  miftaken  parent,  oh  1  forbear  ; 
"  A  wounded  daughter  in  each  tree  you  tear ; 
"   Farewell  for  ever."    Here  the  bark  increas'd, 
Clos'd  on  their  faces,  and  their  words  fupprefs'd. 

The  new-made  trees  in  tears  of  amber  run, 
Which,  harden'd  into  value  by  the  fun, 
Diftil  for  ever  on  the  ftreams  below  : 
The  limpid  ftreams  their  radiant  treafure  Ihow, 
Mix'd  in  the  fand  ;  whence  the  rich  drops  convey'd 
Shine  in  the  drefs  of  the  bright  Latian  maid. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  CYCNUS 
INTO  A  SWAN. 

Cycnus  beheld  the  nymphs  transform'd,  ally'd 

To  their  dead  brother,  on  the  mortal  fide. 

In  friendfhip  and  affeflion  nearer  bound; 

He  left  the  cities  and  the  realms  he  own'd, 

Through  pathlefs  fields  and  lonely  fhores  to  range, 

And  woods,  made  thicker  by  the  fifters'  change. 

Whilft  here,  within  the  difmal  gloom,  alone, 

Tiie  melancholy  monarch  made  his  moan, 

IjHis  voice  was  leffen'd,  as  he  try'd  to  fpeak, 

And  ilTued  through  a  long-extended  neck ; 

His  hair  transforms  to  down,  his  fingers  meet 

In  {kinny  films,  and  fiiape  his  oary  feet ; 

From  both  his  fidi's  the  wings  and  feathers  break ; 

And  from  his  mouth  proceeds  a  blunted  beak  : 

AU  Cycnus  now  into  a  fwan  was  turn'd. 

Who,  ftill  remembering  how  his  kinfriian  burn'd, 

To  folitary  pools  and  lakes  retiies, 

And  loves  the  waters  as  oppos'd  to  fires. 

Mean-while  Apollo  in  a  gloomy  fhade 
(The  native  luftre  of  his  brows  decay'd) 
Indulging  forrov/,  fickens  at  the  fight 
Pf  his  o^Yii  fun-fhincj  and  abhors  5h?  light ; 


The  hidden  griefs,  that  In  his  bofom  rift, 
Sadden  his  looks,  and  overcaft  his  eyes, 
As  when  fome  dulky  orb  obftrufls  his  ray, 
And  fuUiee,  in  a  dim  cclipfe,  the  day. 

Now  fecretly  with  inward  griefs  he  pin'd. 
Now  warm  re.^'entments  to  his  griefs  he  join'd. 
And  now  renounc'd  his  ofSce  t*  mankind. 
"  E'er  fince  the  birth  of  time,"  faid  he,  "  I've 

"  borne 
"  A  long  ungrateful  toil  without  return  ; 
"  I-et  now  fome  other  manage,  if  he  dare, 
"  The  fiery  fteeds,  and  mount  the  burning  car, 
"  Or,  if  none  elfe,let  Jove  his  fortune  try, 
"  And  learn  to  lay  his  murdering  thunder  by; 
"  Then  will  he  own,-perhap3,  but  own  too  late, 
"  My  fon  deferv'd  not  fo  fevere  a  fate." 

The  gods  ftand  round  him,  as  he  mourns,  and 

pray 
He  would  rcfume  the  conduft  of  the  day, 
Nor  let  the  world  be  loft  in  endlefs  night : 
Jove  too  himfelf,  descending  from  his  height, 
Excufes  what  had  happen'd,  and  entreats, 
Majeftically  mixing  prayers  and  threats. 
Prevail'd  upon  at  length,  again  he  took 
The  harnefs'd  fteedd,  that  ftill  with  horror  (hook. 
And  plies  them  with  the  lafh,  and  whips  them  on^ 
And,  as  he  whips,  upbraids  them  with  his  fon. 


THE  STORY  OF  CALTSTO. 

The  day  was  fettled  in  its  courfe;  and  Jove 

Walk'd  the  wide  circuit  of  the  heavens  above, 

To  fearch  if  any  cracks  or  flaws  were  made; 

But  all  was  fafe :  the  earth  he  then  furvey'd. 

And  caft  an  eye  on  every  different  coaft, 

And  every  land  ;  but  on  Arcadia  moft. 

Here  fields  he  cloth'd,  and  cheer'd  her  blafted 

face 
With  running  foHntains,  and  with  fpringing  grafs. 
No  trads  of  heaven's  deftru<Sive  fire  remain ; 
The  fields  and  woods  revive,  and  nature  Ihiiles 

again. 
But,  as  the  god  walk'd  to  and  fro  the  earth. 
And  rais'd  the  plants,  and  gave  the  fpring  its  birth. 
By  chance  a  fair  Arcadian  nymph  he  view'd. 
And  felt  the  lovely  charmer  in  his  blood. 
The  nymph  nor  fpun,  nor  drefs'd  with  artful  pride; 
Her  veft  was  gather'd  up,  her  hair  was  ty'd  ;^ 
Now  in  her  hand  a  flender  fpear  fhe  bore. 
Now  a  light  quiver  on  her  fhoulders  wore; 
To  chafte  Diana  from  her  youth  inclin'd. 
The  fprightly  warriors  of  the  wood  Ihe  join'd. 
Diana  too  the  gentle  huntrcfs  lov'd, 
Nor  was  there  one  of  all  the  nymphs  that  rov'd 
O'er  Mjenalus,  amid  the  maiden  throng. 
More  favour  *d  once  ;  but  favour  lafts  not  long. 

The  fun  now  ftione  In  all  its  ftrength,  and  d:ov3 
The  heated  virgin  panting  to  a  grove  ; 
The  grove  around  a  grateful  fliadow  caft  : 
She  dropt  her  arrows,  and  her  bow  unbrac'dj 
She  flung  herfelf  on  the  cool  grafly  bed  ; 
And  on  the  painted  quiver  rais'd  her  head. 
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Jove  faw  the  cTiarming  huntrefs  unprepar'd. 
StretcbM  on  the  verdant  turf,  without  a  guard. 
"  Here  I  am  fafe,"  he  cries,  "  from  Juno's  eye ; 
*'  Or  fliould  my  jealous  queen  the  theft  defcry, 
"  Yet  would  T  venture  on  a  theft  like  this, 
"   And  ftsnd  her  rage  f.»r  fuch,  for  fuch  a  blifs  1" 
Diana's  fhape  and  habit  ftraight  h<=  took,  "^ 

Soften'd  his  brows,  ai)d  fniooth'd  his  awful  look,  y 
And  mildly  in  a  female  accent  fpoke.  j 

"  How  fares  my  girl  ?    How  went  the  morning 

"  chace  ?" 
To  whom  the  virgin,  ftarting  from  the  grafs, 
"  All  hail,  bright  deity,  whom  I  prefer 
"  To  Jove  himfelf,  though  Jove   himfclf  were 

"  here." 
The  god  was  nearer  than  fhe  thought,  and  heard 
Well-pleas'd  himfelf  before  himfelf  preferr'd. 
He  then  falutes  her  with  a  warm  embrace; 
And,  ere  flie  half  had  told  the  morning  chace, 
With  love  inflam'd,  4nd  eager  on  his  blifs, 
Smother'd  her  words,  and  flop'd  her  with  a  kifs ; 
His  kifles  with  unwonted  ardour  glow'd, 
Nor  could  Diana's  fiiape  conceal  the  god. 
The  virgin  did  whate'er  a  virgin  cou'd 
(Sure  Juno  mufl  have  pardon'd,  had  (he  view'd)  ; 
With  all  her  might  againft  his  force  fixe  flrove  : 
But  how  can  mortal  maids  contend  with  Jove  ! 

PofTeft  at  length  of  what  his  heart  dcfir'd, 
Pack  to  his  heavens  th'  infulting  god  retir'd. 
The  lovely  huntrefs,  rifI^g  from  the  grafs. 
With  down-cafi  eyes,  and  with  a  blufliing  face, 
By  (hame  confounded,  and  by  fear  difmay'd. 
Flew  from  the  covert  of  the  gwilty  faade, 
And  almoft,  in  the  tumult  of  her  mind, 
Left  her  forgerten  bow  and  fliafts  behind. 

But  now  Diana,  with  a  fprightly  train 
Of  quiver'd  vir-gins,  bounding  o'er  the  plain, 
Call'd  to  the  nymph :  The  nymph  began  to  fear 
A  fecond  fraud,  a  Jove  difguis'd  in  her ; 
But,  when  fhe  faw  the  fifler  nymphs,  fupprefs'd 
Her  rifing  fears,  and  mingled  with  the  reft. 

How  in  the  look  docs  confcious  guilt  appear  1 
Slowly  fhe  mov'd,  and  loiter'd  irr  the  rear; 
Nor  lightly  tripp'd,  nor  by  the  goddefs  ran, 
As  once  (he  us'd,  the  foremoft  of  the  train. 
Her  looks  were  flufh'd,  and  fullen  was  her  mien,! 
That  fure  the  virgin  godde(s  (had  fne  been  > 

Aught  but  a  virgin)  mttft  the  guilt  have  feen.      3 
'Tis  laid  the  nymphs  faw  all,  and  gucfsM  aright : 
And  now  the  moon  had  nine  nmes  loft  her  light. 
When  Dian  fainting,  in  the  mid-day  beams, 
Found  a  coo!  covert,  ai.d  refrtfhing  ftreams. 
That  in  foft  murmurs  through  tlie  foreft  flow'd. 
And  a  fmooth  bed  of  fliining  gravel  (how'd. 
A  covert  fo  obfcure,  and  ftreams  fo  clear, 
The  goddefs  prais'd  :  "  And  now  no  fpies  are  near, 
"  Let's  ftrip,  my  gentle  maids,  and  wafli,"  (he 

cries. 
PIcas'd  wirh  the  motion,  every  maid  complies; 
Only  the  blufiiing  huntrefs  il'iod  confus'd. 
And  form'd  delays,  and  her  delays  excus'd  : 
In  vain  excus'd;  her  fellows  round  her  prefs'd. 
And  the  reluilant  nymph  by  force  i.-ndrefs'd. 
The  naked  huntrefs  all  her  (liame  reveal'd, 
In  vain  her  hands  the  pregnant  v/omb  ccncfial'd ; 


"  Begone  !"  the  goddefs  cties  with  (lern  dir-*! 
*'  dain  ;  [ftain  ;"  / 

"  Begone  '.    nor  dare    the    hallow'u  ftream  to  f 
She  fled,  for  ever  banith'd  from  the  train,  j 

This  Juno  heard,  who  long  had  watch'd  her  tim^ 
To  punifh  the  detefted  rival's  crime ; 
The  time  was  come  :  for,  to  enrage  her  more, 
A  lovely  boy  the  teeniing  rival  bore. 

The  goddef"  caft  a  furious  look,  and  cry'd, 
"  It  is  eriough  !  I'm  fully  fatisfy'd  ! 
"  This  boy  (hall  ftand  a  living  mark,  to  prove 
"  My  hu(ban-.''sb^enefs,  and  the  ftrumpet'slove  : 
"  But  vfngeance  (hall  awake  fhofe  guilty  charms, 
"  That  drew  the  thunderer  front  Juno's  arms, 
"    No  longer  (hall  their  wonted  force  retain, 
"  Nor  pleafe  the  god,  nor  make  the  mortal  vain." 
This  faid,  her  hand  within  her  hair  fhe  wo-and. 
Swung  her   to   earth,  and  dragg'd  her  on  the 

ground ; 
The  proftrate  wretch  lifts  up  her  arms  in  prayer ; 
Her  arms  grow  (haggy,  and  dcform'd  with  hair. 
Her  nails  arc  fharpeu'd  into  pointed  claws. 
Her  hands  bear  half  her  weight,  and  turn  to  paws  ; 
Her  lips,  that  once  could  tempt  a  god,  begin 
To  grow  diftorted  in  an  ugly  grin. 
And,  left  the  fupplicaring  brute  might  reach 
The  ears  of  Jove,  (he  was  depriv'd  of  fpeech  : 
Her  furly  voice  through  a  hoarfe  palTage  came 
In  favage  founds  :  her  mind  was  ftill  the  fame. 
The  furry  monfter  fix'd  her  eyes  above. 
And  heav'd  her  new  unweildy  paws  to  Jove, 
And  begg'd  his  aid  with  inward  groans,  andthough 
She  could  not  call  him  falfe,  (he  thought  him  fo. 

How  did  fhe  fear  to  lodge  in  woods  alone. 
And  haunt  the  fields  and  mcadov/s  once  her  own  1 
How  often  would  the  decp-mouth'd  dogs  purfue, 
Whilft  from  her  hounds  the  frighted  huntrefs  flew !  " 
Hew  did  (he  fear  her  fellow  brutes,  and  (hun 
The  (baggy  bear,  though  now  herfelf  was  one  ! 
How  from  the  fis;ht  of  rugged  wolves  retire, 
Althoup^is  the  grim  Lycaon  was  her  fire  ! 

But  now  her  fon  had  fifteen  fummers  told. 
Fierce  at  the  chace,  and  in  the  foreft  bold  ; 
When,  as  he  beat  the  woods  in  queft  of  prey. 
He  chanc'd  to  roufe  his  mother  where  (he  lay. 
She  knew  her  fon,  and  kept  him  in  her  fight. 
And  fondly  gaz'd;   the  boy  was  in  a  fright. 
And  aim'd  a  jointed  arrow  at  her  breaft  ; 
And  would  have  flain  his  mother  in  the  bcaft; 
But  Jove  forbad,  and  fnatch'd  them  through  the  air 
In  whirlwinds  up  to  heaven,  and  fixM  thcni  there: 
Wliere  the  new  conftellations  nightly  rife. 
And  add  aluftre  to  the  northern  (kies. 

When  Juno  faw  the  rival  in  her  height. 
Spangled  wiih  ftars,  and  circled  round  with  light. 
She  fought  old  Ocean  m  his  deep  abodes. 
And  Tethys;  both  rever'd  among  the  gods,  [(he. 
They  a(k  what  brings  her  there,"  Ne'er  a(k,"  fays 
"  What  brings  me  here  ;  heaven  is  no  place  for  me. 
"  You'll  fee,  when  night  hat  coyer'd  all  tilings 

"  o'er, 
"  Jove's  0?rry  baftard  and  triumphant  whore 
"   y.'urp    ;he  he:\vens  ;  you'll  fee  them    proudly 
'   uU 

"  In  their  r.cworbs,  and  brighten  all  the  pole. 
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'-•  And  who  fiiall  now  on  Juno's  altar  wait, 

♦^  M'hen  thofe  ftie  hates  grow  greater  by  her  hate? 

"  I  on  the  nymph  a  brutal  form  imprefs'd, 

"  Jove  to  a  goddefshas  tran-form'd  the  beaft  : 

"  This  this  was  all  my  weak  revenge  could  do  : 

"  But  let  the  god  his  chafte  amours  pvrrue, 

"  And,  as  he  aded  after  lo's  rape, 

"  Reftoreth'  adultercfsto  her  former  fhnpe; 

«  Then  may  he  caft  his  Juno  off,  and  lead 

"  The  great  Lycaon's  off-'pring  to  his  bed. 

"  But  you,  ye  venerable  powers,  be  kind  ; 

"  And,  if  my  wroegs  a  due  refertment  find, 

"  Receive  not  in  your  waves  their  fetting  beams, 

"  Nor  let  the  glaring  flrumpet  taint  your  flreams." 

The  goddefs  ended,  and  her  wifh  was  given. 
Back  rne  return'd  in  triumph  up  to  heaven  ; 
Her  gaudy  peacocks  drew  her  throuj^h  the  fliies. 
Their  tails  were  fpottcd  with  a  thoufand  eyes  ; 
The  eyes  of  Argus  on  their  tails  were  rang'd, 
At  the  fame  time  the  raven's  colour  chang'd. 


THE  STORY  OF    CORONIS,    AND  BIRTH 
OF  ^SCULAPIUS. 

The  raven  once  in  fnovvy  plumes  was  dreft. 

White  as  the  whiteft  dove's  unfully'd  brealt, 

Fair  as  the  guardian  of  the  capitol, 

Soft  as  the  fwan  ;  a  large  and  lovely  fowl ; 

His  tongue,  his  prating  tongue,  had  chang'd  him 

quite 
To  footy  blacknefs  from  the  purefl  white. 

The  ftory  of  his  change  (hall  here  be  told; 
In  ThelTaly  there  liv'd  a  nymph  of  old, 
Coronis  nam'd  ;  a  peerlefs  maid  (he  fhin'd, 
Confeft  the  faireft  of  the  fairer  kind. 
Apollo  lov'd  her,  till  her  guilt  he  knew; 
While  true  fhe  was,  or  whilft  he  thought  her  trtie. 
But  his  own  bird  the  raven  chanc'd  to  find 
The  falfe-one  with  a  fecret  rival  join'd. 
Coronis  begg'd  him  to  fupprei's  the  tale, 
But  could  not  with  repeated  prayers  prevail. 
His  milk-white  pinions  to  the  god  he  ply'd; 
The  bufy  daw  flew  with  him  fide  by  /ide, 
And  by  a  thoufand  teazing  queflions  drew 
Th'  important  fecret  from  him  as  they  flew. 
The  daw  gave  honeft  counfel,  though  defpis'd. 
And,  tedious  in  her  tattle,  thus  advis'd. 
"  Stay,  filly  bird,  th'  ill-natur'd  tafk  refufe, 
"  Nor  be  the  bearer  of  unwelcome  news. 
"  Be  warn'd  by  my  example  :  you  difcern 
"   What  now  I  am,  and  what  I  was  fhall  learn. 
"  My  foolifh  honefly  was  all  my  crime ; 
"  Then  hear  my  flory.     Once  upon  a  time, 
"  The  two-fhap'd  Eridlhonius  had  his  birth 
•'  (Without  a  mother)  from  the  teeming  earth; 
•'  Minerva  nurs'd  him,  and  the  infant  laid 
"  Within  a  cheft,  of  twining  ofiers  made. 
♦'  The  daughters  of  king  Cecrops  undertook 
"  To  guard  the  che'ft,  commanded  not  to  look 
"  On  what  was  hid  within.     I  ftoodtofee 
Y  The  charge  obey"d,  perch'd  on  a  neighbouring 
tree,. 


"  The  Cfters  Pandtofosand  Herse  keep 

"  The   flri(5t   command;  Aglauros  needs  would 

"  peep, 
"  And  faw  the  monftrous  infant  in  a  fright, 
"  And  call'dher  fillers  to  the  hideous  fight : 
"  A  boy's  foft  fliape  did  to  the  waift  prevail, 
"  But  the  boy  ended  in  a  dragon's  tail. 
"   I  told  the  ilern  Minerva  all  that  pafs'd, 
"  But,  for  jny  pains,  difcarded  and  difgrac'd, 
"  The  frowning  goddefs  drove  me  from  her  figh\ 
'=  And  for  her  favourite  chofe  the  bird  of  night. 
"  Be  then  no  tell-tale ;  for  I  think  my  wrong 
"  Enough  to  teach  a  bird  to  hold  her  t  -ngue. 

"  But  you,  perhaps,  may  think  I  was  rcmov'd, 
•'  As  never  by  the  heavenly  maid  belov'd  ; 
"   But  1  was  lov'd  ;  aik  Pallas  if  I  lie ; 
"  Though  Pallas  hate  me  now,  flie  won't  deny  ; 
"   For  I,  whom  in  ^  feather'd  fhapc  you  view,    "> 
"   Was  once  a  maid  (by  heaven  the  (lory's  true),  v 
"   A  blooming  maid,  and  a  king's  daujihter  too.  J 
"  A  croud  of  lovers  own'd  my  beauty's  charms; 
"  My  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  all  my  harms  ; 
"  Neptune,  as  on  his  fhores  I  went  to  rove, 
"  Obfenv'd  me  in  my  walks,  and  fell  in  love. 
"  He  made  his  courtfhip,  he  confi.f»'d  his  pain, 
"  And  offer'd  force  when  all  his  arts  were  vain  ; 
"  Swift  he  purfued  :  I  ran  along  the  flrand, 
"  Till,  fpent  and  weary'd  on  the  finking  fand, 
"  I  (hriek'd  aloud,  with  cries  I  fill'd  the  air.       -j 
'*  To  gods  and  men;  nor  god  nor  man  was/ 
"  there  :  T 

"   A  virgin  goddefs  heard  a  virgin's  prayer.        j 
"  For,  as  my  arms  !  lifted  to  the  fides, 
"  I  faw  black  feathers  from  my  fingers  rife ; 
"   I  flrove  to  fling  my  garment  on  the  ground; 
"  My  garment  turn'd    to   plumes,   and  girt  me 

"  round. 
"  My  hands  to  beat  my  naked  bofom  try ; 
"  Nor  naked  bofom  now  nor  hands  had  f. 
"  Lightly  I  tript,  nor  weary  as  before 
"  Sunk  in  the  fand,  but  flcimm'd  along  the  fhore; 
"  Till,  rifing  on  my  wings,  I  was  prefer'd 
"  To  be  the  chafte  Minerva's  virgin  bird  : 
"  Prefer'd  in  vain  '.   I  now  am  in  difgrace  : 
"  Ny(3:imene  the  owl  enjoys  my  place. 

"  On  her  inceftuous  life  I  need  not  dwell 
"  (In  Lefbos  fi;ill  the  horrid  tale  they  tell); 
"  And  of  her  dire  amours  you  mud  have  heard, 
"   For  which  (he  now  does  penance  in  a  bird, 
"  Thar,  confcious  of  her  (hame,  avoid*  the  light, 
"   And  loves  the  gloomy  covering  of  the  night ; 
"  The  birds,  where'er  fhe  flutters,  fcare  away 
"  The  hooting  wretch,  and  drive  her  from  the 
"  day." 
T.Ve  raven,  urg'd  byfuch  impertinence. 
Grew  paflionate,  it  feems,  and  took  offence, 
And  curftthc  harmlefs  daw;   the  daw  withdrew  : 
The  raven  to  her  injur'd  patron  flew. 
And  found  him  out,  and  told  the  fatal  truth 
Of  falfe  Coronis  and  the  favour'd  youth. 

The  god  was  wroth ;  the  colour  left  his  look  "> 
The  wreath  his  head,  the  harp  his  hand  forfook;  > 
His  filver  how  and  feather'd  (hafts  he  took,         j 
And  lodg'd  an  arrow  in  the  tender  breaft, 
That  h^  fo  ©ftcn  to  his  own  been  preft. 


Down  fell  the  wounded  pyniph,and  fadlygroan'd, 
And  pull'd  his  arrow  reeking  from  the  wound ; 
Ard,  welieting  in  her  blood,  thus  faintly  cry'd, 
'•  Ah  cruel  god  !  though  I  have  juftly  dy'd, 
"  What  has,  alas  I   my  unborn  infant  done, 
"  That  he  fhould  fall,  and  two  ex-pire  in  one  f" 
This  faid,  in  agonies  the  fetch'd  her  breath. 

The  god  difTolves  in  pity  at  her  death ; 
He  hates  the  bird  that  made  her  falfchood  known, 
And  hates  himfelf  for  what  himfcif  had  done  ; 
The  feather'd  (haft,  that  fent  her  to  the  fafes, 
And  his  own  hand,  that  fent  the  fhaft,  he  hates, 
pain  would  he  heal  the  wound,  and  cafe  hei  pain, 
And  tries  the  compafs  of  his  art  in  vain- 
Soon  as  he  faw  the  lovely  nymph  expire. 
The  pile  made  I'eady,  and  the  kindling  fire, 
"With  fighs  and  graans  her  obfcquies  he  kept. 
And,  if  a  god  could  weep,  the  god  had  wept. 
J-£er  corpfe  hckifs'd,  and  heavenly  incenfe  brought. 
And  folemniz'd  the  deatli  himfelf  had  wrought. 

But,  left  his  offspring  fliould  her  fate  partake, 
Spite  of  th'  immortal  mixture  in  his  make, 
He  ript  her  womb,  and  fet  the  child  at  large. 
And  gave  him  to  the  centaur  Chiron's  charge  : 
Then  in  his  fury  black'd  the  raven  o'er, 
And  bid  him  prate  in  his  white  plumes  no  more. 


THE   WORKS   OF   ADDISON. 


OCYRRHOE  TRANSFORMED   TO  A 
MARE. 

Old  Chiron  took  the  babe  with  fccret  joy. 
Proud  of  the  charge  of  the  celeftial  boy. 
His  daughter  too,  whom  on  the  fandy  fhore, 
The  nymph  Chariclo  to  the  centaur  bore, 
With  hairdifhevel'd  on  her  fhculders,  came 
To  fee  the  child,  Ocyrrhoe  was  her  name  ; 
She  tnew  her  father's  art,  and  could  rehearfc 
The  depths  of  prophecy  in  founding  verfe. 
Once,  as  the  facred  ir.fant  fhe  fuivey'd, 
The  god  was  kindled  in  the  raving  maid, 
And  thus  fhe  utter'd  her  prophetic  tale  ; 
"  Hail,  great  phyfician  of  the  world,  all  hail ; 
"  Hail,  mighty  infant,  who  in  years  to  come 
"  Shall  heal  the  nations,  and  defraud  the  tomb; 
"  Swift   be  thy  growth  1    thy   triumphs   uncon- 

"  fin'd! 
"  Make  kingdoms  thicker,  and  increafe  mankind. 
"  Thy  daring  art  fhall  animate  the  dead, 
"  And  draw  the  thunder  on  thy  guilty  head  : 
"  Then  flialc  thou  die  ;  but  from  the  dark  abode 
''  Rife  up  vidlorioub,  and  be  twice  a  god. 
"  And  thou,  my  fire,  not  dcftin'd  by  thy  birth 
*'  To  turn  to  duft,and  mix  with  common  earth, 
•'  How  wilt  thou  tofs,  and  rave,  and  long  to  die, 
•'  And  quit  thy  claim  toim.mortality  ; 
*'  When  thou  fhalt   feel,  enrag'd   with   inward 

"  pains, 
"  The  Hydra's  venom  rankling  in  thy  veins  ? 
"  The  gods  in  pity  fhall  contrad  thy  date  ; 
»'  And  give  thee  over  to  the  power  of  fate." 

Thuf,  entering  into  deftiny,  the  maid 
The  fecrets  of  offended  Jove  betray'd  : 


More  had  (lie  dill  to  fay;  but  now  appears 
Opprefs'd  with  fobs  and  fighs,  and  drown'd  in 

tears. 
"  My  voice,"  fays  fhe,  "  is  gone,  my  langaage 

<'  fails  ; 
"  Through  every  limb  my  kindred  fhape  prevails ; 
"  Why  did  the  god  this  fatal  gift  impart, 
*'  And  with  prophetic  raptures  fwell  my  heart  ? 
"  What  new  defires  are  thefe  ?  I  long  to  pace 
"  O'er  flowery  meadows,  and  to  feed  on  grafs; 
"  I  haften  to  a  brute,  a  maid  no  more  ; 
"  But  why,  alas  !  am  I  transform'd  all  o'er  ? 
"  My  fire  docs  half  a  human  (hapc  retain, 
"   And  in  his  upper  parts  preferves  the  man." 

Her  tongue  no  more  diftindl  complaints  affords, 
But  in  flirill  accents  and  mif-fhapen  words 
Pours  forth  fuch  hideous  waitings,  as  declare 
The  human  form  confounded  in  the  marc  : 
Till  by  degrees,  accomplilh'd  in  the  beaft. 
She  neigh'd  outright,  and  all  the  fleed  expreft. 
Her  flooping  body  on  her  hands  is  borne. 
Her  hands,  are  turn'd  to  hoofs,  and  fhod  in  horn  j 
Her  yellfiw  treffes  ruffle  in  a  mane. 
And  in  her  flowing  tail  fhe  friflcs  her  train. 
The  mare  was  finifh'd  in  her  ioice  and  look, 
And  a  new  name  from  the  new  figure  took. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  BATTIIS  TO 
A  TOUCHSTONE. 

Sore  wept  the  centaur,  and  to  Phoebus  pray'd; 
But  how  could  Phcebus  give  the  centaur  aid  ? 
Degraded  of  his  power  by  angry  Jove, 
In  tlis  then  a  herd  of  beeves  he  drove; 
And  wielded  in  his  hand  a  ftaff  of  oak, 
And  o'er  his  fhouldeis  threw  the  ftiepherd's  cloak  j 
On  fcven  compa<S;ed  reeds  he  us'd  to  play,' 
And  on  his  rural  pipe  to  wafte  the  day. 

As  once,  attentive  to  hi»  pipe,  he  play'd, 
The  crafty  Hermes  from  the  god  convey 'd 
A  drove  that  feparate  from  their  fellows  flray'd. 
The  theft  an  old  infidious  peafant  view'd 
(They  call'd  him  Battus  in  the  neighbourhood)  ; 
Hir'd  by  a  wealthy  Pylian  prince  to  feed 
His  favourite  mares,  and  watch  the  generous  breed. 
The  thievilh  god  fufpefted  him,  and  took 
The  hind  afide,  and  thus  in  whifpers  fpoke  : 
"  Dil'covef  not  the  theft,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
'•  And  take  that  milk-white  heifer  for  thy  fee. 
"  Go,  ftranger,"  cries  the  clown,  "  fecureiy  on, 
"  That  ftone  fhall  fooner  tell  ;">.and  fhow'd  a  ftone. 

The  god  withdrew,  but  flraight  return'd  again. 
In  fpcech  and  habit  like  a  country  fwain  ; 
Ami  cried  out,"  Neighbour, haft  thou  feen  aflray 
"   Of  bullocks  and  of  heifers  pafs  this  way  ? 
"  In  the  recovery  of  my  cattle  join, 
"   A  bullock  and  a  heifer  fhall  be  thine." 
The  peafant   quick  replies,   "   You'll  find  them 

there 
"  In  yon  dark  vale  :"  and  in  the  vale  they  were. 
The  double  bribe  had  his  falfe  heart  beguil'd  ; 
The  god,  fucjcfsful  in  the  trial,  fmil'd  j 


J 
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*<  And  doft  thou  thus  betray  myfelf  to  me  ! 
"  Me  to  mylelf  doft  thou  betray  ?"  fays  he  : 
Then  to  a  Touch-fione  turns  the  faithlefs  fpy, 
And  in  his  name  records  his  infamy. 


THE  STORY  OF  AGLAUR05,  TRANS- 
FORMED INTO  A  STATUE. 

This  done,  the  god  flew  up  on  high,  and  pafs'd 
O'er  lofty  Athens,  by  Minerva  grac'd, 
And  wide  Munichia,  whilft  his  eyes  furvey 
All  the  vaft  region  that  beneath  him  lay.  ^ 

'Twas  now  the  feaft,  when  each  Athenian  maid 
Her  yearly  homage  to  Minerva  paid  ; 
In  canlflerF,  with  garlands  cover'd  o'er. 
High  on  their  heads  their  myftic  gifts  they  bore ; 
And  now,  returning  in  a  folemn  train, 
The  troop  of  Ihining  virgins  fill'd  the  plain. 

The  god  well-pleas'd  beheld  the  pompous  (how, 
And  faw  the  bright  proceffion  pafs  below ; 
Then  veer'd  about,  and  took  a  wheeling  flight, 
And  hover'd  o'er  them ;  as  the  fpreading  kite. 
That  fmells  the  flaughtet'd  vidims  from    on"^ 

Flies  at  a  diftance,  if  the  priefts  arc  nigh,  I 

And  fails  around,  and  keeps  it  in  her  eye  :  J 

So  kept  the  god  the  virgin  choir  in  view. 
And  in  flow  winding  circles  round  them  flew. 

As  Lucifer  excels  the  meaneft  ftar, 
Gr,  as  the  full  orb'd  Phoebe  Lucifer; 
So  much  did  Hcrse  all  the  reft  outvy, 
And  gAve  a  grace  to  the  folemnity, 
Hermes  was  fir'd,  as  in  the  clouds  he  hung  : 
So  the  cold  bullet,  that  with  fury  flung 
From  Balearic  (sngines  mounts  on  high. 
Glows  in  the  whirl,  and  burns  along  the  fky. 
At  length  he  pitch'd  upon  the  ground,  and  fhew'd 
The  form  divine,  the  features  of  a  god. 
He  knew  the  xirtue  o'er  a  female  heart, 
And  yet  he  fti  fves  to  better  them  by  art. 
He  hangs  his  mantle  loofe,  and  fets  to  ihow 
The  golden  edging  on  the  feam  below; 
Adjufts)iis  flowing  curls,  and  in  his  hand 
Waves  with  an  air  the  fleep-procuring  wand  : 
The  glitterinfj  fandals  to  his  feet  applies, 
And  to  each  jieel  the  well-trim'd  pinion  ties. 

His  ornaments  with  niceft  art  difplay'd. 
He  feeks  th'  apartment  of  the  royal  maid. 
The  roof  was  all  with  polifh'd  ivory  lin'd, 
That,  richly  mix'd,  in  clouds  of  tortoife  iliin'd, 
Tliree  rooms  contiguous  in  a  range  were  plac'd  ; 
The  midmoft  by  the  beauteous  Hersc  grac'd ; 
Her  virgin  fifters  lodg'd  f-n  cither  fide. 
Aglauros  firft  th'  approaching  god  defcry'd. 
And,  as  he  crofs'd  her  chamber,  alk'd  his  name, 
iind  what  his  hufinefs  was,  and  whence  he  came. 
•'  I  come,"  reply'd  the  god,  "  from  heaven  to  woo 
**  Your  fifter,  and  to  make  an  aunt  of  you  ; 
**  I  am  the  fon  and  mefTenger  of  Jove, 
"  My  name  is  Mercury,  my  biifinei's  love  ; 
''  Do  you,  kind  damfel,  take  a  lover's  part, 
•*  And  gain  admittance  to  yonr  fjftcr's  heart." 


She  ftar'd  him  in  the  face  with  looks  dtnaE'd, 
As  when  {he  on  Minerva's  fecret  gaz'd, 
And  afks  a  mighty  treafure  for  her  hire. 
And  till  he  brings  it,  makes  the  gods  retire. 
Minerva  griev'd  to  fee  the  nymph  fucceed  ; 
And  now  remembering  the  late  impious  deed. 
When,  difobedient  to  her  ftri<5l  command, 
Sp  touch'd  the  cheft  with  an  unhallow'd  hand ; 
In  big  fwoln  fighs  her  inward  Cghs  exprefs'd, 
That  heav'd  the  rifing  ^gis  on  her  breaft ; 
Then  fought  out  envy  in  her  dark  abode, 
Defil'd  with  ropy  gore  and  clots  of  blood  : 
Shut  from  the  winds,  and  from  the  wholefome  Ikiesy 
In  a  deep  vale  the  gloomy  dungeon  lies, 
Difmal  and  cold,  where  not  a  beam  of  light 
Invades  the  winter,  or  difturbs  the  night. 

Dlre6lly  to  the  cave  her  courfe  fhe  fteer'd  ; 
Againft  the  gates  her  martial  lance  Ihe  rear'd ; 
The  gates  flew  open,  and  the  fiend  appear'd. 
A  poifonous  morfe!  in  her  teeth  fhe  chew'd. 
And  gorg'd  the  fiefii  of  vipers  for  her  food. 
Minerva,  loathing,  torn'd  away  her  eye; 
The  hideous  monfter,  rifing  heavily, 
Came  ftalking  forward  with  a  fuUen  pace, 
And  left  her  mangled  ofifals  on  the  place. 
Soon  as  fte  faw  the  goddefs  gay  and  bright, 
She  fetch'd  a  groan  at  fuch  a  cheerful  fight. 
Livid  and  meagre  were  her  looks,  her  eye 
In  foul  diftortcd  glances  turn'd  awry  ; 
A  hoard  of  gall  her  inward  parts  pofl'efs'd. 
And  fpread  a  greennefs  o'er  her  canker'd  breaft  ; 
Her  teeth  were  brown  with  ruft ;  and  from  her 

tongue, 
In  dangling  drops,  the  ftrin=ry  poifon  hung. 
She  never  fmiles  but  when  the  wretched  weep. 
Nor  lulls  her  malice  with  a  moment's  fieep. 
Reftlefs  in  fpite  :  while,  watchful  to  deftroy, 
She  pines  with  fickneft  at  another's  joy; 
Foe  to  herfelf,  diftrefiing  and  diftreft. 
She  bears  her  own  tormentor  in  her  breaft. 
The  goddefs  gave  (for  lac  abhorr'd  her  fight) 
A  fhort  command  :  "  To  Athens  fpeed  thy  flights 
"  On  curft  Aglauros  try  thy  utmoft  art, 
"  And  fix  thy  rankeft  venoms  in  her  heart." 
This  faid,  her  fpear  flie  pufn'd  againA  the  grrund,. 
And,  mounting  from  it  with  an  aiStive  bound, 
Flew  off  to  heaven  ;  The  hag  with  eyes  alkew 
Look'd  up,  and  muttcr'd  curfes  as  file  flew  : 
For  fore  fhe  fretted,  and  began  to  giieve 
At  the  fuccefs  which  fiie  herfelf  muft  give. 
Then  take*  her  ftaff,  hung  round  with  wreaths  of 

thorn. 
And  fails  aiong,  in  a  black  whirlwind  born. 
O'er   fields   and  flowery   meadows :    where    flis 

fleers 
Her  baneful  courfe,  a  mighty  blaft  appears. 
Mildews  and  blights ;  the  meadows  arc  defac'd, 
The  fields,  the  flovrers,  and  the  whole  year,  laid 

waftc  : 
On  mortals  next,  ard  peopled  towns  (he  falls. 
And  breathes  a  bnrniirg  plague  among  their  vvallj. 

When  Athens  (he  behtl'.l,  for  arts  renown'd, 
With  peace  made  happy,  and  with  plenty  rcown'd, 
Scirce  could  the  hideous  fiend  from  teais  forbear, 
To  iiud  out  nothing  thftt  deferv'da  teir. 


Htm 
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Th*  apartment  ncAv  flie  enter'd,  where  at  reft 
Vlglauros  lay,  with  gentle  fleep  oppreft. 
To  execute  Minerva's  dire  command, 
She  ftrok'd  the  virgin  with  her  canker'd  hand, 
Then  prickly  thorns  into  her  breaft  convey'd, 
That  flung  to  madnefs  the  devoted  maid  : 
Her  fubtle  venom  ftill  improves  the  imart, 
Frets  in  the  blood,  and  fefters  in  the  heart. 

To  make  the  work  more  fure,  a  fcene  flie  drew, 
And  plac'd  before  the  dreaming  virgin's  view 
Her  fifter's  marriage,  and  her  glorious  fate; 
Th'  imaginary  bride  appears  in  ftate ; 
The  bridegroom  with  unwonted  beauty  glows; 
For  envy  magnifies  whate'er  ihe  fliows. 

full  of  the  ciream,  Aglauros  pin'd  away 
In  tears  all  night,  in  darknefs  all  the  day; 
Confum'd  like  ice,  that  juft  begins  to  jun, 
When  feebly  fmitten  by  the  diftant  fun  ; 
Or  like  unwholtfome  weeds,  that  fet  on  fire 
Are  flowly  wafled,  and  in  fmoke  expire. 
Given  up  to  envy  (for  in  every  thought 
The  thorns,  the  venom,  and  the  vifion  wrought) 
Oft  did  Ihe  call  on  death,  as  oft  decreed, 
Rather  than  fee  her  filter's  wifli  fucceed, 
To  te!!  her  awful  father  what  had  part  : 
At  length  before  the  door  herfelf  fhe  caft ; 
And,  fitting  on  the  ground  with  fiillen  pride, 
A  pafTage  to  the  love-fickgod  deny'd. 
The  god  carefs'd,  and  for  admifTion  pray'd, 
And  footh'd  in  fofteft  words  th'  envenom Vi  maid. 
In  vain  he  footh'd;  "  Be  gene!"  the  maid  re- 
plies, 
"  Or  here  I  keep  my  feat,  and  never  rife." 
"  Then  keep  thy  feat  for  ever,"  cries  the  god, 
And  touch'd  the  door,  wide  opening  to  his  rod. 
Fain  would  fiie  rife,  and  flop  him.  but  fne  found 
Her  trunk  too  heavy  to  forlake  the  ground ; 
Her  joints  are  all  benumb'd,  hf  r  hands  are  pale. 
And  marble  now  appears  In  every  nail. 
As  when  a  cancer  in  the  body  feeds, 
And  gradual  death  from  limb  to  limb  proceeds  ; 
So  dees  the  chillnefs  to  each  vital  part 
Spread  by  degrees,  and  creep-;  into  her  heart ; 
'i'ill  hardening  every  wiiere,  and  fpeechlcfs grown, 
She  iitsunmov'd,  and  freezes  to  a  flonc 
But  flill  her  envious  hue  and  fullen  mien 
Axe  m  the  fcdtntary  figure  feen. 


EUROPA'S    RAPE. 

When  now  the  god  his  fury  had  allay'd. 
And  taken  vengeance  of  the  ilubborn  maid, 
From  where  the  bright  Athenian  turrets  rife 
He  mounts  aloft,  and  realcencs  the  fkiis. 
Jove  faw  him  enter  the  fublimc  abodes, 
And,  as  he  mix'd  among  the  crowd  of  gods, 
Bcckon'd  him  out,  and  drew  him  from  tlic  refl. 
And  in  folt  whifpers  thus  his  will  expieft : 

"   My  trufiy  Hcimes,  by  whofc  ready  aid 
"  Thy  Sire's  commands  are  through   the  world 

"  convey'd, 
*'  Rcfume  thy  wings,  exert  their  it  .  of!  force, 
•*'  And  to  the  wallj  yf  Sidon  Jpcxd  thy  ccurfe; 


"  There  find  a  herd  of  heifers  wandering  o'fer 
"  The  neighbouring  hill,  and  drive  them  to  the 
"  lliore." 
Thus  fpoke  the  god,  concealing  his  intent. 
The  trufiy  Hermes  on  his  meflage  went. 
And  found  the  herd  of  heifers  wandering  o'er 
A    neighbouring  hill,   and   drove   them    to  the 

fliore ; 
Where  the  king's  daughter  with  a  lovely  train 
Of  fellow-nymphs,  was  fporting  on  the  plain. 

The  dignity  of  empire  laid  afide 
(For  love  but  ill  agrees  with  kingly  pride)  ; 
The  ruler  of  the  fkies,  the  thundering  god, 
Who  fliakes  the  world's  foundations  with  a  nod. 
Among  a  herd  of  lowing  heifers  ran, 
Fiilk'd  in  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  o'er  the  plain. 
Large  rolls  of  fat  about  his  flaoulders  clung. 
And  from  his  neck  the  double  dewlap  hung. 
His  ficin  was  whiter  than  the  fnow  thnr  lies 
UnfuUy'd  by  the  breath  of  fouthern  fkies; 
Small  fhining  horns  on  his  curl'd  forehead  flandp 
As  turn'd  and  polifli'd  by  the  workman's  hand; 
His  eye-balls  roll'd,  not  formidably  bright, 
But  gaz'd  and  languilhd  with  a  gentle  light. 
His  every  look  was  peaceful,  and  eiprcfl 
The  foftnefs  of  the  lover  in  the  bead:. 

Agenor's  royal  daughter,  as  fhe  play'd 
Among  the  fields  the  milk  white  lull  furvey'd. 
And  view'd  his  fpotlefs  body  with  (ielight. 
And  at  a  diflance  kept  him  in  her  fight. 
At  length  ihe  pluck'd  the  rifing  flowers,  and  fed 
The  gentle  beafl,  and  fondly  ftrok'd  his  head. 
He  flood  well  pleas'd  to  touch  the  charming  fair. 
But  hardly  could  confine  his  pleafure  there. 
And  now  he  wantcins  o'er  the  neighbouring  flrand. 
Now  rolls  his  body  on  the  yellow  fand  ; 
And  now,  perceiving  all  her  fears  decay'd, 
Ci-mes  tofling  forward  to  the  royal  maid; 
Gives  her  his  bread  to  flroke,  and   downward 

tuins 
His  grilly  brow,  and  gently  floopi  his  horns. 
In  flowery  wreaths  the  royal  virgin  drefl 
His  bendmg  horns,  and  kindly  claj)C  his  breafl. 
'I  ill  now  grown  wanton,  and  devoid  of  fear. 
Nut  knowing  that  he  pred  the  thui  derer, 
She  plac'd  htrfelf  upon  his  back,  and  rode 
O'er  fields  and  meadows,  feated  on  the  god. 

He  gently  march'd  along,  and  by  degrees 
Left  the  dry  meadow,  and  approach'tl  the  feas ; 
Where  now  he  dips  his  hoofs,  and  wUs  his  thighsj, 
Now  plimges  in,  and  carries  off  the  piize. 
'fhe  frighted  nymph  looks  backward  on  the  fliore. 
And  hears  the  tumbling  billows  round  her  roar; 
But  flill  fhe  holds  him  fafl  :   one  hand  is  borne 
Upon  his  back;  the  other  grafpsahorn  : 
Her  train  of  ruffling  garment  flies  behind. 
Swells  in  the  air,  and  hovers  in  the  wind. 

Through  florms  and  tempefls  he  the  virgin bot^, 
And  lands  her  fafe  on  the  Didcan  fhore; 
VA'here  now,  in  liis  divinefl  form  array'd. 
In  his  true  fhape  he  caj  tivatts  the  maid  : 
Who  gazes  on  him,  and  with  wondering  eyce 
Beholds  the  new  mivjeflic  figure  rife. 
His  glowing  features,  and  celeflial  light, 
And  all  the  God  difcovct'd  to  her  ligh.c. 
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BOOK     III. 


THE  STORY  OF  CADMUS. 

When  now  Agenor  hnd  his  daughter  loft, 
He  fent  his  foil  to  fearch  oil  every  coaft  ; 
And  llernly  bid  him  to  his  arms  rcftore 
The  darling  maid,  or  fee  his  face  no  more. 
But  live  an  exile  in  a  foreign  clime  ; 
Thus  was  the  fathtr  pious  to  a  crime. 

The  refllefs  youth  learch'd  all  the  world  around : 
But  how  can  Jove  in  his  amours  be  found  ? 
When,  tir'd  at  length  with  ufilucc^fsful  toil, 
To  fliun  his  angry  fitc  and  native  foil, 
He  goes  a  fuppliant  to  the  Delphic  dome; 
There  alks  the  g«d  what  new-appoiirted  home* 
Should  end  his  wanderings,  and  his  toils  relieve. 
The  Delphic  oracles  this  anfwer  give  : 

"  Behold  among  the  fields  a  lonely  cow, 
"  Unworn  with  yokes,  unbroken  to  the  plough; 
"  Mark  well  the  place  v/here  firft  flie  lays  her 
"  down,  [town, 

"  There  meafure  out  thy  walls,    and  build  thy 
"  And  from  thy  guide  Bceotia  call  the  land, 
*'  In   which  the   deftin'd  walls   and   town  fliall 
"  Hand." 

No  fooner  had  he  left  the  dark  abode, 
Big  with  the  promife  of  the  Delphic  god. 
When  in  the  fields  the  fatal  cow  be  view'd,       ') 
Nor  gall'd  with  yokes,  nor  worn  with  fcivi-/ 
tude ;  r 

Her  gen'ly  at  a  diftance  he  purfu'd  ;  j 

And,  as  he  walk'd  aloof,  in  filencc  pray'd 
To  the  great  power  whofe  counfels  he  ohey'd. 
Her  way  through  flowery  Pariope  Ihc  took, 
And  now,  Cephifus,  crols  the  filver  brook  ; 
When  to  the  heavens  her  fpaclous  front  Oie  rais'd. 
And  bell'iw'd  thrice,  then  backward  turning  gaz'd 
Ou  rl^iofe  behind,  till  on  the  dcltin'd  place 
Sh.e  (loop'd,  and  couch'd  amid  the  rifing  grafs. 

Cadn-.us  faltires  the  foil,  and  gladly  hails 
The  nev^-faund  mouutains,and  the  nameleis  vales, 
And  thanks  the  gods,  and  turns  about  his  eye 
"Toiee  his  new  dominions  round  him  lie  : 
Then  feuds  his  fctvants  to  a  neighbouring  grove 
For  iivin^-  dreams,  a  facvilice  to  Juve. 
O'er  the  wide  plain  there  r<fe  a  llmdy  wood 
Of  aged  trees ;  in  its  dark  bofom  Hood 
A  bufliy  thitkct,  patnlcis  and  unworn, 
O'er-iun  with  brambiei,  and  perplcx'd  with  thorn. 
Aniidft  the  brake  a  holiow  den  was  found, 
With  rocks  and  fnelving  ardies  vaulted  round. 

Deep  in  the  dfeary  dca,  conceal'd  from  day, 
Sacred  to  Mars,  a  mighty  dragon  lay. 
Bloated  w.tli  podon  to  a  monlirous  lize; 
Fire  broke  in  fliihes  when  Jie  gianc'd  his  eyes  : 
His  towering  crv;!l  was  glorious  to  behold, 
His  ihoulders  and  his  fides  were  fcal'^i  >\ith  gold  ; 
Three  tongues  he  brandifh'd  wheu  he  cl^rg'd 

his  foes : 
His  tetvh  [bod  jiggy  in  three  dreadful  rows. 


The  Tyrian*  in  the  den  (cit  watsr  foUght, 
And  with  their  urns  exjilor'd  the  hollow  vault ; 
From  fide  to  fide  their  empty  urns  rebound. 
And  roufc  the  fieepy  ferpent  with  the  found. 
Straight  he  bellirs  him,  and  is  feen  to  rife  ;        -n 
And  now  widi  dreadful  hiflings  fills  the  fkies,     / 
And  darts  his  forky  tongue,  and  rolls  his  glar- ( 
ing  eyes.  ^ 

Tl>e  Tyrians  drop  their  veffels  in  the  fright, 
All  pale  and  trembling  at  the  hideous  light. 
Spire  above  fpire  upreard  in  air  he  flood, 
And,  gazing  round  him,  evcrlook'd  the  wood  : 
Then  floating  on  the  ground,  in  circles  roll'd  ; 
Then  leap'd  upon  them  in  a  mighty  fold. 
Of  fuch  a  bulk,  and  fuch  a  monftrous  fize,         T 
The  ferpent  in  the  polar  circle  lies.  V 

That  ftretches  over  half  the  northern  Ikies.         *) 
In  vain  the  Tyrians  on  their  arms  rely. 
In  vain  attempt  to  fight,  in  vain  to  fly  : 
All  their  ender.vours  and  their  hopes  are  vain  ; 
Some  die  entangled  in  the  winding  train  ; 
Some  are  devour'd ;   or  feel  a  ioathfome  death, 
Swoln  up  with  blafts  of  peftilential  breath. 

And  now  the  fcorching  fun  was  mounted  high 
In  all  its  luftre  to  the  noon-day  fky  ; 
When,  anxious  for   his  friends,  and  fiU'd   with 

cares, 
To  fearch  the  woods  th'  impatient  chief  prepares, 
A  lion's  hide  around  his  loins  he  wore. 
The  wellpeis'd  javelin  to  the  field  he  bore 
Inur'd  to  blood;  the  far-deftroying  dart. 
And,  the  bed  weapon,  an  undaunted  heart. 
Soon  as  the  youth  approach'd  the  fatal  piace, 
He  faw  his  fervants  breathlefs  on  the  grafs ; 
The  fcaly  foe  amid  their  corpfe  he  view'd. 
Balking  at  eafe,  and  feafting  in, their  blood. 
"  Such   friends,"   he  cries,  "  deferv'd   a  lono-er 

"  date  : 
"  But  Cadmus  will  revenge,  or  fliare  their  fate." 
Then  heav'd  a  ftone,  and  rifing  to  the  throw, 
He  fent  it  in  a  whirlwind  at  the  foe  r 
A  tower,  afl"aulted  by  lo  rude  a  ftroke. 
With  all  its  lofty  battlements  had  fliook  ; 
But  nothing  here  th'  unwieldy  rock  avails. 
Rebounded  harmlefs  from  the  plaited  leaks, 
Tha%  firmly  jojn'd,  pref'erv'd  him  from  a  wouhJ 
With  native  armour  crufted  all  arcinnd. 
Wirh  more  fuccefs  the  dart  unerring  flew. 
Which  at  his  back  the  raging  warrior  threw; 
Amid  the  plaited  fcales  it  took  its  courfe, 
Ai;d  in  the  (pinal  marrovv  fpe.Tt  its  force. 
The  monftcr  hilX'd  aloud,  andrag'd  in  vain 
And  writh'd  his  body  to  ana  fro  with  pain  ; 
!  And  oit  the  fpear,  and  wrench'd  the  wood  awar: 
The  point  ftill  buried  in  the  marrow  lay. 
And  now  his  rage,  mcreafing  with  his  pain. 
Reddens  his  eyes,  and  beats  in  every  vein  ; 
Churn'd  in  his  teeth  the  foamy  veoom  rofe, 
Whilft  from  his  mouth  a  blaft  of  vapours  flows, 
Such  as  th'  infernal  Stygian  waters  caft : 
The  plants  around  him  wither  iii  the  blaft. 
Now  in  a  maze  of  rings  he  lies  enroll'd. 
Now  al!  unravel'n,  and  without  a  fold; 
Now,  like  a  torrent,  with  a  mighty  ''orce 
Bsare  dcy^'a  the  forefc  ia  his  boifbrc-.is  courfe. 
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Cadmus  g">ve  tack,  an<J  on  the  lion's  fpoil 
Suftaia'd  the  fiiock,  then  forc'd  him  to  recoil ; 
The  pointed  javelin  warded  off  his  rage  : 
Mad  wirh  his  pains,  and  furious  to  engagre, 
The  ferpent  champs  the  fteel,  and  hites  the  fpear, 
Till  blood  and  venom  all  the  point  befmear. 
But  ftill  the  hurt  he  yet  receiv'd  was  flight ; 
For,  whilft  the  champion  with  redoubled  might 
Strikes  home  the  javeliu,  his  retiring  foe 
Shrinks  from  the  wound,  and  difappoints  the  blow. 

The  danntlcfs  hero  ftill  purfues  his  ftrcke. 
And  prefles  forward,  till  a  knotty  oak 
Retards  his  foe,  a.'.d  ftops  him  in  the  rear; 
Full  in  his  throat  he  plung'd  the  fatal  fpear, 
Thut  in  th'  extended  neck  a  paflagc  found, 
And  pierc'd  the  folid  timber  through  the  wound. 
Fix'd  to  the  reeling  trunk,  with  many  a  ftroke 
Of  hh  huge  tail,  he  lafhd  the  fturdy  oak; 
Till,   fpent   with   toil,    and  labouring  hard  for 

breath, 
He  now  lay  twifting  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

Cadmus  beheld  him  wallow  in  a  florvd 
Of  fwimming  poifon,  intermix'd  with  blond  ; 
When  fuddenly  a  fpeech  was  heard  from  high, 
(The  fpeech  was  heard,  nor  was  the  fpeaker  nigh) 
"  Why  doft  thou  thus  with  fecret  pleafure  fee. 
"  Infulting  man  !  what  thou  thyfelf  flialt  be  I" 
Aftonifli'd  at  the  voice,  he  flood  amaz'd. 
And  all  around  with  inward  horror  gaz'd  : 
When  PalUs  fwiftdefcending  from  the  flcies, 
Pallas,  the  guardian  of  the  bold  and  wife, 
Bids  him  plow  up  the  field,  and  fcatter  round 
The  dragon's  teah  o'er  all  the  furrow'd  ground  ; 
Then  tells  the  youth  how  to  his  wondering  eyes 
Embattled  armies  from  the  field  fhonld  rife. 

He  fows  the  teeth  at  P^i.lla^'s  command. 
And  flings  the  future  people  from  his  hand. 
The  clods  grow  warm,  and  tremble  where  he  fows : 
And  now  the  pointed  fpears  advance  in  rows: 
Now  nodding  plumes  appear,  and  fliining  crefts, 
Now  the  broad  fliouldtts  and  the  rifing  breafts  : 
O'er  all  the  field  the  breathing  harvcft  fwarnis, 
A  growing  hoft,  a  crcp  of  men  and  arms. 

So  through  the  parting  ftage  a  figure  rears 
Its  body  up,  and  limb  by  limb  appears 
By  juft  degrees ;  till  all  the  man  arife. 
And  in  his  full  proportion  ftrikes  the  eyes. 

Cadmus,  furpris'd,  and  ftartled  at  the  fight 
Of  his  new  foes,  prepar'd  himfelf  for  fight : 
When  one  cry'd  out,"  Forbear,  fond  man, forbear 
'♦  To  mingle  in  a  blind  promifcuous  war." 
Thisfaid,  he  ftruck  his  brother  to  the  ground, 
Himfelf  tspiring  by  another's  wound  ; 
Nor  did  the  third  his  conqueft  long  furvive, 
Dying  ere  fcarce  he  had  begun  to  live. 
,    The  dire  example  ran  through  all  the  field, 
Till  heaps  of  brothers  were  by  brothers  kill'd; 
The  furrows  fwam  in  blood  ;  and  only  five 
Of  all  the  vaft  increafe  were  left  alive. 
Echion  one,  at  I'jllas's  command, 
I^et  fall  the  gniltlcfs  weapon  from  his  hand  ; 
And  with  the  reft  a  peaceful  treaty  makes, 
Whom  Cadmus  as  his  friends  and  partners  takes ; 
So  founds  a  city  en  the  promis'd  earth, 
And  gives  his  new  £<eotuui  empire  birth. 


Here  Cadmus  reign' J;  and  now  one  would  have 
guefs'd 
The  royal  founder  in  his  exile  bleft  : 
Long  did  he  live  within  his  new  abodes, 
Ally'd  by  marriage  to  the  deathlefs  gods  }      . 
And,  in  a  fruitful  wife's  embraces  old, 
A  long  increafe  of  children's  children  told  : 
But  no  frail  man,  however  great  or  high. 
Can  be  concluded  bleft  before  he  die. 

AtSseon  was  the  firft  of  all  his  race, 
Who  griev'd  his  grandfire  in  his  borrow'd  face ; 
Condemn'd  by  ftern  Diana  to  bemoan 
The  branching  horns,  and  vifage  not  his  own  ; 
To  fhun  his  once-lov'd  dogs,  to  bound  away, 
And  from  their  huntfman  to  become  their  prey. 
And  yet  confider  why  the  change  was  wrought. 
You'll  find  it  Ims  misfortune,  not  his  fault; 
Or  if  a  fault,  it  was  the  fa'.)lt  of  chance  : 
For  how  can  guilt  proceed  from  ignorance  ? 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  ACT.«ON 
INTO  A  STAG. 

In  a  fair  chace  a  (hady  mountain  flood, 

Well  ftor'd  with  game,  and  raark'd  with  trails  of 

blood. 
Here  did  the  huntfmen  till  the  heat  of  day 
Purfue  the  flag,  and  load  themfelves  with  prey ; 
When  thus  Adason  calling  to  the  reft  : 
"  My  friends"  fays  he,  "  our  fport  15  at  the  hcS. 
"  The  fun  is  high  sdvanc'd,  and  dowtrward  ftied^, 
"    His  burning  beams  dire<5lly  on  our  heads ; 
"  Then  by  confent  abftain  from  further  fpoils, 
"   Call  off  the  dogp,  and  gather  up  the  toils ; 
"  And  ere  to  morrow's  fun  begins  his  ract, 
"  Take  the  cool  morning  to  renew  the  chace." 
They  all  cunfent,  and  in  a  cheerful  train  ~y 

The  jolly  huntfmen,  loaden  with  the  flain,  ^ 

Return  in  triimiph  from  the  fultry  plain,  J 

Down  in  a  vale  with  wine  and  cyprefs  clad, 
Refrefh'd  with  gentle  winds,  and  brown  with  ftiaJe, 
The  chafte  Diana's  priva'e  haunt,  there  ftood 
Full  in  the  centre  of  the  darkfonie  wood 
A  fpacious  grotto,  all  around  o'er-grown 
With  hoary  mofs,  and  arch'd  with  pvmice  ftone  : 
From  out  its  rocky  clefts  the  waters  flow, 
And  tricklirg  fwell  into  a  lake  below. 
Nature  had  every  where  fo  play'd  iier  part, 
That  every  where  fhe  feem'd  to  vie  with  art. 
Here  the  bright  goddefs,  toil'd  and  chaf'd  with 

heat, 
Was  wont  to  bathe  her  in  the  cool  retreat. 

Here  did  fhe  now  with  a'l  her  train  ref-rt. 
Panting  with  heat,  and  breathkfs  from  the  fport ; 
Her  armour-bearer  laid  her  bow  afide, 
Some  looi'd  her  fandals,  f'.me  hrr  veil  unfy'd ; 
Each  bufy  ny->iph  her  proper  part  undreft  ; 
While  Crocdle,  more  handy  thun  the  reft, 
Gather'd  her  flowing  hair,  and  in  a  noofe 
Bound  it  together,  whilft  her  own  hung  loofc. 
Five  of  the  more  ignoble  fort  by  turns 
Fetch  up  the  water,  ar.d  unlade  thc!r  uras. 
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Now  all  undreft  the  fliininp  goddefs  flood. 
When  young  Acftaeon,  wilder'd  in  the  wood, 
To  the  cool  grot  by  his  hard  fate  betray'd, 
The  fountains  fill'd  with  naked  nymphs  furvcy'd, 
The  frighted  virgins  fliriek'd  at  the  furprife 
(The  foreft  echo'd  with  their  piercing  cries). 
Then  in  a  huddle  round  their  goddefs  preft  : 
She,  proudly  eminent  above  the  reft, 
With  bluflies  glow'd  ;  fuch  bluflies  as  adorn 
The  ruddy  welkin,  or  the  purple  morn  : 
And  though  the  crowdiug  nymphs  her  body  hide, 
Half  backward  (hrunk,  and  view'd  him  from  afide. 
Surpris'd,  at  firft  fhe  would  have  fnatch'd  her  bow, 
But  fees  the  circling  waters  round  her  flow  ; 
Thefe  in  the  hollow  of  her  hand  fhe  took, 
And  dafli'd  them  in  his  face,  while  thus  flie  fpoke  : 
"  Tell,  if  thou  canft,  the  wondroue  fight  difclob'd ; 
"  A  goddefs  naked  to  thy  view  expos'd." 

This  faid,  the  man  begun  to  difappear 
By  flow  degrees,  and  ended  in  a  deer. 
A  rifmg  horn  on  either  brow  he  wears, 
And  ftretches  out  his  neck,  and  pricks  his  ears  ; 
Rough  is  his  flcin,  with  fudden  hairs  o'er-grown, 
His  bofom  pants  with  fears  before  unknown. 
Transform'd  at  length,  he  flies  away  in  hafte, 
And  wonders  why  he  flies  away  fo  faft. 
But  as  by  chance,  within  a  neighbouring  brook, 
He  faw  his  branching  horns  and  alter'd  look. 
Wretched  Aclason  !  in  a  doleful  tone 
He  try'd  to  fpeak,  but  only  gave  a  groan  ; 
And  as  he  wept,  within  the  watery  glafs  "> 

He  faw  the  big  round  drops,  with  filent  pace,     > 
Run  trickling  down  a  favage  hairy  face.  j 

What  fliould  he  do  ?  Or  feek  his  old  abodes, 
Or  herd  among  tlie  deer,  and  fculk  in  woods  ? 
Here  (hame  difluades  him,  there  his  fear  prevails. 
And  each  by  turns  his  aching  heart  aflails. 

As  he  thus  ponders,  he  behind  him  Ipies 
Jiis  ripening  hounds,  and  now  he  hears,  their  cries ; 
A  generous  pack,  or  to  maintain  the  chace. 
Or  fnuff"  the  vapour  from  the  fcented  grafs. 

He  bounded  oiFwith  fear,  and  fwiftly  ran 
O'er  craggy  mountains,  and  the  flowery  plain; 
Through  brakes  and  thickets  furc'd  his  way  and 

flew 
Through  many  a  ring,  where  once  he  did  purfue. 
In  vain  he  oft  endeavour'd  to  proclaim 
His  new  misfortune,  and  to  tell  his  name ; 
Nor  voice  nor  words  the  brutal  tongue  fuppliesO 
From  fhoutiiig  men,  and  horns,  and  dogs,  he  flies,  f 
Deafen'd  and  ftunn'd  with  their  promifcuousr 
cries.  J 

When  now  the  fleeteft  of  the  pack,  that  preft 
Clofe  at  his  heels,  and  fprung  before  the  refl. 
Had  faften'd  on  him,  ftiaight  another  pair 
Hung  on  his  wounded  haunch,  and  held  him  there, 
Till  all  the  pack  came  up,  and  every  hound         "J 
Tore  the  fad  huntfman  grovelling  on  the  ground,  > 
Who  now  appear'd  but  one  continued  wound,    j 
With  dropping  tears  his  bitter  fate  he  moans. 
And  fill?  the  mountain  with  his  dying  groans. 
His  fervants  with  a  piteous  look  he  fpies. 
And  turns  about  his  fupplicating  eyes. 
His  fervants,  ignorant  of  what  had  chanc'd. 
With  eager  hafte  and  joyful  ihouts  advanc'd, 
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And  call'd  their  lord  Adaon  to  the  game; 
He  fliook  his  head  in  anfwer  to  the  name  ; 
He  heard,  but  wifli'd  he  had  indeed  been  gone. 
Or  only  to  have  flood  a  look?r-on. 
But,  to  his  grief,  he  finds  himfelf  tr.o  near. 
And  feels  his  ravenous  dogs  with  fury  tear 
Their  wretched  mafter  panting  in  a  deer. 


The  BIRTH  OF  BACCHUS. 

Action's  fufFerings,  and  Diana's  rage, 
'Jid  all  the  th>.ughts  of  men  and  gods  engage  ; 
Some  call'd  the  evils,  which  Diana  wrought. 
Too  great,  and  difproportion'd  to  the  fault ; 
Others  again  efteem'd  AftiSon's  woes 
Fit  for  a  virgin  goddefs  to  impofe. 
The  hearers  into  different  parts  divide. 
And  reafons  are  produc'd  on  either  fide. 

Juno  alone,  of  all  that  heard  the  news. 
Nor  would  condemn  the  goddefs,  nor  excufe  * 
She  heeded  not  the  juftice  of  the  deed,   • 
But  joy'd  to  fee  the  race  of  Cadmus  bleed  ; 
For  ftill  flie  kept  Europa  in  her  mind. 
And,  for  her  fake,  detefled  all  her  kind. 
Befides,  to  aggravate  her  hate,  flie  heard  ■ 
How  Semele,  to  Jove's  embrace  preferr'd. 
Was  now  grown  big  with  an  immortal  load, 
And  carry'd  in  her  womb  a  future  god. 
Thus  terribly  incens'd,  the  goddefs  broke 
To  fudden  fury,  and  abruptly  fpoke  : 

"  Are  my  reproaches  of  fo  fmall  a  force  I 
"  '  Pis  time  I  then  purfue  another  courfe  : 
"  It  is  decreed  the  guilty  wretch  fliall  die, 
"  If  I'm  indeed  ct^  miftrefs  of  the  flcy  ; 
"  If  rightly  flyl'd  among  the  powers  above 
"  The  wife  and  fifter  of  the  thundering  Jove 
"  (And  none  can  fure  a  fifter's  right  deny) ; 
"   It  is  decreed  the  guilty  wretch  fliall  die. 
"  She  boafts  an  honour  I  can  hardly  claim  ; 
"  Pregnant  fhe  rifes  to  a  mother's  name ; 
"  While  proud  and  vain  fhe  triumphs  in  her  Jove^ 
"  And  fhows  the  glorious  tokens  of  his  love  : 
"  But  if  I'm  ftill  the  miftrefs  of  the  flcies, 
"  By  her  own  lover  the  fond  beauty  dies." 
This  faid,  defcending  in  a  yellow  cloud. 
Before  the  gates  of  Semele  fhe  flood. 

Old  Beroe's  decrepit  fhape  fhe  wears. 
Her  wrinkled  vifage,  and  her  hoary  hairs; 
Whilft  in  her  trembling  gait  (he  totters  on, 
And  learns  to  tattle  in  tlie  nurfe's  tone. 
The  goddefs,  thus  difguis'd  in  age,  beguil'd 
With  pleafing  ftories  her  falfe  fofter-child. 
Much  did  flie  talk  of  love,  and  when  flie  cama 
To  mention  to  the  nymph  her  lover's  name, 
Fetching  a  figh,  and  holding  down  her  head, 
"  'Tis  well,"  fays  flie,  "  if  all  be  trire  that's  faid. 
"  But  truft  me,  child,  I'm  much  inclin'd  to  fear 
"  Some  counterfeit  in  this  your  Jupiter. 
"  Many  an  honeft  well  defigning  maid 
"   Has  been  by  thefe  pretended  gods  betray'd. 
"  But  if  he  he  indeed  the  thundering  Jove, 
"  Bid  him,  when  next  he  courts  the  rites  of  lovcj 
O 
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"  Defcend  triumphant  from  th'  ethereal  Iky, 
"  In  all  the  pomp  of  his  divinity  ; 
*'  Enconipafs'd  round  by  thofe  celeftial  charms, 
"  tVith  which  he  fills  th'  immortal  Juno's  arms." 
"  Th'  unwai'y  nymph,  enlnar'd  with  what  fiie 
faid, 

?efit'd  cf  Jove,  when  next  he  fought  her  bed, 
o  grant  a  certain  gift  which  fhe  wonld  choofe  ; 
"   Fenr  not,"  replied  the  god,  "  th^t  I'll  refufe 
"  Whatc'cr  you  aflc  :  may  Styx  confirm  my  voice, 
"  Choofe  V.  hat  you  will,  and  you  fhall  have  your 
"  choice."         "  '[my  arms 

•'  Then,"  fays  the  nytnph,  *•  when  next  you  feek 
•*  May  you  Jefcend  in  thofe  celeflial  charms 
*'  Wjth  which  your  Juno's  bofom  you  irflame, 
"  Aiid    fill    with    tranfport    heaven's    immortal 
"  dame."  [voice  : 

The   god   furpris'd  w  ^uld  fain   have  ftopp'd  her 
But  he  had  fworn,  and  ftie  had  made  her  choice.   ■ 

To  keep  hjs  promife,  he  afcends,  and  flirouds 
His  awful  brow  in  whirlwinds  and  in  clouds;  ■ 
■'Whiirt:  all  around,  in  terrible  array, 
His  thunders  rattle,  and  his  lightnings  play. 
And  yet,  the  dazzling  luftre  to  abate. 
He  fet  not  out  in  all  his  pomp  and  {late, 
Clad  in  the  mildeft  lightning  of  the  fkies, 
Ai>d  arm'd  with  thunde^r  of  the  fmalleft  fize  : 
l^ot  thofe  huge  bolts,  by  which  the  giants  flain 
JLay  overthrown  on  the  Phlegrean  plain. 
'Twas  of  a  leffer  mold,  and  lighter  weight ; 
They  call  i:  thunder  of  a  fecond  rate. 
For  the  rough  Cyclops,  who  by  Jove's  commantj 
Temper'd  the  bolt,  and  turn'd  it  to  his  hand, 
Work'd  up  lefs  flame  and  fury  in  itsmaJce,  , 
^nd  quench'd  it  fooner  in  the  (landing  lake. 
Thus  dreadfully  adorn'd,  with  horror  bright, 
Th'  illuftriousgod.defceriding  f ■  vn  his  height, 
Came  rufhing  on  her  in  a  florm  cf  light- 
The  mortal  dams,  too  feeble  to  engage 
The  lightning's  flaHies  ar»d  the  thunder's  rage, 
Confi.m'd  ainidft  the  glories  flie  defir'd, 
-And  in  the  terrible  embrace  sxpir'd. 

Bvt,  to  prcfeive  his  offspring  from  the  tomb, 
Jov©  toi^k  him  fmokingliom  the  blafted  womb; 
And,  if  on  ancient  talcs  we  may  rely, 
Incios'd  th' abortive  infant  in  his  thigh. 
Here,  when  the  babe  had  all  his  time  fulfiU'd, 
Ino  firfl;  took  him  for  her  fo(ler-chi!d  ;  • 
M'hen  the  Nifcans,  in  their  dark  abode, 
iNurs'J  fecretly,  with  milk,  tlie  thriving  god. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  TIRESIAS. 

"TwAJ  now,  while  thefe  tranfatSions  pafl  on  earth, 
And  Bacchtis  thus  procur'd  a  fecond  birth,      .,  ;;  , 
When  Jove,  difpos'd  to  lay  afide  the  weight 
Of  public  tpipirc,  and  the  cares  of  ftate  ; 
As  to  his  qyeen  in  nedl^ar  bowls  he  quaff'd, 
"  In  troth,"  fays  he,  (and  as  he  fpokehe  laugh'd,) 
»'  Tl'.e  fenfe  of  ^^leafure  in  the  male  is  far    ,       ' 
"  More  dull  and  dead,  than  what  you  females 
"  Ihare." 


Juno  the  truth  of  what  was  fai<i  deny'4 ;  T^ 

Tirt'Cas  therefore  muft  the  caufe  decide';  >■ 

For  he  the  pleafure  of  eacji  fex  had  try'd-  ^ 

It  happen'd  once,  within  a  fhady  wood, 
Two  twilled  fnakes  he  in  conjundlion  view'd ; 
When  wiih  his  ftaff  their  flimy  folds  he  broke. 
And  loft  his  manhood  «t  the  fatal  flroke. 
But,  after  feven  revolving  years,  he  view'd 
The  felf-fame  ferpcnts  in  the  fclf-lamc  wood; 
"  And  if,"  fays  he,  ''  fuch  virtue  in  you  lie,       "^ 
"  That  he  who  dares  your  llimy  folds  untie        F 
"  Mult  change  his  kind,  a  fecond  ilroke  I'lir 

"  fy-."  Jji 

Again  he  ftruckthe  fnakes,  and  flood  again 
New-fex'd,  and  ftraight  recover'd  into  man. 
Him  therefore  both  the  Deities  create 
The  fovereign  umpire  in  their  grand  debate  : 
And  he  declar'd  for  Jove  :  when  Juno,  fir'd, 
More  than  fo  trivial  an  Jjffair  requir'd, 
Depriv'd  him,  in  her  fury,  of  his  fight. 
And  left  him  groping  round  in  fudden  night. 
But  Jove  (for  fo  it  is  in  heaven  decreed, 
That  no  one  god  repeal  another's  deed) 
Irradiates  all  his  foul  with  inward  light. 
And  with  the  prophet's  art  relieves  the  want  of 
fight. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  ECHO. 

Fam'd  far  and  near  for  knowing  things  to  come, 
From    him    th'  inquiring    nations    fought    their 

,     doom ; 
The  fair  Liriope  his  anfwcrs  try'd, 
A'nd  'firft'th'  unerring  prophet  juflify'd  ; 
1  his  nymph  the  god  Cephifus  had  abus'd. 
With  all  his  winding  waters  circumfus'd, 
Andon  the  Nereid  got  a  lovely  boy. 
Whom  the  foft  maids  ev'n  then  beheld  with  joy. 

The  tender  dame,  folicitous  to  know 
Whether  her  child  fliould  reach  old  age  or  no, 
Confiilts  the  fage  Tirefias,  who  replies, 
"   If  e'er  he  knows  himfelf,  he  furely  dies." 
Long-liv'd  the- dubious  mother  in  fufpenfe. 
Till  time  unriddled  all  the  prophet's  fenfe, 

NarcilTus  now  his  fixteenth  year  began, 
Juft  tuni''d  of  boy,  and  on  the  verge  of  man  ; 
A4any  a  friend  the  blooming  youth  carefs'd. 
Many  a  lovefick  maid  her  flame  confefs'd. 
Such  was  his  pride,  in  vain  the  friend  carefs'd. 
The  lovefick  maid  in  vain  her  flame  confefs'd. 

.    Once,  in  the  woods,  as  he  purfu'd  the  chace. 
The  babbling  Echo  had  defcry'd  his  face ; 
She,  who  in  .others'  words  her  filence  breaks. 
Nor  fpeaks  herfclf  but  when  another  fpeaks. 
iicho  was  then  a  maid,  of  fpcech  bereft. 
Of  wonted  fpeech;  for  though  her  voice  was  left, 
Juno  a  curfe  did  on  her  tongue  impofe, 
To  fport  with  every  fentence  in  the  clofe. 
Full  often,  when  the  goddefs  might  have  caught 
Jove  and  her  rivals  in  the  very  fault. 

This  nyniph  with  fubtle  (lories  would  delay 
Her  coming,  till  the  lovt'is  flipr'd  awaj'. 
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The  goddefs  found  oHt  the  deceit  in  time, 

And  then  fhe  cry'd,  "  That  tongue,  for  this  thy 

"  crime, 
"  Which  could  fo  many  fubtle  tales  produce, 
"  Shall  be  hereafter  but  of  little  ufe." 
Hence  'tis  fhe  prattles  in  a  fainter  tone, 
With  mimic  founds,  and  accents  not  her  own. 

This  lovefick  virgin,  over-joy'd  to  find 
The  boy  alone,  flill  follow'd  him  behind  ; 
When  glowing  Whrmly  at  her  near  approach, 
Asfulphur  blazes  at  the  taper's  touch. 
She  long'd  her  hidden  pailion  to  reveal, 
And  tell  her  pains,  but  had  not  words  to  tell : 
She  can't  begin,  but  waits  for  the  rebound. 
To  catch  his  voice,  and  to  return  the  found. 

The  nymph,  when  nothing  could  Narciflus  move, 
Still  dafh'd  with  bluflies  for  her  flighted  love, 
l.iv'd  in  the  fhady  covert  of  the  woods, 
In  folitary  caves  and  dark  abodes  ; 
Where  pining  wander'd  the  rejecfted  fair, 
Till,  harafs'd  out,  and  worn  away  with  care, 
The  founding  fkeleton,  of  blood  bereft, 
Befides  her  bones  and  voice  had  nothing  left. 
Her  bones  are  petrify'd,  her  voice  is  found 
In  vaults,  where  ftill  it  doubles  every  found. 


THE  STORY  OF  NARCISSUS. 

Thus  did  the  nymph  in  vain  carefs  the  boy, 
He  ftill  was  lovely,  but  he  ftill  was  coy: 
When  one  fair  virgin  of  the  flighted  train  "] 

Thus  pray'd  the  gods,  provok'd  by  his  difdain,   / 
"  Oh  may  he  love  like  me,  and  love  like  mc  in  f 
"  vain  !"  J 

Rhamnufia  pity'd  the  neglefted  fair. 
And  with  jtift  vengeance  anfwer'd  to  her  prayer. 

There  ftands  a  fountain  in  a  darkfome  wood. 
Nor  ftain'd  with  falling  leaves  nor  rifing  Hiud ; 
Untroubled  by  the  breath  of  winds  it  refts, 
Unfully'd  by  the  touch  of  men  or  beafts; 
High  bowers  of  fhady  trees  above  it  grow, 
And  rifing  grafs  and  cheerful  greens  below. 
Pleas'd  with  the  form  and  coolnsfs  of  the  place, 
And  over-heated  by  the  morning  chace, 
Narcifl'us  on  the  grafly  verdure  lies : 
But  whilft  within  the  cryftal  fount  he  tries 
To  quench  his  heat,  he  feels  new  heats  arife. 
For,  as  his  own  bright  image  he  furvey'd. 
He  fell  in  love  with  the  fantaftic  fliade; 
And  o'er  the  fair  refcmblance  hung  unmov'd. 
Nor  knew,  fond  youth  !  it  was  himfelf  he  lov'd. 
The  welUturn'd  neck  and  fhoulders  he  defcries. 
The  fpacious  forehead,  and  the  fparkling  eyes; 
The  hands  that  Bacchus  might  not  fcorn  to  fhow. 
And  hair  that  round  Apollo's  head  might  flow. 
With  all  the  purple  youthfulnefs  of  face. 
That  gently  bluflies  in  the  watery  glafs. 
By  his  own  flames  confum'd,  the  lover  lies. 
And  gives  himfelf  the  wound  by  which  he  dies. 
To  the  cold  water  oft  he  joins  his  lips,  -\ 

Oft  catching  at  the  beauteous  fhade  he  dips  i 

His  arms,  as  often  from  himfelf  he  flips.  \ 

Nor  knows  he  who  it  is  his  arms  pujfue 
■With  eager  clafps,  but  loves  he  kaows  uot  v.'bo. 


he-j 

he  I 
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WTiat   could,    fond   youth,    this  helplefs  p"affi()0 

move  ? 
What  kindle  in  thee  this  unpity'd  love  ? 
Thy  own  warm  blufti  within  the  water  glows, 
With  thee  the  colour'd  ihadow  comes  and  goes. 
Its  empty  being  on  thyfelf  relies; 
Step  thou  afide,  and  the  frail  charmer  dies. 
Still   o'er   the   fountain's  wat'ry   gleam 
flood, 
Mindlefs  ot  fleep,  and  negligent  of  food  ; 
Still   view'd    his   face,    and    languilb'd    as 

view'd. 
At  length  he  rais'd  his  head,  and  thus  began 
To  vent  his  griefs,  and  tell  the  woods  his  pain ; 
"  You  trees,"  fays  he,  "  and  thou  furroundiog 

•'  grove, 
"  Who  oft  have  been  the  kindly  fcenes  of  love, 
"  Tell  me,  if  e'er  within  your  ftiades  did  lie 
"  A  youth  fo  tortur'd,  fo  pcrplex'd  as  I  ! 
"  I  who  before  me  fee  the  charming  fair, 
"  Whilft  there  he  ftands,  and  yet  he  ftands  not 

"  there  : 
"  In  fuch  a  maze  of  love  my  thoughts  are  loft  ; 
"  And  yet  no  bulwark  town,  nor  diftant  coaft, 
"   Prefervcs  the  beauteous  youth  from  being  feen, 
"  No  mountains  rife,  nor  oceans  flow  between. 
"  A  fhallow  water  hinders  my  embrace  ; 
"  And  yet  the  lovely  mimic  wears  a  face 
"  That  kindly  fmiles,  and  when  I  bend  to  join 
•'  My  lips  to  his,  he  fondly  bends  to  mine. 
"   Hear,  gentle  youth,  and  pity  my  complaint, 
"  Come  from  thy  well,  thou  fair  inhabitant. 
"  My  charms  an  eafy  conqueft  have  obtained 
"  O'er  other  hearts,  by  thee  alone  difdain'd. 
"  But  why  fhould  I  defpair  ?  I'm  fure  he  burns 
"  With  equal  flames,  and  languifties  by  turns. 
"  Whene'er  I  ftoop,  he  offers  at  a  kifs  : 
"  And  when  my  arms  I  ftretch,  he  ftretches  hii, 
"   His  eyes  with  pleafure  on  my  face  he  keeps, 
"  He   fmiles  my  fmiles,   and   when    I  weep  hg 

weeps. 
"  Whene'er  I  fpeak,  his  moving  lips  appear 
"  To  utter  fomething  which  I  cannot  hear. 

"  Ah  wretched  me  !   I  now  begin  too  late 
"  To  find  out  all  the  long  perplex'd  deceit ; 
"  It  is  myfelf  1  love,  myfclf  I  fee ; 
"  The  gay  delufion  is  a  part  of  me. 
"  I  kindle  up  the  fires  by  which  I  burn, 
"   And  my  own  beauties  from  the  well  return. 
"  Whom  ftiould  1  court  i  How  utter  my  com-") 
plaint  ?  / 

"  Enjoyment  but  produces  my  reftraint,  c" 

"  And  too  much  plenty  makes  me  die  for  want,  j 
"  How  gladly  would  I  from  myfelf  remove  1 
"  And  at  a  diftance  fet  the  thing  I  love. 
"  My  breaft  is  warm'd  with  fuch  unufual  fire, 
«  I  wifh  him  abfent  whom  I  moft  defire.     [nigh  ; 
"  And  iiow  I  faint  with  grief;    my   fate    drawa 
"  In  all  the  pride  of  blooming  youth  I  die. 
"  Death  will  the  forrows  of  my  heart  relieve. 
"  O  might  the  vifionary  youth  furvive, 
"  I  fliould  with  joy  my  lateft  breath  refign  ! 
"  But,  oh  !   I  fee  his  fate  involv'd  in  mine." 

This  faid,  the  weeping  youth  again  returnM 
To  the  dear  foUEtain,  where  again  he  burn'd  j 
O  i; 
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PHs  tears  ocfac'ti  the  farface  of  the  well, 
A'  ith  circle  after  circle,  as  they  fell : 
And  now  the  lovely  face  but  half  appears, 
O'er-run  with  wrinkles,  and  dcform'd  with  tears 
"  Ah  whither,"  cries  Narciffut,  "  doft  thou  fly  ? 
"  Let  me  ftill  feed  the  ilnme  by  which  I  die  ; 
"  Let  me  ftill  fee,  though  I'm  no  further  bled." 
Then  rends  hi?  garn-.er.t  off,  and  beats  his  bicaft  : 
JHis  naked  bofom  redden'd  with  the  blow, 
In  fuch  a  blufii  as  purple  clufters  fhow. 
Ere  yet  the  fun's  autumnal  heats  refine 
The  fprightly  juice,  and  mellow'  it  to  wine. 
The  glowing  beauties  of  his  brcaft  he  fpics, 
And  with  a  new  icdoubled  pafTion  dies. 
As  wax  dlffolve  ■,  as  ice  begins  to  run. 
And  trickle  into  drops  before  the  fun. 
So  melts  the  youth,  and  laRguifbes  away  : 
His  beauty  withers,  and  his  limbs  decay, 
And  none  of  thofe  attractive  charms  remain, 
To  which  the  flighted  Echo  fued  in  vain. 

She  faw  him  in  his  prefent  mifery. 
Whom,  fpite  of  all  her  Wrongs,  (he  griev'd  to  fee. 
She  anfwer'd  fadly  to  the  lover's  moan, 
Sigh'd  back  his  fighs,  and  groan'd  to  every  groan  ; 
"  A  youth  !  belov'd  in  vain,"  NarcilTus  cries  ; 
"  Ah  youth  !  belov'd  in  vain,"    the  nymph   re- 
plies. 
"  Farewell,"  fays  he  :  the  parting  found  fcarce  fell 
,   From  his  faint  lips,  but  fhe  reply'd,  "  Farewell." 
Then  on  th'  unwholefome  earth  he  gafping  lies. 
Till  death  (hues  up  thofe  felf-admiring  eyes. 
To  the  cold  fhades  his  flitting  ghoft  retires. 
And  in  the  Stygian  waves  itfclf  admires. 

For  him  the  Naiads  and  the  Dryads  mourn,    "> 
Whom  the  fad  Echo  anfwers  in  her  turn  :  > 

And  now  the  fifter-nymphs  prepare  his  urn  ;       j 
When,  looking  for  his  c»rpfe,  they  only  foui"  J 
A  riling  ftalk  with  yellow  bloffoms  crown'd. 


THE  STORY  OF  PENTHEUS. 

This  fad  event  gave  blind  Tiiefias  fame, 
Through  Greece  eftablifh'd  in  a  prophet's  name. 

Th'  unhallow'd  Pentheus  only  durl^  deride 
The  cheated  people,  and  their  eyelef.=  guide.    ■ 
To  whom  the  prophet  in  his  fury  faid. 
Slinking  the  hoaiy  honours  of  his  head  ; 
"  'Twcre  well,  piefumptuous  man,  'twere  well 

«  fur  thee 
"  If  thou  were  eyelefs  too,  and  blind,  like  me  : 
"  For  the  time  comes,  ray,  'tis  already  here, 
•'   When  the  ycung  god's  folemnitits  appear  ; 
^'  M'hich  if  thou  doft  not  with  juft  rircs  adorn,"^ 
"    I  by  impious  carcafe  into  pieces  torn,  / 

*'  Shall  ftrew  tie  woods,  and  hang  on  every f 
"  thorn.  J 

"  Then,  then,  remember  what  I  now  foretel, 
"  And  own  the  blind  Tirefias  faw  too  well." 
Still  Pentheus  fcorns  him,  and  derides  his  ikill; 
But  time  did  all  the  prophet's  threats  fulfil. 
For  now  through   proftrate  Greece  young  Bac- 
chus rode, 
W^hilA  howling  matrons  celebrate  tlic  gnd. 


All  ranks  and  fcxes  to  his  orgies  ran, 
To  mingle  in  the  pomp?,  and  fill  the  train. 
When  Pentheus  thus  his  wicked  rage  exprefs'd  : 
"   V\'hat  niadnefs,  Thebans,  has  your  frui  pDfTefs'd  ? 
"  Can  holluw  timbrels,  can  a  drunken  fhout, 
"  And  the  lewd  clamours  of  a  beaftly  rout, 
"  Thus  quell  your  courage  ?  Can  the  weak  alarm 
"  Of  women's  yell  thofe  ftubborn  fouls  difarm, 
"  Whom  nor   the  fword  nor  trumpet  e'er  could 

"  fright, 
'•  Nor  the  loud  din  and  hnrror  of  a  fight  ? 
"  And  you,  our  fires,  who  left  your  old  abodes, 
"  And  fix'd  in  foreign  earth  your  country  gods^ 
"   Will  you  without  a  ftrokc  your  city  yield, 
"   And  poorly  quit  an  undifputed  field  ? 
"   But  you,  whofe  youth  and  vigour  Ihould  infpire 
"   Heroic  warmth,  and  kindle  martial  fire, 
"  Whom  burnifh'd  arms  and  crefled  helmets  grace, 
"   Not  flovi'ery  garlands  and  a  painted  face  ; 
"   Remember  him  to  whom  you  ftand  a'ly'd  : 
"  The  ferpent  for  his  well  of  waters  dy'd. 
"  He  fought  the  flrong  ;  do  you  his  courage  fhow, 
"  And  gain  a  conquefl  o'er  a  feeble  foe. 
"  If  Thebes  muft  fall,  oh  might  the  fates  afford 
"  A  nobler  doom,  from  famine,  fire,  or  fword  ! 
"  Then  might  the  Thebans  perilh  with  tenown  : 
"   But  now  a  beardlels  vidor  lacks  the  town  ; 
"  Whom  nor  the  prancing  fteed,  nor  ponderous 

"  fhield, 
"  Nor  the  hack'd  helmet,  nor  the  dufty  field, 
"  But  the  ft'ft  joys  of  luxury  and  eafe, 
"  The  purple  vefls,  and  flowery  garland  pleafc. 
"  Stand  then  afide,  I'll  make  the  counterfeit 
"  Renounce  his  godhead,  and  confcfs  the  cheat, 
"    AcriCus  horn  the  Grecian  walls  rcpell'd 
"  This    boafled    power ;   wliy  then  fhould  Pen- 

"  theus  yield  ? 
"  Go  quickly,  drag  th'  audacious  boy  to  me  ; 
"   I'll  try  the  fi  rce  of  his.  divinity." 
Thus  did  th'  audacin'us  wretch  thofe  rites  profane; 
His  friends  difiuade  th'  audacious  wretch  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  his  grandfire  urg'd  him  to  give  o'er 
His   impious  threats;  the   wretch  but  raves  the 
So  have  I  feeu  a  river  geiitly  glide,         [more. 
In  a  fmooth  cr urfe,  and  iiiofTtnfive  tide; 
But  if  with  daiiu  its  current  we  reftrain. 
It  bears  down  all,  and  foams  along  the  plain. 
But    now    his    fervants   came   befmear'd  with 
blocnl, 
Sent  by  their  haughty  prince  to  feize  the  god; 
The  god  they  found  not  in  the  frantic  throng. 
But  dragg'd  a  zealous  votaiy  along. 


THE  MARINERS  TRANSFORMED  TO 
DOLPHINS. 

Him  Pentheus  vicw'd  with  fury  in  his  look, 
And  Ijcarce  with-held   his  hands,  while  thus  he 

fpoke : 

"  Vile  flave,  whom  fpeedy  vengeance  fhall  purfoe 
"  And  terrify  thy  bafe  feditious  crew  : 
"  T  hy  country  and  thy  parentage  reveal, 
"  And,  why  thcu  join'tl  in  thclc  oiadorgiej,tell.' 


TRANSLATIONS. 


The  captive  views  him  with  undaunted  eyes. 
And,  arm'd  with  inward  innocence,  replies : 

*'   From  hi;4h  Meonia's  rocky  (hores  I  came, 
"  Of  poor  defcent,  Acoetes  is  my  name  : 
"  My  fire  was  aieanly  born ;  no  oxen  p'ough'd 
*'  His  fruitful  fields,  nor  in  his  pallures  low'd. 
"  His  whole  eftate  within  the  waters  lay  ; 
"  With  lines  and  hooks  he  caught  the  finny  prey  ; 
"   His  art  was  all  his  livelihood;  which  he 
"  Thus  with  his  dying  lips  bequeath'd  to  me  : 
''  In  dreams,  my  boy,  and  rivers,  take  thy  chance  ; 
*•  There  fwims,  faid  he,  thy  whole  inheritance. 

"  Long  did  I  live  on  thi^poor  legacy, 
"  T'l^  ii^'d  with  rocks,  and  my  own  native  fky, 
"  To  arts  of  navigation  I  inclin'd ; 
"  Obferv'd  the  turns  and  changes  of  the  wind  : 
"  Learn'd  the  fit  havens,  and  began  to  note 
"  The  flormy  Hyades,  the  rainy  Goat, 
"  The  bright  Taygete,  and  the  ihining  Bears, 
"  With  all  the  failors  catalogue  of  ftars. 

"  Once,  as  by  chance  for  Delos  I  defign'd, 
"  My  veffel,  driv'n  by  a  flrong  guft  of  wind, 
*'  Moor'd  in  a  Chian  creek :  afhore  I  went, 
•'  And  all  the  following  night  in  Chios  fpent. 
"  "When  morning  rofe,  I  fent  my  mates  to  bring 
"  Supplies  of  water  from  a  neighbouring  fpring, 
"  Whilft  I  the  motion  of  the  winds  expior'd; 
"  Then  fummon'd  in  my  crew,  and  went  aboard. 
"  Opheltes  heard  my  fumnions,  and  with  joy 
■*•  Brought  to  the  flinre  a  foft  and  lovely  boy, 
"  With  more  than  female  fweetnefs  in  his  look, 
"  Whom  ftraggling  in  the  neighbouring  fields  he 

"  took. 
"  With  fumes  of  wine  the  little  captive  glows, 
"  And  nods  with  fleep,  and  flaggers  as  he  goes. 

"  I  view'd  him  nicely,  and  began  to  trace  "j 
*'  Each  heavenly  feature,  each  immortal  grace, C 
"  And  faw  divinity  in  all  his  face.  3 

"   I  know  not  who,  faid  I,  this  god  fhould  be  ; 
"   But  that  he  is  a  god  I  plainly  fee  : 
"  And  thou,  whoe'er  thou  art,  excufe  the  force 
"  Thefe   men   have   us'd,   and  oh  befriend  our 

"  eourfe  ; 
"'  Pray  not  for  us,  the  nimble  Di<ftys  cry'd ;       ") 
"  DiiSlys,  that  could  the  main  top-maft  beftride,C 
•'  And  down  the  ropes  with  aAive  vigour  Aide,  j 
"  To  the  fame  purpofe  old  Epopeus  fpoke, 
"   Who  overlook'd  the  oars,  and  tim'd  the  flroke  ; 
*'  The  fame  the  pilot,  and  the  fame  the  refl ; 
"  Such  impious  avarice  their  fouls  poffeft. 
"  Nay,  heaven  forbid  that  1  fhould  bear  away 
"  Within  my  veffel  fo  divine  a  prey, 
"  Said  I  ;  and  flood  to  hinder  their  intent  : 
"  When  Lycabas,  a  wretch  for  murder  fefit 
"  From  Tufcany,  to  fuffer  banifiiment, 
*f  With   his   clench'd   fill  had  flruck  me   over- 

"  board, 
**   Had  not  my  hands  in  falling  grafp'd  a  cord. 

"  His  bafe  confederates  the  faifb  approve  ; 
"  When  Bacchus  (for  'twas  he)  began  to  move, 
"  Wak'd  by  the  nolfe  and  clamours  which  they 
"  rais'd;  [gaz'd : 

*'  And  fhcok  his  drowfy  limbs,  and  round  him 
■*  What  means  this  noifc  ?  he  cries  ;  am  I  betray'd? 
'  Arh  :  whither,  whithec  m-aft  I  be  convev'<l  ^ 


Fear  not,  faid  Proteus,  child,  but  tell  us  where 
Vou  wiih  to  land,  and  truft  out  friendly  care. 
'I'o  Naxos  then  diredb  your  eourfe,  fays  he; 
Naxos  a  hofpitable  port  fl:all  be 
To  each  of  you,  a  joyful  home  to  me. 
By  every  god  that  rules  tlie  fea  or  flcy. 
The  perjiu'd  villains  promife  to  comply^ 
And  bid  me  hafien  V)  unmoor  the  fliip. 
With  eager  joy  I  launch  into  the  deep ; 
And,  heedlefs  of  the  fraud,  for  Naxos  {land  : 
They  whifper  oft,  and  beckon  with  the  hani. 
And  give  me  f.gns  aU  anxious  for  their  prey, 
To  tack  about,  and  fteer  another  way. 
Then  let  fome  other  to  my  poll  fucceed, 
Said  1,  I'm  gmltlefs  of  fo  foul  a  deed. 
What,  fays  E:halLon,    muft  the   fhip's  whole 

"  crew 
Follow  your  humour,  and  depend  on  you  ? 
And  ftraight  himfelf  he  f^-ated  at  the  prore. 
And  tack'd- about,  and  fought  another  fhore. 
"  The  beauteous  youth  now  found  hiihfelfTj 
"  betray'd,  f 

A.nd  from  the  deck  the  fifing  wpvesfurvey'd,!" 
And  feem'd  to  weep,  and  as  he  wept  he  faid;  J 
And  do  yon  thus  my  eal'y  faith  beguile  ? 
Thus  do  you  bear  me  to  my  native  iflc? 
Will  fuch  a  midtitude  of  men  employ 
Their  flrength  againfl  a  weak  defencelefsboy^ 
"  In  vain  did  I  the  godlike  youth  deplore, 
The  more  I  begg'd,they  thwarted  me  the  more. 
And  now,  by  all  the  gods  in  heaven  that  hear 
This  folemn  oath,  by  Bacchus'  fslf,  I  fwear. 
The  mighty  miracle  that  did  enfue. 
Although  it  fcems  beyor.d  belief,  is  true. 
The  veflel,  fix'd  and  rooted  in  the  flood, 
Unmov'd  by  all  the  beating  billows  ftood. 
In  vain  the  mariners  would  plough  the  main 
With  faDs  unfurl'd,  and  ftrike  their  oars  in  vain; 
Around  their  oars  a  twining  ivy  cleaves. 
And  climbs  the  mad,  and  hides  the  cords  itt 

"  leaves  : 
The  fails  are  cover'd  with  a  cheerful  green. 
And  berries  in  the  fruitful  canvas  feen. 
Amidft  the  waves  a  fudden  foreft  rears 
Its  verdant  head,  and  a  new  fpring  appears. 
"  The  god  we  now  behold  with  open  eyes ; 
A  herd  of  fpotted  panthers  round  him  lies 
In  glaring  forms;  the  grapy  clufters  fpread 
On  his  fair  brows,  and  dangle  on  his  head. 
And  whilft  he  frowns,  and  brandilheshis  fpear. 
My  mates,  furpriz'd  with  madnefs  or  with  iea^, 
Leap'd  over-board  ;  firft  perjur'd  Madon  found 
Rough  fcaks  and  fins  his  Stiffening  fides  fui^- 

"  round : 
Ah  what,  cries  one,  has  thus  transformed  thy 

"  look? 
Straight  his  own  mouth  grew  Wider  ashe  fpoke  t 
And  now  himfelf  he  views  with  like  furprifc. 
Still  at  his  oar  th'  induftrious  Libys  plies; 
But,  as  he  plies,  each  hufy  arm  ihrinks  in. 
And  by  degrees  is  fafliiou'd  to  a  fin. 
Another,  as  he  catches  at  a  cord, 
Mifles  his  arms,  and,  tumbling'««er-board. 
With  his  broad  fins  ai;d  forky  t<il  he  iaSr^' 
The  rifing  furge,  and  flounces  in  he  wave*.' 
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*  Thu«  all  ir.y  crew  transform'd,  around  thc~\ 

"  Or  dive  below,  or  on  the  furface  leap,  T 

"  And  fpout  the  waves,  and  wanton  in  the  deep. ^ 
"  Full  nineteen  failors  did  the  Ihip  convey, 
"  A  fhole  of  nineteen  dolphins  round  her  play. 
"  I  only  in  my  proper  ihape  appear,  [fear, 

••  Speechlefs  witJi  wonder,  and  half  dead  with 
•'  Titl  Bacchus  kindly  bid  me  fear  no  more.  T 
*'  With  him  I  landed  on  the  Chian  Ihore,  5- 

*'  And  him  fliall  ever  gratefully  adore."  j 

"  This  forging  flave,"  fays   Penthcus,  "  would 
"  prevail 
♦'  O'er  our  juft  fury  by  a  far-fetch'd  tale ; 
•'  Go,  let  h:m  feel  the  whips,  the  fwoids,  the  fire 
"  And  in  the  tortures  of  the  rack  expire." 
Th'  officious  lervants  hurry  him  away, 
And  the  poor  captive  in  a  dungeon  lay. 
But,  whiift  the  whips  and  tortures  are  prepar'd, 
The  gates  fly  open,  of  themfelves  unbarr'd; 
At  liberty  th'  unfetter'd  captive  (lands, 
'  And  flings  the  loufen'd  fhackks  from  his  hands. 


THE  DEATH  OF  PENTHEUS. 

Bbt  Pentheus,  grown  trore  furious  than  before, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  nielfengers  no  more. 
But  went  himfelf  to  the  diflradted  throng, 
Where  high  Cithxron  echo'd  wiiK  their  fong. 
And  as  the  fiery  war-horfe  paws  the  ground. 
And  fnorts  and  trembles  at  the  trumpet's  found ; 
Tranfported  thus  he  heard  the  frantic  rout, 
And  rav'd  and  madden'd  at  the  diflant  fhout. 

A  fpacious  circuit  on  the  hill  there  flood, 
Level  and  wide,  and  fkirted  round  with  wood ; 
Here  the  rafh  Pentheus,  with  unhallow'd  eyes, 
The  howling  dames  and  myftic  orgies  fpies. 
His  mother  fternly  vicw'd  him  where  he  ftood. 
And  kindled  into  madncfs  as  {he  view'd  : 
Her  let.fy  javelin  at  her  Ion  fhe  cafl; 
And  cries,  "  The  boar  that  lays  our  country  wafle! 
"  The  boar,  my  fiftcrs  I  aim  the  fatal  dart, 
"  And  flrike  the  brindled  nionfler  to  the  heart." 

Pentheus  aflonilh'd  heard  the  difmal  found. 
And  fees  the  yelling  matrons  gathering  round; 
He  fees,  and  weeps  at  his  approaching  fate. 
And  begs  for  mtrcy,  and  repents  too  late. 
**  Help,  help  I  my  aunt  Autonoe,"  he  cry'd  ; 
•'  Remember  how  your  own  A<?iseon  dy'd." 
JDeaf  to  his  cries,  the  frantic  matron  crops 
One  (Iretch'd-out  arm,  the  other  Ino  lops. 
In  vain  does  Pentheus  to  his  mother  fue. 
And  the  raw  bleeding  flumps  prefents  to  view  : 
His  mother  howl'd;   and,  and  hecdiefs  of  his") 
prayer,  | 

Her  trembling  hand  fhe  twiflcd  in  his  hair,  ^ 

"  And  this,"  fl.e    cried,  "    fball   be   Agave's  | 
"  (hare."  J 

When  from  the  neck  his  ftruggling  head  fhe  tore, 
And  in  her  hands  the  ghaflly  vifage  bore. 
With  pleafure  all  the  hideous  trunk  furvey  ;        ") 
'I  hen  pull'd  and  tore  the  mangled  limbs  away,    > 
As.  ftartirg  in  the  pangs  of  death  it  lay.^  J 


Soon  as  the  wood  its  leafy  honours  cafls, 
Blown  oft  and  fcatter'd  by  autumnal  blafts. 
With  fuch  a  fudden  death  lay  Pentheus  flain, 
And  in  a  thoufaiid  pieces  ftrow'd  the  plain. 

By  fo  diftinguifhing  a  judgment  aw'd. 
The  Thebans  tremble,  and  confefs  the  god. 


THE   STORY  OF 


J 


SALMACIS  AND  HERMAPHRODITUS. 

From  the  Fourth  Book  of  Ovid's  Aletamorfhofss. 

How  Salmacis,  with  weak  enfeebling  ftreams, 
Softens  the  body,  and  unnerves  the  limbs, 
And  what  the  fecret  caufe,  fhall  here  be  fhown  ; 
The  caufe  is  fccret,  but  th*  effedl  is  known. 

Th^  Naiads  nui  ft  an  infant  heretofore, 
That  Cytherea  once  to  Hermes  bore  : 
Friim  both  th'  illuftrious  authors  of  his  race        T 
The  child  was  nam'd  ;  nor  was  it  hard  to  trace  f 
Both  the   bright  parents  through  the  infant's  i 
face.  J 

When  fifteen  years,  in  Ida's  cool  retreat, 
The  bi;y  had  told,  he  left  his  native  feat. 
And  fought  frefh  fountains  in  a  foreign  foil : 
The  pleafure  lefTen'd  the  attending  toil. 
With  eager  fleps  the  Lycian  fields  he  croft. 
And  fields  that  border  on  the  Lycian  coaft  ; 
A  river  here  he  view'd  fo  lovely  bright. 
It  fiiew'd  the  bottom  in  a  fairer  light. 
Nor  kept  a  fand  conceal'd  from  human  fight 
The  flrcapi  pr(  duc'd  nor  flimy  ooze,  nor  weeds, 
Nor  miry  rufhes,  nor  the  fpiky  reeds; 
But  dealt  enriching  moiilure  all  around,  "J 

The    fruitful    banks    with    cheerful     verd'ore^ 
crown'd,  f 

And  kept  the  fpring  eternal  on  the  ground.        J 
A  nymph  prefides,  nor  praiflis'd  in  the  chace, 
Nor  fkilful  at  the  bow,  nor  at  the  race; 
Of  all  the  blue-eyed  daughters  of  the  main, 
The  only  ftranger  to  Diana's  train  : 
Her  fifters  often,  as  'tis  faid,  wou'd  cry, 
"  Fy,  Salmacis,  what  always  idle  I  fy  ; 
"  Or  take  thy  quiver,  or  thy  arrows  feize, 
"  And  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  thy  eafc." 
Nor  quiver  fhe  nor  arrows  e'er  would  feize, 
Nor  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  her  eafe. 
But  oft  would  bathe  her  in  the  chryflal  tide, 
Oft  with  a  comb  her  dewy  locks  divide  ; 
Now  in  the  limpid  fireams  fhe  view'd  her  face, 
And  drefs'd  her  image  in  the  floating  glafs : 
On  beds  i;f  leaves  fne  now  repos'd  her  limbs. 
Now  gather'd  flowers  that  grew  about  her  fireams; 
And  then  by  chance  was  gathering,  as  fhe  flood 
To  view  the  boy,  and  Jong  for  what  fhe  view'd. 

Fain  would  Ihc  meet  the  youth  with  hafty  feet, 
She  fain  would  meet  him,  but  refus'd  to  meet 
Before  her  looks  were  fet  with  nicefl  care, 
And  well  deferv'd  to  be  reputed  fair. 
"  Bright  youth,"  fhe  cries,  "  whom  all  thy  fea« 

"  turerprove 
«'  A  god,  and,  if  a  god,  the  god  of  love  ; 
»•  But  if  a  mortal,  blcfl  thy  nurfe's  breafl ; 
«'  Bleft  arc  thy  parent*,  and  thy  fiflcrs  bl:ft; 


TRANSLATIONS. 


SIS 


•*  But  oh  how  bleft  I  how  more  than  blell  thy 

"  bride, 
"  Ally'd  in  bliis,  if  any  yet  ally'd. 
"  If  fo,  let  mine  the  ilol'rj  enjoyments  be  ; 
"  If  not,  behold  a  willing  bride  in  me." 

I'he  boy  knew  nought  of  love,  and  touch'd  with 
fliame, 
He  ftrove,  and  blufht,  but  dill  the  blufli  became ; 
In  rifing  blufties  Hill  frcili  beauties  rofe; 
The  funny  fide  of  fruit  fuch  blulhes  fhowSj 
And  fuch  the  mooHj  when  all  her  filver  white 
Turns  in  eciipfes  to  a  ruddy  light. 
The  nynl'ph  ftill  begs,  if  not  a  nobler  blifs, 
A  cold  faiute  at  leafl,  a  filler's  kifs  : 
And  now  prepares  to  take  the  lovely  boy 
Between  her  arms.     He,  innocently  coy, 
Replies,  "  Or  leave  me  to  myfelf  alone, 
"  You  rude  uncivil  nymph,  or  I'll  be  gone." 
"   Fair  ftranger  then,**  fays  fhe,  "  it  (ball  be  fo ;" 
And,  for  ftie  fear'd  his  threat,  fhe  feign'd  to  go; 
But,  hid  within  a  covert's  neighbouring  green, 
She  kept  him  ftill  in  ilghf,  herfelf  unfeen. 
The  boy  now  fancies  ail  the  danger  o'etj 
And  innocently  fports  about  the  fhore; 
Playful  and  wanton  to  the  flream  he  trips, 
And  dips  his  foot,  and  (hivers  as  he  dips. 
The  coolnefs  pleas'd  him,  and  with  eager  hade 
His  airy  garments  on  the  banks  he  caft; 
His  goalike  features,  and  his  heavenly  hue, 
And  all  his  beauties,  were  expos'd  to  view. 
His  naked  limbs  the  nymph  with  rapture  fpies,"p 
While  hotter  paflions  in  her  bofom  rife,  > 

Flufh  in  her  cheeks^  and  fj^arkle  in  her  eyes.        3 
She  long?,  fhe  burns  to  clrtfp  him  in  her  armsj 
And  looks  and  fighs,  and  kindles  at  his  charms. 

Now  all  undreft  upon  the  banks  he  floodj 
And  clapt  his  fides,  and  leapt  into  the  fluod : 
His  lovely  limbs  the  filver  waves  divide. 
His  limbs  appear  mare  lovely  through  the  tide  ; 
As  lilies  fliut  within  a  cryftal  cafe. 
Receive  a  glolfy  ludre  from  the  glafs. 


"   He's  mine,  he's  all  my  own."  the  Naiad  criss ; 

And  flings  olf  all,  and  after  him  ihe  Hies. 

And  now  fhe  faftens  on  him  as  he  fwims. 

And  holds  him  cloi'e,  and  wraps  about  his  limbt. 

The  more  the  boy  refilled,  and  was  coy, 

The  more  (he  clalpt,  and  kift  the  flruggling  boy. 

So  when  the  wriggling  fnake  is  fnatch'd  on  high 

In  eagles  claws,  and  hiffes  in  the  flsy. 

Around  the  foe  his  twirling  tail  he  flings. 

And  twifts  her  legs,  and  writhes  about  her  wingf. 

The  rcltlefs  buy  ftill  obftinately  ftrove 
To  free  himlelf,  and  llill  refus'dhcr  love. 
Amidft  his  limbs  fire  keptlier  limbs  intvi'in'd,     "J 
"  And  why,  coy  youth,"  fhe  cries,  ''  why  thusf 
"  unkind  ?  C 

"  Oh  may  the  gods  thus  keep  us  ever  join'd  !    j 
"  Oh  may  we  never,  never  part  again  l" 
So  pray'd  thd  nymph,  nor  did  file  pray  in  vain  ; 
For  now  fhe  finds  him,  as  his  limbs  fhe  prcft. 
Grow  nearer  ftill,  and  nearer  to  her  breaft  ; 
Till,  piercing  each  the  other's  flelh,  they  run 
Together,  and  incorporate  in  one  : 
Laft  in  one  face  are  both  their  faces  join'di 
As  when  the  ftock  and  grafted  twig  combin'd 
Shoot  tip  the  fame^  and  wear  a  common  rind  : 
Both  bodies  in  a  fingle  body  mix, 
A  fingle  body  with  a  doUble  fex. 

The  boy,  thus  loft  in  womf.n,  nowfurvey'd 
The  river's  guilty  ftream,  and  thus  he  pray'd, 
(He  pra,y'd,  but  wonder'd  at  his  fofter  tone, 
Suipris'd  to  hear  a  voice  but  half  his  own) 
Ycu  parent  gods^whofe  heavenly  names  1  bear, 
Hear  your  Hermaphrodite,  and  grant  my  prayer; 
Oh  grant,  that  whomfoe'er  thcfe  ftrcams  con--j 
tain,  / 

If  man  he  enter'd,  he  may  rife  again  C 

Supple,  unfinew'd,  and  but  half  a  man  1  y 

The  heavenly  parents  anfwer'd,  from  on  high^ 
Their  two-fhap'd  fon,  the  double  votary, 
Then  gave  a  fecret  virtiie  to  the  flood. 
And  ting'd  its  fource  to  make  his  wifhes  goudo 


Notes 


SdME  OF  THE  F0REG0ING:ST0RIES  in  OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES, 


ON  THE  STORY  OF  PHAETON. 

Xhe  ftory  of  Phaetou  is  told  with  a  greater  air 
cf  majefty  and  grandeur  than  any  other  in  all  O- 
vid .  it  is  indteJ  the  moft  important  fubjedl  he 
treats  of,  except  the  deluge;  and  I  cannot  but  be-- 
Itevc  that  this  is  the  confl£gr«tiun  he  hints  at  in 
the-  Cril  book ; 


"  Efie  qucque  i;2  fails  reminifcitur  afforc  temrus 
''  Quo  mare,  quo  tellus,  cctreptaqiic  regh  coeii. 
"  Ardfat,  et  mundi  moles  operofa  laboret;" 

(though  the  learned  apply  thofe  verfes  to  the  £u- 
tjje  burning  of  the  world)  for  if  fully  anlwei* 
that  dtfwription,  ii  the  " 

O  iii) 


tHE    WORKS    OF    ADDISON. 


i2t» 

•«  -^ Cocli  miferere  tui,circumfpice  utruniquc, 

"  Funiat  uterque  polus— — " 

"  Fumat  uter«|ue  polns"— cornea  up  to  "  correpta- 
"  que  regia  coeli" — Befides  it  is  Ovid's  ciiftcm  to 
prepare  the  reader  fnr  a  following  ftory,  by  giv- 
ing fofne  intirrations  of  It  in  a  foregoing  one, 
vhich  was  more  particularly  ncceflary  to  be  done 
before  he  led  us  into  fo  flrange  a  ftory  as  thi;  he  is 
now  upon. 

P.  19^7.  col.  a  I.  2j.  For  in  the  portal,  &c.] 
"We  have  here  the  pidure  of  the  uniVcrfe  drawn  in 
Ihtle.' 

t'  — Baljenaramque  prcnwntem 

«*  .Sgeona  fuis  irnmatiia  terga  laeertis," 

.fligeon  makes  a  diverting  figure  in  it. 

"  — Facies  non  omnibus  una, 

"  Nee  diverfa  tamen :  qualeni  decet  effc  fororem." 

The  thought  is  very  pretty,  of  giving  Doris  and 
I'cr  daiijrhters  fuch  a  difference  in  their  looks  as  is 
natural  to  different  perfons,  and  yet  fuch  a  hkenefs 
as  ftiewtd  their  affinity. 

•'  Terra  viros,  urbefqae  gerit,  fylvafque,  ferafque, 
"  f luminaque,   et    nymphas,   et    cstera   nuraina 
"  ruris." 

The  lefs  important  figures  are  well  huddled  toge- 
•ther  in  the  promifcuous  defcrij)tion  at  the  end, 
which  very  well  reprefents  what  the  painters  call 
a  group. 

"  — Circnm  caput  omne  micantes 

"  Depofu It  radios;  propiufque  accedere  juffit." 

P  T98.  c.  1. 1,  II.  And  flung  the  blaze,  &c.]  Ft 
gives  us  a  great  image  of  Phoebus,  that  the  youth 
w.<->  forced  to  look  on  him  at  a  didance,  and  not 
able  to  approach  him  urtil  he  had  lain  afide  the 
circle  of  rays  that  caft  fuch  a  glory  about  his  head. 
A''<\  indeed  we  may  every  where  obferve  in  Ovid, 
that  he  never  fails  of  a  due  l.;ftinefs  in  his  ideas, 
ih  ugh  he  uT.nti  it  in  his  wordp.  And  this  T  think 
infinitely  brtttr  than  to  have  fublime  expreRioiis 
and  mean  thought',  which  is  generally  the  true 
characfttr  of  Claudian  and  Statius.  But  this  is  not 
confidered  by  them  who  run  down  Ovid  in  the 
grols,  for  a  low  middle  way  of  writing.  What 
can  be  more  fimple  and  luiadcrned,  than  his  de- 
fcription  of  Lnceladus  in  the  f.xth  book  ? 

"  Nititur  illc  quidem,  pugnatque  refurgere  fsepe, 
"  Dextra  fed  Aufonio  mauus  eft  fubiedra  Pel'  ro, 
"  l.seva,  Pachyne,  tibi,  Lilibxo  crura  premuntur, 
"  Degravat  JSitna  caput,  fub  qua  rcfupinus  arc- 

'«c  n.is 
"  EjeAat,  flammamquc  fero  vomit  orcTyphceus." 

But  the  image  we  have  Iiere  is  truly  great  and 
V'lbliine,  <if  a  giiint  voraitiiig  out  a  tempcft  of  fire, 
and  fctaviiig  Uj*  all  Sicily,  with  the  body  of  an 


ifland  upon  his  breafl,  and  a  vaft  promontory  on 

either  arm. 

There  are  few  books  that  have  had  worfe  com- 
mentators on  them  than  Ovid's  Metamorphoies. 
Thofe  of  the  graver  fort  have  been  wholly  taken 
up  in  the  Mythologies;  and  think  they  have  ap- 
peared very  judicious,  if  they  have  (hewn  us  out 
of  an  old  author  that  Ovid  is  miftaken  in  a  pedi- 
gree, or  has  turned  fuch  a  perfon  into  a  wolf  that 
ought  to  have  been  made  a  tiger.  Others  have 
employed  themfelves  on  what  never  entered  into 
the  poet's  thoughts,  in  adapting  a  dull  moral  to 
every  ftory,  and  making  the  perfons  of  his  pocm.« 
to  be  only  nicknames  for  fuch  virtues  or  vices; 
particulatly  the  pious  commentator,  Alexander 
Rofp,  has  dived  deeper  into  our  author's  deOgn 
than  any  of  the  reft;  for  he  difcovers  in  him  the 
greateft  myfteries  of  the  Chriftian  religion,  and 
fitrdsalmoft  in  every  page  iomc  typical  reprefenta- 
tion  of  the  world,  the  flelh,  and  the  devil.  But  if 
thefe  writers  have  gone  too  deep,  others  have  been 
wholly  employed  in  the  furface,moft  of  them  ferv- 
ing  only  to  help  out  a  fchool-boy  in  the  conftruing 
part ;  or  if  they  go  out  of  their  way,  it  is  only  to 
mark  out  the  gnonia  of  the  author,  as  they  call 
them,  which  are  generally  the  heavieft  pieces  of 
a  poet,  diiliugiiifhed  from  the  reft  by  Italian  cha- 
rad:ers.~  The  beft  of  Ovid's  expofitors  is  he  that 
wrote  for  the  Daupliin's  ufe,  who  has  very  well 
ftiewn  the  meaning  of  the  author,  but  feldom  re^ 
fledts  on  his  beauties  or  imperfedions  ;  for  in  m.oft 
places  he  rather  ads  the  geographer  than  the  cri- 
tic, and,  inftead  of  pointing  out  the  finenefs  of  a 
defcription,  only  tells  you  in  what  part  of  the 
world  the  place  is  fituated.  I  (hall  therefore  only 
confider  Ovid  under  the  charadltr  of  a  poet,  ar.d 
endeavour  to  fhew  him  impartially,  without  the 
ufual  prejudice  of  a  tranflator  :  which  1  am  the 
more  willing  to  do,  becaufe  I  believe  fuch  a  com- 
ment would  give  the  reader  a  truer  tafte  of  poetry 
than  a  comment  on  any  other  poet  would  do ;  for, 
in  refleding  on  the  ancient  poets,  men  think  they 
may  venture  to  piaife  all  they  meet  with  in  fome, 
and  fcarce  any  thing  in  others ;  but  Ovid  is  confeft 
to  have  a  mixture  of  both  kinds,  to  havefomething 
of  the  beft  and  worft  poets,  and  by  confequence  to 
be  the  I'aireft  fubjed  lor  criticifm. 

Ibid.  c.  I.  1.  24.  My  fon,  (ays  he,  &c.]  Phc 
bus's  fpeech  is  very  nobly  ufher'd  in,  with  the 
"  Terque  quaterque  concutiens  illuftre  caput"— 
and  well  reprefents  the  danger  and  difficulty  of 
the  undertaking  ;  but  that  v\'hich  is  its  peculiar 
beauty,  and  makes  it  truly  Ovid's,  is  the  reprefent- 
ing  them  juft  as  a  father  would  to  hi«  young  fon ; 

"   Per  tamen  adverfi  gradierls  cornua  tauri, 
"  Hajmoniofque  arcus,  violcntiqae  era  leonis, 
"   baevaquc  circuitu  curvantem  brachia  longo 
*'  bcorpion,  atque  aliter  curvantem  brachia  (fin- 
"  crum" — 

for  one  while  he  fcares  him  with  bugbears  in  the 
way, 

,'  . — Vafti  quoque-  rfidor  Olympi, 
'  Qui  feta  cerribili  jacjiletur  fulnijoa  dextra, 


i 
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•*  Non  agat  I103  eumis;  ct  quid  Jove  raajus  ha- 

"  betur  '" 
"  Deprecor  hoc  unutn  quod  vero  nomine  peena,      - 
"  Non  honor  eft,     I'osnani,  Phaeton,  pro  munere 

"  pofcis." 

And  in  other  places  perfedly  tattles  like  a  father, 
which  by  the  way  makes  thp  length  of  the  fpeech 
very  nati;ral,  and  concludes  with  all  the  fondnefs 
and  concern  ot  a  tender  parent. 

«  — Patrio  pater  effe  metu  prober;  afpice  vul* 

«  tus 
"  Ecce  me' s  :  utinamque  oculos  in  peiftorc  pofles 
"  Inl'erere'&patriasintusdeprendere  curas  ;  &c." 

P.  198.  c  a.  1.  27.  A  golden  axle,  &c.]  Ovid 
has  more  turns  and  repetitions  in  his  words  than 
any  of  the  Latin  poets,  which  are  always  wonder- 
fully eafy  and  natural  in  him.  1  he  repetition  of 
Aureus,  and  the  tranlition  to  Argenteui^,  in  the  de- 
fcii^  tion  of  the  chariot,  give^j_thele  verfes  a  great 
fweetnefs  and  majcfty  : 

''  Aureus  axis  erat,  tcmo  aureus,  aurea  fummae 
"  Curvaturarota;   radiorum  argenteus  ordo." 

Ibid.  c.  a.  1.  5a.  Drive  them  not  on  diredlly, 
Sec]  Several  haveendeavouted  to  vindicate  Ovid 
againft  the  old  objedlion,  that  he  miftakes  the  an- 
nual for  the  diurnal  motion  of  the  fun.  The  Dau- 
phin's notes  tell  us  that  Ovid  knew  very  well  the 
fun  did  not  pafs  thr<  ugh  all  the  figns  he  names  in 
one  day,  but  that  he  makes  Phoebus  mention  them 
only  to  frighte'j  Phaeton  from  the  Hndertakiug, 
B'Jt  though  this  may  anfwer  for  what  Phoebus  fays 
in  his  firft  fpeech,  it  cannot  from  what  is  faid  in 
this,  where  he  is  adlually  giving  diredlions  for  his 
jouriey,  and  plainly 

*'  SecSlus  in  obliquum  eft  lato  curvamine  limes, 
"   Zonarumque  trium  contentus  fine  plomumque 
"  hffugit  auftralem,  juniftamque  aqui^inibus  Arc- 
"  ton," 

defcribes  the  motion  through  all  the  zodiac. 

P.  199.  c.  I.  1.  5.  And  not  my  chariot,  &c.] 
Ovid's  verfe  is,  "  C  nfillis  non  curribus  utere  nof- 
"  tris."  This  way  of  joining  two  fuch  different 
ideas  as  chariot  and  c<mniel  to  the  fame  verb,  is 
mightly  ufed  by  Ovid ;  but  is  a  very  low  kind  of 
wit  and  has  always  in  it  a  mixture  of  pun,  becaufe 
the  verb  muft  be  taken  in  a  different  fenfe  when  it 
.  is  joined  with  one  of  the  things,  fmm  what  it  has 
in  conjun<ftion  with  the  other.  Thus  in  the  end 
of  this  ftory  he  tells  you  that  Jupiter  flung  a  thun- 
derbolt at  Phaeton — "  Pariterque,  animique,  ro- 
"  tifque  expulit  aurigam,"  where  he  makes  a  forced 
piece  of  i^atin  ("  animae  expulit  aurigam"}  that 
he  may  couple  the  foul  and  the  wheels  to  the  fame 
verb. 

Ibid.  c.  I.  1.  30.  The  youth  was  in  a  maze, 
&c.]  It  is  impofiible  for  a  man  to  be  drawn  in  a 
grearer  confulion  than  Phaeton  is;  but  the  anti- 
sbeOs  *f  JiijLt  and  darluiels  a  little  flattens  the  de- 


fcriptipn.     "  Suntque  oculls  tenebrse  per  Untum 
"  lumen  obortas." 

P.  199.  c.  I.  1.  33.  Then  the  feven  ftars,  &c.] 
I  wonder  none  of  Ovid's  commentators  have  taken 
notice  of  the  overCght  he  has  committed  in  this 
verfe,  where  he  makes  the  Triones  grow  warm 
before  there  was  ever  fuch  a  fign  in  the  heavens ; 
for  he  tells  us  in  this  very  book,  that  Jupiter 
turned  Califto  into  this  conftellation,  after  he  had 
repaired  the  ruins  that  Phaeton  had  made  in  the 
world. 

Ibid.  c.  a.  1.  24.  Athos  and  Tmolus,  &c.] 
Ovid  has  here,  after  the  way  of  the  old  poets,  gi- 
ven MS  a  catalogue  of  the  mountains  and  rivers 
which  were  burnt.  But,  that  I  might  not  tire  the 
Englifti  reader  I  have  left  out  fome  of  them  that 
make  no  figure  in  the  defcription,  and  inverted 
the  order  of  the  reft  according  as  the  fmoothnefs 
ef  my  veife  required. 

P.  199.  c.  a.  1.  49.  'Twas  then,  they  fay,  the 
fwarthy  Moor,  &c.]  This  ii.  the  only  metamorpho- 
fis  in  all  this  long  ftory,  which,  contrary  to  cuf- 
tom,  is  inlerted  in  the  middle  of  it.  The  critics 
may  determine  whether  what  follows  it  be  not 
too  great  an  excuriion  in  him  who  propofes  it  as 
his  whole  dcfign  to  let  us  know  the  changes  of 
things.  I  dare  fay  that,  if  Ovid  had  not  religi- 
ouily  obferved  the  reports  of  the  ancient  mytho- 
logifts,  we  fhould  have  feen  Phaeton  turned  into 
fome  creature  or  other  that  ha'.es  the  light  of  the 
fun  ;  or  perhaps  into  an  eagle,  that  ftill  takes  plea- 
fure  to  gaze  on  it. 

P.  aoo.  c.  i.  1.  8.  The  frighted  Nile,  &c  ]  Ovid 
has  made  a  great  many  plealant  images  towards 
The  latter  end  of  his  ftory.     His  verfes  on  the 

''  Nilus  in  extremum  fugit  perterritus  orbem, 

"  Occuluitque  caput,  quod  adhuc  latet :  oftia  £ep- 

"  tern 
"  Pulvcrulenta  vacant,  feptem  fine  flumine  valles.'* 

are  as  noble  as  Virgil  could  have  written  ;  but 
then  he  ought  not  to  have  mentioned  the  channel 
of  the  fea  afterwards, 

"  Mare  contrahitur,  ficcaque  eft  campus  arenas," 

becaufe  the  thought  is  too  near  the  other.  The 
image  of  the  Cyclades  is  a  very  pretty  one ; 

"  — Quos  ahum  texerat  iquor 

"  Exiftunt  monies,  et  fparfas>CycIadas  augent." 

Put  to  tell  us  that  the  fwans  grew  warm  in  Cay- 
fter, 

"  —Medio  volucres  caluere  Cayftro," 

and  that  the  dolphins  durft  not  leap, 

"  Ne  fe  fuper  sequora  curvi 

"  Toilere  confuetas  audent  Delphines  in  auras," 

, is  intolerably  trivial  on  fo  great  a  fubjeft  as  th« 
burning  of  the  world. 


yti 


THE    WORKS    OF   ADDISdN. 


P.  »00.  c.  1.  1.  30.  The  earth  at  length,  &c.] 
We  have  here  a  fpeech  of  the  earth,  which  will 
doubtlefs  leem  very  unnatural  to  an  Englifh 
reader.  It  is,  I  believe,  the  boldeft  profopopceia 
of  any  in  the  old  poets;  or,  if  it  were  never  fo 
ratHi'al,  I  cannot  but  think  (he  f^)eaks  too  much 
in  aay  reafon  for  one  in  her  condition. 

ON  EUROPA'S  RAPE. 

P.  206.  c.  2.  1.  9.  The  dignity  of  empire,  &c.] 
This  ftory  is  prettily  told,  and  very  well  brought 
in  by  thofe  two  ferious  lines, 

**  Non  bene  conveniunt,  nee  in  una  fede  morantur, 
*'  Majeftas  et  Amor.     Sceptri  gravitate  reliAa, 
f  &c." 

without  which  the  whole  fable  would  have  ap- 
peared very  profane. 

Ibid.  c.  2.  1.  49.  The  frighted  nymph  looks, 
&c.]  This  confternatioii  and  behaviour  of  Eu- 
ropa, 

"  — Elufam  defignat  imagine  tauri 

"  Europen  :  verum  taurum,  freta  vera  putaras. 

"  Ipla  videbatur  terras  fpeftare  relidtas, 

"  Et  comites  clamare  fuos,  tadumque  vereri 

•'  Affiiientis  aquas,  timidafque  reducere  plantas," 

is  better  defcribed  in  Arachne's  pidure  in  the 
Cxth  book,  than  it  is  here ;  and  in  the  beginning 
of  Tatius's  Clitophon  and  Leucippe,  than  in  either 
place.  It  is  indeed  ufual  among  the  Latin  poets 
(who  had  more  art  and  rcfle(Stion  than  the  Gre- 
cian) to  take  hold  of  all  opportunities  to  defcribe 
the  pidure  of  any  place  or  adiion,  which  they 
generally  dqjjetter  than  they  could  the  place  or 
adion  itfelf ;  becaufe  in  the  defcription  of  a  pic- 
ture you  have  a  double  fubjeifl  before  you,  either 
to  defcribe  the  pidlure  itfelf,  or  what  is  reprefent- 
ed  in  it. 


ON  THE  STORIES  IN  THE  THIRD  BOOK. 

FAB.     I. 

Thire  is  fo  great  a  variety  in  the  arguments  of 
the  Metamorphofes,  that  he  who  would  treat  of 
them  rightly,  ought  to  be  a  mafter  of  all  ftyles, 
and  every  different  way  of  writing.  Ovid  indeed 
fhows  himfelf  moft  in  a  familiar  ftory,  where  the 
chief  grace  is  to  be  eafy  and  natural ;  but  wants 
neither  ftrength  of  thought  nor  expreffion,  when 
he  endeavours 'after  it,  in  the  more  fublime  and 
manly  fubjedls  of  his  poem.  In  the  prefent  fable, 
the  icrpent  is  terribly  defcribed,  and  his  beha- 
viour very  well  imagined  ;  the  acflions  of  both 
parties  in  the  encounter  are  natural,  and  the  lan- 
guage that  reprefents  them  more  ftrong  and  maf- 
culine  than  what  we  ufualiy  meet  with  in  this 


poet  :  if  there  be  any  faulcs  In  th^  narratioa, 
they  are  thefe,  perhaps,  which  follow  : 

P.  207.  c.  a.  1.  10.  Spire  above  fpire,  5ce.]  Ovid, 
to  make  his  ferpent  more  terrible,  and  to  raifc 
the  charadler  of  his  champion,  has  given  too 
great  a  loofe  to  his  imagination,  and  exceeded  all 
the  bounds  of  probability.  He  tells  us,  that  when 
he  raifed  up  but  half  his  body,  he  overlooked  a 
tall  foreft  of  oaks,  and  that  his  whole  body  was 
as  large  as  that  of  the  ferpent  in  the  Ikies.  None 
but  a  madman  would  have  attacked  fuch  a  mon* 
fter  as  this  is  defcribed  to  be;  nor  can  we  have 
any  notion  of  a  mortal's  flanding  agiinft  him. 
Virgil  is  not  afhamed  of  making  jEneas  fly  and 
tremble  at  the  light  of  a  far  lefs  formiduble  foe, 
where  he  gives  us  the  defcription  of  Polyphemus, 
in  the  third  book ;  he  knew  very  well  that  a 
monfler  was  not  a  proper  enemy  for  his  hero 
to  encounter  :  but  we  fhnuid  certainly  have  feen 
Cadmus  hewing  down  the  Cyclops  had  he  fal- 
len in  Ovid's  way ;  or  if  Statius's  little  Tydeus 
had  been  thrown  on  Sicily,  it  is  probable  he 
would  not  have  fpared  one  of  the  whole  brother- 
hood. 

"  — Phcenicas,  five  illi  tela  parabant,  *  . 

"  Sive  fugam,  five  ipfe  timor  prohibebat  utrumque, 
"  Occupat : — " 

P.  zoy.  c.  a.  1.  17.  In  vain  the  Tyrians,  &c.l 
The  poet  could  not  keep  up  his  narration  all 
along,  in  the  grandeur  and  magnificence  of  an 
heroic  flyle  :  he  has  here  funk  into  the  flatnefs  of 
profe,  where  he  tells  us  the  behaviour  of  the  Ty- 
rians at  the  fight  of  the  ferpent : 

"  — Tcgimen  direpta  leoni 
"  PcUis  erat ;  telum  fplendenti  lancca  ferro, 
"  Et  jaculum;   teioque  animus  pr^ellantior  om- 
"  ni;"— 

and  in  a  few  lines  after  lets  drop  the  m^jefly  of 
his  verfe,  for  the  fake  of  one  of  his  little  turns< 
How  does  he  languifh  in  that  which  feems  a  la- 
boured line  ;  "  'I'riftia  fanguinea  lambentcm  vu,l- 
"  nera  lingua."  And  what  pains  does  he  take  to 
exprefs  the  ferpent's  breaking  the  foicc  of  tho 
ftroke,  by  fhrinking  back  from  it  1 

"  Sed  leve  vulnus  erat,  quia  fe  retrahebat  ab  i&v, 
"  Lasfaque  colla  dabat  retro,  plagamque  ftdcre 
"  Credendo  fecit,  nee  longius  ire  fincbat." 

P.  208.  c.  1. 1.  36.  And  flings  the  future,  Sec] 
The  defcription  of  the  men  rifing  out  of  the 
gcound  is  as  beautiful  a  paffage  as  any  in  Ovid. 
It  ftrikes  the  imagination  very  flrongly ;  we  fee 
their  motion  in  the  firft  part  of  it,  anXl  their  mul- 
titude in  the  "  MefTis  virorum"  at  laft. 

Ibid.  c.  I.  1.  4I.  The  breathing  harveft,  &c. 
"  Mcffis  clypeatia  virorum."  The  beauty  in 
thefe  words  would  have  beeli  greater,  had  only 
"  Meffis  virorum"  been  expreffed  without  "  dy- 
"  peata;"  for  the  reader's  mind  would  have  been 
delighted  with   two  fuch  difTerent  ideas    com- 


TRANSLATIONS. 
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powded  together,  but  can  fcarce  attend  to  fuch  a 
complete  image  as  is  made  out  of  all  three. 

This  way  of  mixing  two  different  ideas  toge- 
ther in  one  image,  as  it  is  a  great  furprife  to  the 
reader,  is  a  great  beauty  in  poetry,  if  there  be 
fufficient  ground  for  it  in  the  nature  of  the  thing 
that  is  delcribed.  The  Latin  poets  are  very  full  of 
it,  efpecially.the  worfc  of  them  ;  for  the  more 
corre<51:  ufe  it  but  fparingly,  as  inded  the  nature  of 
things  will  feldom  afford  a  juft  occafion  for  it. 
When  any  thing  we  defcribe  has  accidentally  in  it 
fome  quality  that  feems  repugnant  to  its  nature, 
or  is  very  extraordinary  and  uncommon  in  things 
of  that  fpecies,  fach  a  compound  image  as  we  are 
BOW  fpeaking  of  is  made,  by  turning  this  quality 
into  an  epithet  of  what  we  defcribe.  Thus  Clau- 
dian,  having  gcft  a  hollow  ball  of  cryftal,  with 
water  in  the  midft  of  it,  for  his  fubje(fl,  take?  the 
advantage  of  confidering  the  cryttal  as  hard,  fto- 
ny,  precious  water,  and  the  water  as  fcft,  fluid, 
impcrfed  cryftal ;  and  thus  fports  off  above  a  do- 
zen epigrams,  in  fetting  his  words  and  ideas  at 
variance  among  one  another.  He  has  a  great 
many  beauties  of  this  nature  in  him ;  but  he  gives 
himfelf  up  fo  much  to  this  way  of  writing,  that 
a  man  may  eafily  know  where  to  meet  with  them 
"when  he  fees  his  fubjeft,  and  often  flrains  fo  hard 
for  them,  that  he  many  times  makes  his  dcfcrip- 
tions  bombaftic  and  unnatural.  What  work  would 
he  have  made  with  Virgil's  golden  bough,  had  he 
been  to  defcribe  it  ?  We  fhould  certainly  have 
feen  the  yellow  bark,  golden  fprouts,  radiant 
leaves,  blooming  metal,  branching  gold,  and  all 
the  quarrels  that  could  have  been  raifed  between 
words  of  fuch  different  natures  :  when  we  fee 
Virgil  contented  with  his  "  Auri  frondtntis;" 
and  what  is  the  fame,  though  much  finer  expreff- 
ed — "  Frondefcit  virga  metallo,"  This  compofi- 
tion  of  different  ideas  is  often  met  with  in  a  whole 
fentencc,  where  circumftances  are  happily  recon- 
ciled that  fcem  wholly  foreign  to  each  other ;  and 
is  often  found  among  tfie  Latin  poets  (for  the 
Greeks  wanted  art  for  it),  in  their  defcriptions  of 
pidtures,  images,  dreams,  apparitions,  metamor- 
phofes,  and  the  like ;  where  they  bring  together 
two  fuch  thwarting  ideas,  by  making  one  part  of 
their  defcriptions  relate  to  the  reprefentation,  and 
the  other  to  the  thing  that  is  reprefented.  Of  this" 
rature  is  that  verfe,  which,  perhaps,  is  the  wittieft 
in  Virgil ;  "  Atrollens  humeris  famamque  et  fata 
••  nepotum,"  .^n.  viii.,  where  he  delcnbesiEneas 
carrying  on  his  {boulders  the  reputation  ind  for- 
tunes of  his  pofterity ;  which,  though  very  odd 
and  furprifing,  is  plainly  made  out,  when  we  con- 
fider  how  thefe  difagieeiug  ideas  are  reconciled, 
and  his  pofterity's  fame  and  fate  made  portable  by 
being  engraven  on  the  Ihield.  Thus,  when  Ovid 
tells  us  that  Pallas  tore  in  pieces  Arachne's  work, 
where  fhe  had  embroidered  all  the  rapes  that  the 
gods  had  committed,  he  fays — "  Rupit  coeleftia 
♦'  crimina."  I  fhall  conclude  this  tedious  reflec- 
tion with  an  excellent  ftroke  of  this  nature  out  of 
Mr.  Montague's  *  Poem  to  the  King ;  where  he 

*  AfterwM-ds  £arl  9f  Hali&x.  - 


tells  us  how  the  King  of  France  would  have  been 
celebrated  by  his  fubjeifts,  if  he  had  ever  gained 
fuch  an  honourable  wound  as  King  William's  at 
the  fight  of  the  Boyne  : 

"  His  bleeding  arm  had  furnilh'd  all  their  roovat, 
"  And  run  for  ever  purple  in  the  Ioora»." 


FAB.    n. 

P.  ac8.  c.  2.  1.  I.  Here  Cadmus  reign'd,]  This 
is  a  pretty  folemn  tranfition  to  the  flory  of  Ac- 
tjeon,  which  is  all  naturally  told.  The  goddefs 
and  her  maids  undreffmg  her,  are  defcribed  with 
diverting  circumflances.  Adlaaon's  flight,  confu- 
fion,  and  griefs,  are  paffionately  reprclented ;  but 
it  is  pity  the  whole  narration  fhould  be  fo  care- 
lefsly  clofed  up. 

"  — Ut  abeffc  queruntur, 

"  Nee  capere  oblatse  fegnem  fpedlacula  prada. 

"  Vellet  abeffe  quidem,  fed  adefl,velletque  videre, 

"  Non  etiam  fentire,  canum  fera  fa6ta  fuorum." 

P.  209.  c.  I.  1.  40.  A  generous  pack,  &c.]  I 
have  not  here  troubled  myfelf  to  call  over  Ac- 
tion's pack  of  dog's  in  rhyme :  Spot  and  White- 
foot  make  but  a  mean  figure  in  heroic  verfe  ;  and 
the  Greek  names  Ovid  ufes  would  found  a  great 
deal  worfe.  He  clofcs  up  his  own  catalogue 
with  a  kind  of  a  jt.fl  on  it :  "  Quofque  referrc 
"  mora  ell" — which,  by  the  way,  is  too  light  and 
full  of  humour  for  the  other  ferious  parts  of  this 
ftory.  f 

This  way  of  inferting  catalogues  of  proper 
names  in  their  poems,  the  Latins  took  from  the 
Greeks ;  but  have  made  them  more  pleafirg  than 
thofe  they  imitate,  by  adapting  fo  many  delightful 
charadlcrs  to  their  perfons  names ;  in  which  part 
Ovid's  copioufnefs  of  invention,  and  great  infight 
into  nature,  has  given  him  the  precedence  to  all 
the  poets  that  ever  came  before  or  after  him.  Th© 
fmoothnefs  of  our  Englilh  verfe  is  too  much  loft 
by  the  repetition  of  proper  names,  wkich  is  other- 
wife  very  natural,  and  abfoluteiy  neceffary  in  fotn« 
cafes ;  as  before  a  battle  to  raife  in  our  minds  an 
anfwerable  expciflation  of  the  events,  and  a  lively 
idea  of  the  numbers  that  are  engaged.  For,  had 
Horner  or  Virgil  only  told  us  in  two  or  three  lines 
before  their  fights,  that  there  were  forty  thcufand 
of  each  fide,  our  imagination  could  not  pollibly 
have  been  fo  affeCled,  as  when  we  fee  every  leader 
fingled  out,  and  every  regiment  in  a  manner  drawn 
up  before  our  eyes. 


FAB.     IIL 

p.  109.  c.  z.  I.  24.  How  Semele,  Sec  ]  This  1*  one 
of  Ovid's  finiihed  flories.  The  tranfition  to  it  ia 
proper  and  unforced  :  Juno,  in  her  two  fpecchcs, 
ai5ls  incomparably  well  the  parts  of  a  refenting 
goddefi  and  a  tattling  nurfe  :  Jupiter  makes  a  verjf 
nvi]efiic  figure  with  his  thunder  and  lightning,  but 


ft»<J 

it  is  full  fuch  a  one  as  ftiews  who  drew  it ;  for  who 
does  not  plainly  difcover  Ovid's  hand  in  the 

"  Qua  tamen  ufque  poteft,  vires  fibi  demere  tentat. 
••   Ncc,  quo  centimanum  dejicerit  igne  Typhaa, 
f*  Nunc,  armatur  eo  :  nimium  feritatis  in  illo. 
"  Eft  aliud  levins  fulmep,  cui  dextra  Cyclopum, 
*'  Ssvitiae  flamnia5que  minus,  minus  addidit  irae ; 
*'  Tela  fecunda  vocant  fuperi." 

P.  109.  c.  2. 1.  54.  'Tis  well,  fays  flic,  &c.]  Virgil 
has  made  a  Bsroe  of  one  of  his  goddefies  in  the 
fifth  ^neid ;  but  if  we  compare  the  fpeech  fhe 
there  makes  with  that  of  her  name- fake  in  this 
ftory,  we  may  find  the  genius  of  each  poet  difco- 
'  Tering  itfelf  in  the  language  of  the  nurfe  :  Virgil's 
Iris  could  not  have  fpoken  more  majeflically  in  her 
own  fhape ;  but  Juno  is  fo  much  altered  from  her- 
felf  in  Ovid,  that  the  goddefs  is  quite  lofl  in  the 
old  woman. 


FAB.     V. 

P.  an.  C.I.  1.13.  She  can't  begin,  See]  If  playing 
en  words  be  exculable  in  any  poem,  it  i.-;  in  this, 
where  Echo  is  a  fpeaker;  but  it  is  fo  mean  a  kind 
of  wit,  thar,  if  it  deferves  excufe,  it  can  claim  no 
more. 

Mr.  Locke,  in  his  Eflay  of  Human  Underftand- 
ing,  has  given  us  the  beft  account  of  wit,  in  (hort, 
that  can  any  where  be  met  with.  "  Wit,"  fays 
he,  "  lies  in  the  affcmblage  of  ideas,  and  putting 
"  thofe  together  with  quicknefs  and  variety, 
•'  wherein  can  be  found  any  refemblance  or  con- 
"  gruity,  thereby  to  make  up  pleafant  piAures  and 
"  agreeable  vifions  in  the  fancy."  Thus  does  true 
wit,  as  this  incomparable  author  obferves,  generally 
confift  in  the  likenefs  of  ideas,  and  is  more  or  lefs 
wit,  as  this  likenefs  in  ideas  is  more  furprifing  and 
Unexpefled.  But  as  true  wit  is  nothing  elfe  but  a 
fimilitude  in  ideas,  fo  is  falfe  wit  the  fimilitude  in 
words,  whether  it  lies  in  the  likenefs  of  letters  only, 
as  in  anagram  and  acroiHc  ;  or  of  fyllables,  as  in 
doggrel  rhymes;  or  in  whole  words,  as  puns, 
echoes,  and  the  like.  Befides  thefe  two  kinds  of 
falfe  and  true  wit,  there  is  another  of  a  middle  na- 
ture, that  has  fomething  of  both  in  it. — when  in 
two  ideas  that  have  fome  refemblance  with  each 
other,  and  are  both  expreffed  by  the  fame  word, 
we  make  ufe  of  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  tofpeak 
that  of  one  idea  included  under  it,  which  is  proper 
to  the  other.  Thus,  for  example,  moft  languages 
have  hit  on  the  word,  which  properly  fignifies  fire, 
to  exprefs  love  by  (and  therefore  we  may  be  lure 
there  is  fomc  refemblance  in  the  ideas  mankind 
have  of  them);  frcm  hence  the  witty  poets  of  all 
languages,  -.vhen  they  once  have  called  love  a  fire, 
confider  it  ro  longer  as  the  puflion,  but  fpeak  of  it 
under  the  notion  of  a  real  fire ;  and,  as  the  turn 
of  wit  require>,  make  the  fame  word  in  the  fame 
fentencc  Hand  for  either  of  the  ideas  that  is  an- 
nexed to  it.  When  Ovid's  Apullo  falls  i:)  love,  he 
burns  with  a  new  flame;  wlien  the  fca- nymphs 
la:igui{h  with  this  paliloh,  they  kindle  in  the  water ; 
% 


THE   WORKS    OF   ADD1S6N. 


the  Greek  epigrammatifl  fell  in  loVe  with  one  that 
flung  a  fnow-ball  at  him,  and  therefore  takes  oc- 
cafion  to  admire  how  fire  could  be  thus  concealed 
in  fnow.  In  fliort,  whenever  the  poet  feeb  any 
thing  in  this  love  that  refembles  fomething  in  fire, 
he  carries  on  this  agreement  into  a  kind  of  allego- 
ry ;  but  if,  as  in  the  preceding  inflances,  he  finds 
any  circumftances  in  his  love  contrary  to  the  na- 
ture of  fire,  he  calls  his  love  a  fire,  and  by  joining 
this  circumftance  to  it,  furprifes  his  reader  with  a  ■ 
feeming  contradidion.  I  fhould  not  have  dwelt  fa», 
long  on  this  inftance,  had  it  noj  been  fo  frequent 
in  Ovid,  who  is  the  greateft  admirer  of  this  mixt 
wit  of  all  the  ancients,  as  our  Cowley  is  among  the 
moderns.  Homer,  Virgil,  Horace,  and  the  greateft  1 
poets  fcorned  it ;  as  indeed  it  is  only  fit  for  epi- 
gram, and  little  copies  of  verfes  :  one  would  won- 
der therefore  how  fo  fublime  a  genius  as  Milton 
could  fometimes  fall  into  it,  in  fuch  a  work  as  au  ; 
epic  poem.  But  we  mud  attribute  it  to  his  hu- 
mouring the  vicious  tafte  of  the  age  he  lived  in, 
and  the  falfe  judgment  of  our  unlearned  Englifli 
readers  in  general,  who  have  few  of  them  a  relifh 
of  the  more  mafcuiinc  and  noble  beauties  of 
poetry. 

FAB.     VI. 

Ovid  feeais  particularly  pleafed  with  thefubjeft 
of  this  ftory,  but  has  notorioufly  fallen  into  a  fault 
he  is  often  taxed  with,  of  not  knowing  when  he 
has  faid  enough,  by  his  endeavouring  to  excel. 
How  has  he  turned  and  twifted  that  one  thought 
of  Narciffus's  being  the  perfon  beloved,  and  the 
lover  too  ? 

"  Cundlaque  miratur  quibus  efl:  mirabilis  ipfe. 

"  — Qui  probat,  ipfe  probatur. 

"  D  unique   petit  petitur,  pariterque  incendit  et 

"  ardet, ., 
"  Atque  oculos  idem  qui  deciptt  incitat  error. 
"   Perque  oculos  perit  ipfe  fuos — 
"  Uror    aniore    mei,    flammas    moveoque   fero- 
'    "  que,"  &c. 

But  we  cannot  meet  with  a  better  inftance  of  the 
exrravagance  and  wantonnefsof  Ovid's  fancy,  than 
in  that  particular  circumftance  at  the  end  of  the 
ftory,  of  Narciffus's  gazing  on  his  face  after  death 
in  the  Stygian  waters.  The  defign  was  very  bold, 
of  making  a  boy  fall  in  love  with  himfelf  here  on 
earth ;  but  to  torture  him  with  the  fame  paflion 
after  death,  and  not  to  let  his  ghoft  reft  in  quiet, 
was  intolerably  cruel  and  uncharitable. 

P.  an.  c.  I.  1.  4a.  But  wliilft  within,  &c.] 
"  Dumque  fitim  fedare  cupit  Ctis  altera  crevit." 
We  have  here  a  touch  of  that  mixed  wit  I  have 
before  fpoken  of;  but  I  think  the  meafure  of  pun 
in  it  out-weighs  the  true  wit ;  for  if  we  exprefs  the 
thought  in  other  words  the  turn  is  almoft  loft.  This' 
paffage  of  Narciflus  probably  gave  Milton  the  hint 
of  applying  it  to  Eve,  though  1  think  her  furprife- 
at  the  fight  of  her  own  face  in  the  water,  far  more 
juft  and  natural  than  this  of  Narciflus.    She  wa 
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a  raw  anexperienced  beinp,  jufl:  created,  and  there- 
fore might  eafily  be  fubjeA  to  the  delufion ;  but 
NarcilTus  had  been  in  the  world  fixteen  years,  was 
brother  and  fon  to  the  water-nymphs,  and  there- 
fore to  be  fiippofed  converfant  with  fountains  long 
before  this  fatal  miftake. 

P.  21  r.  c.  a-  1.  I  a.  You  trees,  fays  he,  &c.] 
Ovid  is  very  juftly  celebrated  for  the  paffionate 
fpeeches  of  his  poem.  They  have  generally  abun- 
dance of  nature  in  them,  but  I  leave  it  to  better 
judgments  to  confider  whether  they  are  not  often 
too  witty  and  too  tedious.  The  poet  never  cares 
for  fmothering  a  good  thought  that  comes  in  his 
wayi  and  never  thinks  he  can  draw  tears  enough 
from  his  reader:  by  which  means  our  grief  is 
either  diverted  or  fpent  before  we  come  to  hiscon- 
clufion  ;  for  we  cannot  at  the  fame  time  be  delight- 
ed with  the  wit  of  the  poet,  and  concerned  for  the 
perfon  that  fpeaks  it ;  and  a  great  critic  has  admi- 
rably well  obfcrved,  "  Lamentationes  debent  effe 
•'  breves  et  concifse,  nam  lacryma  fubito  excrefcit, 
"  et  difficile  et  Auditorem  vel  Leflorem  in  fummo 
•'  animi  affedlu  diu  tenere."  Would  any  one  is 
Narciflus's  condition  have  cried  out — "■  Inopem  me 
"  copia  fecit  ?''  Or  can  any  thing  be  more  un- 
natural than  to  turn  off  from  his  forrows  for  the 
fake  of  a  pretty  refle«Slion  ? 

*'  O  utinam  noftro  fecedere  corporc  pcflem '. 
"  Votum  in  amante  novum ;  vellem,  quod  ama- 
"  mus,  abeffet," 

None,  I  fuppofe,  can  be  much  grieved  for  one  that 
is  fo  witty  on  his  own  afflicSbions.  But  I  think  we 
may  every  where  obferve  in  Ovid,  that  he  em- 
ploys his  invention  more  than  his  judgment;  and 
fpeaks  all  the  ingenious  things  that  can  be  faid  on 
the  fubjed,  rather  than  thofe  which  are  particu- 
larly proper  to  the  peyfon  and  circumftapcesof  tlie 
ipeuker. 


FAB.    VII. 


P.  ziz.  c,  a>  J.  3.  When  Pentheus  thus,  &c.] 
There  is  a  great  deal  of  fpirit  and  fire  in  this 
fpecch  of  Pentheus,  but  I  believe  none  befide  Ovid 
would  have  thought  of  the  transformation  of  the 
ferpent's  teeth  for  an  incitement  to  the  Theban* 
courage,  when  he  defires  them  not  to  degenerate 
from  their  great  forefather  the  Dragon,  and  draw* 
a  parallel  bet\yeen  the  behaviour  of  them  both. 

"  Efle,  precor,  memores,  qua  fitis  flirpe  creati, 

"  llliufque  animos,  qui  multos  perdidit  unus,       -• 

"  Sumite  ferpentis  :  pro  fontibus  ille,  lacuquc 

"  Interiit,  at  vos  pro  fama  vincite  veftra. 

"  Ille  dedit  letho  fortes,  vos  pellite  molles, 

"  Et  patrium  revocate  decus." 

FAB.    VIII. 

The  ftory  of  Acoetes  has  abundance  of  nature  la 
all  the  parts  of  it,  as  well  in  the  defcription  of  his 
own  parentage  and  employment,  as  in  that  of  the 
failors  charafters  and  manners.  But  the  fhort 
fpeeches  fcattered  up  and  down  in  it,  which  make 
the  Latin  rery  natural,  cannot  appear  fo  well  in 
our  language,  which  is  much  more  fltthborn  and 
unpliant ;  and  therefore  are  but  as  fo  many  rubs  in 
the  flory,  that  are  ftill  turning  the  narration  out  of 
its  proper  courfe.  The  transformation  at  th«  latter 
end  is  wonderfully  beautiful. 

FA  p.    IX. 

Ovid  has  two  very  good  fimilles  on  Pentheus, 
where  he  compares  him  to  a  river  in  a  former 
ftory,  aud  to  a  war-horfe  in  the  prefent. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELI.ER, 

ON   HIS  PICTURE  OF  THE  KING. 

Kneiler,  with  filence  and  furprife 
We  fee  Britannia's  monarch  rife, 
A  godlike  form,  by  thee  difplay'd 
In  all  the  force  of  light  and  fhade; 
And,  aw'd  by  thy  delufive  hand. 
As  in  the  prefence  chamber  ftand. 

The  magic  of  thy  art  call*  forth 
His  fecret  foul  and  hidden  worth, 
His  probity  and  mildnefs  (hows, 
His  care  of  friends,  and  fcorn  of  foc»: 
In  every  ftroke,  in  every  Hne, 
Does  fome  exalted  virtue  fhine. 
And  Albion's  happinefs  we  trace 
Through  all  the  features  of  his  face. 

O  may  I  live  to  hail  the  day, 
When  the  glad  nation  fhall  furvey 
Their  fovereign,  through  his  wide  command, 
Paffing  in  progrefs  o'er  the  land  1 
lach  heart  fhall  bend,  and  every  voice 
In  loud  applauding  fhouts  rejoice, 
Whilft  all  his  gracious  afpeft  praife, 
And  crowds  grow  loyal  as  they  gaze. 

The  image  on  the  medal  plac'd, 
With  its  bright  round  of  titles  grac'd. 
And  flampt  on  Britilh  coins  ftiall  live, 
To  richefl:  ores  the  value  give. 
Or,  wrought  within  the  curious  mold. 
Shape  and  adorn  the  running  gold. 
To  bear  this  form,  the  genial  fun 
Has  daily  fince  his  courfe  begun 
Jlejoic'd  the  metal  to  refine. 
And  ripen'd  the  Peruvian  mine. 

Thou,  Kneller,long  with  noble  pride, 
The  foremoft  of  thy  art,  haft  vy'd 
With  nature  in  a  generous  ftrife, 
And  touch'd  the  canvas  into  life. 

Thy  pencil  has,  by  monarchs  fought, 
Irom  reign  to  reign  in  ermine  wrought, 


And,  in  the  robes  of  ftatc  array'd. 
The  kings  of  half  an  age  difplay'd. 

Here  fwarthy  Charles  appears,  and  theSC 
His  brother  with  dejefted  air  : 
Triumphant  Naflau  here  we  find. 
And  with  him  bright  Maria  join'd  ; 
There  Anna,  great  as  when  fhe  fent 
Her  armies  through  the  continent. 
Ere  yet  her  Hero  was  difgrac'd  : 
O  may  fam'd  Brunfwick  be  the  laft, 
(Though  heaven  fhould  with  my  wifli  agree, 
And  long  preferve  thy  art  in  thee) 
The  lafl,  the  happieft  Britilh  king. 
Whom  thou  fhalt  paint,  or  I  fhall  fing  I 

Wife  Phidias  thus,  his  feill  to  prove. 
Through  many  a  god  advanc'd  to  Jove, 
And  taught  the  polifht  rocks  to  ftiinc 
With  airs  and  lineaments  divine  ; 
Till  Greece-,  amaz'd,  and  half-  afraid, 
Th'  affembled  deities  furvey 'd. 

Great  Pan,  who  wont  to  chace  the  fair. 
And  lov'd  the  fpreading  oak,  was  there ; 
Old  Saturn  too  with  upcaft  eyes 
Beheld  his  abdicated  Ikies; 
And  mighty  Mars,  for  war  renown'd. 
In  adamantine  armour  frown'd; 
By  him  the  childlcfs  goddefs  rofc, 
Minerva,  ftudious  to  compofe 
Her  twilled  threads ;  the  web  (he  flrung, 
And  o'er  a  loom  of  marble  hung  : 
Thetis,  the  troubled  ocean's  queen, 
Match'd  with  a  mortal,  next  was  feen, 
Reclining  on  a  funeral  urn. 
Her  ftiort-liv'd  darling  fon  to  mourn. 
The  laft  was  he,  whofe  thunder  flew 
The  Titan-race,  a  rebel  crew. 
That  from  a  hundred  hills  ally'd 
In  impious  leagues  their  king  defy'd. 

This  wonder  of  the  fculptor's  hand 
Produc'd,  his  art  was  at  a  ftand  : 
For  who  would  hope  new  fame  to  raife. 
Or  rilk  his  vvell-eftablifh'd  praife, 
That,  his  high  genius  to  approve. 
Had  drawn  a  George,  or  cajv'd  a  Jove  I 


PROLOGUE 

TO 

SMITH'S  PHJSPRA  JND  HIFPOLITUS 
Spoken  iy  Mr.  Wilh. 


Long  has  a  race  of  heroes  fill'd  the  ftage,- 
That  rant  by  note,  and  through  the  gamut  rage ; 
In  fongs  and  airs  exprefs  their  martial  fire. 
Combat  in  trills,  and  in  a  fugue  expire  : 
XVhile,  lull'd  by  found,  and  undiflurb'd  by  wit, 
Calm  and  fcrene  you  indolently  fit, 
And,  from  the  dull  fatigue  fii  thinking  free, 
Hear  the  facetious  fiddles  repartee  : 
Our  home-fpun  authors  muft  forfake  the  field, 
And  Shakfpeare  to  the  foft  Scarlett i  yield. 
To  your  new  tafte  the  poet  of  this  day 
Was  by  a  friend  advis'd  to  form  his  play ; 
Had  Valentin!,  mufically  coy,  [joy  : 

Shunn'd  Phadra's  arms,  and  fcorn'd  the  proffer'd 
It  had  not  mov'd  your  wonder  to  have  feen 
An  eunuch  fly  from  an  enamour'd  queen  : 
How  would  it  pleafe,fhould  fhe  in  Englifh  fpeak, 
And  could  Hippolitus  reply  in  Greek  ! 
But  he,  a  ftranger  to  your  modifti  way, 
By  your  old  rules  muft  ftand  or  fall  to-day. 
And  hopes  you  will  your  foreign  tafte  command. 
To  bear,  for  on«e,  with  what  you  underftand. 
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That  fcorn  the  paths  their  dull  forefathers  trod. 
And  won't  be  blockheads  in  the  common  road. 
Do  but  furvey  this  crowded  houfe  to-night  : 
— Here's  ftill  encouragement  for  thofe  that  write. 

Our  author,  to  divert  hH  friends  to-day. 
Stocks  with  variety  of  fools  his  play  ; 
And  that  there  may  be  fomething  gay  and  new. 
Two  ladies  errant  has  expos'd  to  view ; 
The  firft  a  damfel,  travell'd  in  romance ; 
The  t'  other  more  refin'd,  (he  comes  from  France  : 
Refcue,  like  courteous  knights,  the  nymph  from 

danger, 
And  kindly  treat,  like  well-bred  men,  the  ftranger. 


PJIOLOGUE 


STEELE'S  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

In  the  firft  rife  and  infancy  of  farce, 

When   fools  were  many,  and  when  plays  were 

fcarce, 
The  raw  unpraflis'd  authors  could,  with  eafe, 
A  young  and  unexperienc'd  audience  pleafe  : 
No  fingie  chara(fter  had  e'er  been  ftiown. 
But  the  whole  herd  of  fops  was  all  their  own ; 
Rich  in  originals,  they  fet  to  view. 
In  every  piece,  a  coxcomb  that  was  new. 

But  now  our  Britifli  theatre  can  boaft 
Drolls  of  all  kinds,  a  vaft  unthinking  hoft ! 
Fruitful  of  folly  and  of  vice,  it  ftiows  [beaux ; 

Cuckolds,  and   cits,  and  bawds,  and  pimps,  and 
Rough  country  knights  are  found  of  every  fhire  ; 
Of  every  fafhion  gentle  fops  appear  ; 
And  punks  of  different  charatfters  we  meet. 
As  frequent  on  the  ftage  as  in  the  pit. 
Our  modern  wits  are  forc'd  to  pick  and  cull. 
And  here  and  there  by  chance  glean  up  a  fool : 
liOng  ere  they  find  the  necefTary  fpark, 
They  fearch  the  town,  and  beat  about  the  park, 
To  all  his  moft  frequented  haunts  refort, 
Oft  dog  him  to  the  ring,  and  oft  to  court ; 
As  love  of  pleafure  or  of  place  invites ; 
And  fometimes  catch  him  taking  fnuff  at  White's. 

Hov.e'er,  to  do  you  right,  the  prefent  ao-e 
Bleeds  very  f.opeful  monitcrs  far  the  ftage j 


EPILOGUE 


LANSDOWNE'S  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS, 

When  Orpheus  tun'd  his  lyre  with  pleafing  woe. 
Rivers  forgot  to  run,  and  winds  to  blow. 
While  liftening  forefts  cover'd,  as  he  play'd, 
The  foft  mufician  in  a  moving  ftiade. 
That  this  night's  ftrains  the  fame  fuccefs  may  find^ 
The  force  of  mufic  is  to  mufic  join'd  : 
Where  founding  firings  and  artful  voices  fail. 
The  charming  rod  and  mutter'd  fpells  prevail. 
Let  fage  Urganda  wave  the  circling  wand 
On  barren  mountains,  or  a  wafte  of  fand  ; 
The  defert  fmiles  ;  the  woods  begin  to  grow. 
The  birds  to  warble,  and  the  fprings  to  flow. 

The  fame  dull  fights  in  the  fame  landflcip  mizt, 
■ficenes  of  ftill  life,  and  points  for  ever  fix'd, 
A  tedious  pleafure  on  the  mind  beftow, 
And  pall  the  fenfe  with  one  continued  fliow . 
But,  as  our  two  magicians  try  their  fkill, 
The  vifion  varies,  though  the  place  ftands  ftill ; 
While  the  fame  fpot  its  gaudy  form  renews. 
Shifting  the  profpe(5l  to  a  thoufand  views. 
Thus  (without  unity  of  place  tranfgreft) 
Th'  enchanter  turns  the  critic  to  a  jeft. 

But  howfoe'er,  to  pleafe  your  wandering  eyes. 
Bright  objedts  difappear  and  brighter  rife  : 
There's  none  can  make  amends  for  loft  delight. 
While  from  that  circle  we  divert  your  fight. 


AN  ODE  FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY. 

SET  TO  MUSIC  Br  MR.  DANIEL  PDRCELL. 
Performed  at  Oxford,  1699. 


Prepare  the  hallo w'd  ftrain,  my  mufe. 

Thy  fofteft  founds  and  fweeteft  numbers  choofe ; 

The  bright  Cecilia's  praife  rehearfe, 

In  warbling  words,  and  gliding  verfe, 

That  fmoothly  run  into  a  fong. 

And  gently  die  away,  and  melt  upon  the  tongue. 

II. 
Firft  let  the  fprightly  violin 


!'he  joyful  melody  beginj 
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And  none  of  all  her  ftrings  be  mute. 
While  the  fharp  found  and  fhriller  lay 
In  fweet  harmonious  notes  decay, 
Soften'd  and  mellow'd  by  the  flute. 

*  "  The  flute  that  fweetly  can  complain, 
"  Diflblve  the  frozen  nymph's  difdain  ; 
"  Panting  fympathy  impart, 
"  Till  {he  partake  her  lover's  fmart." 

CHORUS. 
III. 
Next,  let  the  folemn  organ  join 
Religious  airs,  and  flrains  divine, 
Such  as  may  lift  us  to  the  fkies, 
And.fet  all  heaven  before  our  eyes  : 

"  Such  as  may  lift  us  to  the  lki«s ; 
"  So  far  at  leaft  till  they 
"  Defcend  with  kind  furprife, 
"  And  meet  our  pious  harmony  half-way.", 

IV. 

Let  then  the  trumpet's  piercing  found 
Our  ravifti'd  ears  v?ith  pleafure  wound  : 

The  foul  o'erpowering  with  delight, 
As,  with  a  quick  uncommon  ray, 
A  ftreak  of  lightning  clears  the  day, 

And  flafhes  on  the  fight. 
Let  echo  too  perform  her  part. 
Prolonging  every  note  with  art. 

And  in  a  low  expiring  flrain 

Play  all  the  concert  o'er  again. 

V. 

Such  were  the  tuneful  notes  that  hung 

On  bright  Cecilia's  charming  tongue : 

Notes  that  facred  heats  infpir'd, 

And  with  religious  ardour  fir'd  : 

The  love-fick  youth,  that  long  fupprefs'd 

His  fmothcr'd  paflion  in  his  breaft. 

No  fooner  heard  the  warbling  dame. 

But,  by  the  fecret  influence  turn'd, 
He  felt  a  new  diviner  flame. 

And  with  devotion  burn'd. 
"With  ravifli'd  foul,  and  looks  amaz'd. 
Upon  her  beauteous  face  he  gaz'd  ; 

Nor  made  his  amorous  complaint : 
In  vain  her  eyes  his  heart  had  charm'd. 
Her  heavenly  voice  her  eyesdifaim'd. 

And  chang'd  the  lover  to  a  faint. 


CRAND  CHORDS. 


VI. 

And  now  the  choir  complete  rejoices. 
With  trembliHg  firings  and  melting  Toices, 
The  tuneful  ferment  rifes  high. 
And  works  with  mingled  melody  : 
Quick  divifions  run  their  rounds. 
A  thoufand  trills  and  quivering  founds 

In  airy  circles  o'er  us  fly, 
Till,  wafted  by  a  gentle  breeze. 
They  faint  and  languifn  by  degrees, 

And  at  a  dillance  die. 

♦  The  four  bft  lines  of  the  fecond  and  third  ftanza* 
VPtre  added  by  Mr.  Tate. 


AN    ODE. 


The  fpacious  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  fky. 

And  fpangled  heavens,  a  fhining  frame. 

Their  great  original  proclaim. 

Th'  unweary'd  fun,  from  day  to  day. 

Does  his  Creator's  power  difplay  ; 

And  publilhes,  to  every  land, 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

II. 
Soon  as  the  evening  (hades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wonderous  tale  j 
And  nightly,  to  the  iiftening  earth, 
Repeats  the  ftory  of  her  birth  : 
Whilft  all  the  ftars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets,  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  mil. 
And  fpread  the  trjjth  from  pole  to  pole. 

III. 
What  though.  In  folemn  Clence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreftrial  ball ; 
What  though,  no  real  voice,  nor  f  lund  : 
Amidft  their  radiant  orbs  be  found ; 
In  reafon's  ear  they  all  rejoice. 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice; 
For  ever  finging  as  they  fhine, 
The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine. 


AN    HYMN. 


When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rifing  foul  furveys ; 
Tranfported  with  the  view,  I'm  loft 

In  wander,  iove,  and  praifc. 
II. 
0  how  fhall  words  with  equal  warmth 

Ihe  gratitude  declare. 
That  glows  within  my  ravifti'd  heart  I 

But  thou  canft  read  it  there. 
III. 
Thy  providence  my  life  fuftain'd. 

And  all  my  wants  red  reft  ; 
When  in  the  filent  womb  I  lay. 

And  hung  upon  the  breafl. 

To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries. 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear. 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learnt 

To  form  themlelves  in  prayer. 

V. 

Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  foul 

rhy  tender  carebeft>  w'd. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceiv'd 

from  whence  thel'e  comforts  flow'd. 

VI. 

When  in  the  flippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedkfsfleps  I  ran, 
1  hine  arm  unfeen  convey'd  me  fafc. 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 
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Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  death, 

it  greatly  clear'd  my  way  ; 
And  through  the  pleafing  fnares  of  vice, 

M»re  to  be  fear'd  than  they. 

VIII. 

When  worn  with  ficknefs,  oft  haft  thou 
With  health  renew'd  my  face; 

And  when  in  fins  and  forrows  funk, 
Reviv'd  my  foul  with  grate. 

IX. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  blifs 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er, 
And  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend 

Has  doubled  all  my  ftore. 

X. 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  leaft  a  cheerful  heart. 

That  taftes  thofe  gifts  with  joy. 

Xi. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life. 

Thy  goodncfs  I'll  purfue; 
And  after  death,  in  diftant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

XII. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  mercy  fhall  adore. 

XIII. 

Thtough  all  eternity  to  thee, 

A  joyful  fong  I'll  raife  ; 
For,  oh  !  eternity's  too  Ihortj 

To  utter  all  thy  praife. 


AN     ODE. 


How  are  thy  fervants  bleft,  O  Lord  1 

How  fure  is  their  defence  ! 
Eternal  wifdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence. 
II. 
In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote. 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pafs'd  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 
111. 
Thy  mercy  fweeten'd  every  foil. 

Made  every  region  pleafe  ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd. 

And  fmooth'd  the  Tyrrhene  feat. 

IV. 

Think,  O  my  foul,  devoutly  think, 

How,  with  affriglited  eyes, 
Thoii  faw'ft  the  wide-extended  deejj,^ 

In  all  its  horrors  rife. 

V. 

Confufion  dwelt  on  every  face, 

An('.  tear  in  every  heart ; 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulfs  on  "'ulfs, 

O'ercame  the  pilot's  art. 

Vol.,  vir. 


Yet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  O  Lord  i 

Thy  mercy  fct  me  free; 
Whilft  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 

My  foul  took  hold  on  thee, 
vii. 
For  though  in  dreadful  wkirU  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  thou  wert  not  flow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  fave. 

vm. 
The  ftorm  was  laid,  the  winds  retir'dj 

OSedient  to  thy  will ; 
The  fea,  thai  roar'd  at  thy  command, 

At  thy  command  was  ftiU. 

IX. 

In  mldft  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodncfs  I'll  adore  ; 
And  praife  thee  for  thy  mercies  paft, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

X. 

My  life,  if  Ctiou  preferv'll  my  life. 

Thy  facrifice  Ihall  be ; 
And  death,  if  death  muft  be  my  doom^ 

Shall  join  iiiy  foul  to  thee. 


AN     HYMN. 


I. 
When  r^fing  from  the  bed  of  deathj 

O'erwhelm'd  with  guilt  and  fear^ 
I  fee  my  Maker  face  to  face ; 

O  how  ihall  I  appear  '. 
li. 
If  yet,  while  pardon  may  be  folind. 

And  mercy  may  be  fought. 
My  lieart  with  inward  horror  flirinkf, 

And  trembles  at  the  thought : 

"I- 
When  thou,  O  Lord  I   Ihalt  Hind  dlfclos'^ 

In  majefty  fevere. 
And  fit  in  judgment  on  my  foul ; 

O  how  fhall  f  appear  ! 
iv; 
But  thou  haft  told  the  troubled  foulj 

Who  does  her  fins  lament, 
The  timely  tribute  of  her  tear* 

Shall  endlefs  woe  prevent. 

V. 

Then  fee  the  forrows  of  my  heart. 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  ; 
And  add  my  Saviour's  dying  groan*^ 

To  give  thofe  forrows  weight. 

YI. 

For  never  fhall  my  foul  defpair 

Her  pardon  to'  procure. 
Who  knows  thy  only  Son  has  dy'd 

To'  make  that  pardon  fure. 


PARAPHRASE  ON  PSALM  XXIH. 

I. 

The  Lord  my  pafture  fhall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  Ihepherd's  carej 


s;6 
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His  prefence  {hall  my  wants  fupply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  ftiail  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

II. 
When  in  the  fultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirfty  mountain  pant ; 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary  wandering  fleps  he  leads  : 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  foft  and  ilow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landfcape  flow. 

in. 
Though  in  the  paths  cf  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpiead. 
My  flecifall  heart  ihall  fear  ro  ill, 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  mc  ftill ;    , 
Thy  friendly  crook  (hall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  fhade. 

IV. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  Vvilds  1  flray. 
Thy  bounty  fhall  my  wants  beguile, 
'1  he  barren  wildernefs  ihall  fmile. 
With  fudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd. 
And  ftreams  fliall  murmur  all  around. 


THE  PLAY-HOUSE  *. 

Where  gentle  Thames  through  fiately  channels 

glides,  , 

And  England's  proud  metropolis  divides ; 
A  lofty  fabric  does  the  fight  invade, 
And  flretches  o'er  the  waves  a  pompous  ftiade  ; 
Whence  fudden  fhouts  the   neighbourhood   fur- 

prife. 
And  thundering  claps  and  dreadful  bilUngs  rife. 
Here  thrifty  R —  hires  monarchs  by  the  day, 
And  keeps  his  mercenary  kings  in  pay  ; 
With  deep-mouth'd  adtors  fills  the  vacant  fcenes. 
And  rakes  the  llew<  for  goddefles  and  queens  : 
Here  the  lewd  punk,  with  crowns  and  fccptres 

grac'd. 
Teaches  her  eyes  a  more  majeflic  call ; 
And  hungry  monarchs,  with  a  numerous  train 
Of  fuj  pliant  Haves,  like  Sancho,  ftarve  and  reign. 

But  enter  in,  my  Mufe  ;  the  ftage  furvey. 
And  all  its  pomp  and  pageantry  difplay  ; 
Trap-doorsand  pit-falls, from  th'  unfaithful  ground. 
And  magic  walls  encompafs  it  around  : 
On  either  fide  maim'd  temples  fill  our  eyes. 
And  intcrmixt  with  brothel-houfes  rife ; 
L)i*jointed  palaces  in  order  {land,  ~) 

And  groves  obedient  to  the  mover's  hand  V 

C'crlhadc  the  flage,  and  flourifh  at  command.     J 
A  {lamp  makes  broken  towns  and  trees  entire  : 
So  whe,"i  Am^hion  ihuck  the  vocal  lyre, 
He  faw  the  fpacious  circuit  all  around. 
With  crowding  woods  and  rifing  cities  crown'd.' 
But  next  the  tiring-room  furvey,  and  fee 
Falfe  titles,  and  ptomifcuous  quality, 

•  See  Se({]cy''tMifccllanic9,  Svc.  p.  zo;. 
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Confus'dly  fwarms,  from  heroes  and  from  queens. 
To  thofe  that  fwing  in  clouds  and  fill  machines. 
Their  various  charadters  they  choofc  with  art. 
The  frowning  bully  fits  the  tyrant's  part: 
Swoln  cheeks  and  fwaggering  belly  make  an  hoft. 
Pale  meagre  looks  and  hollow  voice  a  ghofl  ; 
From  cartful  brows  and  heavy  downcaft  eyes, 
Dull  cits  and  thick-fcuH'dfeldernien  arife  ; 
The  comic  tone,  infpir'd  by  Congrevc,  draws 
At  every  word,  loud  laughter  and  applaufe : 
The  whining  dame  continues  as  before. 
Her  charad;er  unchang'd,  and  adls  a  whore. 

Above  the  reft,  the  prince  with  haughty  flalks 
Magnificent  in  purple  bulkins  walks  : 
The  royal  robes  his  awful  fhoulders  grace, 
Profufc  of  fpangles  and  of  copper-jace : 
Officious  rafcals  to  his  mighty  thigh, 
Gulltlefs  of  blood,  th'  unpointed  weapon  tie  : 
Then  the  gay  glittering  diadem  put  on,        [ftone. 
Ponderous  with  brafs,    and    flarr'd  with   Briflol 
His  royal  confort  next  confults  her  glafs. 
And  out  of  twenty  boxes  culls  a  face;, 
'I'hc  whitening  firft  her  ghaftly  looks  befmcars. 
All  pale  and  wan  th'  unfinifh'd  form  appears; 
Till  on  her  cheeks  the  blufhing  purple  glows. 
And  a  falfe  virgin-modefty  bellows. 
Her  ruddy  lips  the  deep  vermilion  dyes  ; 
Length  to  her  brows  the  pencil's  art  fupplies. 
And  with  black  bending  arches  fliades  her  ey 
Well  pieas'd  at  length  the  pidure  (he  beholds. 
And  fpots  it  o'er  with  artificial  molds  ; 
Her  countenance  complete,  the  beaux  {he  warm* 
With  looks  not  her's  ;  and  fpite  of  nature,  charms. 

Thus  artfully  their  perfons  they  difguife. 
Till  the  lall  flouriCh  bids  the  curtain  rife. 
The  prince  then  enters  on  the  ftage  in  flate  : 
Behind,  a  guard  of  candle-fnuffers  wait  : 
There,  fwoln  with  empire,  terrible  and  fierce. 
He  fliakes   the   dome,  and  tears  his  lungs  with 

verfe  : 
His  fubjcdts  tremble  ;  the  TubmifBve  pit, 
Wrapt  up  in  filence  and  attention,  fit ; 
Till,  freed  at  length,  he  lays  afide  the  weight 
Of  public  bufinefs  and  afiairs  of  ftate  : 
Forgets  his  pomp,  dead  to  ambitious  fires, 
And  to  fome  peaceful  brandy-fhop  retires; 
Vvhcre  in  full  gills  his  anxious  thoughts  he  drowns. 
And  quaffs  away  the  care  that  waits  on  crowns. 
The  princefs  next  her  painted  charms  difplays, 
Where  every  look  the  pencil's  art  betrays  : 
The  callow  'fquire  at  diftance  feeds  his  eyes, 
And  filently  for  paint  and  walhes  dies. 
But  if  the  youth  behind  the  fcenes  retreat, 
He  fees  the  blended  colours  melt  with  heat. 
And  all  the  trickling  beauty  run  in  fweat. 
The  borrow 'd  vifage  he  admires  no  more. 
And  naufeates  every  charm  he*  lov'd  before  t 
So  the  fam'd  fpear  for  double  force  renown'd, 
Apply'd  the  remedy  that  gave  the  wound. 
In  tedious  lifts  'twere  eiidlefs  to  engage, 
And  draw  at  length  the  rabble  of  the  ftagc, 
Where  one  for  twenty  years  has  given  alarms. 
And  call'd  contending  monarchs  to  their  arm* ; 
Another  fills  a  more  important  poft. 
And  viTes  every  other  r.Jgh:  a  ghofl ; 

if 
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Through  the  cleft  ftage,  his  mealy  face  he  rears, 
Then  ftalks  along,  groans  thrice,  and  difappears  ; 
Others,  with  fwords  and  ftiields,   the  foldier's  ") 

pride,  [fide,  ( 

More  than  a  thoufand  times  have  chang'd  their  C 
And  in  a  thoufand  fatal  battles  dy'd.  ^ 

Thiis  feveral  perfons  feveral  parts  perform  ; 
Soft  lovers  whine,  and  bluflering  heroes  ftorm. 
The  ftern  exafperated  tyrants  rage, 
Till  the  kind  bowl  of  poifon  clears  the  ftage. 
Then  honours  vanifli,  and  diftindlions  ceafe  ; 
Then,  with  reluctance,  haughty  queens  undrefs, 
Heroes  no  more  their  fading  laurels  boafl:, 
And  mighty  kings  in  private  men  are  loft. 
He,  whom  fuch  titles  fwell'd,  fuch  power  made 

proud. 
To  whom  whole  realms  and  vanquilh'd  nations 

bow'dj 


Throws  off  the  gaudy  plume,  the  purple  train, 
And  in  his  own  vile  tatters  tlinks  again. 


ON  THE 

LADY    MANCHESTER, 

Written  on  the  Toajiing-Glajfes  of  the  Kit-lCat 
Club. 

While  haughty  Gallia's  dames,  that  fpread 
O'er  their  pale  cheeks  an  artful  red. 
Beheld  this  beauteous  ftranger  there 
In  native  charms,  divinely  fair ; 
Confufion  in  their  looks  they  fhow'd  ; 
And  with  unborrow'd  biufhes  glow'd. 


C     AT      O. 


AT       R    A     G    E    D     Y. 


Ecce  fpcAaculum  digntjtn,  ad  quod  refpiciat,  intentus  operi  fuo,  Deus !  Eccc  par  Deo  dignum, 
*'  vir  fortis  cum  mala  fortuni  compofitus  !  Non  video,  inquam,  quid  habeat  in  terris  Jupiter 
"  pulchrius,  fi  convertere  animum  velit,  quam  ut  fpedet  Catonem,  jam  partibuj  Don  f«rael 
"  fraftij,  nihilominus  inter  ruinas  publicas  erecSum."     Sen.  de  Divin.  ProT. 


TO  His  ROyAL  HlCHNESl 

1PHE    PRINCESS    OF    WALES, 

WITH  THI  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO, 
NOVEMBER  I7I4' 

The  mufe,  that  oft,  with  facrcd  raptures  fir'd, 
Has  generous  thoughts  of  liberty  infpir'd, 
And,  boldly  rifing  for  Britannia's  laws, 
jTngag'd  great  Cato  in  her  country's  caufe. 
On  vou  fubmiffive  waits,  with  hopes  affur'd, 
By  whom  the  mighty  bltfling  (lands  fecur'd, 
^nd  all  the  glories  that  our  age  adorn, 
Are  promi*  d  to  a  people  yet  unborn. 

No  longer  fhall  the  widow'd  land  bemoan 
'A  broken  lineage,  and  a  doubtful  throne ; 
But  boaft  her  royal  progeny's  increafe, 
And  count  the  pledges  of  her  future  peace. 
O  born  to  ftrcngtheji  and  to  grace  our  ifle ! 
"While  you,  fair  princefs  in  your  offspring  fmile. 
Supplying  charms  to  the  fucceeding  age. 
Each  heavenly  daughter's  triumphs  we  prefage; 
Alrtady  fee  th'  iltuflrious  youths  complain, 
And  pity  monarchs  doom'd  to  figh  in  vain. 

Thou  too,  the  darling  of  our  fond  defires, 
Whom  Albion,  opening  wide  her  a;on,  require!, 


With  manly  valour  and  attraAlve  alf 
Shalt  quell  the  fierce,  and  captivate  the  fair. 
O  England's  younger  hope  !   in  whom  conipirc 
The  mother's  fweetnefs,  and  the  father's  fire  ! 
For  thee  perhaps,  ev'n  now,  if  kingly  race 
Some  dawning  beauty  blooms  in  every  grace, 
Some  Carolina,  to  heaven's  dictates  true, 
Who,  while  the  fcepter'd  rivals  vainly  fue. 
Thy  inborn  worth  with  confcious  eyes  fhall  fee. 
And  flight  th'  imperial  diadem  for  thee. 

Pleas'd  with  the  profpedl  of  fucceflive  reigns. 
The  tuneful  tribe  no  more  in  daring  flraics 
Shall  vindicate,  with  pious  fears  oppreft, 
Endangcr'd  rights,  and  liberty  dillreft  : 
To  milder  founds  each  mufe  fhall  tune  the  lyre, 
And  gratitude,  and  faith  to  kings  infpire, 
And  filial  love  ;  bid  impious  difcord  ceafe, 
And  footh  the  madding  fa(5lions  into  peace; 
Or  rife  ambitious  in  more  lofty  lays. 
And  teach  the  nation  their  new  monarch's  praifc, 
Defcribe  his  awful  look,  and  godlike  mind. 
And  Caefar's  power  with  Cato's  virtue  join'd. 

Meanwhile,  bright  princefs,  who,  with  grace* 
ful  eafe. 
And  native  majefty,  are  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Behold  thofe  arts  with  a  propitious  eye, 
That  fuppliaiu  to  their  gicat  protcs^refs  Rj ! 
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Then  fiiall  they  trfumph,  and  the  Britlih  ftage 
Improve  her  manners,  and  refine  her  age, 
More  noble  chara<fters  expof(rto  view, 
And  draw  her  fifiifh'd  heroines  from  you. 
Nor  you  the  kind  indulgence  will  refgfe, 
Skill'd  in  the  labei»rs  of  the  deathlefs  mufe  : 
The  deathlefs  mufe,  witln  undiminifh'd  rays, 
Through  diftant  times  the  lovely  dame  conveys; 
To  Gloriana  Waller's  harp  was  ftrung  ; 
The  queen  ftill  fhines,  becaufe  the  poet  fung. 
Ev'n  all  thofe  graces,  in  your  frame  combin'd, 
The  common  fate  of  mortal  charms  may  find 
(Content  our  (hort-llv'd  praifes  to  engage, 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  a  fingle  age), 
Unlefs  feme  poet,  in  a  lading  fong, 
To  late  pofi-erity  their  fame  prolong, 
Inftrucft  oar  fons  the  radiant  form  to  prize, 
And  ice  your  beauty  with  their  fathers'  eyes. 


VERSES 

TO  TUE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

While  you  the  fierce  divided  Britons  awe, 

And  Cato  with  an  equal  virtue  draw; 

While  envy  is  jtfelf  in  wonder  loft, 

And  fadions  ftrive  who  fhall  applaud  you  moft ; 

Forgive  the  fond  ambition  of  a  friend. 

Who  hopes  himl'elf,  not  you,  to  recommend  ; 

And  joins  th'  applaufe  which  all   the  learn'd  be- 

ftow 
On  one,  to  whom  a  perfedl  work  they  owe. 
To  my  *  light  fcenes  I  once  infcrib'd  your  name, 
And  impotent ly  ftrove  to  borrow  fame  ; 
Soon  Will  that  die,  which  adds  thy  name  to  mine ; 
CiCt  me,  then,  live,  join'd  to  a  work  of  thine. 

RICHARD  STEELE. 


'T3,s  nobly  done  thus  to  enrich  the  ftage, 
Andraifc  the  thoughts  of  a  degenerate  age; 
To  fhew  how  endlefs  joys  from  freedom  fpring, 
How  life  in  bondage  is  a  worthlefs  thing. 
The  inborn  greatnefs  of  your  foul  we  view, 
You  tread  the  paths  frequented  by  the  few  ; 
With  fo  much  ftreiigth  you   write,  and  fo  much 

eafe, 
Virtue  and  fenfe  I  how  durft  you  hope  to  pleafe  ? 
Yet  crowds  the  fentiments  of  every  line 
Impartial  clapt,  and  own'd  the  work  divine. 
Ev'n  the  four  criticSj  who  malicious  came. 
Eager  to  cenfure,  and  refolv'd  to  blame. 
Finding  the  hero  regularly  rife, 
Great  while  he  lives,  but  greater  when  he  dies. 
Sullen  approv'd,  too  obftinate  to  melt, 
And  ficken'd  with  the  pleafures  which  they  felt. 
Not  fo  the  fair  their  pafiion  fecret  kept, 
Silent  they  heard,  but,  as  they  heard,  they  wept ; 

«  Tender  Hurt)an<i,  dcilicated  t©  Mr.  Addifon- 


When  glorioufly  the  blooming  Marcu«  dy'd, 
And  Cato  told  the  gods,  J'm  fatisfyd. 

See  !  how  your  lays  the  Britilh  youth  inflame  1 
They  long  to  fhoot  and  ripen  into  fame  ; 
Applauding  theatres  difturb  their  reft, 
And  unborn  Cato's  heave  in  every  breaft; 
Their  nightly  dreams,  their  daily  thoughts  repeat, 
And  pulfes  high  with  fancied  glories  beat. 
So,  griev'd  to  view  the  Marathonian  fpnils, 
The  young  Themiftocles  vow'd  equal  toils; 
Did  then  his  fchemes  of  future  honours  draw 
From   the  long  triumphs   which   with  tears   he 

faw. 
How  fliall  I  your  unrival'd  worth  proclaim, 
I, oft  in  the  fpreading  circle  of  your  fame  ! 
We  faw  you  the  great  William's  praife  rehearfe. 
And  paint  Britannia's  joys  in  Roman  verfe. 
\\^e  heard  at  diftanct  foft  enchanting  ftrains, 
From  blooming  mountains,  and  Italian  plains. 
Virgil  began  in  Engllfti  drefs  to  flrine. 
His  voice,  his  looks,  his  grandeur,  ftill  divine  : 
From  him  too  foon  unfriendly  you  withdrew. 
But  brought  the  tuneful  Ovid  to  our  view. 
Then  the  delightful  theme  of  every  tongue, 
Th'    immortal    Marlborough,    was  your   darling 

fong. 
From  clime  to  clime  the  mighty  vidlor  flew, 
From  clime  to  clime  as  fwiftly  you  purfue. 
Still  with  the  hero's  glow'd  the  poet's  flaine, 
Still  with  his  conquefts  you  cnlarg'd  your  fame. 
With  boundlefs  raptures  here  the  mufe  could  fweU, 
And  on  your  Rofamond  for  ever  dwell : 
There  opening  fweets  and  every  fragrant  ftswef 
Luxuriant  fmile,  a  never-fading  bower! 
Next,  human  follies  kindly  to  expofe. 
You  change  from  numbers,  but  not  fink  in  profe  : 
Whether  in  vifionary  fcenes  you  play, 
Refine  our  taftes,  or  laugh  our  crimes  away. 
Now,  by  the  bufkin'd  mufe  you  fliine  confefl:. 
The  patriot  kindles  in  the  poet's  breaft. 
Such  energy  of  fenfe  might  pleafure  raife. 
Though  imembeilifti'd'with  the  charms  of  phrafe  r 
Such    charms    of   phrafe  would  with  fuccefs  bo 

crown'd. 
Though  nnnfenfe  flow'd  in  the  melodious  found. 
The  chafteft  virgin  needs  no  bluflies  fear, 
The  learn'd  themfelves  not  uninftrufled  hear. 
The  libertine,  in  pleafures  us'd  to  roll. 
And  idly  fport   with  an  immortal  foul. 
Here  comes,  and,  by  the  virtuous  heathen  taught. 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  the  dreadful  thought. 
Whene'er  you  traverfe  vaft  Numidia's  plains,     , 
What  fluggifh  Bricon  in  his  ifle  remains  1 
When  Juba  feeks  the  tiger  with  delight. 
We  heat  the  thicket,  and  provoke  the  fight  j 
By  the  defcription  warm'd,  we  fondly  fweat. 
And  in  the  chilling  eaft  wind  pant  with  heat.. 
What  eyes  behold  nnt,  how  the  ftream  refines, 
Till  by  degrees  the  fl.oa!ing  mirror  ftiines  ? 
While  hurricanes  in  circling  eddies  play, 
Tear  up  the  fands,  and  fweep  wh'le  plains  away. 
We  flirink  with  horror,  and  confefs  our  fear. 
And  all  the  fudden  feiunding  ruin  hear. 
When  royal  robes,  diftain'd  with  blood,  deceive^ 
And  mak:  poor  Marcla  b;;autifullv  grieve  ; 


«3<» 

When  flie  her  fecret  thoughts  no  more  conceals, 
Forgets  the  woman,  and  her  flame  reveals; 
"Well  may  the  prince  exult  -with  noble  pridej 
Not  for  his  Libyan  crown,  but  Roman  bride.     .,  ^ 

But  I  in  vain  on  fingle  features  dwell, 
Where  all  the  parts  of  the  fair  piece  excel. 
So  rich  the  ftorc,  fo  dubious  is  the  feafl. 
We  know  not  which  to  pafs,  or  which  to  tafte. 
The  fliining  incidents  fo  juftly  fall, 
We  may  the  whole  pew  fcenes  of  tranfport  call. 
Thus  jewellers  confound  our  wandering  eyes,    • 
And  with  Varie-ty  of  gems  furprife. 
Here  fapphire?,  here  the  Sardian  Hone  is  feen, 
The  topaz  yellow;  and  the  jafper  green. 
The  coftly  brilliant  there,  confus'dly  bright. 
From  numerous  furfaces  darts  trembling  light,; 
The  different  colours  mingle  in  a  blaze, 
Silent  we  fland,  unable  where  to  praife, 
hi  pleafure  fwcctly  loft  ten  thoufand  ways, 
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When  your  generous  labour  firft  I  vlew'd. 
And  Cato's  hands  in  his  own  blood  imbrued. 
That  fcer.e  ef  death  fo  terrible  appears, 
IVIy  foul  could  only  thank  you  with  her  tears. 
"Yet  with  fuch  wondrous  art  your  fkilful  hand 
Decs  all  the  paCions  of  the  foul  command, 
That  ev'n  my  grief  to  praife  and  wonder  turn'd, 
A.nd  envy'd  the  great  death  which  firft  1  mourn'd. 
V/h*:  pen,  but  your's,  could  draw  the  doubtful 
flrife  • 

Of  honour  flruggling  with  the  love  of  life  ? 
Defcribe  the  patriot,  cbftinately  good. 
As  hovering  o'er  eternity  he  ftood  : 
The  wide,  th'  unbounded  ocean  lay  before 
His  piercing  fight,  and  heaven  the  diftant  fhore. 
■Secur'e  of  endlefs  blifs,  with  fearful  eyes, 
He  grafps  the  dagger,  and  its  point  defies, 
Audrufliesoutof  life  tofnatch  the  glorious  prize, 

How  would  old  Rome  rejoice,  to  hear  you  tell 
How  juft  her  patriot  liv'd,  how  great  he  fell! 
Sleeount  his  wondrous  probity  and  truth. 
And  form  new  Jtiba's  in  the  Britilh  youth. 
Their  generous  fouls,  when  he  rcfigns  his  breath, 
Are  pleas'd  with  ruin,  and  in  love  with  death  : 
And  when  her  conquerirg  fword  Britannia  draws, 
Refolves  to  perifh,  or  delend  her  caufe. 
Now  firft  .on  Albion's  theatre  we  fee 
A  perfejft  image  of  what  man  fbould  be; 
.  The  glorious  character  is  now  expreft. 
Of  virtue  dwelling. in  a  human  breaft: 
Drawn  at  full  length  by  your  immortal  lines, 
Jn  Cato's  foul,,  as  in  her  heaven  flie  fhjnes. 
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DIGBY  COTES. 


1.EFT  WITH  THE  PRINTER  BY  AN  UN- 
KNOWN HAND*. 

Now  we  may  fpeak,  fince  Cato  fpcaks  no  more 

'I'is  praife  at  length,  'twas  rapture  all  before  : 

»  Thefe  verfes  were  by  George  Jeffrey*,  Efq, 


When  crowded  theatres  with  To.'s  rung 

Sent  to' the  Ikies,  from  whence  thy  genius  fprung; 

Ev'n  civil  rage  a  whfle  in  thine  was  loft, 

And  facflions  ftrove  but  to  applaud  thee  moft; 

Nor  coiald  enjoyment  pall  our  longing  tafte. 

But  every  night  was  dearer  than  the  laft. 

As  when  old  Rome,  in  a  malignant  hour 
Depriv'd  of  fome  returning  cotiqueror. 
Her  debt  of  triumph  to  the  dead  difcharg'd, 
for  fame,  for  treafure,  and  her  bounds  enlarg'd; 
And  while  his  godlike  figure  mov'd  akng,  "^ 

Alternate  paflions  fit 'd  th' adoring  throng;  f 

Tears  flow'd  from  every  eye,  and  (hQUtsfromC 
every  tongue;  '  ■'  '  J 

So  in  the  pompous  lines  has  Cato  far'd, 
Grac'd  with  an  ample,  though  a  late  reward  : 
A  greater  viiSor  we  in  him  revere ; 
A  nobler  triumph  crowns  his  image  here. 

With  wonder,  as  with  pleafure,  we  furvey 
A  theme  fo  fcanty  wrought  into  a  play ; 
So  vaft  a  pile  on  fuch  foundations  plac'd  ; 
Like  Ammon's  temple  rear'd  on  Libya's  wafte  :. 
Behold  its  glowing  paint !   its  eafy  weight  1 
Its  nice  proportions  '.  and  ftupendoiis  height ! 
How  chafte  the  condudi  1   How  divine  the  rage  ! 
A  Roman  worthy,  on  a  Grecian  ftage  ! 

But  where  ftiall  Cato's  praife  begin  or  end ;    ") 
Inclin'd  to  melt,  and  yet  untaught  to  bend,         >• 
The  firmeft  patriot,  and  the  gentleft  friend  ?       Jj 
How  great  his  genius,  when  the  traitor  crowd 
Ready  to  ftrike  the  blow  their  fury  vow'd ; 
Quell'd  by  his  look,  and  liftening  to  his  lore. 
Learn,  like  his  paflions,  to  rebel  no  more  ! 
When,  lavifli  of  his  boiling  blood,  to  prove 
The  cure  of  flavifh  life,  and  flighted  love. 
Brave  Marcus  new  irt  early  death  appears. 
While  Cato  counts  his  wounds,  and  not  his  years; 
Who,  checking  private  grief,  the  public  mourns. 
Commands  the  pity  be  fo  greatly  fcorns; 
But  when  he  ftrikes  (to  crown  his  generous  part) 
That  honeft,  ftaunch,  impraeSlicable  heart; 
No  tears,  no  fobs,  purfue  his  panting  breath  ; 
The  dying  Roman  fliames  the  pomp  of  death. 

O  facred  freedom  !  which  the  powers  beftow 
To  feafon  blefllngs,  and  to  foften;woe  ; 
Plant  of  our  growth,  and  aim  of  all  our  cares, 
The  toil  of  ages,  and  the  crown  of-  wars ; 
If,  taught  by  thee,  the  poet's  wit  ha*  flow'd     . 
In  ftrains  as  precious  as  his  hero's  blood  ; 
Prcferve  thofe  ftrains,  an  everlafting  charm 
To  keep  that  blood  and  thy  remembrance  warm: 
Be  this  thy  guardian  image  ftill  fecure, 
In  vain  ftrall  force  invade,  or  fraud  allure; 
Our  great  Palladium  fhall  perform  its  part, 
Fii'd  and  cnflirin'd  in  every  Britifli  heart. 


UPON  MR.  ADDISON'S  CATO. 

Long  had  the  tragic  mufe  forgot  to  weep, 
By  modern  operas  quite  lull'd  afleep  : 
No  nfiatter  what  the  lines,  the  voice  was  clear ; 
Thus  fcnfc  was  facrific'd  te  phafe  the  ear. 


RECOMMENDATORY     POEMS. 
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At  laft,  *  one  wit  flood  up  in  our  defence, 
And  dar'd  (O  impudence  '.)  to  publifli — fenfe. 
Soon  then  as  next  the  juft  tragedian  fpoke, 
The  ladies  figh'd  again,  the  beaux  awoke. 
Thofe  heads  that  us'd  mod  indolent  to  move 
To  fing-fong,  ballad,  and  fonata  love, 
Began  their  buried  fenfes  to  explore, 
And  found  they  now  had  paffions  as  before  : 
The  power  of  nature  in  their  bofoms  felt, 
111  fpite  of  prejudice,  compell'd  to  melt. 

When  Cato's  firm,  all  hope  of  fuccour  part. 
Holding  his  ftubborn  virtue  to  the  laft, 
1  view,  with  joy  and  confcious  tranfport  fir'd, 
The  foul  of  Rome  in  one  great  man  retir'd  : 
In  him,  as  if  (he  by  confinement  gain'd,  ' 

Her  powers  and  energy  are  higher  ftrain'd 
Than  when  in  crowds  of  fenators  (he  reign'd  ! 
Cato  well  fcorn'd  the  life  that  Cxfar  gave, 
When  fear  and  weaknefs  only  bid  him  fave  : 
But  when  a  virtue  like  his  own  revives  , 
The  hero's  conftancy — with  joy  he  lives. 

Obferve  the  juftnefs  of  the  poet's  thought.', 
Whofe  fmailelT:  excellence  is  want  of  faults  : 
Without  affedled  pomp  and  noife  he  warms  ; 
Without  the  gaudy  drefs  of  beauty  charms. 
Love,  the  old  fubjefl  of  the  bufkin'd  mufe. 
Returns,  but  fuch  as  Roman  virgins  ufe. 
A  virtuous  love,  chaftis'd  by  pureft  thought. 
Not  from  the  fancy,  but  from  nature  wrought. 

Britons,  with  leffen'd  wonder,  now  behold 
Your  former  wits,  and  all  your  bards  of  old; 
Jonfon  out-vy'd  in  his  own  way  confefs; 
And  own  that  Shakfpeare's  felf  now  pieafes  left. 
While  Phoebus  binds  the  laurel  on  his  brow, 
Rife  up,  ye  mufes ;  and  ye  poets,  bow  : 
Superior  worth  with  admiration  greet. 
And  place  him  neareft  to  his  Phoebus'  feat. 


ON     CATO. 

Occa/itned  by  Mr.  Addlfuns  Tragedy  of  that  name. 
By  MR.  COPPING, 

His  ancient  Rome  by  party-fa(9:ions  rent. 
Long  fince  the  generous  Cato  did  lament ; 
.^imfelf  united  with  his  country's  caufe. 
Bravely  refus'd  to  live,  'hiidll  dying  laws. 
Pleas'd  with  returning  liberty  to  come. 
With  joy  the  hero  riles  from  his  tomb ;  ' 

And  in  Britannia  finds  a  fecond  Rome. 
Till  by  repeated  rage,  and  civil  fires, 
Th*  unhappy  patriot  again  expires ;  * 

Weeps  o'er  her  fate,  and  to  the  gods  retires. 


TO  MR.  ADDISON,  ON  HIS  CATO. 

(from  Steele's  collection.) 

Is  Britain  refcued  from  th'  Italian  chain. 
And  the  dear  fong  neglefted  for  thy  ftrain  ? 
*  The  Sp^ftator, 


Are  ev'n  the  fair  reclaim'd  ?  and  dare  they  (It 

Intent  on  virtue,  and  be  pleas'd  with  wit .? 

What  mufe,  but    thine,  could  thus  redeem  our 

tade, 
With  (how  deluded,  and  with  found  debas'd  ? 
Hard  was  the  talk,  and  worthy  of  your  rage, 
Y<.ufeem  tlie  great  Alcides  of  the  age  : 
How  glorioufly  you  rife  in  our  defence  ! 
Your  caufe  is  liberty  ;  your  armour,  fenfe; 
The  brood  of  tuneful  monflers  you  control, 
Which  fink  the  genius,  and  degrade  the  foul  j 
Thofe  foes  to  verfe  you  chace  with  mai'iy  arts, 
And  kindle  Roman  fires  in  Britidi  hearts. 
Oh  1  fix,  as  well  as  raife,  that  noble  flame  : 
Confirm  your  glory,  and  prevent  ourfiiame. 
The  routed  opera  may  return  again. 
Seduce  our  hearts,  and  o'er  our  fpirits  reign  : 
Ev'n  Cato  is  a  doubtful  match  for  all. 
And  right,  oppreft  with  odds,  again  may  fall; 
Let  our  juft  fears  your  fecond  aid  implore. 
Repeat  the  (Ircke,  this  Hydra  fpiings  no  more. 


VERSES  SENT  TO  A  LADY,  WITH  THE 
TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

(from  Steele's  collection.) 

In  vain,  O  heavenly  maid,  do  I  perufe 

Th'  inftru(Slive  labours  of  the  tragic  muf", 

If  Cato's  virtue  cannot  cure  my  foul, 

And  all  the  jarring  paflions  there  control 

In  vain— but  ah  1  what  arguments  can  prove 

Sufhcient  to  refift  the  force  of  love? 

I  burn  like  Marcus  in  th' impetuous  fire; 

Like  him  I  languifh  with  the  fond  defire ; 

Like  him  I  groan  beneath  th'  uneafy  weight. 

And  ev'n,  like  him  dcfpairing,  w-i(h  my  fate. 

Could  you  with  Lucia's  eyes  behold  my  pain, 

Then  would  you  ilrive  to  fcftcn  your  difdain  : 

My   anxious   giiefs    your    tender    breall:    would 

move. 
And  raife  compaflion,  where  they  could  not  love. 
But  lo,  bright  Marcia  !  fee,  relentkfs  fair. 
In  Cato's  daughter  thy  whole  felf  appear. 
In  thee,  alas  !  her  lovely  virtues  (liine, 
Her  charms,  her  heavenly  beauties,  all  are  thine; 
And  whilfl:  in  moving  numbers  is  difplay'd 
Juba's  foft  paffion  for  the  glorious  maid, 
rhink  you  behold  your  lover  proftrate  lie, 
In  tendered  accents  think  you  hear  me  figb-' 
Then,  then  be  kind — and  on  my  fufferings  fmilcj 
As  generous  Marcia  pitied  Juba's  toil. 
Thou,  in  whdhi  all  the  Roman  virtues  dwell, 
Let  not  the  Roman  mercy  thine  excel ;  ' 

Since  love  like  that  of  Juba  fills  my  bread. 
Let  me  at  length  with  equal  joys  be  bled. 

**»  The  verr^s  of  Dr.  Young,  M'.  TicVcH,  and  Mr.' 
Hut',liei>,  on  this  tragedy,  ars  ainong  tne  poems  oi  cheiit 
rcfpcclivc  authors, 
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C    A     T    O. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Cato,  -  _  -  Pi 

Lucius,  a  Senator,     -  - 

Sempronius,  a  Senator, 

Juba,  Prince  of  Numidia, 

Syphax,  General  of  the  Numidians,     - 

Fortius,  7  „  t  ry  ^ 

\  Sons  of  Cato, 
Marcus,  J 

Pecius,  AmbalTador  from  Csfar, 

UDTTNEERS,   GUARDS,   &C. 


Mr.  Booth. 
Mr.  Keen. 
Mr.  Mills, 
Mr.  Wilks. 
Mr.  Gibber. 
Mr.  Powel. 
Mr.  Ryan. 
Mr.  Bowman. 


WOMEN. 


Mcrcla,  Daughter  of  Cato, 
Lucia,  Daughter  of  Lucius, 


Mr?.  Oldfields. 
Mrs.  Porter. 


Scene,  a  large  Hall  in  the  Governor'^  Palace  of  Utic3. 
^^   See  tht  Prqlogue  and  Epilogue  to  Cat*  among  the  Poems  of  Garth  and  Pope. 


ACT!.        SCENE    F, 

Periius,  Marcus. 

Portius. 

T*B  dawn  Is  ovcr-cafl,  the  morning  lowers. 
And  heavily  in  clouds  brings  on  the  day, 
The  great,  th'  important  day  ;  big  with  the  fate 
Of  Cato  and  of  Rome. — Our  father's  death 
Would  fill  up  all  the  guilt  of  civil  war, 
And  cio'e  the  fcene  of  blood.     Already  Cffifar 
Has  ravag'd  more  than  half  the  globe,  aud  fees 


Mankind  growq  thin  by  his  defiruAive  fword ;, 
Should  he  go  further,  numbers  would  be  wanting, 
To  form  new  battles,  and  fupport  his  crimes. 
Ye  gods,  what  havock  does  ambition  make 
Among  your  works  1 

Marcus. 
Thy  fteady  temper,  Fortius, 
Can  look  on  guilt,  rebellion,  fraud,  and  C^far, 
In  the  calm  lights  of  mild  philolophy  ; 
I'm  toriur'd,  ev'n  to  madnefs,  when  I  think 
On  the  proud  vitflor  :  every  time  he's  nain'd 
Pharfalia  rifcs  to  my  view— I  ft:e  '     •    ■    ' 


Th'  infultlng  tyrant  prancing  e'er  the  field 
Strow'd  with  Rome's  citizens,  .and  drench'd  in 

flauphter, 
His  horfe's  hoofs  wet  with  Patrician  blood. 
Oh  Fortius,  is  there  not  fome  chofen  curfe. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  ftores  of  heaven, 
Red  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blaft  the  man 
Who  owes  his  greatnefs  to  his  country's  ruin  ? 
Fortius. 
Believe  me,  Marcus,  'tis  an  impious  greatnefs. 
And  mixt  with  too  much  horror  to  be  envy'd  : 
How  does  the  luflre  of  our  father's  acftions. 
Through  the  dark  cloud  of  ills  that  cover  him, 
Jreak  out,  and  burn  with  more  triumphant  bright- 

nefs ! 
His  fufferings  fhine,  and  fpread  a  glory  round  him  ; 
Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  ca'ufe 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty,  and  Rome. 
His  fword  ne'er  fell  but  on  the  guilty  head; 
Pppreflion,  tyranny,  and  power  ufurp'd. 
Draw  all  the  vengeance  of  his  arm  upon  them. 
Marcui. 
Who  knows  not  this  ?  But  what  can  Cato  do 
Againft  a  world,  a  bafe  degenerate  world. 
That  courts  the  yoke,  and  bows  the  neck  to  Csefar  ? 
Pent  up  in  Utica,  he  vainly  forms 
A  poor  epitome  of  Roman  greatnefs. 
And,  covcr'dwith  Numidian  guards,  diredls 
A  feeble  army,  and  an  empty  (enatc. 
Remnants  of  mighty  battles  fought  in  vain. 
By  heavens,  fuch   virtues,   join'd  with  fuch  fuc- 

cefs, 
Dlllradl  my  very  foul :  our  father's  fortune 
Would  almoA  tempt  us  to  renounce  his  precepts. 
Portitn. 
Remember  what  our  father  oft  has  told  us : 
The  ways  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate; 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  and  perplex'd  with  errors, 
Our  underftanding  traces  them  in  vain. 
Loft  and  bewilder'd  m  the  fruitlefs  fearch ; 
Nor  fees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run. 
Hot  where  the  regular  confufion  ends. 
JVlarcus. 
Thefe  are  fuggeftions  of  a  mind  at  eafe  : 
Oh  Fortius,  didft  thou  tafte  but  half  the  griefs 
That  wring  my  foul,  thou  could'll  not  talk  thui 

coldly. 
Paffion  unpity'd  and  fuccefslefs  love 
Plant  daggers  in  my  heart,  and  aggravate 
My  other  griefs.     Were  but  my  Lucia  kind ! — 
Fortius. 
Thou  fee'ft  not  that  thy  brother  is  thy  rival : 
>Sut  I  muft  hide  it,  for  I  know  thy  temper.  [Aftdc. 
Now,  Marcus,  now,  thy  virtue's  en  the  proof  : 
Put  forth  thy  ntmoft  flrength,  work  every  nerve. 
And  call  up  all  thy  father  in  thy  foul : 
To  quell  the  tyrant  love,  and  guard  thy  heart 
On  this  weak  fide,  where  mofl  our  nature  faili, 
Would  be  a  conqueft  worthy  Sato's  fon. 
Marcus. 
Fortius,  the  counfel  which  I  cannot  take, 
Inftead  of  healing,  but  upbraids  my  weaknefs. 
Bid  me  for  honour  plunge  into  a  war 
Of  thickefl  foes,  and  rufh  on  certain  death, 
TThen  Ihalc  thou  fee  that  Marcus  i»  not  flow 
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To  follow  glory,  and  confefs  his  father. 
Love  is  not  to  be  reafon'd  down,  or  loft 
In  high  ambition,  and  a  thirft  of  greatnefs; 
'Ti^  fecond  life,  it  grows  into  the  foul. 
Warms  every  vein,  and  beats  in  every  pulfc. 
1  feel  it  here  :  my  refolution  melts — 
Ptriius. 

Behold  young  Juba,  the  Numidian  prince  ! 
With  how  much  care  he  forms  himfelf  to  glory, 
And  breaks  the  fiercencfs  of  his  native  temper 
To  copy  out  "iir  father's  bright  example. 
He  loves  our  fifter  Marcia,  greatly  loves  her; 
His  eyes,  his  looks,  his  acSlions,  ail  betray  it: 
But  ftill  the  fmother'd  fondnefs  burns  within  him, 
When  moft  it  fwells  and  labours  for  a  vent, 
The  fenfe  of  honour  and  defire  of  fatne 
Drive  the  big  paflion  back  into  his  heart. 
What  !  fhall  an  African,  fhall  Juba's  heir, 
Reproach  great  Cato's  fon,  and  fhew  the  world 
A  virtue  wanting  in  a  Roman  foul  ? 
Marcus. 

Fortius,  no  more  !  your  words  leave  ftings  be- 
hind them. 
Whene'er  did  Juba,  or  did  Fortius,  fhew 
A  virtue  that  has  caft  me  at  a  diftance. 
And  thrown  nie  out  in  the  purfuits  of  honour  ? 
Fortius. 

Marcus,  I  know  thy  generous  temper  well; 
Fling  but  th'  appearance  of  dilhonour  on  it, 
It  ftrait  takes  fire,  and  mounts  into  a  blaze. 
Marcus. 

A  brother's  fufferings  claim  a  brother's  pity. 
Fortius. 

Heaven  knows  I  pity  thee  :  behold  my  eyes 
Ev'n  whilft  I  fpeak. — Do  they  rot  fwim  in  tears  ?. 
Were  but  my  heart  as  naked  to  thy  view, 
Marcus  would  fee  it  bleed  in  his  behalf. 
Marcus . 

Why  then  doft  treat  me  with  rebukes,  InfteaA 
Of  kind  condoling  cares  and  friendly  forrow  t 
Fortius. 

O  Marcus,  did  I  know  the  way  to  eafe 
Thy  troubled  heart,  and  mitigate  thy  pains, 
Marcui,  believe  me,  I  could  die  to  do  it. 
Marcus. 

Thou  beft  of  brothers,  and  thou  beft  of  friends; 
Pardon  a  weak  diftemper'd  foul,  that  fwells 
With  fudden  gufts,  and  finks  as  foon  in  calms, 
The  fport  of  paftions — But  Sempronius  comes : 
He  muft  not  find  this  foftnefs  hanging  on  me.  [Mnit, 


SCENE    If. 

Semfronius. 
Confpiracies  no  fooner  fhould  be  form'd 
Than  executed.     What  means  Fortius  here  ? 
I  like  not  that  cold  youth.     I  muft  diffemble. 
And  fpeak  a  language  foreign  to  my  heart. 

Semproniut,  Fortius. 

Sempronius. 

Good  morrow,  Fortius  1  let  us  once  embrace, 

Once  more   embrace;    wl^ilft  yet  we   both   are 

free. 
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To-morrow  fhould  we  thus  exprefs  our  fricnd- 

fhip, 
Each  might  recciva  a  flave  into  his  arms. 
This  fun  perhaps,  this  morning  fun's  the  laft 
That  e'er  fhall  rife  on  Roman  liberty. 
Fortius. 
My  father  has  this  morning  call'd  together 
To  this  poor  hall  his  little  Roman  fenate 
(The  leavings  of  Pharfalia),  to  confult 
If  yet  he  can  oppofe  the  mighty  torrent 
That  bears  down  Rome,  and  all  her  gods,  before  it. 
Or  muft  at  length  give  up  the  world  to  Caefar. 
Sempronius. 
Not  all  the  pomp  and  majefty  of  Rome 
Can  raife  her  fenate  more  than  Cato's  prefence. 
His  -virtues  render  our  affembly  awful, 
They  ftrike  with  fomething  like  religious  fear, 
And  make  ev'n  Csfar  tremble  at  the  head 
Of  armies  flufli'd  with  conqucft  :  O  my  Fortius, 
Could  I  but  call  that  wondrous  man  my  father, 
Would  but  thy  lifter  Marcia  be  propitious 
To  thy  friend's  vows  ;  I  might  be  blefs'd  indeed  ! 
Fortius. 
Alas !  Sempronius,  would'ft  thou  talk  of  love 
To  Marcia,  whilft  her  father's  life's  in  danger  ? 
Thou  might'll  as  well  court  the  pale  trembling 

veftal, 
When  (he  beholds  the  holy  flame  expiring. 
Sempronius. 
The  more  I  fee  the  wonders  of  thy  race, 
The  more  I'm  charm'd.    Thou  muft  take  heed, 

my  Fortius  1 
The  world  has  all  its  eyes  on  Cato's  fon. 
Thy  father's  merit  fets  thee  up  to  view. 
And  ihews  thee  in  the  faireft  point  of  light. 
To  make  thy  virtues  or  thy  faults  eonfpicuous. 
Fortius. 
Well  doft  thou  feem  to  check   my  lingering 
here 
On  this  important  hour — I'll  ftrait  away; 
And  while  the  fathers  of  the  fenate  meet 
In  clofe  debate,  to  weigh  th'  events  of  war, 
I'll  animate  the  foldier's  drooping  courage. 
With  love  of  freedom,  and  contempt  of  life. 
I'll  thunder  in  their  ears  their  country's  caufe, 
And  try  to  rouze  up  all  that's  Roman  in  them. 
'Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  fuccefs : 
Put  we'll  do  more,  Sempronius ;  we'll  deferve  it. 

Exit. 
Sempronius. 
Curfe  on  the  ftripling  1  How  he  apes  his  fire  1 
Ambitioufly  fententious ! — But  I  wonder 
Old  Syphax  comes  not ;  his  Numidian  genius 
Is  well  difpos'd  to  mifchief,  were  he  prompt 
And  eager  on  it;  but  he  muft  be  fpurr'd, 
And  every  moment  quicken'd  to  the  courfe. 
Cato  has  us'd  me  ill  :  he  has  refus'd 
His  daughter  Marcia  to  my  ardent  vows. 
Befides,  his  baffled  arms  and  ruin'd  caufe 
Are  bars  to  my  ambition.     Caefur's  favour. 
That  ftiowtrs  down  greacnefe  on  his  friends,  will 

rai.'e  mc 
To  Rome's  firft  honours.     If  I  ^Ive  up  Cato, 
!  claim  in  my  reward  his  captive  daughter. 
But  Syphax  comes  !— 
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Syphax,  Semproniui, 

Syphax. 
— Sempronius,  all  is  ready. 
I've  founded  my  Numidians,  man  by  man. 
And  find  them  ripe  for  a  revolt  :  they  all 
Complain  aloud  of  Cato's  difciplinc, 
And  wait  but  the  command  to  change  their  matter, 
Sempronius. 
Believe  me.  Syphax,  there's  no  time  to  wafte  ; 
Ev'n  whilft  we  fpeak,  our  conqueror  comes  on. 
And  gathers  ground  upon  us  every  moment. 
Alas  :  thou  know'ft  not  Csefar's  aiftive  foul. 
With  what  a  dreadful  courfe  he  ruflies  on 
From  war  to  war  :  in  vain  has  nature  form'd 
Mountains  and  oceans  to  oppofe  his  paffage  ; 
He  bounds  o'er  all,  vidlorious  in  his  march; 
The  Alps  and  Pyreneans  fink  before  him ; 
Through  winds,  and  waves,  and  ftorms,  he  works 

his  way, 
Impatient  for  the  battle  :  one  day  more 
Will  fet  the  vicftor  thundering  at  our  gates. 
But  tell    me,  haft  thou   yet   drawn   o'er   young 

Juba  ? 
That  ftiil  would  recommend  thee  more  to  Csfar, 
And  challenge  better  terms  — 
Syphax. 
— Alas  I  he's  loft. 
He's  loft,  Sempronius;  all  his  thoughts  are  full 
Of  Cato's  virtues — But  I'll  try  once  more 
(For  every  inftant  I  exped;  him  here) 
If  yet  I  can  fubdue  thofe  ftubborn  principles  ' 

Of  faith,  of  honour,  and  I  know  not  what. 
That  have  corrupted  his  Numidian  temper, 
And  ftruck  th'  infedlion  into  all  his  foul. 
Sempronius. 
Be  fure  to  prefs  upon  him  every  motive. 
Juba's  furrender,  fince  his  father's  death, 
Would  give  up  Afric  into  Cxfar's  hands, 
And  make  him  lord  of  half  the  burning  Zone. 
Sypbax. 
But  is  it  true,  Sempronius,  that  your  fenate 
Is  call'd  together  ?  Gods  !  thnu  muft  be  cautious  I 
Cato  has  piercing  eyes,  and  will  difcern 
Our  frauds,  unlels  they're  cover'd  thick  with  art. 
Sempronius. 
Let  me  alone,  good  Syphax,  I'll  conceal 
My  thoughts  in  paffion  ('tis  the  fureft  way)  ; 
I'll  bellow  out  for  Rome  and  for  my  country, 
And  mouth  at  Caefar  till  I  Ihake  the  fenate. 
Your  cold  hypocrify's  a  ftale  device, 
A  worn-out  trick  :  wouldft  thou  be  thought  in 

carneft. 
Clothe  thy  feign'd  zeal  in  rage,  in  fire,  in  fury ! 
Syphax. 
In  troth,  thou'rt  able  to  inftruS  grey-hairs, 
And  teach  the  wily  African  deceit  1 
Sempronius, 
Once  more,  be  fure  to  try  thy  Ikill  on  Juba ; 
Mean-while  I'll  haften  to  my  Roman  foldiers. 
Inflame  the  mutiny,  and  underhand 
Blow  up  their  difcontenrs,  till  they  break  out 
Unlook'd  for,  and  difcharge  themfelves  pn  Cato. 
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Rsmember,  Syphax,  we  muft  work  in  hafte  : 
O  think  what  anxious  moments  pafs  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  their  laft  fatal  periods. 
Oh  1  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 
Fiil'd  up  with  horror  all,  and  big  with  death  ! 
Deflrudlion  hatigs  on  every  word  we  fpeak, 
On  every  thought,  till  the  concluding  fircke 
Determines  all,  and  dofes  our  defign.  [Exit. 

Syphax. 
I'll  try  if  yet  I  can  reduce  to  reafon 
This  head-ftrong  youth,  and  make  hipn  fpurn  at 

Cato. 
The  time  is  fhort,  Cxfar  comes  rufhing  on  us — 
Jiut  hold  I  young  Juba  fees  me,  and  approaches. 
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"juba,  Syphax. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  1  joy  to  meet  thee  thus  alrne,. 
I  have  obferv'd  of  late  thy  looks  are  fallen, 
O'ercaft  with  gloomy  cares,  and  difcontent; 
1  hen  tell  me,  Syphax,  I  conjure  thee,  tell  me, 
"What  are  the  thoughts  that  knit  thy  brow  in 

frowns. 
And  turn  thine  eye  thus  coldly  on  thy  prince  ? 
Sypbax. 
'Tis  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  thoughts. 
Nor  carry  fmiles  and  fun-fhinc  in  my  face, 
"When  difcontent  fits  heavy  at  my  heart. 
I  have  not  yet  fo  much  the  Roman  in  me. 
Juba. 
Why  doft  thou  caft  out  fuch  ungenerous  terms 
Againft  the  lords  and  fovereigns  of  the  world  ? 
Doll  thou  not  fee  mankind  fall  down  before  then^, 
And  own  the  force  «f  their  fcperior  virtue  ? 
Is  there  a  nation  in  the  wilds  of  Afric, 
Amidil  our  barren  rocks  and  burning  fands. 
That  does  not  tremble  at  the  Roman  name  ? 
Sypha-c. 
Gods!  Where's  the  worth  that  fcts  this  people 
up 
Above  your  ovirn  Numidia's  tawny  fons  ? 
Do  they  with  tougher  finews  bend  the  bow  ? 
Or  flies  the  javelin  fwifter  to  its  mark, 
L,aunch'd  from  the  vigour  of  a  Roman  arm  ? 
Who  like  our  a^ive  African  inftruvSiis 
The  fiery  ftecd,  and  trains  him  to  his  hand  ? 
Or  guides  in  troops  th'  embattled  elephant, 
Loaden  with  war  ?    Thefe,  thefe   are    arts,  my 

Prince, 
In  which  your  Zama  does  not  ftoop  to  Rome. 
Juba. 
Thefe  all  are  virtues  of  a  meaner  rank, 
Perfedicns  that  are  plac'd  in  bones  and  nerves. 
A  Roman  foul  is  bent  on  higher  views : 
To  civilize  the  rude  unpolifh'd  world, 
And  lay  it  under  the  reflraint  of  laws; 
To  make  man  mild  and  fociable  to  man ; 
To  cultivate  the  wild  licentious  favage 
With  wifdom,difcipline,  and  liberal  arts; 
Th'  embelliihments  of  life  :  virtues  like  thefe 
Make  human  nature  fhine,  reform  the  foul, 
And  break  our  fierce  barbaiians  into  men. 


Syphax. 
Patience,  Rind  heavens  1 — Excufe  an  old  man's 
warmth. 
What  are  thefe  wondro«s  civilizing  arts, 
This  Roman  polifti,  and  this  fmooth  behaviour, 
That  render  man  thus  tractable  and  tame  ? 
Are  they  not  only  to  difguife  our  paflions. 
To  fet  our  looks  at  variance  with  our  thoughts. 
To  check  the  ftarts  and  fallies  of  the  foul. 
And  break  off  all  its  commerce  with  the  tongue  ; 
In  ftiort,  to  change  us  into  other  creatures 
Than  what  our  nature  and  the  gods  dcfign'd  ys? 
Juba. 
To  ftrike  thee  dumb  :  turn  up  thine  eyes  to 
Cato! 
There  may'ft  thou  fee  to  what  a  godlike  height 
The  Roman  virtues  lift  up  mortal  man. 
While  good,  and  juft,  and  anxious  for  his  friends, 
He's  ftill  feverely  bent  againft  himfelf ; 
Renouncing  fleep,  and  refl,  and  food,  and  eafe, 
He  ftrives  with  third  and  hunger,  toil  and  heat  ; 
And  when  his  fortune  fets  before  him  all 
The  pomps  and  pleafures  that  his  foul  can  wllh, 
His  rigid  virtue  will  accept  of  none. 
Syphax. 
Believe  me.  Prince,  there's  not  an  Africa^ 
That  traverfes  our  vafl  Nuinidian  deferts 
In  cjucft  of  prey,  and  lives  upon  his  bow, 
But  better  pradlifes  thefe  boifted  viitues. 
Coarfe  are  his  meals,  the  fortune  of  the  chafe, 
Amidft  the  running  flream  he  flakes  histhirfl. 
Toils  all  the  day,  and  at  the  approach  of  night 
On  the  firft  friendly  bank  he  throws  hini  dowg. 
Or  refls  his  head  upon  a  rock  till  morn  : 
Then  rifes  frefli,  purfues  his  wonted  game. 
And  if  the  following  day  he  chance  to  find 
A  new  repaft,  or  an  untafted  fpring, 
Blefl"e»  his  liars,  and  thinks  it  luxury. 
Juba. 
Thy  prejudices,  Syphax,  won't  difcern 
What  virtues  grow  from  ignorance  and  choice, 
Nor  how  the  hero  differs  from  the  brute. 
But  grant  that  others  could  with  equal  glory 
Look  down  on  pleafures  and  the  baits  of  fcnfe, 
Where  fhall  we  find  the  man  that  bears  afilidion. 
Great  and  majeflic  in  his  griefs,  like  Cato  ? 
Heavens,  with  what  flrength,  what  fteadinefs  oi! 

mind, 
He  triumphs  in  the  midfl  of  all  his  fufFerings  I 
How  does  he  rife  againft  a  load  of  woes,       [him  ! 
And  thank  the  gods  that  throw  the  weight  upon 
Syphax. 
'  ris  pride,  rank  pride,  and  haughtinefs  of  foul  i 
I  think  the  Romans  call  it  Stoicifm. 
Had  not  your  royal  father  thought  fo  highly 
Of  Roman  virtue,  and  of  Cato's  caufe. 
He  had  not  fall'n  by  a  flave's  hand  inglorious  : 
Nor  would  his  flaughter'd  army  now  have  lain 
On  Afric's  lands,  disfigur'd  with  their  wounds, 
To  gorge  the  wolves  and  vultures  of  Numidia, 
Juba. 
Why  do'ft  thou  call  my  forrows  up  afrefli  ? 
My  father's  name  brings  tears  into  my  eyes. 
Syphax. 

Oh,  that  you'd  profit  by  yeur  father**  ills  I 
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Juia 


What  wouldft  thou  have  me  do  ? 

Abandon  Cato. 
Juia. 
Syphax,  I  fliould  be  more  than  twice  an  orphan 
By  fuch  a  lofs. 

Syfihjx. 
Ay,  there's  the  tie  that  hinds  ynu  '. 
You  long  to  call  him  father.     Marcia's  charms 
Work  in  your  heart  unfeen,  and  plead  for  Cato. 
No  wonder  you  are  deaf  to  all  I  fay. 
Juia. 
Syphax,  your  zeal  becomes  importunate ; 
I've  hitherto  permitted  it  to  rave. 
And  talk  at  large  ;  but  learn  to  keep  it  in. 
Left  it  fhould  take  more  freedom  than  I'll  give  it. 
Syphax. 
Sir,  your  great  father  never  us'd  me  thus. 
Alas,  he's  dead!  but  can  you  e'er  forget 
The  tender  forrows,  and  the  pangs  of  nature, 
The  fond  embraces,  and  repeated  blefiings. 
Which  you  drew  from  him  in  your  laft  farewell  ? 
Still  muft  I  chetifh  the  dear  fad  remembrance, 
At  once  to  torture  and  to  pleafe  my  foul. 
The  good  old  king,  at  parting,  wrung  my  hand, 
(His  eyes  brim  full  of  tears)  then  fighing  cry'd, 
Pr'ythee  be  careful  of  my  fon  ! — his  grief 
Swell'd  up  fo  high,  he  could  not  utter  more. 
Juba. 
Alas,  thy  ftory  melts  away  my  foul. 
That  beft  of  fathers!  how  fliall  I  difcharge 
The  gratitude  and  duty  which  I  owe  him  ! 
Syphax. 
By  laying  up  his  counfels  in  your  heart. 

Juba. 
His  counfels  bade  me  yield  to  thy  diredions : 
Then,  Syphax,  chide  me  in  fcverefl  terms. 
Vent  all  thy  palTLon,  and  I'll  ftand  its  Ihock, 
Calm  and  unruffled  as  a  fummer-fea, 
When  not  a  breath  of  wind  flies  o'er  its  furface. 
Syphax. 
Ala%  my  prince,  I'd  guide  you  to  your  fafcty. 

Juba. 

I  do  believe  thou  wouldft  ;  but  tell  me  how  ? 

Syphax. 

Fly  from  the  fate  that  follows  Cxfar's  foes. 

Juba. 
My  father  fcorn'd  to  do't. 

Syphax. 

And  therefore  dy'd. 
Juba. 
Better  to  die  ten  thoufand  thoufand  deaths. 
Than  wound  my  honour. 

Syphax. 

Rather  fay  your  iove. 
Juba. 
Syphax,  I've  promis'd  to  prcferve  my  temper. 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  confefs  a  flame 
1  long  have  ftifled,  and  would  fain  conceal  ? 
Syphax. 
Believe  me.  Prince,  'tis  hard  to  conquer  love, 
But  eafy  to  divert  and  break  its  force  : 
Abfence  might  cure  it,  or  a  fecond  miftrefs 
tight  up  another  flame,  and  put  out  Uiis,    • 


The  glowing  dames  of  Zama's  royal  court 
Have  faces  flufht  with  more  exalted  charms. 
The  fun,  that  rolls  his  chariot  o'er  their  heads. 
Works  up  more  fire  and  colour  in  their  cheeks : 
Were  you  with  thefe,  my  Prince,  you'd  foon  for* 

get 
The  pale  unripen'd  beauties  of  the  north. 
Juba. 

Tis  not  a  fet  of  features,  or  complexioni 
The  tindure  of  a  fkin,  that  I  admire. 
Beauty  fnon  grows  familiar  to  the  lover, 
Fades  in  his  eye,  and  palls  upon  the  fenfe. 
The  virtuous  Marcia  towers  above  her  fex  : 
True,  fhe  is  fair,  (oh,  how  divinely  fair  1) 
But  llill  the  lovely  maid  improves  her  charms 
With  invi'ard  greatnefs,  unaffefted  wifdom. 
And  fanftity  of  manners.     Cato's  foul 
Shines  out  in  every  thing  (he  z&%  or  fpcaks. 
While  winning  mildnefs  and  attradlive  fmilei 
Dwell  in  her  looks,  and  with  becoming  grace 
Soften  the  rigour  of  her  father's  virtues. 
Syphax. 

How  does  your  tongue  grow  wanton  in  h«? 
praife ! 
But  on  my  knees  I  beg  you  would  confider— 

Enter  Marcia  and  Lucia. 
Juba. 
Hah  !  Syphax,  is't  not  fhe ! — She  moves  this 
way  : 
And  with  her  Lucia,  Lurius's  fair  daughter. 
Aly  heart  beats  thick — I  pr'ythee,  Syphax,  leaTt 
me. 

Syphax. 
Ten  thoufand  curfew  faften  on  them  both ! 
Now  will  this  womaa  with  a  fingle  glance 
Undo  what  I've  been  labouring  all  this  while. 

iExit. 

Juba,  Marcia,  Luela. 
Juba. 
Hail  charmingmaid,how  does  thy  beauty  fmootk 
The  face  of  war,  and  make  evn  horror  fmile  1 
At  fight  of  thee  my  heart  fhakes  off  its  foriows; 
I  fcei  a  dawn  cf  joy  break  in  upon  me. 
And  for  a  while  forget  th'  approach  of  Cxfar. 
Marcia. 
I  ftiould  he  griev'd,  young  prince,  to  think  my 
prefcncc 
Unbent  yi>ur  thoughts,  and  flacken'd  them  to  arms, 
While,  warm  with  flaughter,  our  vicftorioiis  fo« 
Threatens  aloud,  and  calls  you  to  the  field. 
Juba. 
O  Marcia,  let  me  hope  thy  kind  concerns 
And  gentle  wifhes  follow  me  to  battle  1 
The  thought  will  give  new  vigour  to  my  arm. 
Add  ftrerigth  and  wtight  to  my  defcending  fword, 
And  drive  it  in  a  tempefl  on  the  foe. 
Marcia. 
My  prayers  and  wiihes  always  fhall  attend 
The  friends  of  Rome,  the  glorious  caufe  of  virtupj 
And  men  approv'd  of  by  the  gods  and  Cato. 
Jub.i. 
That  Juba  may  deferve  thy  pious  cares, 
I'll  gaze  for  rvcr  on  thy  gpdiike  father, 


itranrplanrtng,  one  by  one,  into  my  life 
His  bright  perfedions,  till  I  fliine  like  him. 
Marcia. 
My  father  never  at  a  time  like  this 
Would  lay  out  his  great  foul  in  words,  and  walle 
Such  precious  moments. 

Thy  reproofs  are  juft, 
Thou  virtuous  maid ;   I'll  haften  to  my  troops, 
And  fire  their  languid  fouls  with  Cato's  virtue; 
If  e'er  I  lead  them  to  the  field,  when  ail 
The  war  Ihall  (land  rang'd  in  its  juft  array, 
And  dreadful  pomp  :  then  will  I  think  on  thee  I 

0  lovely  maid,  then  will  I  think  on  thee  1 
And,  in  the  ftiock  of  charging  hofts,  remember 
What  glorious  deeds  fhou'd  grace  the  man,  who 

hopes 
iFor  Marcia's  love.  \_Exit. 

Lueia- 
Marcia,  you're  too  fevere  : 
How  could  you  chide  the   young  good-natur'd 

prince. 
And  drive  him  from  you  with  fo  ftern  an  air, 
A  prince  that  loves  and  dotes  on  you  to  death  ? 
JMarcia, 
'Tis  therefore,  Lucia,  that  1  chide  him  from  me. 
His  air,  his  voice,  his  looks,  and  honeft  ibul, 
Speak  all  fo  movingly  in  his  behalf, 

1  dare  not  truft  myfelf  to  hear  him  talk. 

Luefa. 
Why  will  you  fight  againft  fo  fwcet  a  paffion. 
And  fteel  your  heart  to  fuch  a  world  of  charms  ? 
Marcia. 
How,  Lucia  !  would'ft  thou  have  me  fink  away 
In  pleafing  dreams,  andlofe  myfelf  in  love. 
When  every  moment  Cato's  life's  at  ftake  ? 
Csefar  comes  arm'd  with  terror  and  revenge, 
And  aims  his  thunder  at  my  father's  head  : 
Should  not  the  fad  occafion  fwallow  up 
My  other  cares,  and  draw  them  all  into  it  ? 
Lucia. 
Why  have  not  1  this  conftancy  of  mind. 
Who  have  fo  many  griefs  to  try  its  force  ? 
Sure,  nature  form'd  me  of  her  fofteft  mould, 
Enfeebled  all  my  foul  with  tender  paiTions, 
And  funk  mc  ev'n  below  my  own  weak  fex  : 
Pity  and  love,  by  turns,  opprcfs  my  heart. 
Marcia. 
Lucia,  difburthen  all  thy  cares  on  me, 
And  let  me  fliare  thy  moll  retir'd  diflrefs ; 
Tell  me  who  raifes  up  this  conflid  in  thee. 
Lucia. 

I  need  not  blufh  to  name  them,  when  I  tell 
thee 
They're  Marcia's  brothers,  and  the  fons  of  Cato. 
Marcia. 
They  both  behold  thee  with  their  fifter's  eyes; 
And  often  have  rcveal'd  their  paffion  to  me. 
Buj  tell  me,  vhofe  addrefs  thou  favour'ft  moft? 
I  long  to  know,  and  yet  1  dread  to  hear  it. 
Lucia, 
Which  is  it  Marcia  wifhes  for  ? 
Alarcia. 

For  neither 
And  yet  for  both— The  youths  have  e^ual  Iharc 


T      0.  ij^ 

In  Marcia's  wiHies,  and  divide  their  filler  : 
But  tell  me  which  of  them  is  Lucia's  choice  ? 

Lucia.  t 

Marcia,  they  both  are  high  in  my  efteem, 
But  in  my  love — Why  wilt  thou  make  me  name 

him  ? 
Thou  know'ft,  it  is  a  blind  and  foolifh  paflion,     ^ 
Pleas'd  and  difgufted  with  it  knows  not  what. 
Marcia. 
O  Lucia,  I'm  perplex'd  :  O  tell  me  which 
I  muft  hereafter  call  my  happy  brother  ? 

Lucia.  , 

Suppofe  'twere  Fortius,  could  you  blame  my- 
choice .' 

0  Fortius,  thou  haft  ftol'n  away  my  foul! 
With  what  a  graceful  tendernefs  he  loves  ! 
And  breathes  the  fofteft,  the  fincereft  vows  ? 
Complacency,  and  truth,  and  manly  fweetneft, 
Dwell  ever  on  his  tongue,  and  fmooth  his  thought'*, 
Marcus  is  over-warm,  hi»  fond  complaints 

Have  fo  much  earneftnefs  and  paffion  in  them, 

1  hear  him  with  a  fecret  kind  of  dread, 
And  tremble  at  his  vehemence  of  temper, 

Marciiz. 

Alas,  poor  youth  !  how  can'fl;  thou  throw  him 
from  thee  ? 
Lucia,  thou  know'ft  not  half  the  love  he  bears  tticcj 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks  of  thee,  his  heart's  in  flames,' 
He  fends  out  all  his  foul  in  every  word,     [ported. 
And  thinks,  and  talks,  and  looks  like  one  trant^ 
Unhappy  youth  !  how  will  thy  coldnefs  raife 
Tempefts  and  ftorms  in  his  afflitfted  boiomt 
I  dread  the  confequence— 
Luc/a. 
You  feem  to  plead 

Againft  your  brother  Fortius . 

Marcia. 

Heaven  forbid  I 
Had  Fortius  been  the  unfuccefsful  lover. 
The  fame  compaffion  would  have  fall'n  oo  him, 
Lucia. 
Was  ever  virgin  love  diftreft  like  mine  ! 
Fortius  himfeif  oft -fails  in  tears  before  me 
As  if  he  mourn'd  his  rival's  111  fuccefs 
Then  bids  me  hide  the  motions  of  my  heart. 
Nor  ftiew  which  way  it  turns.     So  much  he'  fears 
The  fad  effeds  that  it  would  have  on  Marcus, 
A'a/  cia. 
He  knows  too  well  how  eafily  he's  fir'd. 
And  would  not  plunge  his  brother  in  defpair, 
But  waits  for  happier  times,  and  kinder  momepll, 
Ijucia. 
Alas  :   too  late  I  find  myfelf  involv'd 
In  endlefs  griefs  and  labyrinths  of  woe 
Born  to  afflicS  my  Marcia's  family, 
And  fow  diiTenfion  in  the  hearts  of  brqiheri. 
Tormenting  thought  .   it  cuts  intn  my  foul. 
Ma  cia 
Let  US  not,  Lucia,  ag^ra.ate  ■  ur  furrows. 
But  to  the  gods  p>  unit  'h'  event  <.f  thing,. 
Our  lives,  diic.-lour'd  with  our  prefent  \.oej. 
May  llili  grow    bright,   and    Imile   with  happltr 
h(  U.S. 
So  the  pure  limpid  ftream,  when  foul  with  ftalni 
Of  rulhing  torrents,  and  defcending  raint, 
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Works  itfelf  clear,  and,  as  it  runs,  refines ; 
Till,  by  degrees  the  floating  mirror  (hines, 
Reflecfls  each  flower  that  on  the  border  grows, 
And  a  new  heaven  in  its  fair  bofom  Ihows. 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

THE   SENATE. 

Semproniui. 
Rome  ftill  furvives  in  this  afliemblcd  fenate  I 
Let  us  remember  we  are  Cato's  friends, 
And  aA  like  men  who  claim  that  glorious  title. 
Lucius. 
Cato  will  fooD  be  here,  and  open  to  us 
Th'  occafion  of  our  meeting.     Hark  1  he  comes  ! 
\^A  found  of  trumpets. 

May  all  the  guardian  gods  of  Rome  dircd.  him  ! 

Enter  Cato. 
Cato. 
Fathers,  we  once  again  are  met  in  council. 
Caefar's  approach  has  fummon'd  us  together, 
And  Rome  attends  her  fate  from  our  refolves  : 
How  fliall  we  treat  this  bold  afpiring  man  ? 
Succefs  ftill  follows  him,  and  backs  his  crimes  : 
Pharfalia  gave  him  Rome  ;  Egypt  has  fince 
Receiv'd  his  yoke,  and  the  whole  Nile  is  Csefar's. 
Why  fliould  I  mention  Juba's  overthrow. 
And  Scipio's  death  ?  Numidia's  burning  fands 
Still  fmoke  with  blood.     'Tis  time  we  fhould  de- 
cree 
What  courfc  to  take.     Our  foe  advances  on  us, 
And  envies  us  ev'n  Libea's  fultry  deferts. 
Fathers,  pronounce  your  thoughts ;  are  they  ftill  fixt 
To  hold  it  out,  and  fight  it  to  the  laft  ? 
Or  are  your  hearts  fubdued  at  length,  and  wrought 
By  time  and  ill  fuccefs  to  a  fubmiflion  I 
Scmpronius,  fpeak. 

Semprouius. 

My  voice  is  ftill  for  war. 
Gods,  can  a  Roman  fenate  long  debate 
Which  of  the  two  to  choofe,  flavery  or  death  I 
No,  let  us  rife  at  once,  gird  on  our  fwords. 
And,  at  the  head  of  our  remaining  troops. 
Attack  the  foe,  break  through  the  thick  array 
Of  his  throng'd  legions,  and  charge  home  upon 

him; 
Perhaps  fume  arm,  more  lucky  than  the  reft, 
May  reach  his  heart,  and  free  the  world  from  bon- 
dage. 
Rife,  fathers,  rife;  'tis  Rome  demands  your  help ; 
Rife,  and  revenge  her  flaughter'd  citizens, 
Or  fliare  their  fate  :  the  corps  of  half  her  fenate 
Manure  the  fields  of  Theflaly,  while  r/e 
Sit  here,  deliberating  in  cold  debates. 
If  we  fhould  facrifice  our  lives  to  honour, 
Or  wear  them  out  in  fervitude  and  chains. 
Roufe  up  for  fliame  !  our  brothers  of  Pharfalia 
Point  at  their  wounds,  and  cry  aloud — to  battle  I 
Great  Pompey's  fhade  complains  that  we  are  flow. 
And  Scipio's  ghoU  walks  unreveng'd  amorgft  us. 


Calt, 


Let  not  a  torrent  of  impetuous  zeal      . 
Tranfport  thee  thus  beyond  the  bounds  of  reafoa  : 
True  fortitude  is  feen  in  great  exploits, 
That  juftice  warrants,  and  that  wifdom  guides; 
All  elfe  is  towering  phrenfy  and  diAra<Sion,  • 
Are  not  the  lives  of  thofe,  who  draw  the  fword 
In  Rome's  defence,  intrufted  to  our  care  ? 
Should  we  thus  lead  them  to  a  field  of  flaughter. 
Might  not  th'  impartial  world  with  reafon  fay, 
We  lavilh'd  at  our  deaths  the  blood  of  thoufands, 
To  grace  our  fall,  and  make  our  riiin  glorious  ? 
Lucius,  we  next  would  know  whit's  your  opinion. 

Luciuj. 

My  thoughts,!  muft  confefs, are  turn'don  peacci 
Already  have  our  quarrels  fill'd  the  world 
With  widows  and  with  orphans  :  Scythia  mourns 
Our  guilty  wars,  and  earth's  renioteft  regions 
Lie  half  unpeopled  by  the  feuds  of  Rome : 
'  ris  time  to  (heath  the  fword,  and  fpare  mankind. 
It  is  not  Cafar,  but  the  gods,  my  fathers; 
The  gods  declare  againft  us,  and  repel 
Our  vain  attempts.     To  urge  the  foe  to  battle, 
(Prompted  by  blind  revenge  and  wild  defpair) 
Were  to  refufe  th'  awards  of  providence, 
And  not  to  reft  in  heaven's  determination. 
Already  have  we  (hewn  our  love  to  Rome : 
Now  let  lis  ftiew  fubmiflion  to  the  gods. 
We  took  up  arms,  not  to  revenge  ourfelves, 
But  free  the  commonwealth  ;  when  this  end  fails, 
Arms  have  no  further  ufe ;  our  country's  caufe, 
That  drew  our  fwords,  now  wrefts  them  from  oUr 

hands. 
And  bids  us  liot  delight  in  Roman  blood, 
Unprofitably  flied ;  what  men  could  do 
Is  done  already  :  heaven  and  earth  will  witnefe, 
If  Rome  muft  fall,  that  we  are  innocent. 
Sempronius. 

This  fmooth  difcourfe  and  mild  behaviour  oft 
Conceal  a  traitor — Something  whifpers  me 
All  is  not  right — Gato,  beware  of  Lucius. 

^ftde  to  Cato, 
Cato. 

Let  us  appear  not  rafli  nor  diffident : 
Immoderate  valour  fwells  into  a  fault, 
And  fear,  admitted  into  public  councils, 
Betrays  like  treafon.     Let  us  ftiun  them  both. 
Fathers,  I  cannot  fee  that  our  affairs 
Are  grown  thus  defperate.     We  have  bulwarks 

round  us; 
Within  our  walls  are  troops  inur'd  to  toil 
fn  Afric's  heats,  and  feafon'd  to  the  fun ; 
Numidia's  fpacious  kingdom  lies  behind  u», 
Ready  to  rife  at  its  young  prince's  call. 
Whilft  there  is  hope,  do  not  diftruft  the  gods ; 
But  wait  at  leaft  till  Cxfar's  near  approach 
Force  us  to  yield.     'Twill  never  be  too  late 
To  fue  for  chains,  and  own  a  conqueror. 
Why  ftiould  Rome  fall  a  moment  ere  her  time  I 
No,  let  us  draw  her  term  of  freedom  out 
In  its  full  length,  and  fpin  it  to  the  laft. 
So  fliall  we  gain  ftill  one  day's  liberty ; 
And  let  me  perifti,  but  in  Cato's  judgment, 
A  day,  an  hour  of  virtuous  liberty, 
^8  worth  a  whole  eternity  in  bondage. 


o. 
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Enter  Marcut. 

Marcus. 
Fathers,  this  moment  as  I  watch'd  the  gates, 
liodg'd  on  my  poft,  a  herald  is  arriv'd 
From  Csefar's  camp,  and  with  him  comes  old 

Decius, 
The  Roman  knight ;  he  carries  in  his  looks 
Impatience,  and  demands  to  fpeak  with  Cato. 
Cato. 
By  your  permiflion,  fathers,  bid  him  enter. 

\Exit  Marcus. 
Decius  was  once  my  friend;  but  other  profpetSs 
Have  loos'd  thole  ties,  and  bound  him  f.itl  to  Cxfar. 
His  melTage  may  determine  our  refolves. 

Enter  Decius. 
Decius. 
Cafar  fends  health  to  Cato — 
Cato. 

Could  he  fend  it 
To  Cato's  flaughter'd  friends,  it  v/ould  be  welcome. 
Are  not  your  orders  to  addrefs  ihe  fenatc  ? 
Dicius. 
Mt  bufinefs  is  with  Cato  :  Csefar  fees     [knows 
The  ftreights  to  which  you're  driven ;  and,  as  he 
Cato's  high  worth,  is  anxious  for  his  life. 
Cato. 
My  life  is  grafted  on  the  fate  of  Rome  : 
Would  he  fave  Cato  ?  bid  him  fpare  his  country. 
Tell  your  dicStator  this;  and  tell  him  Cato 
Difdains  a  life,  which  he  has  power  to  offer. 
Decius. 
Rome  and  her  fenators  fubmit  to  Csefar ; 
Her  generals  and  her  confuls  are  no  more, 
Who  check'd  his  conquefts.and  deny'd  his  triumphs. 
Wliy  will  not  Cato  be  this  Caefar's  friend  ? 
Cato. 
Thofe  very  reafons,  thou  haft  urg'd,  forbid  it. 

Decius. 
Cato,  I've  orders  to  expoftulate. 
And  reafon  with  you  as  from  friend  to  friend : 
Think  on  the  ftorm  that  gathers  o'er  your  head, 
And  threatens  every  hour  to  burft  upon  it ; 
Still  may  you  (land  high   in   your  country's  ho- 
nours. 
Do  but  comply,  and  make  your  peace  with  Ciefar. 
Rome  will  rejoice,  and  caft  its  eyes  on  Cato, 
As  on  the  fecond  of  mankind. 
Cato. 

No  more ! 
J  muft  not  think  of  life  on  fuch  conditions. 
Decius. 
Csefar  is  well  acquainted  with  your  virtues. 
And  therefore  fets  this  value  on  your  life  : 
Let  him  but  know  the  price  of  Cato's  friendlhip, 
And  name  your  terms. 

Cato. 

Bid  him  difband  his  legions, 
Reftore  the  commonwealth  to  liberty, 
Ijubmit  his  adlions  to  the  public  cenfure. 
And  ftand  the  judgment  of  a  Roman  fenate. 
Bid  him  do  this,  and  Cato  is  his  friend. 
Decius. 

Cato,  the  world  talks  leudl/ of  your  wifdoox— 


Cat*. 


Nay  more,  though  Cato's  voice  was  ne'er  etn- 
ploy'd 
To  clear  the  guilty,  and  to  varnirti  crimes, 
Myfelf  will  mount  the  roftrum  in  his  favour. 
And  ftrive  to  gain  his  pardon  from  the  people. 
Decius. 
A  ftylc  like  this  becomes  a  conqueror. 

Cato. 
Decius,  a  ftyle  like  this  becomes  a  Roman. 

Decius. 
What  is  a  Roman,  that  is  Casfar'sfoe  ? 

Cata. 
Greater  than  Cafar,  he's  a  friend  to  virtue. 

Decius. 
Confidcr,  Cato,  you're  in  Utica  ; 
And  at  the  head  of  your  own  little  fenate  ; 
You  don't  now  thunder  in  the  capitol, 
With  all  the  mouths  of  Rome  to  fecond  you. 
Cato. 
Let  him  confidcr  that  who  drives  us  hither : 
'Tis  Csefar's  fword  has  made  Rome's  fenare  littlf. 
And  thinn'd  its  ranks.     Alas  '•  thy  dazzled  eye 
Behol(^    this  man  in  a  falfe  glaring  light,  ■  ■> 

Which  conqueft  and  fuccefs  have  thrown  upon  him  ; 
Didft  thou  but  view  him  right,  thou'dft  fee  him 

black 
With  murder,  treafon,  facrilege,  and  crimes, 
That  ftrike  my  foul  with  horror  but  to  name  them. 
I  know  thou  look'ft  on  me,  as  on  a  wretch 
Befet  with  ills,  and  cover'd  with  misfortunes; 
But,  by  the  gods  I  fwear,  millions  of  worlds 
Should  never  buy  me  to  be  like  that  Csefar. 
Decius. 
Does  Cato  fend  this  anfwer  back  to  Csfar, 
For -all  his  generous  cares,  and  proffer'd  friendlhip  ? 
Cato. 
His  cares  for  me  are  infolent  and  vain  : 
Prefumptuous  man  I  the  gods  take  care  of  Cato. 
Would  Csefar  Ihew  the  greatnefs  of  his  foul. 
Bid  him  employ  his  care  for  thefe  my  friends. 
And  make  good  ufe  of  his  ill-gotten  power 
By  fhekcring  men  much  better  than  himfelf. 
Decius. 
Your  high  unconqucr'd  heart  makes  you  forget 
That  you're  a  man.    Yoa  rulh  on  your  deftrudlion. 
But  I  have  done.     When  I  relate  hereafter 
'I'he  tale  of  this  unhappy  embaffy. 
All  Rome  will  be  in  tears.  \^Exit. 

Sttnpronius. 

Cato,  we  thank  thee. 
The  mighty  genius  of  immortal  Rome 
Speaks  in  thy  voice,  thy  foul  bi^eathes  liberty; 
Cxfar  will  ftirink  to  hear  the  words  thou  utter'H, 
And  fhudder  in  the  midft  of  all  his  conquefts. 
Lucius. 
The  fenate  owns  its  gratitude  to  Cato, 
Who  with  fo  great  a  foul  confulcs  its  fafety. 
And  guards  our  lives  while  he  negle<fts  his  own. 
Scmprtnius. 
Sempronius  gives  no  thanks  on  this  account* 
Lucius  feems  fond  of  life;  but  what  is  life  i 
'Tis  not  to  ftalk  about,  and  d.'aw  frefh  air 
From  time  to  time,  or  gaze  upon  the  fun; 
'Tis  to  be  free.     When  liberty  i>  gone. 
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Life  grows  Infipid,  and  has  loft  itsrelifh. 
O  could  my  dying  hand  but  lodge  afvvord 
In  Csefar's  bofom,  and  revenge  my  country. 
By  heavens  I  could  enjoy  the  pangs  of  death. 
And  iinile  in  agony. 

Luelus. 

Others  perhaps 
May  fcrve  their  country  with  as  warm  a  zeal, 
Though  'tis  not  kindled  into  fo  much  rage. 
Senipronius. 
This  fober  conduift  is  a  mighty  virtue 
In  luke-warm  patriots. 

Cato. 
Come  1  no  more,  Sempronius : 
All  here  are  friends  to  Rome,  and  to  each  other. 
Let  us  not  weaken  ftill  the  weaker  fide, 
Br  our  diviHons. 

Sempron'tus. 

Cato,  my  refentmenti 
Are  facrific'd  to  Rome — I  ftand  reprov'd. 
Cato. 
Tathers,  'tis  time  you  come  to  a  refolve. 

Lucius. 
Cato,  we  all  go  into  your  opinion. 
Csefar's  behaviour  has  convinc'd  the  fenatc 
We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  terms  arrive. 
Sempronius. 
We  ought  to  hold  it  out  till  death  ;  but,  Cato, 
lidy  private  voice  is  drown'd  amid  the  fenate.'s. 
Cato. 
Then  let  us  rife,  my  friends,  and  ftrivc  to  fill 
This  little  interval,  this  paufe  of  life, 
(While  yet  our  liberty  and  fates  are  doubtful) 
With  refolution,  friendlhip,  Roman  bravery, 
And  all  the  virtues  we  can  crowd  into  it ; 
That  heaven  may  fay,  it  ought  to  be  prolong'd. 
Fathers,  farewell — The  young  Numidian  prince 
Comes  forward,  and  cxpedls  to  know  our  councils. 

Ex.  Sen. 
Enter  '^uba. 
Cato. 
Tuba,  the  Roman  fenate  has  refolv'd, 
Till  time  give  better  profpeds,  ftill  to  keep 
The  fword  unftieath'd,  and  turn  its  edge  on  Casfar. 
Juha. 
The  refolution  fits  a  Roman  fenate. 
But,  Cato,  lend  me  for  a  while  thy  patience. 
And  condefcend  to  hear  a  young  man  fpcak. 

My  fatlier,  when  feme  days  before  his  death 
He  order'd  me  to  march  for  Utica 
(Alas  !  I  thought  not  then  his  death  fo  near  I) 
Wept  o'er  me,  prefs'd  me  in  his  aged  armis. 
And  as  his  griefs  gave  way.  My  fon,  faid  he, 
Whatever  fortune  fhall  bcfal  thy  father. 
Be  Cato's  friend  ;  he'll  train  thee  up  to  great 
And  virtuous  deeds:  do  but  obl'erve  him  well, 
Thou'lt  fliun  misfortunes,  or  thou'lt  learn  to  bear 
them. 

Caio. 
Juha,  thy  father  was  a  worthy  prince, 
And  merited,  alas  '   a  better  fate  ; 
But  heaven  thought  otherwife. 
Juha. 

My  father's  fate, 
Ib  fpitc  •f  J<U  the  fortitude  that  Ibines 


Before  my  face,  in  Cato's  great  example. 
Subdues  my  foul,  and  fills  my  eyes  with  tears* 
Cato. 
It  is  an  honeft  forrow,  and  becomes  thee. 

Juha. 
My  father  drew  refpeift  from  foreign  climes : 
The  kings  of  Afric  fought  him  for  their  friend. 
Kings  far  remote,  that  rule,  as  fame  reports, 
Behind  the  hidden  fourccs  of  the  Nile, 
In  diftant  worlds,  on  t'other  fide  the  fun  : 
Oft  have  their  black  ambafTadors  appear'd, 
Loadcn  with  gifts,  and  fill'd  the  court*  of  Zama. 
Cati. 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  thy  father's  greatnefs. 

Juha. 
I  would  not  boaft  the  greatnefs  of  my  father, 
But  point  out  new  alliances  to  Cato. 
Had  we  not  belter  leave  this  Utica, 
To  arm  Numidia  in  our  caufe,  and  court 
Th'affiftance  of  my  father's  powerful  friends? 
Did  they  know  Cato,  our  remoteft  kings 
Would  pour  embattled  multitudes  about  bim  ; 
Their  fwarthy  hofts  would  darken  all  our  plains, 
Doubling  the  native  horror  of  the  war. 
And  making  death  more  grim. 
Cato. 
And  canft  thou  think 
Cato  will  fly  before  the  fword  of  Cafar  ? 
Reduc'd,  like  Hannibal,  to  feek  relief 
From  court  to  court,  and  wander  up  and  down, 
A  vagabond  in  Afric  I 

Juha. 

Cato,  perhaps 
I'm  too  officious  ;  but  my  forward  cares 
Would  fain  preferve  a  life  of  fo  much  value. 
My  heart  is  wounded,  when  1  fee  fuch  virtue 
Afflided  by  the  weight  of  fuch  misfortunes. 
Cato. 
Thy  noblenefs  of  foul  obliges  me. 
But  know,  young  prince,  that  valour  foars  above 
What  the  world  calls  misfortune  and  afflicflion. 
Thefe  are  not  ills ;  elfe  would  they  never  fall 
On    heaven's   firft   favourites,    and   the   bcft    of 

men : 
The  gods,  in  bounty,  work  up  ftorms  about  us. 
That  give  mankind  occafion  to  exert 
Their  hidden  ftrength,  and  throw  out  into  prac- 
tice 
Virtues,  that  fhun  the  day,  and  lie  conceal'd 
In  the  fmooth  feafons,  and  the  calms  of  life. 
Juba. 
I'm  charm'd  whene'er  thou  talk'ft !  I  pant  for 
virtue  ! 
And  all  my  foul  endeavours  at  perfedion. 
Cato. 
Doft  thou  love  watchings,  abftinence,  and  tell. 
Laborious  virtues  all .'  learn  them  from  Cato  : 
Succefs  and  fortune  muft  ihou  learn  from  Csfar, 
Juba. 
The  beft  good-fortune  that  can  fall  on  Juba, 
The  whole  fuccels  at  which  my  heart  afpircs, 
Depends  on  Cato. 

Cato. 
What  does  Jub«  fay  ? 
Tke  words  confcurd  iBCt 
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yula. 
I  would  fain  retrai5l  them, 
^Ive  them  me  back  again.     They  aim'd  at  no- 
thing. 

Caio. 
Tell  me  thy  wifli,  young  prince ;  make  not  my 
ear 
A  ftranger  to  thy  thoughts. 
Juba. 

Oh,  they're  extravagant ; 
Still  let  me  hide  them. 

Cato. 
What  can  Juba  aflc  • 

That  Cato  will  refufe  ! 

Juba> 

I  fear  to  name  it. 
Marcia — inherits  all  her  father's  virtues. 
Cato. 
What  would'ft  thou  fay  ? 
Juba. 

Cato,  thou  haft  a  daughter. 
Cato. 
Adieu,  young  prince  1  I  would  not  hear  a  word 
Should  leffen  thee  in  my  efteetn ;  remember 
The  hand  of  fate  is  over  us,  and  heaven 
^xacSs  feverity  from  all  our  thoughts: 
It  is  not  now  a  time  to  talk  of  aught 
But  chains,  or  conquefl ;  liberty,  or  death.     \_Ex'tt. 

Enter  Syphax. 
Syphax,. 
How's  fhis,   my  prince  i    what,  cover'd  with 
coiifufion  ? 
You  look  as  if  yon  ftern  philofopher 
Jlad  juil  now  chid  you. 

Juba. 
Syphax, I'm  undone  I 
Syphax. 
I  know  it  well. 

Juba. 
Cato  thinks  meanly  of  me. 
Syphax. 
And  fo  will  all  mankind. 
Juba. 
I've  open'd  to  him 
Tphe  weaknefs  of  my  foul — my  love  for  Marcia. 
Syphax. 
Cato's  a  proper  perfon  to  intruft 
A  love-tale  with. 

Juba. 
Oh,  1  could  pierce  my  heart. 
My  foolifli  heart  1  Was  ever  wretch  like  Juba  ? 
Svphax, 
Alas  1   my  prince,  how  are  you  chang'd  of  late  ! 
I've  known  young  Juba  rife  before  the  fun, 
To  beat  the  thicket  where  the  tiger  flept, 
pr  feek  the  lion  in  his  dreadful  haunts  : 
How  did  the  colour  mount  into  yonr  cheeks,     [you. 
When  firft  you  rous'tl  him  to  the  chace!  I've  feen 
Ev'n  in  the  Libyan  dog-days  hunt  him  down, 
Then  charge  him  clofe,  provoke  him  to  the  rage 
Of  fangs  and  claws,  and  ftcoping  from  yourhorfe 
Rivet  the  panting  favage  to  the  ground. 
Juba. 
Pr'ythcc,  no  more  1 

■  Yti..  ya. 


Syphax, 
How  would  the  old  king  fmile 
To  fee  you  weigh  the  paws,  when  tipp'd  with  gold, 
And  throw  the  fliaggy  fpoils  about  yourfliouidersl 
J"-ba. 
Syphax,  this  old  man's  talk  (though  honey  flow'd 
In  every  word)  would  now  lofe  all  its  fweetncfs. 
Cato's  difpleas'd,  and  Marcia  loft  for  ever  ! 
Syphax. 
Young  prince,  I  yet  could  give  you  good  advicca 
Marcia  might  ftill  be  yours. 
Juba. 
What  fay'ft  thou,  Syphax  ? 
By  heavens,  thou  turn'ft  me  all  into  attention. 
Sypbax. 
Marcia  might  ftill  be  yours. 
Juba. 

As  how,  dear  Syphax^ 
Syphax. 
Juba  commands  Numidia's  hardy  troops, 
Mountiid  on  fteeds,  unus'd  to  the  reftraint 
Of  curbs  or  bits,  and  fleeter  than  the  winds  : 
Give  but  the  word,  we'll  fnatch  this  damfel  up, 
And  bear  her  oiF. 

Juba. 
Can  fuch  difhoncft  thoughts 
Rife  up  in  man  '.  would'ft  thou  feduce  my  youth 
To  do  an  atSl  that  would  deftroy  my  honour? 
Syphax. 
Gods,  I  could  tear  my  beard  to  hear  you  talk  I  - 
Honour's  a  fine  imaginary  notion. 
That  draws  in  raw  and  unexperienced  men 
To  real  mifchiefs,  while  they  hunt  a  ftiadow. 
Juba. 
Would'ft  thou  degrade  thy  prince  into  a  rufEan? 

Syphax, 
The  boafted  anceftors  of  thefe  great  men, 
Whofe  virtues  you  admire,  were  all  fuch  rufiians. 
This  dread  of  nations,  this  almighty  Rome, 
That  comprehends  in  her  wide  empire's  bounds 
All  under  heaven,  was  founded  on  a  rape. 
Your  Scipio's,  Csfar's,  Ponipey's,  and  your  Cato's 
(Thefe  gods  on  earth),  lire  all  the  fpurious  brood 
Of  violated  maids,  of  ravifti'd  Sabines. 
Juba. 
Syphax,  I  fear  that  hoary  head  of  thine 
Abounds  too  much  in  our  Numidian  wiles. 
Syphax. 
Indeed,  my  prince ;  you  want  to  know  the  world. 
You  have  not  read  mankind  :  your  youth  admireti 
The  throes  and  fwellings  of  a  Roman  foul, 
Cato's  bold  flights,  th*  extravagance  of  virtue. 
Juba. 
If  knowledge  of  the  world  makes  man  perfidious, 
May  Juba  ever  live  in  ignorance  1 
Syphax. 
Go,  go,  you're  young. 

Juba. 

Gods,  muft  I  tamely  bear 
This  arrogance  unanfwer'd  !  thou'rt  a  traitor, 
A  falfe  old  traitor. 

Syphax, 
1  have  gone  too  far.  [^/"6l' 

Juba, 
Cato  {hall  know  the  bafenefs  of  thy  foul. 
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SypLax. 
I  muft  appCafe  tfiis  ftorm,  or  perifh  in  it.  [/l/'<f'. 
Young  prince,  behold  thefe  locks,  that  are  grown 

white 
Ben«ith  a  helmet  in  your  father's  battles. 

Thofe  locks  fliall  ne'er  protect  thy  infolence. 
Syfihax.. 

Mild  one  f  afh  word,  th'  infirrtiity  of  age. 
Throw  down  the  merit  of  my  better  years  ? 
This  the  reward  of  a  whole  life  of  fervice  ! 
Curfc  ou  the  boy :  how  fieadily  he  hears  me !  [A/it^e. 
Juba. 

Ts  it  bccaufe  the  thmne  of  my  forefathers 
Still  ftinds  unfiU'd,  and  that  Numidia's  crown 
Kangs  doubtful  yer,  whofe  head  it  (hall  enclofe, 
Thouthus  prefum'li  to  treat  thy  prince  with  fcorn  ? 
Syfhax. 

Why  will  you  rive  piy  heart  with  fuch  exprefiioDS  ? 
Does  not  old  Syphax  follow  you  to  war  ? 
What  are  his  arms  ?  why  does  he  load  with  darts 
His  trembling  hand,  and  crulh  beneath  a  cafque 
His  wrinkled  brows?  what  is  it  he  afpires  to  ? 
Is  it  not  this  ?  to  fhed  the  flow  remain'';, 
His  lafc  poor  ebb  of  blood,  in  your  defence  ? 

:iuba. 

Syphax,  no  more  1  1  would  not  hear  you  talk. 

Syphax. 
Not  hear  me  talk  1  wifiat,  when  my  faith  to  Juba, 
IMy  royal  maftcr's  fon,  is  call'd  in  queftion  ? 
JVIy  prince  may  ftrike  me  dead,  and  I'll  be  dumb  : 
J3ut,  whilft  1  live,  I  mufl  not  hold  my  tongue, 
And  languifli  out  old  age  in  his  difpleafure. 
Jaba. 
Thou  know'ft  the  way  too  well  into  tpy  heart ; 
I  do  "believe  thee  loyal  to  thy  prince. 
Syphax. 
What  greater  inflance  can  I  give  ?  I've  offer'd 
Ti>  do  an  aflion  which  my  foul  abhors, 
Arid  gain  you  whom  yOu  love  at  any  price. 
Juha. 
Was  this  thy  motive  ?  I  have  been  too  hafty. 
Syphax. 

And  'tis  for  this  my  prince  has  call'd  me  traitor. 

Juba. 
Sure  thou  miftak'ft;  I  did  not  call  thee  fo. 

Syphax. 
You  did  indeed, my  prince:  you  call'd  me  traitor: 
>Iay,  further,  threaten'd  you'd  complain  to  Cato. 
Of  what,  my  prince,  vv-ould  you  complain  to  Cato? 
That  Syphax  loVes  youj  and  would  facrifice 
His  life,  nay  more,  his  honour,  in  your  fervice  ? 
Juba.^ 
Syphax,  I  know  tho-j  lov'ft  me,  but  indeed 
Thy  ztal  for  Juba  carried  thee  too  fat*. 
Honour's  a  facred  tie,  the  law  of  kings. 
The  noble  mind's  diftinguifhing  perftdlion,    [her, 
^'hat  aids  and  ftrcngthens  virtue,  where  it  meets 
Ahd  imitates  her  actions,  whete  flie  is  not : 
It  ought  not  to  be  fpoited  with. 
^yphax. 

By  heavens  [me. 

I'm  ravlfh'd  when  you  talk  thus,  though  you  chide 
Atas,  I've  hitherto  been  us'd  to  think 
A  Wind  offiaoubzeal  to  ierve  my  king 


The  rujing  principle,  that  ought  to  burn 
And  quench  all  others  in  a  fubjecfl's  heart. 
Happy  the  people  who  prtferve  their  honouir 
By  the  fame  duties  that  oblige  their  prince  ! 
J.ha. 

Syphax,  thnu  now  bLj(inn'tl;  to  fpeak  thyfelf. 
Nuniidia's  grown  a  fcurii  among  the  nations 
For  breach  of  public  vows.     Our  Pimic  faith. 
Is  infamous,  and  branded  to  a  proverb. 
Syphax,  we'll  join  our  cares,  to  purge  away 
Our  country's  crimes,  and  clear  her  reputation. 
i>\phax. 

Believe  me,  prince,  you  make  old  Syphax  weep 
To  hear  you  talk' — but  'tis  with  tears  of  joy. 
If  e'er  your  father's  crown  adorn  your  brows, 
Numidia  will  be  bleft  by  Cato's  lc<5lures. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  thy  hand  1  we'll  mutually  forget 
The  warmth  of  youth,  and  frowardnefs  of  age  : 
Thy  prince  eftecms  thy  worth,  and  loves  thy  perfon. 
If  e'er  the  fceptre  comes  into  my  hand, 
Syphax  ftiall  Itand  the  fccond  in  my  kingdom. 
,  Syphax. 

Why  will  you  overwhelm  my  age  with  kindne fs  ? 
My  joy  grows  burthenfome,  I  fha'n't  fupport  it. 
Juba. 

Syphax,  farewell.     I'll  hence,  and  try  to  find 
Some  bleft  occafion  that  may  fet  me  right 
In  Cato's  thoughts.     I'd  rather  have  that  man 
Approve  my  deeds,  than  worlds  for  my  admirers. 

Syphax. 
Young  men  foon  give,  and  foon  forget  affronts; 
Old  age  is  flow  in  both — a  falfe  old  traitor  !  [dear  : 
Thofe  words,  rafh  boy,  may  chance  to  coll  thee 
My  heart  had  ftill  fome  foolifh  fondnefs  for  thee  : 
But  hence  1  'tis  gone  :  I  give  it  to  the  winds  ;— 
Csfar,  I'm  wholly  thine — 


Enter  Sempronlus, 

Syphax. 
All  hail,  Sempronius ! 
Well,  Cato's  fenate  is  refolv'd  to  wait 
The  futy  of  a  fiege,  before  it  yields. 
Sempronius, 
Syphax,  we  both  were  on  the  verge  of  fate  : 
I/Ucius  declar'd  for  peace,  and  terms  were  offer'd 
To  Cato  by  a  meffenger  from  Cxfar. 
Should  thty  fubmit,  ere  our  dcfigns  arc  ripe. 
We  both  muft  perifli  in  the  common  wreck. 
Loft  in  a  general  undiftinguilh'd  ruin. 
Syphax, 
But  how  ftands  Cato  ?' 

Sempronius. 
Thou  hai;  feen  Mount  Atlas  t 
While  ftorms  and  tempefts  thunder  on'  its  broVrs, 
And  oceans  break  their  billows  at  its  feet, 
It  ftands  unmov'd,  and  glories  in  its  height. 
Such  is  that  haugh'y  man  ;  his  towering  foul, 
'Midft  all  the  ftiocks  and  injuries  of  fortune, 
Rifes  fuperior,  and  looks  down  on  CjE&r, 
Sypha  X. 
But  what's  this  mcfienger  i 
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Sempromus, 

I've  pradlis'd  vvith  him, 
And  found  a  means  to  let  the  vj6lor  know 
That  Syphax  and  Sempronius  are  his  friends. 
But  let  me  now  examine  in  jny  turn  : 
Is  Juba  fix'd  ? 

S^fihax. 
Yes,  but  it  is  to  Cato. 
I've  try'd  the  force  of  evefy  reafon  on  him, 
Sooth'd  and  carefs'd,  been  angry,  footh'd  again, 
Laid  fafcty,  life,  and  intereft,  in  his  Gght ; 
But  all  are  vain,  he  fcorns  them  all  for  Cato. 
S(}nproniu3, 
Come,  'tis  no  matter,  we  fhall  do  without  him. 
He'll  make  a  pretty  figure  in  a  triumph. 
And  ferve  to  trip  before  the  vidior's  chariot. 
Syphax,  I  now  may  hope  thpu  haft  forfook 
Thy  Juba's  caufe,  and  wilhcft  Marcia  mine. 
Sypkax. 
May  fhe  be  thine  as  faft  as  thou  wouldft  have  her  1 

Sempronius. 
Syphax,  I  love  that  woman;  though  I  curfe 
Her  and  niyfelf,  yet,  fplght  of  me,  I  love  her. 
Syphax. 
Make  Cato  fure,  and  give  up  Utica ; 
Casfar  will  ne'er  refufe  thee  fuch  a  trifle. 
But  are  thy  troops  prepar'd  for  a  revolt  ?- 
Does  the  fediiion  catch  from  man  to  man. 
And  run  among  their  ranks  ? 
Sempronius. 

All,  all  is  ready. 
The  £a<£llous  leaders  are  our  friends,  that  fpread 
Murmurs  and  difcontents  among  the  foldiers. 
They  count  their  toilfome  marches,  long  fatigues, 
Unufual  faftings;  and  will  bear  no  more 
This  medley  of  philofophy  and  war. 
Within  an  hour  they'll  ftorm  the  fenate-houfc. 
Syphax. 
Mean-while  I'll  draw  up  my  Numidian  troops 
Within  the  fquare,  to  exercife  their  arms. 
And,  as  I  fee  occafion,  favour  thee. 
I  laugh  to  think  how  your  unfhaken  Cato 
Will  look  aghaft,  while  unforefeen  deftrufllon 
Pours  in  upon  him  thus  from  every  fide. 
So,  where  our  wide  Numidian  waftes  extend, 
Sudden  th'  impetuous  hurricanes  defcend, 
.  Wheel  through  the  air,  in  circling  eddies  play. 
Tear  up  the  fands,  and  fweep  whole  plains  away. 
The  helplefs  traveller,  with  wild  furprife,  ") 

Sees  the  dry  defert  all  around  him  rife,  ( 

And,  fmother'd  in  the  dufty  whirlwind,  dies,     j 


ACT    III.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Marcus  and  Fortius. 

Marcus. 
Thanks  to  my  ftars,  I  have  not  rang'd  about 
The  wilds  of  life,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend; 
.  Nature  firft  pointed  cut  my  Fortius  to  me'. 
And  earljT  taught  me,  by  >iicr  fccret  force, 


To  love  thy  perfon,  ere  I  knew  thy  merit ; 
Till,  what  was  inftindt,  grew  up  into  friendfhip. 

Porl'tus 

Marcus,  the  friendihips  of  the  world  ^re  oft 
Confederacies  in  vice,  or  leagues  of  pkafure; 
Oars  has  fevcreft  virtue  for  its  balls. 
And  fuch  a  friendlhip  ends  not  but  with  life. 
Rlarais. 

Fortius,  thou  know'ft  my  foul  in  all  its  weaknefs; 
Then  pr'ythee  fjiare  me  on  its  tender  fide, 
Indulge  me  but  in  love,  my  other  paffions 
Shall  rife  and  fall  by  virtue's  niccft  rules. 
Fortius. 

When  love's  welUtim'd,  'tis  not  a  fault  to  love. 
The  ftrong,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife, 
Sink  in  the  foft  captivity  together. 
I  would  not  urge  thee  to  difmifs  thy  paflion, 
(I  kp.dw  'twere  vain)  but  to  fupprefs  its  force. 
Till  better  times  may  make  it  louk  more  graceful. 
Marcus. 

Alas !  thou  talk'ft  like  one  who  never  filt 
Th'  impatient  thrwbs  and  longings  of  a  futrl, 
That  payts  and  reaches  after  diftant  good. 
A  lover  does  not  live  by  vulgar  time  : 
Believe  me,  Fortius,  in  my  Lucia's  abfence 
Lif?  hangs  upon  me,  and  becomes  a  burden.; 
And  yet  when  I  behold  the  charming  maid, 
I'm  ten  times  more  undone;  while  hope,  and  fear, 
And  g.'^ief,  and  rage,  and  love,  rife  up  at  once, 
And  with  variety  of  pain  diftradl  me. 
Fortius. 

What  can  thy  Fortius  do  to  give  thee  help  .* 
Marcus, 

Fortius,  thou  oft  enjoy'll  the  fair  one's  prcfence: 
Then  undertake  my  caufe,  and  plead  it  to  her 
With  all  the  ftrength  and  heat  of  eloquence 
Fraternal  love  and  friendfhip  can  inlpire. 
Tell  her  thy  brother  languilhes  to  dtath, 
And  fades  away,  and  withers  in  his  bloom  ; 
That  he  forgets  his  fleep,  and  lothes  his  food, 
That  youth,  and  health,  and  war,  are  joylefs  t(-  him : 
Defcribe  his  anxious  days  and  rcftjefs  nights. 
And  all  the  torments  that  thou  feeft  me  fuffcsr. 
Fortius. 

Marcus,  I  beg  thee,  give  me  not  an  office 
That  fuits  with  me  fo  ill.  Thou  know'fi,  my  te^iper. 
Marcus. 

Wilt  thou  behold  me  finking  in  my  woes } 
And  wilt  thou  not  reach  out  a  friendly  arm. 
To  raife  me  from  amidft  this  plunge  of  forrows  ? 
Fortius. 

Marcus,  thou  canfl:  not  alk  what  I'd  refufe. 
But  here,  believe  me,  I've  a  thoufand  reafons— . 
Marcus. 

I  know  thou'lt  fay,  my  pafllon's  out  of  ftafon, 
That  Cato's  great  example  and  misfortunes 
Should  both  confpire  to  drive  it  from  my  thoughts. 
But  what's  all  this  to  one  who  loves  like  me  ? 
Oh  Fortius,  Fortius,  from  my  foul  I  wifh 
Thou  didft  but  know  thyfelf  what  'tis  to  love  ! 
Then  would'ft  thou  pity  and  affift  thy  brother. 
Fortius. 

What  fliould  I  do  :  If  1  difclofe  my  paffion, 
Our  friendfl-.ip's  at  an  end  :  if  I  conceal  it. 
The  world  wUl  call  me  falfc  to  a  friend  and  brother. 
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Marcus. 
But  fee  where  Lucia,  at  her  wonted  hour. 
Amid  the  cool  of  yon  high  marble  arch, 
Enjoys  the  noon  day  breeze  1  obferve  her,  Fortius  ! 
That  face,  that  (hape,  thofe  eyes,  that  heaven  of 

beauty ! 
Obferve  her  well,  and  blame  me  if  thou  canft. 
Fortius. 
She  fees  us,  and  advances — 
Marcus. 

I'll  withdraw, 
And  leave  you  for  a  while.     Remember,  Fortius, 
Thy  brother's  life  depends  upon  thy  tongue.    [£xit. 

Enter  Lucia. 

Lucia. 

Did  not  I  fee  your  brother  Marcus  here  ? 
Why  did  he  fly  the  place,  and  Ihun  my  prefence  ? 
Fortius 

Oh,  Lucia,  language  is  too  faint  to  fhow 
His  rage  of  love  ;  it  preys  upon  his  life  ; 
He  pines,  he  fickens,  he  defpairs,  he  dies  : 
His  paflions  and  his  virtues  lie  confus'd, 
And  mix'd  together  in  fo  wild  a  tumult, 
That  the  whole  man  is  quite  disfigur'd  in  him. 
Heavens  :  would  one  think  'twere  poffible  for  love 
To  make  fuch  ravage  in  a  noble  foul  1 
Oh,  Lucia,  I'm  diftrefs'd  !  my  heart  bleeds  for  him ; 
Ev'n  now,  while  thus  I  ftand  blefl;  in  thy  prefence, 
A  fecret  damp  of  grief  comes  o'er  my  thoughts. 
And  I'm  unhappy,  though  thou  fmil'ft  upon  me. 
Lucij. 

How  wilt  thou  guard  thy  honour,  in  the  fhock 
Of  love  and  friendfhip  ?  Think  betimes,  my  Fortius, 
Thir.k  how  the  nuptial  tie,  that  might  enfure 
Dur  mutual  blifs,  would  raife  to  fuch  a  height 
Thy  brother's  griefs,  as  might  perhaps  dcftroy  him. 
Fortius. 

Alas,  poor  youth !    what  doll  thou  think,  my 
Lucia  ? 
His  generous,  open,  undefigning  heart 
Has  begg'd  his  rival  to  folicit  for  him. 
Then  do  not  ftrike  him  dead  with  a  denial. 
But  hold  him  up  in  life,  and  cheer  his  foul 
"With  the  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  hope  : 
Perhaps,  when  we  have  pafs'd  thefe  gloomy  hours, 
And  weather'd  out  the  florm  that  beats  upon  us — 
Lucia. 

No,  Fortius,  no  '.  I  fee  thy  fifter's  tears, 
Thy  father's  anguiTn,  and  thy  brother's  death, 
In  the  purfuic  of  our  ill-fated  loves. 
And,  Fortius,  here  1  fwear,  to  heaven  I  fwear. 
To  heaven,  and  all  the  powers  that  judge  mankind. 
Never  to  mix  my  plighted  hand>  with  thine. 
While  fuch  a  cloud  of  mifchiefs  hangs  about  us  : 
But  to  forget  our  loves,  and  drive  thee  out 
From  all  my  thoughts,  as  far — as  I  anvable. 
Fortius. 

What  haft  thou  faid  :  I'm  thunderflruckl — Recall 
Thofe  hafty  words,  or  I  am  loft  for  ever. 
Lucia. 

Has  not  the  vow  already  ]iafs'd  my  lips .' 
The  gods  have  heard  ir,  and  'tisfeal'd  in  heaven. 
May  ail  the  vengeance,  that  wa»  evc-r  pour'd 
On  ptrjur'd  heads,  o'crwhelm  me,  if  I  break  it ! 


Porriiif.  [.After  a  paufe. 

Fix'd  in  aftonifhment,  1  gaze  upon  thee  ; 
Like  one  juft  blafted  by  a  ftroke  from  heaven, 
Who  pants  for  breath,  and  ftiffens,  yet  alive. 
In  dreadful  looks  :  a  monument  of  wrath  ! 
Lucie. 

At  length  I've  a<fted  my  fevereft  part ; 
I  feel  the  woman  breaking  in  upon  me, 
And  melt  about  my  heart !  my  tears  will  flow. 
But  oh,  I'll  think  no  more  !  the  hand  of  fate 
Has  torn  thee  from  me,  and  I  muft  forget  thee. 
Fortius. 

Hard-hearted,  cruel  maid  1 
Lucia. 
Oh,  ftop  thofe  founds,      [me  I 
Thofe  killing  founds  I   Why  doft  thou  frown  upon 
My  blood  runs  cold,  my  heart  forgets  to  heave. 
And  life  itfelf  goes  out  at  thy  difpleafure. 
The  gods  forbid  us  to  indulge  our  loves, 
But,  oh  !  I  cannot  bear  thy  hate,  and  live  ! 
Fortius. 

Talk  not  of  love,  thou  never  knew'ft  Its  force. 
I've  been  deluded,  led  into  a  dream 
Of  fancied  blifs.     O  Lucia,  cruel  maid  I 
Thy  dreadful  vow,  loaden  with  death,  ftill  founds 
In  my  ftunn'd  ears.     What  ftiall  I  fay  or  do  ? 
Quick,  let  us  part  1  perdition's  in  thy  prefence, 
And  horror  dwells  about  thee  ! — Ah,  fhe  faints ! 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  what  has  my  raftinefs  done  1 
Lucia,  thou  injur'd  innocence  I   thou  beft 
And  lovelieft  of  thy  fex  1  awake,  my  Lucia, 
Or  Fortius  rufhes  on  his  fword  to  join  thee. 
— Her  imprecations  reach  not  to  the  tomb, 
They  Ihut  not  out  fociety  in  death. — 
But,  ah  1  fhe  moves  1   life  wanders  up  and  down 
Through  all  her  face,  and  lights  up  every  charm. 
Lucia. 

O  Fortius,  was  this  well ! — to  frown  on  her 
That  lives  upon  thy  fmiles  I   to  call  in  doubt 
The  faith  of  one  expiring  at  thy  feet. 
That  loves  thee  more  than  ever  woman  lov'd  I 
— What  do  I  fay  ?  My  half-recover'd  fenfe 
Forgets  the  vow  in  which  my  foul  is  bound. 
DeftrutSion  ftands  betwixt  us  1  we  muft  part. 
Fortius. 

Name  not  the  word,  my  frighted  thoughts  run 
And  flartle  isto  madnefs  at  the  found.  [back, 

Lucia. 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  do  ?  Confider  well 
The  train  of  ills  our  love  would  draw  behind  it. 
Think,  Fortius,  think,  thou  feeft  thy  dying  brother 
Stabb'd  at  his  heart,  and  all  belmear'd  with  blood, 
Storming  at  heaven  and  thee  '.   thy  awful  lire 
Sternly  demands  the  caufe,  th'  accurfed  caufe. 
That  robs  him  of  his  fon  !  poor  Marc  a  trembles, 
Then  tears  her  hair,  and,  frantic  in  her  griefs, 
Calk  out  on  Lucia  '   What  could  Lucia  aulwer ! 
Or  how  ftand  up  in  fuch  a  fcene  of  forrow  ? 
Fortius. 

To  my  confufion  and  eternal  grief, 
I  muft  approve  the  fentence  that  deftrcys  me. 
The  mift  that  hung  about  my  mind  clears  up; 
And  n«w,  athwart  the  terrors  that  thy  vow 
Has  planted  round  thee,  thou  appear'ft  more  faif , 
More  amiable,  and  rifeft  in  thy  charms. 
Lovelieft  of  women  !  heaven  is  in  thy  foul, 
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Sfauty  and  virtue  fiiine  for  ever  round  thee, 
Brightening  each  other  1  thou  art  all  divine  I 
/.  ucia. 
Portius,  no  more !  thy  words  flioot  through  my 
heart. 
Melt  my  refolves,  and  turn  m6  all  to  love. 
Why  are  thofe  tears  of  fondnefs  in  thy  eyes  ? 
Why  heaves  thy  heart?   Why  fwclls  thy  foul  with 

forrow  ? 
It  foftens  me  too  much  — Farewell,  my  Portius ; 
Farewell,  though  death  is  in  the  word,  for-ever  ! 
J'ortius. 
Stay,  Lucia,  flay !  What  doft  thou  fay  ?  For- 
ever! 

Zjucla. 
Have  I  not  fworn  ?  If,  Portius,  thy  fuccefs 
Muft  throw  thy  brother  on  his  fate,  farewell, 
Oh,  how  Ihall  I  repeat  the  word  1  for  ever ! 
Fartius. 
Thus  o'er  the  dying  lamp  th'  unfl-eady  flame 
Hangs  quivering  on  a  point,  leaps  off  by  fits, 
And  falls  again,  as  loth  to  quit  its  hold. 
—Thou  muft  not  go,  my  foul  flill  hovers  o'er  thee, 
And  can't  get  loofe. 

Lueia. 

If  the  firm  Portius  (hake 
To  hear  of  parting,  think  what  Lucia  fuffers  1 
Fortius. 
*Tis  true ;  unruffled  and  ferene  I've  met 
The  common  accidents  of  life  :  but  here 
Such  an  unlook'd-for  ftorm  of  ills  falls  on  me, 
It  beats  down  all  my  ftrength.     I  cannot  bear  it. 
We  muft  not  part. 

Lvcia. 
What  doft  thou  fay  ?  Not  part  ? 
Haft  thou  forgot  the  vow  that  I  have  made  ?  [us  ? 
Are  there  not  heavens  and  gods  and  thunder  o'er 
—But  fee,  thy  brother  Marcus  bends  this  way  ! 
1  ficken  at  the  fight.     Once  more,  farewell ; 
Farewell,  and  know  thou   wrong'ft   me,  if  thou 

think'ft 
Ever  was  love,  or  ever  grief,  like  mine.        [£x//. 

Enter  Marcus. 
Mtu^cus . 
Portius,  what  hopes }    How  ftands  fhe  ?    Am  1 
doom'd 
Te  life,  or  death  ? 

Fortius. 
What  would'ft  thou  have  me  fay  ? 
Marcus. 
What  means  this  penfive  pofture?  Thou  appear'ft 
Like  one  amaz'd  and  terrify'd. 
Fortius. 

I've  reafon. 
Marcus. 
Thydown-caftlooks.and  thy diforder'd  thoughts. 
Tell  me  my  fate.     I  afk  not  the  fuccefs 
Aly  caufe  has  found. 

Fortius, 

I'm  griev'd  I  undertook  it. 
Marcus. 
What  ?  Does  the  barbarous  maid  infult  my  heart, 
My  aching  heart !  and  triumph  in  my  pains  ? 
That  I  could  caft  her  from  my  thoughts  for  ever  1 


Fortius. 
Away  1  you're  too  fufpicious  in  your  griefs ; 
Lucia,  though  fworn  never  to  think  of  love, 
Conipaflionates  your  pains,  and  pities  you. 
Marcus. 
Compaflionates  my  pains,  and  pities  me  I 
What  is  conipaflion  when  'tis  void  of  love  ! 
Fool  that  1  was  to  choofe  fo  cold  a  friend 
To  urge  my  caufe  1  compafTionates  my  pains  ! 
Pr'ythee,  what  art,  what  rhetoric,  didft  thou  ufe 
To  gain  this  mighty  boon  ?  She  pities  me  ! 
To  one  that  alks  the  warm  returns  of  love, 
Cohlpaffion's  cruelty,  'tis  fcorn,  'tis  death — 
Fortius. 
Marcus,  no  more  1  have  I  deferv'd  this  treat- 
ment  ? 

Marcus. 
What  have  I  faid  '.  O  Portius,  O  forgive  me  ! 
A  foul  exafperated  in  ills  falls  out 
With  every  thing,  its  friend,  itfelf — But  ha  ! 
What  means  that  fhout,big  with  the  founds  of  war  ? 
What  new  alarm  ? 

Fortius . 
A  fecond,  louder  yet. 
Swells  in  the  winds,  and  comes  more  full  upon  US4 
J\^arcus. 
Oh,  for  fome  glorious  caufe  to  fall  In  battle  ! 
Lucia,  thou  haft  undone  me  :   thy  diulain 
Has  broke  my  heart :  'tis  death  muft  give  me  eaftf. 
Fortius. 
Quick,  let  us  hence  ;  who  knows  if  Cato's  life 
Stand  fure  .'  O  Marcus,  I  am  warm'd,  my  heart 
Leaps  at  the  trumpet's  voice,  and  burns  for  glory- 

^Exeunt' 

Enter  Scmfronius,  with  the  Leaders  of  the  Mutiny. 
Sempror.ius 

At  length  the  winds  are  rais'd,  the  ftorm  blows 
high. 
Be  it  your  care,  my  friends,  to  keep  it  up 
In  its  full  fury,  and  dire<5t  it  right. 
Till  it  has  fpent  itfelf  on  Cato's  head. 
Mean-while  I'll  herd  among  his  friends,  and  feem 
One  uf  the  number,  that,  v/hate'er  arrive. 
My  friends  and  fellow-foldiers  may  be  fafe. 
FirJ}  Leader. 

We  all  are  fafe,  Senipronius  is  ovr  friend. 
Sempronius  is  as  brave  a  man  as  Cdto. 
But  hark  !  he  enters.     Bear  up  boldly  to  him  ; 
Be  fure  you  beat  him  down,  and  bind  him  faft: 
This  day  will  end  our  toils,  and  give  us  reft ; 
Fear  nothing,  for  Senipronius  is  our  friend. 

Enter  Cato,  Sgmproniui,  Lucius,  Fortius,  and  Marcuio 
Cato. 
Where  are  thefe  bold  intrepid  fons  of  war, 
That  greatly  turn  their  backs  upon  the  foe. 
And  to  their  general  fend  a  brave  defiance  ? 
Sempronius. 
Curfe  on  their  daftardfoulsjthey  ftand  aftonlfli'dJ 

[Jfidt. 
Cato. 
Perfidious  men  I   and  will  yon  thus  dilhonous 
Your  paft  exploits,  and  fully  all  your  wars  i 
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Do  you  confefs  'twis  nftf  a  zeal  for  Rome, 
Nor  love  of  liberty,  nofthirft  of  honour, 
Drew  you  thus  far;  but  hopes  to  (hare  the  fpoil 
Of  conquer'd  towns,  and  plunder'd  provinces  ? 
Fir'd  with  fuch  motives  you  do  well  to  join 
With  Cato's  fr.es,  and  follow  Cxfar's  banners. 
Why  did  I  'fcape  th'  invenom'd  afpic's  rage, 
And  all  the  fiery  nv  nfters  of  the  defart. 
To  fee  this  day  ?   Wi-.y  could  not  Cato  fall 
Without  ycur  guilt  ?   Behold,  ungrateful  men, 
Eihold  my  bofom  naked  to  your  fwords, 
And  let  the  man  that's  injur'd  flrike  the  blow. 
Which  of  you  all  fufpeifts  that  he  is  wrong'd, 
Or  thinks  he  fuffcrs  greater  ills  than  Cato  ? 
Am  I  diftinguifh'd  from  you  but  by  toils, 
Superior  toils,  and  heavier  weight  of  cares  ! 
Painful  pre-eminence  1 

Sempron'tus . 
By  heavens,  they  droop  1 
Confufion  to  the  villains!  all  is  loft.  /fiJe. 

Cato 

Have  you  forgntten  Libya's  burning  wafle, 
Its  barren  rock.=,  parch'd  earth,  and  hills  of  fand, 
Irs  tainted  air,  and  all  its  broods  of  poifon  ? 
Who  was  the  firft  t'  explore  th'  untrodden  path, 
When  life  wa«  hazarded  in  every  ftep  ? 
Or,  fainting  in  the  long-laborions  march. 
When  on  the  banks  of  an  unlook'd-for  dream 
You  funk  the  river  with  repeated  draughts, 
Who  was  the  lall  in  all  your  holl  that  thirfted  ? 
Scribroiiius. 

If  f«me  penurious  fource  by  chance  appear'd 
Scanty  of  waters,  when  you  fcoop'd  it  dry, 
And  offer *d  the  full  helmet  up  to  Cato, 
Did  not  he  daih  th'  untafled  moiilure  from  him  ? 
Did  not  he  lead  you  through  the  mid-day  fun, 
And  clouds  of  duft  ?  Did  not  his  temples  glow 
In  the  fame  fultry  winds,  and  fcoiching  heats  ? 
Cato. 

Hence,  worthlcfs  men  !  hence  !  and  complain  to 
You  could  not  undcrge  the  toils  of  war,      [  Csl^ar 
Nor  bear  the  hardftiips  that  your  leader  bore 
Lucius. 

See,  Cato,  fee  th'  unhappy  men  !  they  weep  ! 
Fear  and  rcmorfii.  and  frvow  for  thtir  crime, 
Appear  in  every  look,  and  plead  for  mercy. 

Cato. 

f  '.^arn  te  be  honefl:  men  ;  give  up  your  leadeis. 
And  pardon  fbali  dtfcend  on  all  the  reft. 
Sempronius. 
Cafo,  commit  thefc  wre;ches  to  my  care. 
Firft  let  them  each  be  broken  on  the  rack. 
Then,  with  what  life  remains,  impal'd,  and  left 
To  writhe  at  leifure  round  the  bloody  (lake. 
There  let  them  hang,  and  taint  the  fouthern  wind. 
The  partners  of  their  crime  will  learn  obedience, 
Wb'.'n  fhey  look  up  and  fee  their  fellow- traitors 
Stiick  on  a  fork, and  blackening  in  the  furi. 
Lucius. 
Sempronius,  why,  why  wilt  thou  urge  the  fate 
Of  wretched  men  ? 

Femproritu. 
How  !  would'll  thou  clear  rebellion  ! 
JjBcius  fgood  man)  pitii  s  the  poor  o(Fcnders 
1  hue  \v\>uld  imbrue  their  hands  in  Cato's  blood. 


Cc'e. 


Forbear,  Sempronius! — See  they  fuffer  death, 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men. 
Strain  not  the  laws  to  make  their  tortures  grievotis. 
Lucius,  the  bafe  degenerate  age  requires 
Severity  and  juflice  in  its  rigour  ; 
This  awes  an  impious,  bold,  offending  world. 
Commands  obedience,  and  gives  force  to  laws. 
When  by  juft  vengeance  guilty  mortals  perifli. 
The  gods  behold  their  punifhment  with  pleafurc, 
And  lay  th'  uplifted  thunder-bolt  afide. 
Sempronius. 

Cato,  I  execute  thy  will  with  pleafurc. 
Caio, 

Meanwhile  we'll  facrifice  to  liberty. 
Remember,  O  my  friends,  the  laws,  the  rights, 
The  generous  plan  of  power  deliver'd  down, 
From  age  to  age,  by  your  renown'd  forefathers, 
(So  dearly  bought,  the  price  of  fo  much  blood) 
O  let  it  never  perifh  in  your  hands  ! 
But  pioufly  tranfmit  it  to  your  children. 
Do  thou,  great  liberty,  infpire  our  fouls 
And  make  our  lives  in  thy  poffcffion  happy, 
Or  our  deaths  glorious  in  thy  juft  defence. 

[Exeunt  Cato,  Ss'c, 

Sempronius  and  the  Leaders  of  the  Mutiny. 
Firji  Leader. 
S'empronius,  you  have  aifled  like  yourfelf,  [neft. 
One  would  have  thought  you  had  been  half  in  ear-' 
Sempronius. 
Villain,   ftand   ofT!    bafe  grovelling   worthleft 
,  wretches, 
Mongrels  in  fad;icn,poor  faint-hearted  traitors  I 
Second  Leader. 
Nay,  now  you  carry  it  too  far,  Sempronius : 
Throw  off  themafli, there  are  none  here  but  friends. 
Semprorius. 
Know,  villains,  when  fuch  paltry  flaves  prefume 
To  mix  in  yeafon,  if  the  plot  fucceeds. 
They're  thrown  ncgle(Sled  by:  but  if  it  fails. 
They're  fure  to  die  like  dogs,  as  you  ftiall  do. 
Here,  take  thefe  faiftious  monfters,  drag  them  forth 
I'o  fudden  death. 

Enter  Guards. 
FirJi  Leader. 
Nay,  fince  it  comes  to  this — 
Sempronius. 
Difpatch  them  quick ;  but  firft  pluck  out  their 
tongues. 
Left  with  their  dying  breath  they  fow  fedition. 

[Exeunt  Guards  with  thj  Leaders 

Enter  Syphax. 
Sypbjx. 
Our  firft  defign,  my  friend,  hasprov'd  abortive; 
Still  there  remains  an  after-game  to  play  : 
My  troops  are  mounted;   their  Numidian  fteeds 
Snuff  up  the  wind,  and  long  to  fcour  the  defart : 
Let  but  Sempronius  head  us  in  our  flight. 
We'll  force  the  gate  where  Marcus  keeps  his  guard. 
And  hew  down  all  that  would  oppufe  our  paffage. 
A  day  will  bring  us  into  C'aefar's  camp. 
Semfromus 
Confufion  '  I  have  fail'd  of  half  my  purpofe. 
Marcia,  the  charming  Marcia,  '*  left  behind  '. 


o. 
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«  Sypkix. 

How  '.  will  Semprouius  turn  a  woman's  Have  ! 

Think  not  thy  fi  iend  can  ever  feel  the  foft 
Unmanly  warmth,  and  tendernefs  of  love. 
Syphax,  I  long  to  clafp  that  haughty  maid. 
And  bend  her  ftubiiorn  virtue  to  my  paflion; 
When  I  have  gone  tlius  far,  I'd  caft  her  off. 
Syfh  :x. 
Well  faid  !  that's  f|')oken  like  thyfelf,  Sempronius. 
What  hinders  then,  but  that  thou  find  her  out, 
And  hurry  her  away  by  oranly  force  ? 
Sempron'iui. 
But  how  to  gain  admiflion  ?   For  accefs 
Is  given  to  none  but  Juba,  and  her  brothers. 
Syphax. 
Thou  fiialt  have  Juba's  drefs,and  Juba's  guards: 
The  doors  will  open,  when  Numidia's  prince 
Seems  to  appear  before  the  flaves  that  watch  them. 
SemJ-  ronitis. 
Heavens,  what  a  thought  is  there  I  Marcia's  my 
own  ! 
How  will  my  bofom  fwell  with  anxious  joy, 
When  I  behold  her  ftruggling  in  my  arms, 
With  glowing  beauty,  and  diforder'd  charms, 
While  fear  and  anger,  with  alternate  grace, 
Pant  in  her  breaft,  and  vary  in  her  face  1 
So  Piute,  feiz'd  of  Proferpine,  convey'd 
To  hell's  tremendous  gloom  th'  affrighted  maid, 
There  grimly  fmil'd,  plcas'd  with  the   beauteous 

prize, 
Nor  envy'd  Jove  his  fun-fliine  and  his  Ikies. 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Lucia  and  Marcin. 
Lm.-'ui. 
Now  tell  me,  Marcia,  teli  me  from  thy, foul ; 
If  thou  believ'il  it  pofTible  for  woman 
To  fuffcr  greater  ills  than  L.\icia  fuffers  ? 
M  ir'ia. 

0  Lncia,  Lucia,  might  my  big  fwoln  heart 
Vent  all  its  griefs,  and  give  a  loofc  to  forrow  : 
Marcia  could  anfwer  thee  in  ilghs,  keep  pace 
With  all  thy  woes,  and  count  out  tear  for  tear. 

Lucia. 

1  know  thou'rt  dooni'd  alike  to  be  belov'd 
By  Juba,  and  thy  father's  friend  Sempronius; 
But  which  of  thefe  has  power  to  charm  like  Fortius 

jylavc'ta. 
Still  mufl  I  beg  thee  not  to  nanje  Sempronius  ? 
IvUcia,  I  like  not  that  loud  boifterous  man  : 
J:iba  to  all  the  bravery  of  a  hero, 
Adds  fofteft  iove,  and  more  than  female  fweetne.'"s; 
Juba  might  make  the  proudeft  of  our  fcx. 
Any  of  woman-kind,  but  Marcia,  happy. 
Lt'cia. 
And  why  not  Marcia  ?  come,  you  flrive  in  vain 
To  hide  your  thoughts  from  one,  who   knows  too 
The  inward  giowings  of  a  heart  in  love.         [well 
Marcia. 
While  Cato  lives,  his  daughter  ha=^  no  right 
To  love  or  liate,  tut  r.shis  choice  diresSls. 


Luo.-i 


But  ftiould  this  father  give  you  to  Sempronius  ? 
Marci :. 

I  dare  not  think  he  will  :  but  if  he  fhnuld— 
Why  wilt  thou  add  to  all  the  griefs  I  {v.Sa- 
Imaginary  ills,  and  fancy'd  tortures  ? 
I  hear  the  found  of  feet !  they  march  this  way  1 
l.ct  us  retire,  and  try  if  vye  can  drown 
Each  fofter  thought  in  fenfe  of  prefent  danger. 
When  love  once  plead*  admiffion  to  our  hearts 
(In  fpight  of  all  the  virtue  we,  can  boall) 
The  woman  that  delibeiates  is  loft.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sempronius,  drefs'i-  like  Juba,  wkh  NumiJijn 
Ciards. 
Sempronius. 
The  deer  is  lodg'd.  I've  track'd  her  to  her  covert. 
Ba  fure  you  mind  the  word  ;  and  when  I  give  it, 
Rufli  in  at  once,  and  fcize  upon  your  prey. 
Let  not  her  cries  or  tears  have  force  to  move  you. 
— How  will  the  young  Niimidian  rave,  to  fee 
His  miflrcfsliift  ?  If  aught  could  glad  my  foul 
Beyond  th'  enjoyment  of  fo  bright  a  prize, 
'  Fwould  be  to  torture  that  young,  gay,  barbarian. 
— But  hark,  what  noife !  death  to  my  hopes  1  'tis  he, 
'Tis  Juba's  felf !  there  is  but  one  way  left 
He  mull  be  murder'd,  and  a  paffage  cut 

Through  thofe  his  guards. Ha,  daftards,  do  you 

tremble  ! 
Or  atSt  like  men,  or  by  yon  azure  heaven 

Enter  Juba, 

Juba. 

What  do  I  fee  ?  who's  this  that  dares  ufurp 
The  guards  and  habits  of  Numidia's  prince  i 
Sempronius. 
One  that  was  born  to  icourge  thy  arrogance, 
Prcfumptuous  youth ! 

Juba.^ 
What  can  this  mean  ?  Sempronius! 
Scinpr  .tlius. 
'/I  r       fword  fhall  anfwer  thee.  Have  at  thy  heart. 
Ju'-a. 
Nay,  then  beware  thy  own,  proud,  barbarous 
man  !       \_Semp.f;lls.     ILs  Guarus  furrer.d^r. 
Sempronixs. 
Cnrfe  on  my  flars  1  am  I  then  doom'd  to  fall 
By  ab'^y's  hand?  disfigur'd  in  a  vile 
Numidian  drcfs,  and  K  r  a  worthlefs  woman  ? 
Gods,  I'm  diftr&ified  !   this  my  dofe  of  life  I 
O  for  a  peal  of  thunder,  that  would  make 
Earth,  fea,  and  air,  and  heaven,  and  Cato  tremhle! 

[Dies. 
Juba. 
With  wl-at  a  fpring  his  furious  fou!  broke  loofe. 
And  left  the  iimhs  ftiil  quivering  on  the  ground  '. 
Hence  let  us  carry  off  thofe  fiaves  to  Cato, 
That  we  may  there  at  length  unravel  all 
This  dark  dcfign,  this  myfiery  of  fate. 

^Exii  Juba,  vvitb  frif^ntrs.,  Sfc 

Enter  L«fi-r  and  Mitrcia. 
Lu.i.i. 
Sure  'twas  the  clafh  of  fworJs;  my  troubled 
heart 
Is  fo  caft  down,  and  funk  amidil  its  forrjws,  ■ 
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It  throb?  with  fear,  and  aches  at  every  found. 

0  Marcia,  fliould  thy  brothers  for  my  fake  ! — 

1  die  away  with  horror  at  the  thought. 

Mjrria. 
See,  Lucia,  fee  !  here's  blood  1  here's  blood  and 
niurder  ! 
Ha  !  a  Numidian  !  heavens  preferve  the  prince  1 
The  face  lies  muffled  up  within  the  garment. 
But  ha  !  death  to  my  fight  !  a  diadem, 
And  purple  robes  !  O  gods !   'tis  he,  'tis  he, 
Juba,  the  lovelieft  youth  that  ever  warm'd 
A  virgin's  heart,  Juba  lies  dead  before  us  I 
Lucia. 
Now,  Marcia,  now  call  up  to  thy  afliftance 
Thy  wonted  ftrength,  and  conftancy  of  mind  ; 
Thou  canll  not  put  it  to  a  greater  trial. 
Marcia. 
Lucia,  look  there,  and  wonder  at  my  patience. 
Have  I  not  caufe  to  rave,  and  beat  my  breaft, 
■  To  rend  my  heart  with  grief,  and  run  diftradled ! 
Luda. 
What  can  I  think  or  fay,  to  give  thee  comfort  ? 

Mjrcia. 
Talk  not  of  comfort,  'tis  for  lighter  ills  : 
Behold  a  flght,  tiiat  flrikes  all  comfort  dead. 

Enter  yuba  liftenin^. 
J  will  indulge  my  forrows,  and  give  way 
Tct  all  the  pangs  and  fury  of  defpair  ; 
That  man,  that  befl  of  men,  delerv'd  it  from  me. 
Juba. 
What  do  1  hear  ?  and  was  the  falfe  Scmpronius 
That  beft  of  men  ?  O,  had  I  fall'n  like  him, 
And  could  have  thus  been  mourn'd,  I  had  been 
happy  ! 

Lucia. 
Here  will  I  fland,  companion  in  thy  woes, 
And  hi-!p  thee  witli  my  tears ;  when  I  behold 
A  lols  like  thine,  I  half  forget  my  own. 
M.:ma. 
'Tis  not  in  fate  to  eafc  my  tortur'd  breaft. 
This  empty  world,  to  me  a  joylefs  defert. 
Has  nothing  left  to  make  poor  Marcia  happy. 
Juba. 
I'm  on  the  rack !  was  he  fo  near  her  heart  ? 

Ma.cia. 
Oh,  he  was  all  made  up  of  love  and  charms, 
Whatever  muid  could  wilh,  or  man  admire  : 
iJelight  of  every  eye  !  when  he  appear'd, 
A  fccret  plcaiuic  gladden'd  all  that  faw  him  ; 
But  when  he  talk'd,  the  prourieft  Roman  blulh'd 
To  hear  his  virtues,  and  old  age  grew  wife. 
Juba. 
1  ihall  run  mad— — r- 

JMarcia. 

O  Juba  :  Juba  !  Juba ! 
■  •         Juba. 

What  means  that  voice  ?  did  flie  not  call  on  • 
Juba  ? 

J^arcia. 
Why  do  I  think  on  what  he  was  !  he's  dead  I 
He's  dead,  and  never  knew  how  much  I  lov'd  him. 
Lucia,  wlio  I'.iiovvs  but  his  poor  bleeding  heart 
Amidft  Its  agonies,  reniember'd  Marcia, 
And  tlie  laft  words  he  uttei'd  call'd  me  cruel ! 


OP    ADDISON. 

Alas  !  he  knew  not,  baplefs  youth  '.  he  kii'jfc  n(Jt 
Marcia's  whole  foul  was  full  of  love  and  Juba  ! 
Juba. 
Where  am  I !  do  I  livs  '.  or  am  indeed 
What  Marcia  thinks  !  All  is  Elyfium  round  mt  I 
Marcia. 
Ye  dear  remains  of  the  moft  lov'd  of  men, 
Nor  modefty  nor  virtue  here  forbid 

A  laft  embrace,  while  thus 

Juba. 

See,  Marcia,  fee, 
The  happy  Juba  lives  I  he  lives  to  catch 
That  dear  embrace,  and  to  return  it  too 
With  mutual  warmth  and  eagernefs  of  love. 
Marcia. 
With  pleafure  and  amaze,  I  ftand  tranfported ! 
Sure  'tis  a  dream  !  dead  and  alive  at  once  ! 
If  thou  art  Juba,  who  lies  there  ? 
Juba. 

A  wretch, 
Difguis'd  like  Juba  on  a  curs'd  defign. 
The  tale  is  long,  nor  have  I  heard  it  out. 
Thy  father  knows  it  all.     I  could  not  bear 
To  leave  thee  in  the  neighbourhood  of  death. 
But  flew,  in  all  the  hafle  of  love,  to  find  thee. 
[  found  thee  weeping,  and  confefs  this  once. 
Am  wrapt  with  joy  to  fee  my  Marcia's  tears. 
Marcia. 
I've  been  furpris'd  in  an  unguarded  hour, 
Bat  muft;  not  now  go  back  :  the  love,  that  lay 
Half-fniother'd  in  my  breaft,  has  broke  through  all 
Its  weak  reftraints,  and  burns  in  its  full  luiVre; 
I  cannot,  if  I  would,  conceal  it  from  thee. 
Juba. 
I'm  lofl  in  ecftafy  1   and  doft  thou  love. 
Thou  charming  maid  ? 

Marcia. 
And  doft  thou  live  to  a&  it  ?  . 
Juba. 
This,  this  is  life  indeed  1  life  worth  preferving  ! 
Such  life  as  Juba  never  felt  till  now ! 
Alarcia. 
Believe  me,  prince,  before  I  thought  thee  dead,. 
1  did  not  know  myfelf  how  much  I  lov'd  thee. 
Juba. 

0  fortunate  miftake ! 
Marcia. 

O  happy  Marcia  I 
Juba. 
My  joy  1  my  beft  belov'd  !  my  only  wifh  ! 
How  fliali  I  Ipeak  the  tranfport  of  my  foul  1 
Alarcia. 
Lucia,  thy  arm  !  oh  let  me  reft  upon  it ! — 
The  vital  blood,  that  had  forfook  my  heart. 
Returns  again  in  fucli  tumultuous  tides. 
It  quite  o'crc.imes  me.     Lead  to  my  apartment. 
O  prince  I   I  blufh  to  think  what  I  have  faid, 
But  fate  has  wrefted  the  confcflion  from  me  : 
Go  on,  and  profper  in  the  paths  of  honour. 
Thy  virtue  will  excufe  my  pafilon  for  thee. 
And  make  the  gods  propitious  to  our  love. 

[£x.  Ivlarc.  and  L'.ic, 
Juba. 

1  am  fo  blefs'd,  I  fear  'tis  all  a  dream. 
Fortune,  thou  new  haft  maJs  amends  for  ail 
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Thy  paft  Wikindiiefs.     I  abfolve  my  ftars. 

What  though  Numidia  add  her  conquer'd  towns 

And  provinces  to  fwell  the  vigor's  triumph  ? 

Juba  will  never  at  his  fate  repine. 

Let  Csefar  have  the  world,  if  Marcia's  mine. 

A  march  at  a  dijlance. 

Enter  Cato  and  Lucius. 
« 

Lucius. 

I  {land  aftonifh'd  !  what,  the  bold  Sempronius  '. 

That  flill  broke  foremoft  through  the  crowd  of 

patriots, 

As  with  a  hurricane  of  zeal  tranfported, 

And  virtuous  ev'n  to  madnefs 

Cato. 

Trufl:  me,  Lucius, 

Our  civil  difcords  have  produced  fuch  crimes, 

Such  monftrous  crimes,  I  am  furpris'd  «t  nothing. 

O  Lucius,  I  am  fick  of  this  bad  world  ! 

The  day-light  and  the  fun  grow  painful  to  me. 

Enter  Fortius. 
But  fee  where  Fortius  comes !  what  means  this 
hafte  ? 
.  "Why  arc  thy  looks  thus  chang'd  ? 
Fortius. 

My  heart  is  gricv'd. 
1  bring  fuch  news  as  will  afflid  my  father. 
Cato. 
Has  Czfar  fhed  more  Roman  blood  ? 
Fortius. 

Not  fo. 
The  traitor  Syphax,  as  within  thefquare 
He  eiercis'd  his  troops,  the  fignal  given, 
Flew  off  at  once  with  his  Numidian  horfe 
To  the  foulh  gate,  where  Marcus  holds  the  watch. 
I  faw,  and  call'd  to  ftop  him,  but  in  vain ; 
He  tofs'd  his  arm  aloft,  and  proudly  told  me. 
He  would  not  flay  and  periih  like  Sempronius. 
Cato. 
Perfidious  men  I  but  hafte,  my  fon,  and  fee 
Thy  brother  Marcus  adls  a  Roman's  part. 

[  Exit  Fortius. 
—Lucius,  the  torrent  bears  too  hard  upon  me  : 
Juflice  gives  way  to  force     the  conquer'd  world 
Is  Casfar's  :   Cato  has  no  bufinefs  in  it. 
Lucius. 
While  pride,  oppreffion,  and  injuftice  reign, 
The  world  will  ftill  demand  her  Cato's  prefence, 
In  pity  to  mankind,  fubmit  to  Cxfar, 
And  reconcile  thy  mighty  foul  to  life. 

Cato. 

Would  Lucius  have  me  live  to  fwell  the  number 
Of  Cjefar's  (laves,  or  by  a  bafe  fubniiflion 
Give  up  the  caufe  of  Ri  me,  and  own  a  tyrant  ? 
Lucius. 

The  viiftor  never  will  impofe  on  Cato 
Ungenerous  terms.     His  enemies  confefs 
The  virtues  of  humanity  are  Caifar's. 
Cato. 

Curfe  on  his  virtues  1  they've  undone  his  coun- 
Suth  popular  humanity  is  treafon —  [try. 


But  fee  young  Juba ;  the  good  youth  appears 
Full  of  the  guilt  of  his  perfidious  fubjtAs. 
Lucius. 
Alas,  poor  prince !  his  fate  deferves  compailion. 

Enter  Juba. 
Juba. 
I  blulh,  and  am  confounded  to  appear 
Before  thy  prefence,  Cato. 
Cato. 

What's  thy  crime  ? 
Juba. 
I'm  a  Numidian. 

Cato. 
And  a  brave  one  too, 
Thou  haft  a  Reman  foul. 

Juba. 
Haft  thou  not  heard 
Of  my  falfc  countrymen  ? 
Cato. 

Alas !  young  prince, 
Falfehood  and  fraud  flioot  up  in  every  foil, 
The  produdl  of  all  climes. — Rome  has  its  Caefars. 
Juba. 
'Tis  generous  thus  to  comfort  the  diftrefs'd. 

Cato. 

'Tis  juft  to  give  applaufe  where  'tis  deferv'd  ; 

Thy  virtue,  prince,  has  flood  the  teft  of  fortune. 

Like  pureft  gold,  that,  tortur'd  in  the  furnace. 

Comes  out  more  bright,   and  brings  forth  all  its 

weight. 

J,ba. 

What  fliall  I  anfwer  thee  ?  my  ravifti'd  heart 

O'erflows  with  fecret  joy  :   I'd  rather  gain 

Thy  praife,  O  Cato,  than  Numidia's  empire. 

Enter  Fortius  haftily. 

Fortius. 

Misfortune  on  Misfortune !  grief  on  grief ! 

My  brother  Marcus 

Cato. 
Ha  1  what  has  he  done  ? 
Has  he  forfook  his  poft  ?  has  he  given  way  I 
Did  he  look  tamely  on,  and  let  them  pais  ? 
Fortius. 
Scarce  had  I  left  my  father,  but  I  met  him 
Borne  on  the  (hields  of  his  furviving  foldiers, 
Breathlefs  and  pale,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  wounds^ 
Long,  at  the  head  of  his  few  faithful  friends. 
He  flood  the  (liock  of  a  whole  hoft  of  foes. 
Till,  obftinately  brave,  and  bent  on  death, 
Oppreft  with  multitudes,  he  greatly  fell, 
Cato. 
I'm  fatisfy'd. 

Fortius. 
Nor  did  he  fall  before 
His  fword  had  pierc'd  through  the  falfe  heart  of  Sy- 
phax : 
Yonder  he  lies.     1  faw  the  hoary  traitor 
Grin  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  bite  the  ground. 
Cato. 
Thanks  to  the  gods !  my  boy  has  done  his  duty.-^ 
Fortius,  wlien  I  am  dead,  be  fure  thou  place 
His  urn  near  mine. 

Fortius. 

Long  may  they  keep  afunder! 
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Lucius^: 
O  Cato,  arm  thy  foul  with  all  its  patience ; 
See  whare  the  corpfe  of  thy  dead  fon  approaches  ! 
The  citizens  and  fenators,  alarm'd. 
Have  gather'd  round  it,  and  attend  it  weeping. 


Cato  meeting  the  corpfe. 
Cato. 

Welcome,  my  fon !    here  lay  him  down   my 
friends. 
Full  in  my  fight,  that  I  may  view  at  leifure 
The  bloody  corfe,  and  count  thofe  glorious  wounds. 
How  beautiful  is  death,  when  earned  by  virtue  ! 
Who  would  not  be  that  youth  ?  what  pity  is  it 
That  we  can  die  but  once  to  ferve  our  country  ! 
Wliy  fits  this  fadnefs  on  your  brows,  my  friends  ? 
I  flionld  have  bluih'd  if  Gate's  houfe  had  flood 
Secure,  and  flourifli'd  in  a  civil  war. — 
Fortius,  behold  thy  brother,  and  remember 
Thy  life  is  not  thy  own,  when  Rome  demands  it. 
Juba. 
Was  ever  man  like  this !  [■4fide- 

Cato. 
Alas,  my  friends ! 
Why  mourn  you  thus  ?  let  not  a  private  lofs 
Afflid  your  hearts.    'Tis  Rome  requires  our  tears. 
The  miftrefs  of  the  world,  the  feat  of  empire, 
The  nurfe  of  heroes,  the  delight  of  gods. 
That  humbled  the  proud  tyrants  of  the  earth, 
And  fet  tlie  nations  free,  Rome  is  no  more. 
O  liberty  1  O  virtue  !  O  my  country  I 
Juba. 
Behold  that  upright  man  !  Rome  fills  his  eyes 
With  tears,  that  llow'd  not  o'er  his  own  dead 
fon.  [Afde- 

Cato. 

Whate'er  the  Roman  virtue  has  fubdued, 
The  fun's  whole  courfe,  the  day  and  year,  are 
For  him  the  felf-devoted  Decii  dy'd,  fCaefar's. 

The  Fabii  fell,  and  the  great  Scipio's  conquer'd  : 
Ev'n  Pempey  fought  fcr  Csfar.     Oh,  my  friends  ! 
How  is  the  toil  of  fate,  the  work  of  ages, 
The  Roman  empire  fall'n  I   O  curft  ambition  I 
Fall'n  into  Cafar's  hands  \  Our  great  forefathers 
Had  left  him  nought  to  conquer  but  his  country. 
Juba. 
While  Cato  lives,  Csefar  will  blulh  to  fee 
Mankind  enflav'd,  and  be  afham'd  of  empire. 
Cato. 
Caefar  aiham'd !  has  not  he  feen  Pharfalia  I 

Lucius. 
Cato,  'tis  time  thou  fave  thyfelf  and  us. 

Cato. 
I,ofe  not  a  thought  on  me.    I'm  out  of  danger. 
Heaven  will  not  leave  me  in  the  vidlor's  hand. 
Csefar  {hall  never  fay,  I've  conquer'd  Cato. 
But  oh  1  my  friends,  your  fafety  fills  my  heart 
With  aiixious  thoughts :  a  thoufand  fccrct  terrors 
Ri-'e  in  my  foul :   how  fliall  I  fave  my  friends  ? 
'Tis  now,  O  Csefar,  1  begin  to  lear  thee. 
Lucius. 
Csfar  has  mercy,  if  we  aflc  it  of  him. 
Caio 
.  .Thrn  aft  it,  I  conjure  you  1  let  him  know 
"■"■":.  '    • '  •;    :.  dorc  againft  him,  C>it«  did  it. 


Add,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  fequeft  it  of  hint. 
That  I  myfelf,  with  tears,  requeft  it  of  him. 
The  virtue  of  my  friends  may  pafs  unpunilh'd. 
Juba,  my  heart  is  troubled  for  thy  fake. 
Should  I  advife  thee  to  regain  Numidia, 
Or  feek  the  cunqueror  ? 

Juba. 

If  I  forfake  thee 
Whilft  1  have  life,  may  heaven  abandon  Juba ! 
Cato.  « 

Thy  virrues,  prince,  if  I  forefce  aright. 
Will  one  day  make  thee  great;  at  Rome  hereafter, 
'Twill  be  no  crime  to  have  been  Caco's  friend. 

Fortius,  draw  near  '.  my  fon,  thou  oft  haft  feen 
Thy  fire  engag'd  in  a  corrupted  ftate, 
Wreftling  with  vice  and  fadion  :  now  thou  feeft  mc 
Spent,  overpower'd,  de!pairing  of  fuccefs ; 
Let  me  advife  thee  to  rerreat  betimes 
To  thy  paternal  feat,  the  Sabine  field, 
Where  the  great  Cenfor  toil'd  with  his  own  hands, 
And  all  our  frugal  anceflors  were  blefs'd 
In  humbly  virtues,  and  a  rural  life. 
There  live  retir'd ;  pray  for  the  peace  of  R.ome; 
Content  thyfelf  to  be  obfcurcly  good. 
When  vice  prevails,  and  impious  men  bear  fway, 
The  poft  of  honour  is  a  private  ftation. 
Poj-tius. 

I  hope,  my  father  does  not  recommend 
A  life  to  Fortius,  that  he  fcorns  himfeif. 
Cato. 

Farewell,  my  friends !  if  there  be  any  of  you 
That  dares  not  truft  the  vidlor's  clemency. 
Know  there  are  fhips  prcpar'd  by  my  command, 
( i'heir  fails  already  opening  to  the  winds) 
That  Ihall  convey  you  to  the  wifli'd-for  port. 
Is  there  aught  clfc,  my  friends,  1  can  do  for  you  ? 
The  conqueror  draws  near.     Once  more  farewell ! 
If  e'er  we  meet  hereafter,  we  ftiall  meet 
In  happier  climes  and  on  a  fafer  flmre. 
Where  Csfar  never  ihall  approach  us  more. 
There  the  brave  youth,  with  love  of  virtue  fir'd, 

[^Pcinting  to  the  body  of  his  dead  fon. 
Who  greatly  in  his  country's  caufe  expir'd, 
Shall  know  he  conquer'd.      The  firm  patriot  there 
(Who  made  the  welfare  of  mankind  his  care) 
Though  flill,  by  fadiion,  vice,  and  fortune,  croft, 
Shall  find  the  generous  labour  was  not  lofl. 


ACT   V.      SCENE    I. 


Catn  folus. 


Sitting  in  a  thoughtful  popure :  In  bis  hand  Plato's  look 
on  the  immortality  of  the  foul,  ,  draivnfivord  on  the 
table  by  him. 

It  muft  be  fo — Pinto,  thou  reafon'ft  virell !  — — 
El(c  whence  this  pkafing  hope,  this  fond  dtfire. 
This  longing  after  immortality  .' 
Or  whence  this  fecrct  dread,  and  'nwaid  horror, 
Oi  falling  into  nought?   V\  liy  iliri'  ks  ihe  foul 
Bach  on  hcrfelf,  and  ftartlcs-.r  i  citru<Sion? 
'Ti.  the  dlvini'v  v  ^  n^u-  yl-Wa.  us; 
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'Tis  heaven  itfelf,  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 
And  intimates  eternity  to  man, 
Eternity  !  thou  pleafing,  dreadful  thought ! 
Through  what  variety  of  untry'd  being, 
Through  what  new  fcenes  and  changes  muft  we 

pafs! 
The  wide,  th*  unbounded  profpecft,  lies  before  me; 
But  fhadows,  clouds,  and  darknefs,  reft  upon  it. 
Here  v^ill  I  hold.     If  there's  a  power  above  us, 
(And  that  there  is  all  nature  cries  aloud 
Through  all  her  works)  he  muft  delight  in  virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  muft  be  happy. 
But  when  !  or  where  1 — This  world  was  made  for 

Csefar. 
I'm  weary  of  conjedlures — This  muft  end  therti. 

[Laying  his  hand  upon  his  f-vaord. 

Thus  am  I  doubly  arm'd  :  my  death  and  life, 
My  bane  and  antidote,  are  both  before  me  : 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end, 
?But  this  informs  me  I  ftiall  never  die. 
The  foul,  fecur'd  in  her  exiftence,  fmiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point. 
The  ftars  ftiall  fade  away,  the  fun  himfelf 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  fink  in  years  ; 
But  thou  flialt  flourifli  in  immortal  youth, 
Unhurt  amidft  the  war  of  elements. 
The  wrecks  of  matter,  and  the  crufli  of  worlds. 

What  means  this  heavinefs  that  hangs  upon  me  ? 
This  lethargy  that  creeps  through  all  my  fenfes  ? 
Nature  opprefs'd,  and  harafs'd  out  with  care. 
Sinks  down  to  reft.     This  once  I'll  favour  her, 
That  my  awaken'd  foul  may  take  her  flight, 
Renew'd  in  all  her  ftrength,  and  frefh  with  life, 
An  offering  fit  for  heaven.     Let  guilt  or  fear 
Difturb  man's  reft';  Cato  knows  neither  of  them, 
Indifferent  in  his  choice,  to  lleep  or  die. 

Enter  Fortius. 
But  ha  !  how's  this,  my  fon  ?  why  this  intrufion  ? 
Were  not  my  orders  that  I  would  be  private  ? 
Why  am  I  difobey'd  ? 

Portiits. 

Alas,  my  father ! 
What  means  this  fword  i  this  inftrument  of  death  ? 
Let  me  convey  it  hence  ! 

Ci-.to. 

Rafti  youth,  forbear  I 
Portu/y. 
O  let  the  prayers,  th'  entreaties  of  your  friends, 
Thtir  tears,  their  common  danger,  wreft  it  from 
you. 

Cato. 
Wouldft  thou  betray  me  ?  wouldft  thou  give  me 

"P 
A  flave,  a  captive,  into  Csefar's  hands  ? 
Retire,  and  leara  obedience  to  a  father. 

Or  know,  young  man  ! 

Po?-tius. 

Look  not  thus  fternly  on  me ; 
You  know  I'd  rather  die  than  difobey  you. 
Cato. 
'Tis  well !  again  I'm  mafter  of  myfcif. 
Now,  Cjcfar,  let  thy  troops  befet  our  gates, 
,  And  bar  each  avenue,  thy  gathering  fleets 
O'erfpread  the  fta,  and  ftop  up  every  port ; 


Cato  fliall  open  to  himfelf  a  paflage, 

And  mock  thy  hopes 

Portius. 

O  Sir,  forgive  your  fon, 
Whofe  grief  hangs  heavy  on  him  1  O  my  father '. 
How  am  I  fure  it  is  not  the  laft  time 
I  e'er  fliall  call  you  fo  !  Be  not  difpleas'd, 
O  be  not  angry  with  me  whilft  I  weep, 
And,  in  the  anguifli  of  my  heart,  befeech  you 
To  quit  the  dreadful  purpofe  of  your  foul. 
Cato. 
Thou  haft  been  ever  good  and  dutiful. 

\_Embractng  lim. 
Weep'  not  my  fon.     All  will  be  well  again. 
The  righteous  gods,  vfhom  1  have  fought  to  pleafe, 
Will  fuccour  Cato,  and  preferve  his  children. 
Portius. 
Your  words  give  comfort  to  my  drooping  heart. 

Cato. 
Portius,  thou  may'ft  rely  upon  my  conduft. 
Thy  father  will  not  a<Sl  what  milbecomes  him. 
But  go,  my  fon,  and  fee  if  aught  be  wanting^ 
Among  thy  father's  friends:  fee  them  embark'd; 
And  tell  me  if  the  winds  and  feas  befriend  them. 
My  foul  is  quite  weigh'd  down  with  care,  and  alk* 
The  foft  refrefliment  of  a  moment's  flcep.     \^Exit, 
Portius. 
My  thoughts  are  more  at  eafe,  my  heart  revives. 

Enter  Marcia. 

O  Marcia,  O  my  fifter,  ftill  there's  hope! 
Our  father  will  not  caft  away  a  life 
So  needful  to  us  all,  and  to  his  country. 
He  is  retir'd  to  reft,  and  feems  to  cherilh 
Thoughts  full  of  peace.  He  has  difpatch'd  me  hence 
With  orders,  that  befpeak  a  mind  compos'd. 
And  ftudious  for  the  fafety  of  his  friends. 
Marcia,  take  care  that  none  difturb  his  flumbers. 

lExit. 
Marcim. 
O  ye  immortal  powers,  that  guard  the  juft, 
Watch  round  his  couch,  and  foften  his  repofe, 
Banifli  his  forrows,  and  becalm  his  foul 
With  eafy  dreams;  remember  ail  his  virtues; 
And  fliow  mankind  chat  goodnefs  is  your  care. 

Enter  Lucia, 

Lucia. 
Where  is  your  father,  Marcia,  where  is  Cato  ? 

JMarcia. 

Lucia,  fpeak  low  ;  he  is  retir'd  to  reft. 
Lucia,  I  feci  a  gently-dawning  hope 
Rife  in  my  foul.     We  fliall  be  happy  ftill. 
Lucia. 

Alas,  I  tremble  when  I  think  on  Cato. 
In  every  view,  in  every  thought,  I  tremble 
Cato  is  ftern,  and  awful  as  a  god  ; 
He  knows  not  how  to  wink  at  human  frailty. 
Or  pardon  weaknefs,  that  he  never  felt. 
Marcia. 

Though  f^ern  and  awful  to  the  foes  of  Rome, 
He  is  all  goodnefs,  Lucia,  always  mild, 
Ccimpaflionate,  and  gentle  to  his  friends. 
Fiil'd  v/ith  doaieftic  tendernefs,  the  beft, 


ai» 
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The  kindeft  father  !  I  have  ever  found  him 
Eafy  and  good,  and  bounteous  to  my  wifhes. 
Lucia. 
'Tis  his  confent  alone  can  make  us  blefs'd. 
Garcia,  we  both  are  equally  involv'd 
In  the  fame  intricate,  perplex'd,  diftrcfs. 
The  cruel  hand  of  fate,  that  has  deftroy'd 
Thy  brother  Marcus,  whom  we  both  lament — 
Marcia. 

And  ever  fhall  lament,  unhappy  youth ! 
Lucia. 
Has  fet  my  foul  at  large,  and  now  I  ftand 
Loofe  of  my  vow.  But  who  knows  Cato's  thoughts  ? 
Who  knows  but  yet  he  may  difpofe  of  Fortius, 
Or  bow  he  has  determin'd  of  thyfelf  ? 
Adarcia. 

Let  him  but  live  !  commit  the  reft  to  heaven. 

Enter  Lucius. 

Lucius. 
Sweet  are  the  flumbers  of  the  virtuous  man  I 

0  Marcia,  I  have  feen  thy  godlike  father  : 
Some  power  invUible  fupports  his  foul. 
And  bears  it  up  in  all  its  wonted  greatncfs, 
A  kind  refrelhing  fleep  is  fall'n  upon  him  : 

1  faw  him  ftretcb'd  at  eafe,  his  fancy  loft 

In  pleafing  dreams  ;  as  I  drew  near  his  couch, 
He  fniil'd,    and   cry'd — Casfar,  thou  can'ft  not 
hurt  me ! 

Marcia. 

His  mind   fiill  labours  with  fome   dreadful 
thought. 

Lucius. 
Lucia,  why  all  this  grief,  thefe  floods  of  for- 
row  ? 
Dry  up  thy  tears,  my  child ;  we  all  are  fafe 
While  Cato  lives — his  prefence  will  protetSt  us. 

Enter  "Juba. 

Juba. 
Lucius,  the  horfemen  are  return'd  from  viewing 
The  number,  ftrength,  and  pofture  of  our  foes, 
Who  now  encamp  within  a  Ihort  hour's  march. 
On  the  high  point  of  yon  bright  weftern  tower 
We  ken  them  from  afar ;  the  fetting  fun     [mets 
Plays  on  their  fhining  arms  and   burnilh'd  hel- 
And  covers  all  the  field  with  gleams  of  fire. 

Lucius. 

Marcia,  'tis  time  we  Ihould  awake  thy  father. 
C^efar  is  ftill  difpos'd  to  give  us  terms, 
^nd  waits  at  diftance  till  he  hears  from  Cato. 

Enter  Fortius, 

Fortius,  thy  looks  fpeak  fomewhat  of  importance. 
What  tidings  doft  thou  bring  ?  Mcthinks  I  fee 
Unufual  gladncfs  fparkllng  in  thy  eyes. 
Fortius. 
As  I  was  hafting  to  the  port,  where  now 
My  father's  friends,  impatient  for  a  paffage, 
Accufe  the  lingering  winds,  a  fail  arriv'd 
From  Pompey's  fon,  who  through  the  realms  of 
Spain 
■  Calls  out  for  vengeance  on  his  father's  death, 


And  roufes  the  whole  nation  up  to  arms. 

Were   Cato    at    their  head,   once  more  might 

Rome 
Aflert  her  rights,  and  claim  her  liberty. 
But  hark  \  what  means  that  groan  ?  O  give  me 

way. 
And  let  me  fly  into  my  father's  prefence. 
Lucius. 
Cato,  amidft  his  flumbers,  thinks  on  Rome, 
And  in  the  wild  diforder  of  his  foul 
Mourns  o'er  his  country  ;  ha  !  a  fecond  groan  I— « 
Heayeq  guard  us  all ! — 

Marcia, 

Alas  1  'tis  not  the  voice- 
Of  one  who  fleeps  I  'tis  agonizing  pain, 
'Tis  death  is  in  that  found — 


Re-enter  Fortius. 
Fortius. 


:l 


O  fight  of  woe  ! 
O  Marcia,  what  we  fcar'd  is  come  to  pafs  ! 
Cato  is  fall'n  upon  his  fword — 
Lucius. 

O  Fortius, 
Hide  all  the  horrors  of  thy  mournful  tale. 
And  let  us  guefs  the  reft. 

Fortius. 

I've  rais'd  him  up, 
And   plac'd  him  in  his  chair,  where,  pale  and 

faint. 
He  gafps  for  breath,  and,  as  his  life  flows  from 

him, 
Demands  to  fee  his  friends.  His  weeping  fervants, 
Obfequious  to  his  orders,  bear  him  hither. 

[fThe  back  fcene  opens ^  and  difco-uers  CatO< 
Marcia. 
O  heaven,  afCft  me  in  this  dreadful  hour 
To  pay  the  laft  fad  duties  to  my  father  ! 
Juba. 
Thefe  are  thy  triumphs,  thy  exploits,  O  Csefar '. 

Lucius. 
Now  is  Rome  fall'n  indeed  I 

[Cato  brought  farvoard  in  his  chair. 
Cato, 

Here  fet  me  down — 
Fortius,  come  near  me — are  my  friends  embark'd  ? 
Can  any  thing  be  thought  of  for  their  fcrvicc  ? 
Whilft  I  yet  live,  let  me  not  live  in  vain. 
— O  Lucius, art  thou  here? — Thou  art  too  good  !— 
Let  this  our  friendihip  live  between  our  children  ; 
Make  Fortius  happy  in  thy  daughter  Lucia. 
Alas  poor  man,  he  weeps  1 — Marcia,  my  daugh- 
ter— 
— O  bend  me  forward  I — Juba  loves  thee,  Marcia, 
A  fenator  of  Rome,  while  Rome  furviv'd. 
Would   not   have  match'd  his  daughter  with  a 

king. 
But  Cafar's  arms  have  thrown  down  all  diftinc- 

tion ; 
Whoe'er  is  brave  and  virtuous,  is  a  Roman— 
I'm  fick  to  death — O  when  fhall  I  get  loofe 
From  this  vain  world,   th*  abode   of  guilt  and 

forrow . — 
— And  yet  mcthinks  a  beam  of  light  breaks  in 
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Dn  my  departing  foul.    Alas,  I  fear 

I've  been  too  hafty.     O  ye  powers,  that  fearch 

The  heart  of  man,  and  weigh  his  inmoft  thoughts, 

if  I  have  done  amifs,  impute  it  not ! 

The  beft  may  err,  but  you  are  good,  aod — oh  1 

[Dies. 
Luciut. 
'    There  fled  the  greateft  foul  that  ever  warm'd 
A  Roman  breaft.     O  Cato !  O  my  friend  1 
Thy  will  fhall  be  religioufly  obferv'd. 
Sut  let  us  bear  this  awful  corpfe  to  Csfar, 


And  lay  it  in  his  fight,  that  he  may  ftand 
A  fence  betwixt  us  and  the  vi(5lor's  wrath  ; 
Cato,  though  dead,  ftiall  flill  prote<5l  his  friends. 

From  hence,  let  fierce  contending  nations  know 
What  dire  effefts  from  civil  difcord  flow. 
'Tis  this  that  fbakes  our  country  v/ith  alarms, 
And  gives  up  Rome  a  prey  to  Roman  arms. 
Produces  fraud,  and  cruelty,  and  ftrife. 
And  robs  the  guilty  world  of  Cato's  life. 

SjE,x*unt  emmt. 


ROSAMOND. 

A  N     O  P  E  R  A. 

Infcribcd  to  Her  Gracq 

THE   DUTCHESS    OF   MARLBOROUGH. 


Hie  quos  durus  amor  crudeli  tabe  peredit 

Secret!  celant  calles,  ct  myrtea  circutn 

Sylva  tegit. .  Virg.  ^n.  $, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS, 

MEN. 

King  Henry. 

Sir  Trufty,  Keeper  of  the  Bowm, 

page. 

Meffenger, 

WOMEN, 

Queen  Elinor. 

Rofamond. 

Gridelinc,  Wife  to  Sir  Trufty, 

GBARDIAN  ANGELS,  &C. 

Scene,  Woodftock-Park. 


ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

A  Prc/fea  of  Woodftock-Park,  terminating  in 
the  £oiver. 

Enter  ^een  and  Page, 

Queen. 
^Vhat  place  is  here ! 
What  fccnes  appear; 

Where'er  I  turn  my  eyes, 
All  around 
Enchanted  ground 

And  foft  Elyiiums  rife  \ 


Flow'ry  mountains, 
MofTy  fountains. 
Shady  woods, 
Cryftal  floods, 

With  wild  variety  furprife. 
f  As  o'er  the  hollow  vaults  we  walk, 
A  hundred  echoes  round  us  talk : 
From  hill  to  hill  the  voice  is  toft, 
Rocks  rebounding, 
Cav8s  refounding, 
Not  a  fingle  word  is  loft. 

Pafre. 

There  gentle  Rofamond  immured, 
Lives  from  the  world  and  you  fecured. 
t  Alluding  to  tbc  famous  echo  la  WoodAock-pirl;. 


P.OSAMOND. 


■»5S 


Ciirfe  on  the  name  I  I  faint,  I  die, 
With  fccret  pangs  of  jealoufy. 


[Afidc. 


There  does  the  penfive  bcaut7  mourn, 
And  languifii  for  her  lord's  return. 
9ueen. 

Death  and  confufion  !  I'm  too  flow [-^'/f 

Show  me  the  happy  maiifion,  faow ' 

Great  Henry  there 

Trifler,  no  more  '. — — 

Page. 

Great  Henry  there 

Will  loon  forget  the  toils  of  war. 

No  more  !  the  happy  manilon  (how 
That  holds  thi?  lovely  guilty  foe. 
My  wrath,  like  that  of  heaven,  fliall  rife, 
And  blall  her  in  her  paradife. 

Page. 

Behold  on  yonder  rifing^  ground 
•   The  bower,  that  wanders 

In  meanders, 

Ever  bending, 

Never  ending, 

Glades  on  glades. 

Shades  on  fhades, 
Running  an  eternal  round. 

In  fuch  an  endlefs  maze  I  rove, 
i^oft  in  the  labyrinths  of  love. 

My  breaft  with  hoarded  vengeance  burn?. 
While  fear  and  rage 
"Vyith  hope  engage. 
And  rule  my  wavering  foul  by  turns. 
Po^e. 
The  path  yon  verdant  field  divides, 
Which  to  the  foft  confinement  guidc^, 

Eleonora,  think  betimes, 
What  are  thy  hated  rival's  crimes  1 
■^'hither,  ah  whither  doft  thou  go  1 
What  has  fhe  done  to  move  thee  fo  '. 
—Does  fhe  r,pt  warm  with  guilty  fir? 

The  faithlefs  lord  of  my  defire  ? 
Have  Hot  her  fatal  arts  remov'd 
My  Henry  from  my  arms  ? 
'Tis  her  crime  to  be  lov'd, 
Tis  her  crime  to  have  charm*. 
Let  us  fly,  let  us  fly. 
She  fliall  die,  flie  fliall  die. 
I  feel,  1  feel,  my  heart  relent  : 
How  could  the  fair  be  innocent  1 
To  a  monarch  like  mine, 
Who  would  not  refign  ! 
One  fo  great  and  fo  brave 
All  hearts  mufl;  enflave. 
Page. 
Hark  !  hark !  what  found  invades  my  ear  I 
The  conqueror's  approach  \  hear. 
He  comes,  viiilorjous  Henry  comes, 
Hautboys,  trumpets,  fifes,  and  drums, 
In  dreadful  concert  ^oin'd. 


Send  from  afaj 

A  found  of  war, 
And  fill  with  horror  ev'ry  wind. 
Qveefi. 
Henry  returns  from  danger  free  ! 

Henry  returns  ! but  not  to  me. 

He  comes  his  Rofamond  to  greet, 
And  lay  his  laurels  at  her  feet. 
His  vows  impatient  to  renew  ; 
His  vows,  to  Eleonora  due. 
Here  fliall  the  happy  nymph  detain, 
(While  of  his  abfence  I  complain) 
Hid  in  her  mazy,  wanton  bower. 
My  lord,  my  life,  my  conqueror. 

No,  no,  'tis  decreed 

The  traitrefs  fliall  bleed ; 

No  fear  fliall  alarm, 

No  pity  difarm ; 

In  my  rage  fliall  be  feen 

The   revenge  of  a  queen. 

SCENE     II. 

The  Entry  of  the  Bower. 

Sir  TruJIy,  Knight  of  the  'B»vreir,/olut. 
How  unhappy  is  he. 
That  is  ty'd  to  a  fhe. 

And  fam'd  for  his  wit  and  his  beauty  '. 
For  of  us  pretty  fellows 
Our  wives  are  fo  jealous. 

They  ne'er  have  enough  of  our  duty. 
But  hah  :  my  limbs  begin  to  quiver, 
1  glow,  I  burn,  I  freeze,  I  fliiver  ; 
Whence  rifes  this  convulfive  ftriiJc  I 
I  fmell  a  flirew  ; 
My  fears  are  true, 
I  fee  my  wife. 

SCENE     III. 

Grideline  and  Sir  Trufy, 

Grideltne. 
Faithlefs  vatlet,  art  thou  there  ? 

Sir  Trufy. 

My  love,  my  dove,  my  charming  fair  I 

,  Grideline. 
Monfter,  thy  wheedling  tricks  I  know. 

Sir  Trufiy. 

Why  wilt  thou  call  thy  turtle  fo  ? 

Grideline, 

Cheat  not  me  with  falfe  carefTes. 

Sir  'Trujiy. 

Let  me  fl;op  thy  mouth  with  kiCfes- 

Gric'e  'ine.  * 

Thofc  to  fair  Rofamond  arc  due. 

Sir  Trufy. 

She  is  not  half  fo  fair  as  you. 
Grideline. 
She  views  thee  with  a  lover's  eye. 

Sir   Trujiy. 

I'il  ftill  be  thine,  and  le^  her  die. 
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Grideline. 
No,  no,  'tis  plain.     Thy  frauds  I  fee. 
Traitor  to  the  king  and  me  ! 

Sir  'Trufly. 
O  Grideline  I  confult  thy  glafs. 
Behold  that  fweet  bewitching  face, 

Thofe  blooming  cheeks,  that  lovely  hue ! 
Every  feature 
(Charming  creature) 
Will  convince  you  I  am  true. 
Grideline. 

0  how  blefl.  were  Grideline, 
Could  I  call  Sir  Trufty  mine  ! 
Bid  he  not  covet  amorous  wiles 
With  foft,  but  ah  I  deceiving  fmiles  J 
How  fhould  I  revel  in  delight, 
The  fpoufe  of  fuch  a  peerlels  knight! 

Sir  1'rujly. 
At  length  the  ftorm  begins  to  ceafe, 
I've  footh'd  and  fiatter'd  her  to  peace. 
'Tis  now  my  turn  to  tyrannize :  \_Aftde. 

1  feel,  I  feel  my  fury  rife  I 
Tigrefs,  be  gone, 

Gridelinem 
I  love  thee  fo 
I  cannot  go. 

Sir  Trujly. 
Fly  from  my  paffion,  Beldame,  fly  I 

Grideline. 
Why  fo  unkind,  Sir  Trufty,  why  ? 

Sir  Trufly, 
Thou'rt  the  plague  of  my  life. 

Grideline. 
I'm  a  foolifh,  fond  wife. 

Sir  Trujly. 
Let  us  part. 
Let  us  part. 

Grideline, 
Will  ycm  break  my  poor  heart  ? 
Will  you  break  my  poor  heart  ? 

bit  Trufty. 
I  will  if  I  can. 

Grideline, 
O  barbarous  man  I 

Frcm  whence  doth  all  this  pafllon  flow  I 
Sir  Truly. 
Thou  art  ugly  and  old, 
And  a  villanous  fcold, 

Grideline. 
Thou  art  a  ruftic  to  call  me  fo, 
I'm  net  ugly  nor  old, 
Nor  a  villanous  fcold, 
But  thou  art  a  ruflic  to  call  me  fo. 
Thou,  traitor,  adieu  I 

Sir  Trujiy. 
Farewell,  thou  flirew. 

GriJeline, 
Thou  traitor. 

Sir  Trufy. 
Thou  fhrew  1 

Both. 
Adieu !  Adieu  !  [^Exit  Grid 

Sir  Tnifly,  folus. 
How  hard  is  our  fate, 
Who  ferve  in  the  ftate. 


And  Ihould  lay  out  our  cares 

On  public  affairs; 

When  conjugal  toils, 

And  family  broils 

Make  all  our  great  labours  mifcarry  ! 

Yet  this  is  the  lot 

Of  him  that  has  got 

Fair  Rofaoiond's  bower, 

With  the  clew  in  his  power, 

And  is  courted  by  all. 

Both  the  great  and  the  fmall, 
As  principal  pimp  to  the  mighty  King  Harry. 

But  fee,  the  penfive  fair  draws  near  : 

I'll  at  a  diflance  ftand  and  hear. 


SCENE    IV. 

Rofamond  and  Sir  Trujly. 

Rofnmond. 
From  walk  to  walk,  from  fliade  to  (hade. 
From  flream  to  purling  ftream  convey'd. 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  the  grove. 
Through  all  the  mingling  trafts  1  rove, 
Turning, 
Burning, 
Changing, 
Ranging 
Full  of  grief  and  full  of  love, 
Impatient  for  my  Lord's  return 
I  Ogh,  I  pine,  ]  rave,  I  mourn, 
Was  ever  paffion  crofs'd  like  nilne  ? 
To  rend  my  breaft. 
And  break  my  reft, 
A  thoufand  thoufand  ills  combine. 
Abfence  wounds  me. 
Fear  furrounds  me. 
Guilt  confounds  me. 
Was  ever  paffion  crofs'd  like  mine  ? 
Sir  Trujly. 
What  heart  of  (tone 
Can  hear  her  moan. 
And  not  in  dumps  fo  doleful  join  !  S^Apari. 

Rojamond. 
How  does  my  conftant  grief  deface 
The  pleafures  of  this  happy  place ! 
In  vain  the  fpring  my  ftnfes  greets. 
In  all  her  colours,  all  her  fweets ; 
To  me  the  rofc 
No  longer  glows. 
Every  plant 
Has  loft  his  fcent ; 
The  vernal  blooms  of  various  hue. 
The  bloffoms  frefh  with  morning  dew, 
The  breeze,  that  fweeps  thefe  fragrant  bowers 
Fill'd  with  the  breath  of  op'ning  flow'rs. 
Purple  fcenes. 
Winding  greens, 
Glooms  inviting. 
Birds  delighting, 
(Nature's  fofteft,  fweeteft  flore) 
Charm  my  tortur'd  foul  no  more. 
Ye  povers,  I  rave,  I  faint,  I  die : 
Why  fo  flow  '.  great  Henry,  why 


From  dea^h  and  alarms 

Fly,  fly  to  my  arms, 
Fly  to  my  arms,  my  monarch,  fly. 

Sv   Trufy. 
How  much  m' re  blefsM  w..uld  lovers  be,  ^ 

Did  all  rhe  whining:  f  lols  agree  > 

To  live  like  Gridelinc  and  me  I  J 

O  Rofamond,  behold  too  late, 
And  tremble  at  thy  future  fate! 
Cu'fe  this  u  happy,  jfuilty  face, 
Every  charm,  and  every  grace. 
That  to  thy  ruin  made  their  way 
And  led  thine  innocence  aftray  : 
At  h'mic  thou  fceft  the  Qneen  enraged  ; 
Abroad  chy  abfent  Lord  engaged 
In  «ars  thaf  may  our  loves  disjoin. 
And  end  at  once  his  life  and  mine. 

Sir  T  ufty 
Such  cold  complaints  befit  a  nun: 
If  (he  turns  honeft,  I'm  undone  1  \Apart. 

Rl,.    >,^. 
Beneath  fome  hoary  mountain 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  weep, 
Or  near  I'me  warbling  fountain 

Bewail  mylelf  afleep; 
Where  feathcr'd  ch  irs  combining 

With  gtntle  murmu'ing  Areams, 
And  winds  in  confnrt  j  ining, 

Raife  fadly  ple^fing  dreanns.  \^ExU  Rof. 

Sir  Trujly,  folus. 
What  favage  tiger  would  not  pity 
A  da:i-fel  fo  diftrefs'd  and  viretty  I 
But  hah!  a  found  my  bower  invades. 

Trumpets  Jlourijh . 
And  echoes  through  the  winding  fhades; 
'  lis  Henry's  march  :   the  tune  I  know  : 
A  meffenger  I  it  mufl  be  fo. 

SCENE     V. 

A  MeJJenger  and  Sir  Trujiy. 

Me     n^cr. 
Great  Henry  comes !  with  love  oppreft; 
Prcpart  to  lodge  the  royal  gucft. 
Fr  m  p  rple  fields  with  {laughter  fpread, 
From  rixers  chok'd  with  heaps  of  dead, 
From  glorious  and  immortal  toils, 
l^oaden  with  honour   rich  with  Ipoils, 
Great  Kenry  conies     prepare  thy  bower 
To  lodge  the  mighty  conqueror, 

Mir  Tru/ly. 
The  bower  and  lady  both  arc  dreft, 
And  ready  to  receive  their  guefl. 

Hither  the  vi<5lor  flies,  (^his  queen 
And  riyal  progeny  uifeen  ;) 
Soon  as  the  Briiifh  fhore^  he  reached. 
Hither  his  foaming  courfer  flrttched; 
And  fee  !   his  eager  {\€f-  preve;  t 
The  melTage  that  himielf  hath  lent  I 

Sir  Trujly, 
Herf  will  I  fland 
With  ha:  in  hand, 

V^L.VII. 


ROSAMOND. 

Obfequit'ufly  to  meet  him  j 
And  mud  endeavour 
At  behaviour, 

That's  fuitable  to  greet  him. 


m 


SCENE     VI. 

Enter  King  Henry,  after  a  fiourlfla  of  Trumpcti, 

King. 
Where  is  my  love  '.   My  Rofamond  1 

Sir  •/  r..  !y. 
Firft,  as  in  flritfleft  duty  bound, 
I  kifs  ynur  royal  hand. 

j: «/. 
Where  is  my  life !  my  Rofamond  I 

i.ii  /.  /;,•.  • 

Next  with  fubmJIion  mtfl  profound, 
I  welcome  you  to  land. 
K'nt'. 
Where  is  the  tender,  charming  fair ! 

Sn  'Tr.j,.. 
Let  me  appear,  great  Sir,  I  pray, 
Methodical  in  what  I  fay. 

K,„r. 

Where  is  my  love,  O  tell  me  where  ', 

Sir  'Trulty. 
For  when  we  have  a  prince's  ear, 
Wt  (hould  have  wit. 
To  know  what's  fit 
For  us  to  Iptak,  and  him  to  hear. 

King. 
Thefe  dull  delays,  I  cannot  hear. 
Where  is  my  love,  O  tell  me  where  I 

Sir  Trujiy. 
I  fpeafc,  great  Sir,  with  weeping  eyes, 
She  raves,  alas  1  fhc  faints,  flic  dies. 

King. 
What  d.  ft  thou  fay  ?  I  fluke  with  fear. 

Sir.  TruPy 
Nay,  good  my  liege,  with  parience  hear. 
Stie  raves  and  faints,  and  dies,  'tis  true  ; 
But  raves,  and  laints,  ami  dies  for  you. 

Was  ever  nymph  like  Roflimond, 
S'    fair,  fo  fai'hful,  and  fo  fond. 
Adorn 'd  withev'ry  charm  and  grace 

I'm  all  defire  ; 

My  heart's  on  fire, 
And  leaps  and  fprings  to  her  embratc. 

Sir  Trujly, 
At  the  fight  of  her  lover  ' 

She'll  quickly  recover. 

What  place  \^'J11  you  choofe 

For  fiill  interview'-  ? 
King. 
Full  in  the  centre  of  the  grave, 
lii  yon  pavilion  made  for  love. 
Where  woodbines,  rofes  jcfl"amines, 
Aniaranthus,  and  eglantines, 
With  intermingling  fwcets  have  wove 
The  particobui'd  gay  alcove. 
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Sir  VruJIs. 
Your  Hlghnefs,  Sir,  as  I  prefume, 
Has  chofe  the  moft  convenient  gloom  ; 
There  is  not  a  fpnt  in  all  the  park 
Has  trees  lo  thick,  and  Ihades  fo  dark. 

King.  ^ 
Meanwhile  with  due  attention  wait 
To  guard  the  bower,  and  watch  the  gate ; 
Let  neither  envy,  grief  nor  fear, 
tior  lovefick  j^'aloufy  appear  ; 
Nor  fenfelcfs  pomp,  nor  noife  intrude 
On  this  delicious  folitude  ; 
But  pleafure  reign  through  all  the  grove. 
And  all  be  peace,  and  all  be  love. 
Oh  the  plcafing  pleafing  anguifh 
When  we  love,  and  when  we  languifli  \ 
Wifhes  riling ! 
Thoughts  furprifing '. 

Pleafure  courting  ! 

Charms  tranfporting ! 

Fancy  viewing 

Joys  enfuing  1 
Q  the  pleafing,  pleafing  anguifh  I 


\_Exeunt. 


ACT     II.      SCENE     I. 
A  Pavilion  in  the  middle  of  the  Bower. 

King  and  Rofamond. 

King. 
Thus  let  my  weary  foul  forget 
RelUefs  glory,  martial  Ihife, 
Anxious  pleafures  of  the  great, 
Ar.d  gilded  cares  of  life. 

Rofamond- 
Thus  let  me  lofe,  in  rifing  joys, 
Fierce  impatience,  fond  defires, 
Abfence  that  flatt'ring  hopes  deflroys, 
And  lifc-confuming  fires. 
King. 
I^ot  the  loud  Britifli  fhout  that  warms 
The  warrior's  heart,  nor  clafhing  arms, 
Kor  fields  with  hoftile  banners  ilrow'd, 
IVnr  life  nn  proftrate  Gauls  beftow'd, 
C>ivc  half  the  joys  that  fill  my  breall, 
"VVhile  with  my  Rofamond  I'm  bieft. 

Rcfamond. 
J^ly  Henry  is  niy  foul's  delight, 
My  wilh  by  day,  my  dream  by  night. 
'  ri«  iiot  in  lan{;u;;ge'  to  impart 
The  fccret  meltiiiga  of  my  heart, 
While  I  my  cnnoueror  furvey. 
And  look  my  very  foitl  ^way. 

'king. 
p  may  the  prefent  blifs  endure, 
J-'rcm  fortuue,  time,  and  death  fecure  \ 

Bath. 
O  may  the  prefent  blils  endure  ! 

•      ■      '        ■    Kng.- 
My  eye  cot:*d  ever  gaze,  my  ear 
■J  hofe  gentle  lounds  :iiu'|l  ever  hear  : 


But  oh  :  with  noon-day  hf  ats  dpprefl, 

My  aching  temples  call  for  reft  I 

In  yon  cool  grotto's  artful  night 

Refrefhing  (lumbers  I'll  invite. 

Then  feek  again  my  abfent  fair. 

With  aJl  the  love  a  heart  can  bear.       \Exit  King. 

Rofjtnond,  fola. 
From  whence  this  lad  prefaging  fear. 
This  fuddcn  figh,  this  falling  tear  ? 
Oft  in  my  filent  dreams  by  night 

With  fuch  a  look  I've  feen  him  fly, 

Wafted  by  angels  to  the  fky,   . 
And  loll  in  endlefs  traifls  of  light ; 
While  I,  abandon'd  and  forlorn. 
To  dark  and  difmal  deferts  born, 
Through  lonely  wilds  have  feem'd  to  firay, 
A  long,  uncomfortable  way. 

They're  phantoms  all ;  I'll  think  no  more: 
My  life  has  endlefs  joys  in  (lore. 
Farewell  forrow,  farewell  fear; 
They're  phantoms  all!  my  Henry's  here. 


SCENE     H. 

A  Pofern  Gate  tf  the  Bawer. 
Grideliite  and  Page. 

Grideline. 

My  ftomach  fwrells  with  fecret  fpite, 
To  fee  my  fickle,  faithlefs  knight. 
With  upright  gefture,  goodiy  mien. 
Face  of  olive,  coat  of  green, 
That  charm'd  the  ladies  long  ago. 
So  little  his  own  worth  to  know, 
On  a  mere  girl  his  thoughts  to  place. 
With  dimpled  cheeks,  and  baby  face; 
A  child  I   a  chit !  that  was  not  born. 
When  I  did  town  and  court  adorn. 

Page. 
Can  any  man  prefer  fifteen 
To  venerable  Grideline  ? 

Ct  ideline. 
He  does,  my  child  ;  or  tell  me  why 
With  weepiag  e.yes  fo  oft  I  fpy 
His  whifkers  currd,and  fhoe-ftrings  ty'<^, 
A  new  Toledo  by  his  fide. 
In  fhoulder-belt  fo  trimly  plac'd. 
With  band  fo  nicely  fmooth'd  and  lac'd. 

Page:^ 
If  Rofamond  his  garb  has  view'd. 
The  knight  is  falfe,  the  nymph  fubdu'd,_ 

Grideline. 
My  anxiouR  boding  heart  divines 
His  falf^hood  by  a  thoufand  figns; 
Oft  o'er  the  lonely  rocks  he  walks, 
And  to  the  foolifli  echo  talks  : 
Oft  in  the  glafs  he  rolls  his  eye. 
But  turns  and  frowns  if  I  am  by; 
Then  my  fond  eafy  heart  beguiles. 
And  thinks  of  Rofamond,  and  Xmilcs. 


ROSAMOND. 


>5»- 


Pagi. 
Well  may  ynu  feel  thefe  foft  alarms, 

She  has  a  heart 

Gidiline, 

And  he  has  charms. 

Page, 

Your  fears  are  too  juft — 

Grideliut. 

Too  plainly  I've  prQv'4. 

Both. 
He  loves  and  is  lov'd- 

Gridelinf. 
O  raercilefs  fate  I 

Page. 
Deplorable  ftate  I 

Qridiline, 
To  die 


To  be  flain 

GriJdine, 
By  a  barbarous  fwain, 

Bath. 
That  laughs  at  your  pain. 

Gridsline. 
How  ihould  I  a(5t  ?  canft  thou  advife  ? 

Page. 
Open  the  gate,  if  you  are  wife  ; 
I,  in  an  unfufpedled  hour. 
May  catch  'em  dallying  in  the  bower. 
Perhaps  their  ioofe  amoars  prevent, 
And  keep  Sir  Trully  innocent. 
Gridelim. 
Thou  art  in  truth 
A  forward  youth. 
Of  wit  and  parts  above  thy  age  : 
Thou  know'il  our  fcx;  thou  art  a  page. 
Page. 
I'll  do  what  1  can 
To  furprife  the  falfe  man. 
Grideline. 
Of  fuch  a  faithful  fpy  I've  needf  : 
Go  in,  and  if  thy  plot  fuccced, 
Fair  youth,  thou  may'ft  depend  on  this, 
I'll  pay  thy  fervice  with  a  kifs.  £xii  Page. 

Grideline,  fola. 
Pry'thee,  Cupid,  no  more 
Hurl  thy  darts  at  threefcore  ; 
To  thv  girls  and  thy  boys 
Give  thy  pains  and  'hyjoys; 
Let  Sir  frufty  and  me 
From  thy  frolics  be  free.  Exit  Grid. 


SCENE    iir. 

Page,  folus. 
O  the  foft  delicious  view, 
Ever  charming,  ever  new  I 
Greens  of  various  {hades  arife, 
Deck'd  with  flow'rs  of  various  dyes; 
Paths  by  meeting  paths  are  croft. 
Alleys  in  winding  alleys  loft ; 

+    An  opening  fcene  difcovcrs  anctlier  view  cf  the 
bowsr. 


Fountains  playing  through  the  treei, 
Give  coolnefs  to  the  paffing  breeze. 

A  thoufand  fairy  fcenes  appear ; 
Here  a  grove,  a  grotto  here  ; 
Here  a  rock,  and  here  a  ftreana  : 

Sweet  delufi.on, 

Gay  coufufion, 
All  a  vifion,  all  a  dream ! 


SCENE     IV. 

^ee»  and  Page. 

^ueeit. 
At  length  the  bow'ry  vaults  appear  ! 
My  bofom  heaves,  and  pants  with  fear  ; 
A  thoufand  checks  my  heart  controul, 
A  thoufand  terrors  fhake  my  foul, 

Page. 
Behold  the  brazen  gate  unbarr'd  '. 
— She's  fixt  in  thought,  I  am  not  heard — [Afarf. 

^ueen. 
I  fee,  I  fee  my  hands  imbru'd 
In  purple  ftreams  of  reeking  blood  : 
I  fee  the  vidlim  gafp  for  breath, 
And  ftart  in  agonies  of  death  : 
I  fee  my  raging  dying  Lord, 
And  O,  I  fee  myfelf  abhorr'd  : 

Page. 
My  eyes  o'erflow,  my  heart  is  rent 
To  hear  Britannia's  queen  lament.  [-4/"^'' 

^ueen . 
What  Ihall  my  trembling  foul  purfue  ? 

Page. 
Behold,  great  queen,  the  place  in  view  '. 

^ueeii. 
Ye  powers  Inftrudt  me  what  to  do  1 
Page. 
That  bower  will  fhow 
The  guilty  foe. 

^ueen. 

It  in  decreed — 't  Ihall  be  fo  ;      [_AJ\er  apaufe. 

I  cannot  fee  my  lord  repine, 

(O  that  I  could  call  him  mine! 

Why  have  not  they  moft  charms  to  move, 

Whofe  bofonas  burn  with  pureft  love .' 

Page. 
Her  heart  with  rage  and  fondr.efs  glows, 
0  jealoufy,  thou  hell  of  woes  !  \_Aftdif^ 

That  confcious  fcene  of  love  contains 
The  fatal  caufe  of  all  your  pains : 
In  yonder  ftow'ry  vale  flie  lies, 
Where  thofe  fair-bloffom'd  arbours  rife. 
^Jiien. 
Let  us  hafle  to  deftroy 
Her  guilt  and  her  joy  ! 
Wild  and  frantic  is  my  grief  1 
Fury  driving, 
Mercy  ftrlving. 
Heaven  in  pity  fend  relief! 
The  pangs  of  love 
Yc  povv'rs  remove, 
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Or  dart  your  thunder  at  my  head  : 
Love  and  defpair 
What  heart  can  bear  ! 

Eafs  my  foul,  or  (Irike  me  dead  ! 


SCENE     V, 


[Exeunt. 


The  Scene  changes  to  the  Pa   Ulon,  as  htfore. 

P.nfu^orit,  fola. 

Tranrporting  pleafure  ;  who  can  tell  it ! 
When  our  longiiijj  eyes  difcover 
The  kind,  the  dear,  approaching  lover, 

Who  can  utter,  or  conceal  it  I 

A  fudden  motion  {hikes  the  grove  : 

I  hear  the  fttps  of  hmi  I  love; 

Prepare,  mv  foul,  to  meet  ihy  blifs! 

Death  to  my  eyes;   wha:  fight  is  this! 

The  queen,  th'  offended  quten  I  lee  I 

Open,  O  earth  1  aud  fwallow  me  I 


SCENE     VI. 

Enter  to  her  the  Queen,  ivitb  a  hotvl  in  one  hand^ 
and  a  dagger  in  the  other. 


Thus  ann'd  with  douhk  death  I  come  : 
Behold,  vain  wretch,  beh(/ld  thy  doom  I 
Thy  crimes  to  their  full  period  tciid. 
Or  foon  by  this,  or  this,  (hall  end. 

Rcf.u,i'jnd. 
What  ftiall  I  fay,  or  how  reply 
To  chreats  of  injut'd  mi'.jefty  ? 

Qittn. 
'Tis  guilt  that  does  thy  los.gue  controul. 
Or  quickly  drajn  the  futal  bowl, 
Or  this  right  hr.nd  perf"rnis  its  part. 
And  plants  a  dagger  in  thy  heart. 

Rofamond. 
Can  Britain's  queen  give  fuch  commands, 
Of  dip  in  bj^od  th&fc  facred  hands  ? 
Ih  her  ftiall  fuch  ftvenge  he  frrn? 
Far  be  that  from  Bf  itain's  queen  ! 

^ueen. 
How  black  does  my  dcugn  appear  '. 
Was  ever  mcrdy  fo  fevcre  '.  [^'f'- 

Rafnmond. 
V/hen  tides  of  youthful  bl.'od  run  high. 
And  fcenes  of  jiromis'd  joys  are  nigh. 
Health  prefumingj 
Beauty  blooming, 
O  how  dreadful  'tis  to  die  1 
^i'j:en. 
To  thofe  whom  foul  diihonours  ftain, 
Life  itfelf  fliould  be  a  pain. 

RoJliKiend. 
Who  could  refift  great  Henry's  charms. 
And  drive  the  here  from  her  arms  ? 

Tl.ink  on  the  foft   the  tender  fires, 
P.Iti'ing  thoughts,  and  gay  derirts, 
Tlisr  in  your  own  warm  bofom  rife, 
\\'hcii,  laiij^uilhin^  with  lovtCck  eyes,   • 


That  great,  that  charming  man  you  fee  : 
Think  on  yourfelf,  and  pity  me  ! 

^ueen. 
And  doft  thou  thus  thy  puilt  deplore  I 

[  Offering  the  digger  to  h:r  breaji, 
Prefnmptuous  woman     pi.  -^d  :io  more  1 

Rofuriond. 

O  Queen,  your  lifted  arm  reftrain  1 
Behold  thefe  tears  ! 

^iieen. 
They  flow  in  vain. 

Rofamond. 
I.ook  with  companion  on  my  fate' 
O  hear  my  fighs  

^uten. 

Theyrile  too  late 

Hope  not  a  day's,  an  hour's  reprieve. 

Rofamond. 
Though  I  live  wrcched,  let  me  live. 
In  fome  deep  dungeon  let  me  lie, 
Cover'd  from  every  human  eye, 
Banifh'd  the  day,  deharr'd  the  light ; 
Where  fliades  of  everlaftirg  night 
May  this  unhappy  face  dil'arm. 
And  cafl  a  veil  o'er  ev'ry  charm  : 
Offended  heaven  I'll  there  adore. 
Nor  fee  the  fun,  nor  Henry  more. 

^jjecn. 
Moving  language,  fliiiiing  tears,        '\ 
Glowing  guilt,  and  graceful  fears. 
Kindling  pity,  kindling  rage. 
At  once  provoke  me,  ind  afTuage.  \^^f'^'' 

Rofamond, 
What  fhall  I  do  to  pacify 
Your  kindled  vengeance  1 

^teen.  '• 
Thou  {halt  die.  [Offering  the  dagger. 

Ro  aniond. 
Give  me  but  one  {hort  moment's  {lay.   * 
O  Henry,  why  fo  far  away  ?  \Aftde. 

^een. 
Prepare  to  v.-clter  in  a  tlood 
Of  rtreaniing  gore.  [Offering  the  dagger. 

Rofamond. 

O  fpare  my  blood. 

And  let  me  grafp  the  deadly  bowl. 

[  Takes  the  boivl  in  her  hand. 

^ueen. 
Ye  powers,  how  pity  rends  my  foul !  [^/i<^'' 

Rofam'ind. 
This  proftra'e  at  your  feet  I  fall, 
O  let  me  flill  for  mercy  call  :   [Falling  on  her  ineet. 
Accept,  great  queen,  like  injur'd  heav'u, 
The  foul  that  begs  to  he  forgiv'n  : 
If  in  the  kteft  gafp  of  breath, 
If  in  the  dreadful  pains  of  death,  , 

When  the  cold  damp  bedews  your  brow 
You  hope  for  mercy,  fhow  it  now. 

^een. 
Mercy  to  lighter  crimes  is  due. 
Horrors  and  death  fhail  thine  purfue. 

[  Offer irg  the  dagger. 
Rcfamon-^. 
Thus  I  prevent  the  iatal  l>li  w,  [Drinis. 
Whither,  ah  \  whiilitr  fhsil  I  go  ! 


ROSAMOND. 


2hT{ 


Where  thy  pall  life  th»u  llialt  lament, 
And  wiftLjthou  hadft  been  innocent. 

Rofamond. 
Tyrant  1  to  aggravate  the  ftroke. 
And  wouad  a  heart  already  broke  '. 
My  dying  foul  with  fury  burns. 
And  flighted  grief  to  madncfs  turns. 

Think  not,  thou  author  of  my  woe, 
That  Rofamond  will  leave  thee  fo  : 
At  dead  of  night, 
A  glaring  fpright. 
With  hideous  I'creams 
I'll  haunt  thy  dreams; 
And  when  the  painful  night  withdraws, 
My  Henry  fhall  revenge  my  caufe. 
O  whither  does  my  frenzy  drive  ! 
Forgive  my  rage,  your  wrong*  forgive. 
My  veins  are  froze  ;  my  blood  grows  chill ; 
The  weary  fprings  of  life  Hand  flill ; 
The  fleep  of  death  benumbs  all  o'er 
My  fainting  limbs,  and  I'm  no  more. 

[Falls  on  the  couch. 

Here  and  obferve  your  queen's  commands. 

[^Co   her  atUndanU, 
Beneath  thofe  hills  a  convent  flands. 
Where  the  fam'd  ftreaais  of  Ifis  ftray; 
Thither  the  brcathiefs  corfe  convey. 
And  bid  the  cloifler'd  maids  with  care 
The  due  folemnities  prepare. 

\_Exetiiit  'With  the  body. 
When  vanquifh'd  foes  beneath  us  lie,  > 

How  great  it  is  to  bid  them  die  ? 
But  how  much  greater  to  forgive. 
And  bid  a  vanquifli'd  foe  to  live  ? 

SCENE    vtr. 

Sir  Trufiy.  In  a  fright. 
A  breathlefs  corpfe  '.   what  have  I  leen  ! 
And  follow'd  by  the  jealous  queen  ! 
It  muft  be  flie  \  my  fears  are  true  : 
The  bowl  of  pois'nous  juice  1  view. 
How  can  the  fam'd  Sir  Trufly  live 
To  hear  his  mafler  chide  and  grieve  ? 
No  :    though  I  hate  luch  bitter  beer, 
Fair  Rofamond,  I'll  pledge  thee  here.         [Drinks. 
The  king  this  doleful  news  fhall  lead 
In  lines  of  my  inditing  : 
"v   Great  Sir,  [JVritss 

'•  Your  Rofamond  is  dead 
"  As  I  am  at  this  prefent  writing." 
The  bower  turns  round,  my  brain's  abus'd. 
The  labyrinth  grows  mnre  confus'd, 
The  thickets  dance— I  flrctch,  I  yawn. 
Death  has  tripp'd  up  my  heels — I'm  gone. 

[Staggers  and/alls, 

SCENE     VIII, 

^een,  fola. 
The  confliift  of  my  mind  is  o'er. 
And  Rt  famond  fliiU  charm  no  more. 


Hence  ye  fccret  damp«  of  c.lre, 
Fierce  difdain,  and  cold  d^Ipair, 
Hence  ye  fv;ars  and  doubts  remove  '. 

Hence  grief  and  hate  \ 

Ye  pains  that  wait 
On  jealoufy,  the  rage  of  love. 

My  Henry  fliall  be  mine  alone, 
The  hero  fliall  be  all  my  own ; 
Nohlc-r  joys  poffefs  my  heart 

Than  crowns  and  fceptres  can  impart. 


ACT    in. 


SCENE    T. 


Scene  a  Grotto  ;  Henry  nJ!ee/>.  A  cloud  defcends  :  in 
it  tiuo  Angels,  fuppofal  to  be  the  gjardian  fpirils  of 
the  Britijh  kivgs  in  -Mar  and  in  peace. 

I  Angel. 
Behold  th' unhappy  monarch  there. 
That  claims  our  tutelary  care  ! 

a  Amrel. 
In  fields  of  death  around  his  head 
A  fliield  of  adamant  I  fpread. 

I  Angel. 
In  hours  of  peace,  unfeen,  unknown, 
I  hover  o'er  the  Britidi  throne. 

1  Angel. 
When  hofts  of  foes  v/ith  foes  engage, 
And  round  th'  anointed  hero  rage. 
The  clea\  •  ig  falchion  I  mifguide, 
And  turn  the  feather'd  fhaft  aiide. 

I  Angel. 
When  dark  fermenting  fadions  fwell, 
And  promp  th'  ambitious  to  rebel, 
A  thoufaud  terrors  I  impart, 
And  damp  the  furi^jus  traitor's  heart. 

Both. 
But  oh  what  influence  can  remove 
The  pangs  of  grief,  and  rage  of  love  I 

a  Angr-l. 

I'll  fire  his  foul  with  mighty  themes, 

'  rill  lo-';e  before  ambition  fly. 
i  Angel. 
I'll  footh  his  cares  in  plealing  dreams, 

Till  grief  in  joyful  raptures  die. 

■2,  Angch 

Whatever  glorious  and  renowir'd 
■    In  Britifli  annals  can  be  found  ; 
Whatever  anions  fliall  adorn 
Britannia's  heroes  y^t  unborn. 
In  dreadful  vifions  fnail  fucceed; 
On  fancy'd  fields  the  Gaul  fhall  bleed, 
Crcffy  fhall  itand  before  his  eyes. 
And  Agincourt  and  Blenheim  rife, 
I  Angel. 
See,  fee,  he  frillies  amldft  his  trance. 
And  (hakes  a  vifionary  lance  ! 
His  br.-.in  is  fill'd  with  loud  alarms  ] 
Shouting  armies,  clafhing  arms, 
R  iij 
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The  fofter  prints  of  love  deface ; 
And  trumpets  found  in  ev'ry  trace. 
£otb. 
Glory  drives ! 

The  field  is  won  ! 
Fame  revives. 
And  love  is  gone. 

To  calm  thy  grief,  and  lull  thy  cares, 

Look  up  and  fee 
"What,  after  long  revolving  years. 

Thy  bower  fhall  be  ! 
When  time  its  beauties  fhall  deface, 
And  only  with  its  ruins  grace 
The  future  profpeifl  of  the  place. 

Behold  the  glorious  pile  afcending  1  * 
Columns  fwelling,  arches  bending. 
Domes  in  awful  pomp  arifing. 
Art  in  curious  ftrokes  furpriCng, 
Foes  in  figur'd  fights  contending, 
I3ehold  the  glorious  pile  afcending  1 
a  Angel. 
He  fee?,  he  ftes  the  great  reward 
For  Anna's  mighty  chief  prepar'd  : 
His  growing  joys  no  meafure  keep, 
Too  vehement  and  fierce  her  fleep. 
1  y^ngel. 
Let  grief  and  love  at  once  engage, 
His  heart  is  proof  to  all  their  pain  ; 

Love  may  plead 

3  Angel. 

And  grief  may  rage ; 

Both. 
But  both  fliall  plead  ami  rage  in  vam. 

[The  Angels  afcend.  and  the  •uifion  d'lfappears. 
Henry ,J}artitig  from  the  couch. 
"Where  have  my  r&vifh'd  fenfes  been  1 
What  joys,  what  wonders,  have  I  feen  I 
The  fcene  yet  flands  before  my  eye, 
A  thoufand  glorious  deeds  that  lie 
In  deep  fufurity  obfcure. 
Fights  and  triumphs  immature. 
Heroes  immers'd  in  time's  dark  womb, 
Ripening  for  mighty  years  to  come. 
Break  forth,  and,  to  the  day  difplay'd, 
My  foft  inglorious  hours  upbraid. 
Tranfported  with  fo  bright  afcheme, 
My  waking  life  appears  a  dream. 
Adieu  ye  wanton  (hades  and  bow'rs. 
Wreath  of  myrtle,  beds  of  flow'rs. 
Rnfy  brakes. 
Silver  lakes, 
To  love  and  you 
A  long  adieu  ! 
O  Rofamond  !  O  rifing  woe  ! 
Why  do  my  weeping  eyes  o'erflow  .* 
O  Rofamond  !   O  fair  diflrefs'd. 
How  fhall  my  heart,  with  grief  opprcfi'd. 
Its  unrelenting  purpofe  tell ; 
And  take  the  long,  the  lad  farewell  1 
Rile,  glory,  rife  in  all  thy  charms, 
Thy  waving  crcft,  and  burnilh'd  arms; 

*  Scene  changes  to  the  plan  of  Blenheim  caflle. 


Spread  thy  gilded  banners  rountl, 
Make  thy  thundering  courfer  bound. 
Bid  the  driim  and  trumpet  join. 
Warm  my  foul  with  rage  divine  ; 
All  thy  pomps  around  thee  call : 
To  conquer  love  will  alk  them  all. 


SCENE    II. 


[Efiit. 


The  fcene  changes  to  that  part  of  t'le  Boiver  ■zvhere  Sir 
Trufty  lies  upon  the  ground  -with  the  hoivl  and  dag- 
ger on  the  table. 

Enter  ^een. 
Every  ftar  and  every  pow'r, 
Look  down  on  this  important  hour ; 
I>end  your  protedlion  and  defence. 
Every  guard  of  innocence  ! 
Help  me  my  Henry  to  affuage. 
To  gain  his  love,  or  bear  his  rage. 
Myfterious  love,  uncertain  treafure. 
Haft  thou  more  of  pain  or  pleafure  ? 
Chill'd  with  tears, 
Kiird  with  fears, 
Endlefs  torments  dwell  about  thee  : 
Yet  who  would  live,  and  live  without  thee  ? 
But  oh  the  fight  my  foul  alarms : 

My  lord  appears,  I'm  all  on  fire  I 

Why  am  I  banifli'd  from  his  arms  ? 

My  heart's  too  full,  I  muft  retire. 

Retire}  to  the  end  of  the  f  age. 


SCENE    III. 

King  and  ^ueen. 

King. 
Some  dreadful  birth  of  fate  is  near, 
Or  why,  my  foul,  unus'd  to  fear. 
With  fecret  horror  doft  thou  ftiake  ? 
Can  dreams  fuch  dire  imprefiions  make? 
What  means  thus  folemn  filent  Ihow  ? 
This  pomp  of  death,  this  fcene  of  woe! 
Support  me,  hcav'n  !  what's  this  I  read  ? 
O  horror  !  Rofamond  is  dead. 
What  fliall  I  fay,  or  whither  turn  ? 
With  grief,  and  rage,  and  love,  1  burn  : 
From  thought  to  thought  my  foul  is  toft, 
And  in  the  whirl  of  paflion  lofl. 
Why  did  I  not  in  battle  fall, 
Crufh'd  by  the  thunder  of  the  Gaul  I 
Why  did  the  fpear  my  bofom  mifs  .' 
Ye  pow'r?,  was  I  referv'd  for  this  1 

Diftra<fled  with  woe 

I'll  rufli  on  the  foe 

To  feek  my  relief : 

The  fword  or  the  dart 

Shall  pierce  my  fad  heart. 

And  finifh  my  grief  1 
i^een. 
Fain  wou'd  my  tongue  his  griefs  appeafe, 
And  give  his  tortur'd  bofom  eafe. 


{Afdi, 


ROSAMOND. 


«4s 


ICmg. 
]But  fee  :  the  caijfe  of  all  my  fears, 
The  fource  cf  all  my  grief  appears  1 
No  unexpe<5ted  guefls  is  here ; 

The  fatal  bowl 

Inform'd  my  foul 
Eleonora  was  too  near. 

Why  do  I  here  my  lord  receive  ? 

Is  this  the  welcome  that  you  give  ? 

Thus  Ihou'd  divided  lovers  meet  ? 

Both. 
And  is  It  thus,  ah  !  thu«!  we  greet '. 

What  in  thefe  guilty  fhades  could  you^ 
Inglorious  conqueror,  purfue  ? 

Cruel  woman,  what  cou'd  you  ? 

Degenerate  thoughts  have  fir'd  your  breaft. 

King. 

The  thirft  of  blood  has  yours  poffefs'd. 

A  heart  fo  unrepenting, 

King.  - 
A  rage  fo  unrelenting, 

Botb. 

Will  for  ever 

Love  diffever, 

Will  for  ever  break  our  reft. 

King. 

Floods  of  furrow  will  I  flied 

To  mourn  the  lovely  Ihade  ! 
My  Rofamond,  alas,  is  dead. 

And  where,  O  where  convey'd  ! 
So  bright  a  bloom,  fo  foft  an  air. 

Did  ever  nymph  difclofe ! 
The  lily  was  not  half  fo  fair. 
Nor  half  fo  fvveet  the  rofe, 
^ueen. 
How  is  his  heart  with  aoguifli  torn  ! 
My  lord,  I  cannot  fee  you  mourn  ; 
The  living  you  lament :  while  I, 
To  be  lamented  fo  cou'd  die. 

King. 

The  livmg !  fpealc,  oh  fpcak  again  ! 
Why  will  you  dally  with  my  pain  ? 

Were  your  lov'd  Rofamond  alive, 
Wou'd  not  my  former  wrongs  revive  ? 

King. 

Oh  no ;  by  vifions  from  above 
Prepar'd  for  grief,  and  freed  from  love, 
I  came  to  take  my  lall  adieu. 

How  am  I  blefs'd  if  this  be  true  I— — 

King. 
And  leave  the  unhappy  nymph  for  you. 
But  O ! 

Forbear,  my  lord,  to  grieve. 

And  know  your  Rofamond  do^  livSk 
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If  'tis  joy  to  wound  a  lover. 

How  iiuich  more  to  give  him  cafe? 
When  his  paflion  we  difcovcr. 

Oh  how  pleafing  'tis  to  pleafe  '. 
The  blifs  returns,  and  we  receive 
Tranfports  greater  than  ve  giv;. 
King. 
O  quickly  relate 
This  riddle  of  fate ! 
IVly  imj'atience  forgive. 
Does  Rofamond  live  ? 
^i/ern. 
The  bowl,  wifh  drowfy  juices  fiU'd, 
From  cold  Egyptian  drugs  diftill'd, 
In  borrow'd death  hasclos'd  her  eyes; 
But  foon  the  waking  nymph  (liall  rile. 
And,  in  a  convent  plac'd,  admire 
The  cloifter'd  walls  and  virgin  choir- 
With  them  in  fongs  and  hymns  divine 
The  beauteous  penitent  (hall  join, 
And  bid  the  guilty  world  adieu. 

King. 
How  am  I  bleft  if  this  be  true ! 

Atoning  far  herfelf  and  you. 
King. 
I  aflc  no  more  !  fecure  the  fair 
In  life  and  blifs;  I  afc  not  where. 
For  ever  from  my  fancy  fled 
May  the  whole  world  believe  her  dead; 
That  no  foul  minifter  of  vice 
Again  my  finking  foul  entice 
Its  broken  paflion  to  renew; 
But  let  me  live  and  die  with  you. 

How  does  my  heart  for  fuch  a  prize 
The  vain  cenforious  world  defpife, 
Tho'  dillant  ages,  yet  unborn. 
For  Rofamond  fliall  falfcly  mourn  ; 
And  with  the  prefent  times  agree, 
To  brand  my  name  with  cruelty  ; 
How  does  my  heart,  for  fuch  a  prize. 
The  vain  cenforious  world  defpife  ! 

But  fee  your  flave,  while  yet  I  fpeak, 
From  his  dull  trance  unfetter'd  break  ! 
As  he  the  potion  fliall  furvive, 
Believe  your  Rofamond  alive. 

King. 

O  happy  day  1   O  pleafing  view  ! 
My  queen  forgives 

— — My  lord  is  true. 
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No  more  I'll  change. 

No  more  I'll  grieve. 

Bot/j. 
But  ever  thus  united  live. 

Sir  Trufty  aivcthlng. 
In  which  world  am  I !  all  I  fee, 
Ev'ry  thicket,  bufh,  and  tree. 
So  like  the  place  from  whence  I  came, 
That  one  would  fvvear  it  were  the  fame. 
My  former  legs  too,  by  their  pace  ! 
And  by  the  whiflcers,  'tis  mv  face  ; 
R  iuj' 
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Thy  f'lf-fame  haliit,  ^arb,  and  mien  : 
They  ne'er  wou'd  bi,ry  nie  in  green. 


SCENE    IV. 

Gridellnt  and  Sir  Trufy. 

Grideline. 
Have  I  then  liv'd  to  fee  this  hour. 
And  took  thee  in  tlie  ve-y  bovv'r  ? 

Sir  '■frufy. 
"Wid'iw  T'ufty    why  fo  fine? 
Why  d'.ft  th  u  thus  in  colours  fhine  ? 
Th'  n  fh'  ult'ft  thy  hufband's  death  be.wail 
In  fable  vedure.  peafe,  and  veil. 

Grideline. 

Forbear  thcfe  fooKfh  freaks,  and  fee 
How  rur  g-09d  king  and  queen  ajree. 
Why  fhou'd  not  we  their  Heps  puijue, 
And  do  as  our  fuperiors  do  ? 
Sir  Trufy. 
Am  I  bewitch'd,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I  know  not  who,  or  where  I  am. 
Or  what  I  hear,  of  what  I  fee; 
JBut  this  I'm  lure,  howe'er  it  be. 
It  fuirs  a  perfon  in  my  ftation 
T'  obftrve  the  nmde.  and  he  in  fafliion. 
Then  let  n^t  Gndeline  the  chafte 
Offended  be  for  what  is  paft. 


And  hence  anew  my  vows  I  plight 
To  be  a  faithful  courteous  knight. 

Grideline 
I'll  too  my  plighted  vows  renew, 
Since  'tis  fii  coiirfly  to  be  true. 
Since  conjugal  paffion 
Is  come  into  fafhion, 
And  marriaire  f  ■  bleft  on  the  throne  19, 
Like  a  Venus  I'll  fhine. 
Be  fund  and  be  fine. 
And  Sir  Trufty  (hall  be  my  Adonis. 

Sir  trufy 
And  Sir  Trufty  ihall  be  thy  Adonis. 


7be  King  and  Queen  advancing. 

King. 
Who  to  forbidden  joys  wou'd  rf>ve, 
Thar  know*  the  fweets  of  virtuous  love? 
Hymen,  thou  fource  of  chafte  delights, 
Cheerful  days,  and  blifsful  nights, 
Th  u  doft  untainted  joys  dii'penfe, 
And  pieafure  join  with  innocence  ; 
1  hy  raptures  laft,  and  are  fincere. 
From  future  gritf  and  prefent  fear. 

Both. 
\yho  to  forbidden  joys  wou'd  rove, 
That  knows  the  fweets  of  virtuous  love  I 
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While  lonely  left,  and  defolate  below. 
Full  grief  T  feel,  and  all  a  Brot  her's  woe '. 
Yet  would    1  linger  on  a  little  fpace. 
Before  I  clofcmy  q:ick-expiring  race. 
Till  I  have  gathcr'd  up,  with  <;rateful  pains. 
Thy  Works,  thy  dear  iinperifliing  remains; 
An  undecaying  Monument  to  ftand, 
Rais'd  to  thy  name  by  thy  own  flci'ful  hand. 

J/iBEZ  Hughes's  VtRSES  on  the  Death  of  Huchesv 
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THE   LIFE   OF  HUGHES. 


JOHN  Hughes  was  born  at  Marlbotough  in  Wiltfhire,  June  49.  1677.  His  father  was  a  citizen  of 
London,  "  of  good  charadter,  figure,  and  credit."  His  mother,  Anne  Burgefs,  was  of  an  ancient 
family  in  Wiltfliire. 

He  was  educated  in  London,  at  the  Academy  of  Mr.  Thomas  Rowe,  a  diffenting  miniftcr,  whert 
Dr.  Watts,  Mr.  Say,  and  other  eminent  perfons  were  his  fellow  ftudents. 

He  made  a  great  proficiency  in  his  academical  ftudies;  but  devoted  his  attention  particularly  tO 
poetry,  painting  and  mufic. 

At  nineteen  (1696)  he  wrote  a  tragedy,  irititled,  Amalafont  ^een  of  the  Goths,  which  is  dill  in 
Ms.  in  the  poffcflion  of  the  family  of  his  nephew,  the  late  amiable  and  ingenious  Mr.  John  Dua^ 
combe,  of  Chrift's  Church,  Canterbury.  It  is  deemed  too  imperfedl  for  publication  j  though  fame 
of  the  fpeeches  and  fcenes  have  evident  marks  of  genius. 

His  conftitution  was  very  delicate,  which  fubjedled  him  to  frequent  indifpofition  ;  but  his  valeta* 
dinary  ftate  of  health  did  not  difqualify  him  for  bufinefs;  nor  did  bufinefs  hinder  him  from  ftudy. 

He  had  a  place  in  the  Office  of  Ordinance,  and  was  fecretary  to  feveral  commiffions  for  pur« 
chafing  lands  neceflary  to  fecure  the  royal  docks  at  Chatham  and  Portfmouth,  yet  found  time  to  ac-< 
quaint  himfelf  with  modern  languages,  and  to  indulge  his  propenfity  to  poetry. 

In  1697,  he  publifhed  The  Triumph  of  Peace,  occafwned  by  The  Peace  of  Ryf-wick,  which  was  rft* 
ceived  with  very  great  approbation. 

Two  years  after,  he  publiflied  The  Court  of  Neptune,  on  King  William's  return  from  Holland,  ad* 
drefled  to  Montague,  the  Maecenas  of  the  time,  which  was  admired  for  the  mufical  flow  of  the 
numbers,  and  the  propriety  and  boldnefs  of  the  metaphors,  and  the  machinery. 

In  X702,  he  publiftied  a  Pindaric  Ode  on  the  King's  death,  called  The  Houfe  of  Nujfau,  which 
contains  the  praifes  of  the  illuftrious  Princes  of  Orange,  and  paraphrafcd  Horace's  Integer  iiitjt 
4tium  divos,,  and  tranflated  lujlum  et  tenacem. 

In  1703,  he  wrote  his  Ode  to  Mufc,  which  was  perfcrmed  at  Stationer's  Hall.  He  afterwards 
compofed  fix  cantatas,  which  were  fet  to  mufic  by  Dr.  Pepufch,  the  firft  mafter  of  that  time.  He 
publifhed  feveral  other  cantatas,  and  alfo  feveral  fongs,  which  fhewed  a  thorough  knowledge  ol^ 
mufic,  and  were  much  admired.  The  intention  of  them  fecms  to  have  been  to  exclude  the  Italian 
Opera,  "  an  exotic  and  irrational  entertainment,  which  has  been  always  combated,  and  always  ha« 
prevailed." 

His  reputation  was  now  fo  far  advanced,  that  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  the  public  began  to  pay  reve- 
rence to  his  name."  In  confequence  of  his  literary  fame,  he  was  folicited  to  prefix  a  preface  to  the 
tranilation  of  Boccalinis  Ad-vices  from  Parnajfns,  and  Tonfon  applied  to  him  to  engage  in  a  tranflatioa 
of  Lucan,  by  feveral  hands.  He  undertook  the  tenth  book,  and  finifticd  the  verfion.  His  aflbciate* 
failing  in  their  pronjifes,  the  defign  was  dropt,  and  the  whole  work  was  afterwards  performed  by 
Rowe.  He  did  not  confine  himfelf  to  poetry,  but  cultivat'.'d  other  kir.ds  of  writing  witli  grca? 
fucccfs.  j^ 
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In  1708,  he  tranflated  Toniere  !es  Dialogues  of  the  Dead,  to  which  hc  added  two  compofed  by  him- 
felf,  and  dedicated  his  work  to  the  Eirl  of  Wharton.  When  Wharton  went  Lord  Lieutenant  to 
Ireland,  he  offered  to  take  Hughes  with  him,  and  eftablifli  him  ;  but  having  hupes  of  fome  provifion 
more  fuitable  to  his  inclination,  he  declined  Wharcn's  'Her. 

In  1709,  he  pubh'ftied  a  trar.Cation  of  Moliere's  Mifanthro^e,  which  has  been  Cncc  reprinted 
with  Ozell's  tranfli-tion  of  the  other  plays  of  that  celebrated  comic  writer. 

About  the  fame  time  he  publifhed  a  tranflation  of  the  Letters  of  Ahelard  and  Heloife,  upon  which 
Pope  formed  his  admirable    '   Ep  ftle  of  Eloifa  to  Abelard." 

Being  by  principle  a  M'hig,  and  very  much  attached  to  liberty,  he  became  intimately  ccr.nedled 
with  Steele,  Addifon,  and  ether  men  of  genius  of  the  Whig  party  ;  and  occafionally  contributed  t» 
the  Tatler,  and  Guardian  ,-  but  much  more  liberally  to  the  SpeSlator. 

His  papers  in  the  'Tatler  are  No's.  64,  73,  113.  His  papers  in  the  SfeSiator  are  No's.  ^^,  S3t  66, 
91,  104,  141,210  2Z0,  230,  231,  237,252;  311,  375,  525,537,  541,554-  In  a  late  edition  of  the 
Spetftator,  No.  467,  containing  the  charadler  of  Alanlius,  fu;pofed  to  be  intended  for  Lord  Chan- 
cellcr*  Cowper,  is  afcribed  to  Hughes,  who  was  honoured  with,  the  patronage  of  that  able  and 
patriotic  flatefman.     In  the  Guardian,  No.  37  is  the  only  paper  afcribed  to  him. 

In  1712,  he  tranflated  Vertot's  Mevolutions  of  Portugal,  and  produced  an  Ode  io  the  Creator  ef  the 
World,  from  the  fragments  ^  Orpheus,  which  is  mentioned  with  applaufc  in  the  SfeSiator. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  an  Opera,  called  Calypfo  and  Telemacbus,  intended  to  fhew 
that  the  Engli(h  language  might  be  very  happily  adapted  to  mufic. 

A  fubfcription  was  obtained  for  it  as  u.fual,  which  alarmed  the  Italian  performers,  who  had  fuch 
intereft  with  the  Duke  of  Shrewfoury,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  who  had  married  an  Italian,  as  to 
obtain  an  order  to  take  off  the  fobfcriptions,  and  to  open  the  houfe  at  the  loweft  prices,  or  not  at  all. 
This  defpicable  attempt  to  injure  one  individual  to  gratify  others  much  lefs  deferving,  cannot  be 
told  without  indignation.  The  opera  was  performed  ;  though  under  great  difcouragement,  and  an 
obftrudtion  of  the  profits ;  and  was  revived  afterwards  at  Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. 

It  is  faid,  on  good  authority,  that  Cato  was  finifhed  and  adted  in  1713,  by  his  perfuafion.  It 
had  long  wanted  the  laft  a<3:,  which  Addil'on  even  is  faid  to  have  made  him  promife  to  fupply ;  but 
on  going  a  week  after  to  fhew  Addifon  his  firft  attempt,  he  found  near  the  one  half  of  the 
aft  written  by  himfelf.  Cato  was  foon  after  afted,  upon  which  he  fent  Addifon  fome  complimentary 
verfes,  which  were  printed  before  it,  with  other  copies  of  verfes. 

In  1 715,  he  publifhed  the  works  of  Spcnfcr  in  6  vols.  i2mo,  with  his  Life,  a  Difcourfe  on  Alle- 
gorical Poetry,  and  a  Gloffary  ;  a  work  for  which  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves  he  was  well  qualified  as  a 
Judge  of  the  beauties  of  writing ;  but  perhaps  wanted  an  antiquary's  knowledge  of  the  obfolete 
T7ords.  He  did  not  much  revive  the  curiofity  of  the  public ;  for  near  thirty  years  elapfcd  before  his 
edition  was  reprinted. 

In  1716,  he  produced  Apollo  and  Daphne,  a  mafque,  fortned  on  Ovid's  metamorphofis  of  Daphne 
into  a  laurel,  the  fuccefs  of  which  was  very  earneflly  promoted  by  Steele,  a  man  vl'hofe  bnundlefs 
benevolence  merits  a  ihore  ample  encomium  than  this  brief  meniorial  can  bcftow.  Before  this  time 
he  Ihewed  his  knowledge  of  human  nature  by  a  profe  EJf  y  on  the  Pleafure  of  being  deceived,  to  which 
he  added,  during  the  two  fucceeding  years,  an  Elfay  on  the  Propettics  if  Style,  and  an  Efay  on  the 
JlffeBation  of  Miitb  and  Raillery ,  which  (lift  over  good  fenfe,  obfcrvation  and  tafle. 

In  1 71 7,  he  publiflied  a  vifion,  entitled  Charon,  or  the  Ferry-Boat,  which  is  one  of  the  moft  lively 
and  humorous  imitations  of  I^iician  in  our  language. 

He  had  hitherto,  notwithflauding  the  profits  of  his  publications,  been  In  narrow  clrcumftances. 
His  employment  in  the  Ordnance  was  cither  not  lucrative,  or  not  permanent ;  but  in  1717,  Lord 
Chancelior  Cowper  appointed  him  Secretary  to  the  Commiifions  of  the  Peace,  In  which  he  after-  . 
wards,  by  a  particular  reqiicft,  defired  his  fuccefior  Lord  Parker  to  cpntlnue  him.  He  had  now  an 
agreeable  competence  ;  but  his  declining  health  did  not  allow  him  long  enjoyment  of  his  good  for- 
tune- 
In  J  719-20,  his  laft  work,  The  Siege  of  Damafcus,  a  Tragedy,  was  ai51cd  at  Drury-Lane.  This 
play  wab  received  with  great  appluufe,  a:id  full  continues  to  be  adled  with  general  approbatioB' 
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The  chara<5lers  are  (inely  varied  and  diftinguiflied,  and  the  fentiments  are  jufl  and  welladaptei^  to  th^ 
charaAers.  The  language  is  elegant,  and  the  verfification  harmonious.  The  wickednpfs  and 
folly  of  ufing  force  to  extend  fyftems  of  religion,  are  very  happl'.y  illuftrafed.  The  mild  benefi- 
cial tendency  of  Chrlftianity  is  placed  in  a  clear  and  ilrlking  light. 

It  has  been  objeded  to  this  tragedy,  that  the  remorfe  of  Phocyas  is  much  greater  than  his  crime, 
and  that  the  abhorrence  oiJEudocia  is  unnatural.  The  objedion  is  juft  ;  but  in  Hughes's  own  copy 
Fhocyas  apoftatifes  fr(.ni  his  religion,  which  fully  accounts  for  the  horrors  of  his  repentance.  The 
players  conceiving  fhat  he  could  not  be  a  hero  if  he  chanfjed  his  religion,  required  that  his  gmlt 
fliould  terminate  in  his  defertion  to  the  enemy;  and  Hughes,  unwilling  that  his  relations  fliou'd  lofe 
the  benefit  of  the  play,  complied  with  the  alteration.  The  fcenes  as  they  were  originally  wrirfen, 
are  printed  in  the  third  volume  of  "  Letters  of  feveral  eminent  pcrfons  deceafcd,"   8vo,   J  7 "3. 

There  is  a  beautiful  groupe  of  vcrfcs  at  the  end  of  the  fourth  ad,  which  were  greatly  relifhed  by 
Quin. 

Think  that  ye  all  to  certain  tiiumph  move  ; 

Who  falls  in  fight,  yet  meets  the  prize  above  ; 

There  in  the  gardens  of  eternal  fpring, 

While  birds  of  paradife  around  you  fing, 

Each,  with  his  blooming  beauty  by  his  fide,  .• .,  {j 

Shall  drink  rich  wines,  that  in  full  rivers  glide. 

Breathe  fragrant  gales  o'er  fields  of  fpice  that  blow, 

And  gather  fruits  immortal  as  they  grow  ; 

In  bliis  ecftatic  your  whole  hours  employ, 

And  every  fenfe  be  loil  in  every  joy. 

Hughes  did  not  furvive  the  firfl  appearance  of  his  tragedy.  Weak  with  a  lingering  confump* 
tion,  he  was  unable  to  attend  the  rehearfal;  yet  was  fo  vigorous  in  his  faculties,  that  he  wrote  the 
j  dedication  to  his  patron  Lord  Cowper  only  ten  days  before  his  death.  He  lived  to  hear  of  its  fuccefs, 
but  paid  no  regard  to  the  intelligence,  being  then  wholly  employed  in  the  meditations  of  a  Chriftian 
on  the  great  change  he  was  about  to  undergo.  He  died  on  the  firft  night's  performance  of  the 
play,  17th  February  1719-ao,  in  the  43d  year  of  his  age,  and  was  privately  buried  in  the  vault 
under  the  chancel  of  St.  Andrew's  church,  Holburn. 

His  poems  were  colleded  and  printed  foon  after  his  death,  by  Mr.  Jabez  Hughes,  his  younger 
brother,  and  like  him  a  poet  and  a  fcholar.  He  died  Jan.  17.  1731,  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age. 
A  volume  of  his  "  niifcellanies,  in  verfe  and  profe,"  was  publilhed  in  1737. 

A  complete  coUeiSion  of  his  poems  and  plays  was  publiflied  in  4  vols,  izmo,  1735,  with  an  ac- 
count of  his  life,  by  his  brother-in-law,  'W^iliiam  Duacombe,  Efq.,  the  author  and  editor  of  many 
agreeable  and  ufeful  publications.  He  died  Feb.  a6.  1769,  aged  80.  He  left  behind  him  two  ad:s 
of  a  tragedy,  entitled  Sophy  Mirza,  which  was  finifhed  by  Mr.  Duncombe,  and  is  ftill  in  MS.,  in  tha 
pofieffion  of  the  family  of  his  fon,  the  late  Mr.  John  Duncombe,  author  of  "  The  Feminead," 
and  other  ingenious  performances. 

The  charader  of  Hughes  appears  to  have  been  highly  eftimable,  as  a  learned,  upright,  benevolent, 
religious  man.~  The  mention  made  of  him  by  Steele,  a  writer  of  the  firft  rank,  is  fufficient  to  give  us 
the  moft  exalted  idea  cf  his  talents  and  virtues.  "  He  may,"  fays  that  excellent  writer,  in  an  elTay 
devoted  to  his  memory,  in  "  The  Theatre,"  "  be  the  emulation  of  more  perfons  of  different  talents 
than  any  one  I  hz.\p  ever  known.  His  head,  hands,  or  heart  were  always  employed  in  fomething 
worthy  imitation.  His  pencil,  his  bow,  or  his  pen,  each  of  which  he  ufed  in  a  rTiafterly  manner, 
were  always  diredted  to  raife  and  entertain  his  own  mind,  or  that  of  others,  to  a  more  cheerful 
profecution  of  what  is  noble  and  virtuous." 

As  an  effayift,  he  (hares  the  praife  with  Addifon  and  Steele,  of  being  a  benefador  to  mankind. 
His  moral  and  critical  obfervations  are  juft  and  judicious,  and  exprelTed  in  fuitable  language. 

As  a  poet,  he  does  not  rank  in  the  higheft  clafs;  but  he  deferves  more  pr;i!fe  than  he  has  re- 
teivcd.     Moft  cf  his  poems  are  very  pleaii;:g  anJ  eiegaut ;  all  cf  them  arc  friendly  to  virtue.     In 
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cpcras,  fongs,  and  tranflatlons,  he  makes  a  refpedtable  figure ;  and  if  he  fails  in  heroic  odes,  it  is  not 
from  wanting  talents  for  any  kind  of  poetry,  but  from  attempting  the  higher  kinds  of  lyric  compo- 
£tion,  for  which  his  genius  was  not  fitted.  His  Paem  on  the  Peace  of  R\fwick,\s  evidently  a  juvenile 
produAion,  and  abounds  in  mythological  puerilities;  but  there  are  not  wanting  in  it  good  lines, 
particularly  thofe  upon  St.  Paul's  Church,  which  was  finifhed  about  that  time.  The  Court  of  Nep- 
tune is  a  performance  of  fuperior  merit.  The  achievements  of  the  great  William,  the  preferver  of 
his  own  country  and  «f  ours,  are  defcribed  with  animation.  The  verfification  is  harmonious ;  the 
mythological  part  of  the  poem  is  bold  and  claflical,  but  frequently  puerile.  The  houfe  of  Najfan 
contains  an  animated  and  elevated  defcription  of  great  exertions  and  fuccefsful  events.  The  cha- 
lader  of  William  the  Firft  (of  Orange)  is  forcibly  exhibited,  and  his  fate  pathetically  deplored.  The 
merits  of  his  two  celebrated  fons,  Mauiipe  and  Frederick  Henry,  are  defcribed  with  great  juflice  and 
animation.  Confidered  as  a  lyric  ode,  it  is  perhaps  deficient  in  fublimity  of  imagery  and  of  fen- 
timent.  It  abounds  too  much  in  vague  epithets,  which  convey  only  a  general  idea  of  the  objedts  ; 
and  the  heathen  mythology  is  too  frequently  employed  to  dignify  charadlers,  which  do  not  require 
the  affiftance  of  fable  to  be  mod  defervedly  eminent.  The  Ode  to  the  Creator  of  the  World,  is  juftly 
efleemed  one  of  the  nobleft  odes  in  our  language.  It  abounds  in  elevated  thoughts,  magnificent 
imagery,  and  rational  piety.  The  defcriptions  are  difcriminate  and  ftriking;  but  fometimes  dilated  by 
nnneceffary  epithets,  and  fometimes  weakened  by  a  minute  enumeration  of  particulars.  The  Ecjlacy 
is  a  fuccefsful  imitation  of  the  e  rehus  humanis  Excejfus  of  Cafimire,  and  is  perhaps  the  moft  animated 
and  poetical  of  all  his  performances.     The  feventh  ftanza  approaches  to  fublimity. 

His  tranjlafuni  are  accurate,  elegant,  and  harmonious.  His  verfion  of  the  third  Ode  of  ^nacreon 
is  very  full  and  exa<ft  ;  and  his  tranflation  of  Ovid's  Pyramut  aud  Thifbe  does  complete  juftice  to  that 
beautiful  and  pathetic  ftory.  Of  his  Paraphrafes  from  JJorjce,  perhaps  the  beft  paffages  are  thofe 
that  are  the  lead  paraphrallical. 

Swift  and  Pope  give  the  charader  of  his  genius  in  their  epiftolary  correfpondence,  quoted  and 
fandioned  by  Dr.  Johnfon. 

"  A  month  ago,"  fays  Swift  to  Pope, "  was  feat  me  over,  by  a  friend  of  mine,  the  works  of  John 
Hughes,  Efq  ;  they  are  in  profe  and  verfe.  I  never  heard  of  die  man  in  my  life,  yet  I  find  your 
name  as  a  fubfcriber.  He  is  too  grave  a  poet  for  me,  and  I  think  among  the  medioerijls  in  profe 
as  well  as  verfe." 

To  this  Pope  replies,"  To  anfwer  your  queflion  as  to  Hughes ;  what  he  wanted  in  genius  he  made 
t)p  as  an  honeft  man  ;  but  he  was  of  the  clafs  you  think  him."  Knowing  "  the  reverence  that  waa 
paid  to  his  name,"  the  jufl  reproach  infli(5ed  by  Horace  mediocribus  poetis.  Dr.  Johnfon's  choice  of 
fixing  the  charader  of  Hughes  cannot  but  be  confidered  as  inconfiftent  and  injurious. 

it  does  not  clearly  appear  what  Swift  meant  by  faying,  "  He  is  too  grave  a  poet  for  me,"  which, 
taken  by  jtfelf,  might  be  deemed  a  compliment,  and  was  the  truth.  Of  the  charadter  of  "  an  ho- 
ned man,"  Hughes  found  the  value  on  his  (Jeath-bed,  when  literary  fuccefs  was  put  in  the  fcalc 
with  religious  confidence.  In  this  cafe,  however.  Pope  appears  to  have  adted  with  duplicity.  In  a 
letter  to  Hughes,  jud  before  his  death,  he  thus  expreffes  himfelf  :  "  Would  to  God  you  might  live 
as  long  as  I  am  fure  the.  reputation  of  your  tragedy  mud."  Lett»rs  of  Se-verallXec  afed  Eminent  Perfont^ 
Let.  490.  In  one  to  his  brother,  jud  after  his  death,  with  other  eulogiums,  he  fays,  «  I  am  giad  of  an 
occafion  to  give  you,  under  my  hand,  this  tedimony,  both  how  excellent  I  think  this  work  to  be, 
and  how  excellent  I  thought  the  author,"  Ibid.  I.  I97.  And,  which  is  dill  more  remarkable,  this 
Jaft  "  tedimony  of  his  real  regard  (as  he  dyles  it)  for  Mr.  Hughes,"  being  given  after  his  death, 
the  editor  of  his  works  was  allowed  by  Pope  to  publifh,  as  "  a  greater  indance  of  the  fincerity  with 
■which  it  was  given,"  Ibid.  I.  205. 

The  tedimony  of  Pope,  thus  folemnly  given  to  the  world,  may  be  thought  more  deferving  of 
credit  than  the  echo,  as  it  were,  of  his  peevilh  correfpondent,  whom  he  was  afraid  to  contradiA, 
jp  a  letter  which  he  little  thought  would  have  been  preferved  and  printed,  and  which,  with  his  other 
letters  to  him,  he  wanted  to  rccal.  At  every  tribunal,  a  witnefs  who  contradifts  himfelf,  is  dis- 
believed. If  fuch  an  opinion  is  not  allowed  to  eilablifli,  much  Icfs  fhould  it  be  admitted  to  traduce  a 
cl»ra^er. 
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Mr.   JOHN    HUGHES, 

ON  UIS   POEM  INTITOLED, 

*rHE  rRlUMPH  OF  PEACE. 

Inspir'd  by  what  melodious  Hughes  has  fung, 
I'll  tune  a  lyre  that  long  has  lain  unftrung  : 
Awak'd  from  drowfy  floth,  and  foothing  reft, 
Poetic  tranfports  fire  my  ravifli'd  bread  ! 

What  pleafure  muft  retiring  Dryden  find, 
To  fee  that  art  his  fkilful  mufe  refin'd, 
So  much  improv'd  by  thofe  he  leaves  behind 
So  when  a  father  fees  a  careful  fon 
Enlarge  thofc  coiFers,  which  were  firft  his  own, 
With  joy  to  heaven  he  lifts  his  aged  eyes, 
Bleffes  his  profperous  heir,  and  calmly  dies. 

May  all  your  fortune,  like  your  numbers,  fliine. 
And  fmoothly  flow,  without  one  rugged  line  '. 
Till  we  confefs  the  genius  is  the  fame. 
That  guides  your  fortune,  and  poetic  flame. 

So  when  of  old  fome  fportive  amorous  god 
Vouchfaf'd  awhile  to  leave  his  bleft  abode, 
In  whatfoever  form  the  gueft  appear'd. 
His  heavenly  Inftre  (hone,  and  was  rever'd. 

Catherine-Hall,  W.  WoRTS. 

Cambridge,  February,  ib^J. 


TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  Mr.  HUGHES. 

BT  MISS  JUDITH  COWPER  *. 

RoyNB  Hdghes's  humble,   though  diflinguifli'd 

urn. 
The  mufes,  wreath'd  with  baleful  cyprefs,  mourn; 
In  every  face  a  deep  diftrefs  appears. 
Each  eye  o'erflows  with  tributary  tears  : 
Such  was  the  fcene,  when,  by  the  gods  requir'd, 
Majeftic  Homer  from  the  world  retir'd  : 
Such  grief  the  Nine  o'er  Maro's  tomb  beftow'd ; 
And  tears  like  thefe  for  Addifon  late  flow'd. 

♦  DauRhter  of  TudRe  Cowper,  afterwards   married  to 
Pol.  ivjartit  Miidii>,AatUcrof  tUe  Pfogrefs  of  Poetry,  &c. 


Snatch'd  from  the  earth,  above  its  trilling  praife. 
Thee,  Hughes,  to  happier  climes  thy  fate  coo- 

veys ; 
Eas'd  of  its  load,  thy  gentle  fpirit  roves 
Through  realms  refulgent,  and  celeftial  groves; 
The  toils  of  life,  the  pangs  of  death  are  o'er. 
And  care,  and  pain,  and  ficknefs,  are  no  more. 
O  may  the  fpot  that  holds  thy  bleft  remains 
(The  nobleft  fpoil  earth's  fpacious  breaft  contains) 
Its  tribute  pay  ;  may  richeft  flowers  around 
Spring  lightly  forth,  and  mark  the  facred  ground; 
There  may  thy  bays  its  ftiady  honours  fpread. 
And  o'er  thy  urn  eternal  odours  (bed; 
Immortal  as  thy  fame,  and  verfe,  ftiil  grow. 
Till  thofe  ftiall  ceafe  to  live,  and  Thames  to  flow. 

Nature  fubdued  foretold  the  great  decline. 
And  every  heart  was  plung'd  in  grief,  but  thine  ; 
Thy  foul,  ferene,  the  conflict  did  maintain. 
And  trac'd  the  phantom  death  in  years  of  pain; 
Not  years  of  pain  thy  fleady  mind  alarm'd. 
By  judgment  flrengthen'd,  and  with  virtue  armM; 
Still  like  thyfelf,  when  finking  life  ebb'd  low. 
Nor  rafhly  dar'd,  nor  meanly  fear'd  the  blow ; 
Loofe  to  the  world,  of  every  grace  pofleft. 
Greatly  refign'd,thou  fought'fl  the  flranger,  kest; 
Firm  as  his  fate,  fo  thy  own  Phocyas  dy'd. 
While  the  barb'd  arrow  trembled  in  his  fide. 
Drawn  by  thy  pen,  the  theory  we  fee ; 
The  pradtic  part,  too  foon  1  beheld  in  thee. 

Who  now  (hall  ftrike  the  lyre  with  (kill  divine. 
Who  to  harmonious  founds  *  hatmonious  numbers 

join! 
Who  the  rapacious  tide  of  vice  control. 
And,  while  they  charm  the  fenfe,  reform  the  foul ! 
In  whom  the  lovely  fifter  arts  unite. 
With  virtue,  folid  fenfe.  and  boundlefs  wit  ? 
Such  was  the  turn  of  thy  exalted  mind. 
Sparkling  as  poli(h'd  gems,  as  pureft  gold  refin'd. 

Great  Ruler  of  our  pafiions  !  who  with  art 
Subdu'd  the  fierce,  and  warm'd  the  frozen  heart. 
Bid  glory  in  our  breafts  with  temper  beat. 
And  valour,  feparate  from  feveri(h  heat. 
Love,  in  its  true,  its  genuine  luftrerife. 
And,  in  Eudocia,  bid  it  charm  our  eyes. 
Virtue  diftreft,  thy  happy  lines  difclofe. 
With  more  of  triumph  than  a  conqueror  knows  } 

♦  Oocra  of  Calypfo  and  Tclemachus. 
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Toucli'd  by  thy  hand,  our  ftubborn  tempers  bend, 
And  flawi'  g  uar-  the  well-wrought  Icene  attend. 
That  filent  eloquence  tny  power  appr..v*d 
The  caufe  (o  g  eat,  'twas  ptnerous  to  be  movM. 

What  I  leafure  can  the  burftmg  heart  p  .ffefs, 
In  the  laft  parting,  and  fevere  d'Orrfs  ' 
Can  fame,  wealth,  hononr,  titles,  joy  beftow, 
Aiid    mak'-   the   labouring    bread  with   tranlport 

gl.  w  ' 
Tbefe  ffaudy  triflejs  gild  our  niorning  br  ght, 
Bur  O      hiiw  weak  their  influence  on  our  night! 
Then  fame,  v\eal  h,  honur,  titles,  vainly  bloom, 
Kor  dat  one  Veam  .f  comfort  on  the  gloom  ; 
Bi:t  i!"  the  ttrutigling  foul  a  j  y  receives, 
•Ti-  in  he  juft  ap,  laule  that  co:il(  i  u>  virtue  gives : 
This  biamelef?  pride  the  dying  Hut;HEs  poffefl, 
,  S<)fr<  .I'f.  «is  pan,  fnt  lis:htly  on  his  brcatl, 
'  And  foofh'd  his  un-  Sending  loul  to  reft 
Free  from  the  big  t'    fears,  o-  ftoic's  i;ride. 
Cairn  aS'ur  Ch  i"ian  here;  hv'd,  he  dy'd. 
A  on  the  utmoll  verge  of  life  he  flood. 
Ready  to  plunae   afd  f  'rz<  th'  imm.rtal  good, 
Colle  Hing  all  his  rays  dffu^'d.  in  one, 
Hist     .i>  great  work  with  heigh-e-  "d  luftre  flicne 
Th.r-   bisjutt  f<^  timents,  tran  ffrr'd,  we  view'd  I 
5B  t.  while  our  ey's  the  flii   in^   pah  p  rfu'd, 
A   d  Mccp  afctnt  his  fleady  judgment  gain'd, 
Tie  fhiuing  path,  alas     a\-  ne  remain'd. — 

So  when  the  lun  to  wo  Ids  unknown  retires, 
How  ft  ■  i!g.  how  holdly  (hoot  his  parting  fires  I 
Larger  his  ft-ting  orb  our  eyes  conlels, 
Xager  we  gaze,  and  the  full  gioiy  bids ; 
A-  o'er  the  heavens,  lublime   his  courfe  extends, 
With  equal  ftatc,  the  r.idiant  globe  dcfcends, 
Si-.ksin  a  cioud  of  ^oid,  and  azure  bright. 
And  leaves  behind  gay  tracks  of  beamy  ii^ht. 

i:ao. 


Ir  for  ourfelves  the  tear.s  profufely  flow, 
1o(i  jultly  we  indulge  the  tender  w  e, 
Since  thou  in  virtue's  robes  watt  richly  dreft, 
And  ot  fine  art'  abundantly  po£fcft  ; 
But  if  we  rather  fliould  tongratulate 
A  fr.cnd's  enlarien.ent  ,ind  exalted  ftate; 
Refigii'd  to  Providence,  what  can  we  lefs 
Tl  a,    cheerful  hail  thy  long'd  f.r  ha  piiiefs, 
Who  now,  relea  'd  from  eveiy  piercing  pain, 
Doll  i'    the  realms  of  light  triumphant  reign  '. 

February t  1719-iO.  W.  Duncombe. 


O  gentle  ftiade     accept  thishutnble  verfe, 
Amidft  the  meanlr  honouts  of  thy  hcarfe. 

How  does  thy  Phocya-  warm  Britannia's  youthi 
In  arms  to  glory,  and  in  love  to  truth  '. 
Oh  !  if  the  mu'e  of  future  aught  prelage, 
I'hefe  feeds  ftiall  ripen  in  the  coming  age  ; 
Then  youths,  renown'd  for  many  a  field  well* 

fought, 
^lali  own  the  glorious leffons  thou  haft  taught; 
Honour's  ftrid  laws  fhall  reign  in  every  mind. 
And  every  Phocyas  his  Eudocia  find. 

0  :   yet  be  this  thelowtft  of  thy  fame, 
To  form  the  hero,  and  inftrudl  the  dame; 

1  fee  the  Chriftian,  friend,  relation,  f  n. 

Burn  f  r  the  gh  rious  courfe  that  thou  haft  run. 

If  aught  we  owe  thy  pencil,  or  thy  lyre, 
Uf  manly  ftrokes,  or  -  f  fupenor  fire, 
How  muft  thy  mufe  be  ever  own'd  divine, 
And  in  the  facrcd  lift  unrivil'd  ftjine  ! 
Nor  joyous heaiih  was  thine,  nor  downy  cafe; 
To  thee  forbidden  was  the  f  <ft  reccfs; 
Worn  with  difeafe,  and  lever-cealing  paip. 
How  firmly  did  thy  f-.u)  her  feat  maintain  t 
harly  thy  lide  fhe  mortal  fhaft  recew'd, 
All,  but  the  wounded  heio  faw  and  griev'd. 
No  lenfe  '  f  fmart,  no  angnifti,  could  control. 
Or  turn  the  generous  purpofe  ot  his  foul. 
Witnefs,  ye  nf>Mer  arts,  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  charm  the  fer  fes,  and  improve  the  mind. 
How  th  ough  your  mazes,  with  incefl"dnt  toil, 
He  urg'd  his  way,  ro  reap  th'  immortal  fpoil ! 
^o  fabled  Orpheus  tun'd  his  potent  fong. 
Death's  circling  ftiade"!,  and  Stygian  glooms  among. 

Of  thy  great  labours  this,  ihe  lall  \  and  chief, 
Ak  onc-e  dem.  nd^  our  wonder,  and  our  grief; 
rhy  loul  in  clouded  majcfty  till  now 
It'-finifti'd  beauties  did  but  partly  {how; 
Wondering  we  faw  difclos'd  the  aa^pie  ftorc, 
Gr  ev'd  in  that  iiiftanc,  to  expetl  no  more.  ' 

So  in  the  evening  of  f;THe  doubtful  day. 
And  clouds  divided  with  a  mingled  ray, 
Haply  the  g"ldeti  lun  unveils  his  light. 
And  his  whole  glories  fpreads  at  once  to  fight; 
1  h'  tnlivcn'd  world  look  up  with  giadlome  cheer, 
Bids  the  gay  Icene,  nor  hetd  the  night  fo  near; 
S'.jdd -n,  the  lucent  orb  drop^  fwiftly  diAvn. 
"1  hrough  weftern  Ikies,  to  Ihine  in   worlds  un- 
known. 

March  i8   I7ZO.  Wm.  Cowper. 


MEMORY  OF  MR.  HUGHES. ' 

0  LOST  too  early  !  a'  d  too  lately  kn  iwn  ! 
My  love's'intendid  ma  ks  receive  in  one; 
"U  he  e,  new  to  ei.f  ,  and  rciei  t  from  'by  pains,        ( 
With  ampler  joy  thou  trcad'ft  the  hiifsful  plains:     ' 
If  there,    egarelf  .:  of  the  ways    if  men, 

1  tou  fceft  with  pity  what  tbi  u  once  haft  been, 

t  Sflge  of  pairzfco?. 


From  thy  long  languiftiing,  and  painful  ftrife, 

Of  breath  ano  labour  drawn,  and  wafting  life, 

Accompliih'd  fpirit  ,  thou  at  length  art  free, 

B  rn  into  bllfs  and  immortality  ! 

Tiiy  ftiuggles  are  no  more  ;  the  palm  is  won ; 

Thy  brows  cjicircled'with  the  victor's  crown; 

While  l(.ne;y  left,  anil  deioate  below, 

hull  grief  I  feel,  and  ail  a  Brother's  woe  '. 

Yet  woida  I  liiger  on  a  little  Ipatc, 

Before  I  dofe  my  quick  expiring  racr, 

1  ill  I  have  g.ithtr'd  up,  with  .  raefu!  p  tins, 

1  hy  Works,  th    dear  unperiftiing  rcniainj; 

f  The  le'je  of  Damafous. 


An  undecaying  Monument  to  ftand, 
Rais*d  to  thy  name  by  thy  own  Ikiilul  hand. 
Then  let  me  wing  from  earth  my  willing  way, 
To  meet  thy  foul  in  blaze  of  living  day, 
Rapt  to  the  flcies,  like  thee,  with  joyful  flight, 
An  inmate  of  the  heaven*,  adopted  into  light  ! 
^Otb  Mcr.b,lTio.  Jabez  Hughes. 

(5^.  17  th  Jan.  1 J  21 
Jinno  JEt.  46. 


ImMorTai  bard  1  though  from  the  world  retir'd, 
Still  known  to  fame,  ftill  honour'd,  and  admir'd  ! 
While  fiil'd  with  joy,  in  happier  realms  you  ftray, 
And  dwell  in  manfions  of  eternal  day ; 
While  you,  confpicuous  through  the  lieavenly  choir, 
With  fwelliiig  rapture  tune  the  chofen  lyre  ; 
Where  echoing  angels  the  glad  notes  prolong, 
Or  with  attentive  fiience  crown  your  fong  ; 
Forgive  the  mufe  that  in  unegual  lays 
Offers  this  humble  tribute  of  her  praife. 

Loft  in  thy  works,  how  oft  I  pafs  the  day, 
While  the  fwift  hours  fteal  unperceiv'd  away; 
There,  in  fweet  union,  wit  and  virtue  charm. 
And  nobleft  fentiments  the  bofom  warm ; 
The  brave,  the  wile, the  virtuous,  and  the  fair, 
May  view  themfelves  in  fadslefs  colours  there. 

Through  every  polifh'd  piece  correiliiefs  flows, 
Yet  each  bright  page  with  fprightly  fancy  glows; 
Oh  !  happy  elegance,  where  thus  arc  joiu'd 
A  folid 'judgment,  and  a  wit  refia'd  ! 

Here  injur'd  Phocyas  and  Eudocia  claim 
A  lafting  pity,  and  a  iafling  fame  ; 
Thy  heroine's  fofter  virtues  chaim  the  fight, 
And  fill  oar  fouls  with  ravifhing  delight. 
Exalted  love  and  dauntlefs  courage  meet. 
To  make  thy  heroes  charaiSlej  complete. 
l"his  finilh'd  piece  the  nobleft  pers  commend, 
And  ev'n  the  critics  are  the  puet's  friend. 

Led  on  by  thee,  thofe  f  flowery  paths  1  view. 
For  ever  lovely,  and  for  ever  new, 
Where  all  the  graces  with  ^oint  force  engage 
To  ftem  th'  impetuous  follies  of  the  age  : 
Virtue,  there  deck'd  in  ever-blooming  charms, 
With  fuch  rcfiftlefs  rays  of  beauty  warms, 
That  vice,  abafii'd,  confounded,  (kulks  away, 
As  night  retires  at  dawn  of  rofy  day. 

Struck  with  his  guilt,  the  hardy  Atbeift  dreads 
Approaching  fate,  and  trembles  as  he  reads  : 
Vanquilh'd  by  reafon,  yet  aftiam'd  to  fly, 
'.ie  dares  not  own  a  God,  nor  yet  deny  : 
Convinc'd,  though  late,  forgivenefs  he  implores; 
Shrinks  from  the  jaws  of  hell,  and  heaven  adores. 

Hither  the  wild,  the  frolic,  and  the  gay. 
As  thoughtlefs  through  their  wanton  rounds  they 

ftray, 
Compell'a  by  fame,  repair  with  curious  eye. 
And  their  own  various  forms  with  v»onder  fpy. 
The  cenfor  fo  polite,  fo  kindly  true. 
They  fee  their  faults,  and  fitken  at  the  view. 
Hence  trifling  Damon  ceal'es  to  be  vain  ; 
And  Cloe  fcorns  to  give  her  lover  pain  : 

f  Alluding  fo  the  Sjiciflators  vvrUten  by  Mr  Hughes. 
Vol.  Vll. 
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Strephon  is  true,  who  ne'er  was  true  before; 
4*Vnd  Cslia  bid>  him  love,  but  not  adore. 

Though  Addison  andSxEELE  the  honour  ctaim. 
Here  t?  ftand  foremoft  on  the  lift  of  fame; 
Yet  ftiii  the  traces  of  thy  hand  we  Jce, 
Some  of  the  brighteft  thoughts  are  due  to  thee.  ■ 
While  then  for  thofe  illuftrious  bards  we  mourn. 
The  mufe  fliall  viiU  thy  diftinguilh'd  urja ; 
With  copious  tears  bedew  the  facred  ground, 
And  plant  the  never-fading  bay  around. 

Here  through  the  gloom,  afpiring  bards,  ex- 
plore 
Thefe  awful  relics,  and  be  vain  no  more  : 
Learning  and  wit,  and  fame  itftlf  muft  die  ; 
Virtue  alone  can  towering  reach  the  fky. 
This   crown'd  his   life.    Admire   not,  heaven  ia 


He  to  the  glorious  prize  with  tranfport  flew. 
A  fate  fo  blcft  fhould  check  our  ftreaming  woe. 
He  reigns  above,  his  works  furvive  below. 

J.   BUNCE, 
Ifate  of  Trni  y  HJI, 


IN    MEMORIAM  VIRI  CLARISSIMI 

JOHANNIS  HUGHES. 

OccTDiT  heu  nimium  fato  fubbtus^acerbo, 
Occidic  Aonidum  decus  ille  dolorque  fororum  I 
Quae  te,  magnc,  tuis  raj.uit  lors  afpera,  vates  ? 
Q*io   fugis,  ah:   noftras    nunquam    rediturus  ia 

oras  1 
En  I  tibi  ferali  crinem  cinxere  cupreffo, 
Et  circum  cineres  Parnaflia  nuinina  lugent. 
Ipfa  tuam  flet  adhuc,  flebitque  Britannia  mortem  : 
Te  patria  expolcit,  fcecundac^ue  criminis  sctas. 
Non  tua  te  pietas,  non  canditia  vita,  nee  artes 
Ingenuse,  duro  juvencm  eripuere  lepulchro  1 

Sed  tibi  mors  longos  iiequicc|_uam  inviderit  an- 

nos, 
Dum  maneant  «larx  monumenta  percnnia  famse, 
Uircaeuique  volet  fiiperas  funs  ales  in  auras. 
•  Sperms  trita  fonans  pledtrum,  tenuil<iue  camoC'? 

nas 
Hand  petis  auxilium  :  tcrris  tc  plena  relitSis 
Mens  rapit  impayidum,  ccelique  per  ardua  dncit. 
Jam  procul  ex  oculis  gentes  &  regna  receduiit; 
Jam  tellus  perit,  &  punftum  vix  ccrnitur  orbis. 
At  vos,  immenfi  placidillima  lumina  mundi, 
Sol,  Luna,  jeterno  meiitas  O  '.  pangite  laudes 
.•A.U(3.ori  Di'minoque  ;  fuis  concufla  tremifcat 
Sedibus,  &  magnum  agnofcat  Natura  Parentem, 
Dum  vates  arcana,  parum  fcntentia  vulgi 
Ut  ftet  foUicitus,  fublimi  carmine  pandit ! 
Qualis  verborum  pompa  1  ut  ruit  ore  profunda 
Fervidus,  ingenii  caleat  cum  Spiritus  ingens  ! 
Nee  minor  incedis,  tragico  indignufve  cothur- 
no. 
Dum  tnus  Arabicos  Phocyas  ruit  acer  in  hofles, 

*  Haec,  et  proxima  alludunt  ad  fubloia  ilia  autliorU 
noflri  lociuata,  quibui  iiculi,  *'  iljmnui  ad  Cr-..it9rcai 
"  Mumi4,  et  EcUalis." 


^yj^  R  £  C  0  M  M  E  N.D  A 

Quis  non  aequales  loto  fub  pedore  flammas 
CoDcipit,  &  finiili  laudis  fervelcit  aniore  1 
O  qualis  lingux  divina  potentia  !  quali 
Arte  trahis  faciles  animos ;  feu  pedora  fleili 
Dura  jubes,  &  pulchrx  acuis  virtutis  honore  ; 
Sive  intus  placidos  Eudocia  concitet  ignes ; 
jfih  nimium,  niniium  iofelix  Eudocia  !  queni  non 
Sors  tua  feva  mo  vet  ?  madidi  veiftigal  ocelli 
Qnis  negct  ?  infauflos  quis  non  deploret  amores  ? 
O  femper  damnata  pati  fata  afpera  virtus  1 
At  tibi  quis  fenfus,  qux  mens,  Eudocia,  cum  jam 
litrahit  infixam  Phocyas  tua  flamma  fagittam, 
Securus  fati,  vitamque  ex  vulnere  fundit  ? 
•Quis  fatis  ingenium  comis  mireiur  Abudx  ? 
Quam  piger  ad  poeuas,  miferumque  benignus  in 

hoftem ! 
Exemplar  vel  Chriftianis  imitabile,  mores 
Digni  etiam  meliore  fide  '.  O  quam,  nube  remota 
Erroris,  tanti  eniteant  pietatis  honores  1 

Sed  quid  ego  plura  hlc  laudare   nitentia  per* 
gam  ? 
■Tota  nitet,  pulchro  tota  ordine  fabrica  furgit, 
it  delcdamur  paflim,  paflimque  monemur. 

L.  Buncombe. 
£  Coll.  Mert. 
Oxon, 

Amabilis  Juvenis,  hujus  Carminis  Author, 
Ob'ilt  a6.  Dt.em.  1730;  Anno  JEtatis  I9. 

I'  ^-No»  atra  caput  trifti  circumvolat  umfra." 

■  '     ViRG. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  MR.  HUGHES. 
S  . 

pokiti  By  Mr.  Mil-ward^  on  the  revival  of  tie  Step 
of  DamafcuSf  at  the  l^hcatre-Royal  in  DrutyLane, 
%Zd  March,  1734-5. 

Here  force  and  fancy,  with  united  charms, 
Mingle  the  fweets  of  love  with  war's  alarms. 
Our  author  (hows,  in  caftern  pomp  array'd, 
The  conquering  hero,  and  the  conftant  maid. 
None  better  knew  fuch  noble  heights  to  foar, 
Though  Phaedra,  and  though  Cato,  charm'd  be- 
fore. 
While  in  the  luftre  of  his  glowing  lines, 
Th'  Arabian  paradife  fo  gaily  fhines, 
With  winy  rivers,  racy  fruits,  fupply'd, 
And  beauties  fparkling  in  immortal  pride, 
Gallants,  you'll  own  that  a  refiftlefs  fire 
Did  juftly  their  enamour'd  breafts  infpire. 

At  firft  a  numerous  audience  crown'd  this  play, 
And  kind  applaufes  mark'd  its  happy  way,  [view. 
While  he,  like  his  own  Phocyas,  fnatch'd  from 
To  fairer  realms  with  ripqn'd  glory  flew. 
Humane,  though  witty  ;  humble,  though  admir'd; 
Wept  by  the  great,  the  virtuous  fage  expir'd  I 

btill  may  the  bard,  beneath  kind  planers  born. 
Whom  every  grace  and  every  mufe  adorn, 
Whofe  fpreading  fame  hasreach'd  to  foreign  landsj 
Receive  fome  tribute  too  from  Britifh  hands. 


POEMS. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  PEACE. 

OCCASIONED  BV  THE  PEACE  OF  RESWICK,   1697. 

Hear,  Britain,  hear  a  rough  unpraiSlis'd  tongue  I 
Though   rough  my  voice,  the   luufe  ini'inres   the 

fong. 
The  heaven-born  mufe;  ev'n  now  fhe  fprings  her 

flight, 
And  bears  my   raptur'd  foul   through   untrac'd 

realms  of  light. 
We  mount  aloft,  and,  in  our  airy  way, 
Retiring  kingdoms  far  beneath  furvey. 
Amid  the  reft  a  fpacious  tradt  appears, 
t.'bfture  in  view,  and  on  its  vifage  wears 
Black  hovering  mifts, which, thickening  by  degraes, 
hxtend  a  low'ring  ftorm  o'er  earth  and  feas. 
But,  lo  1   an  eaftern  light,  arifing  high, 
Drives  the  tempeftuous  wreck  along  the  llf  y  '• 
Then  thus  the  mufe — Look  down,  my  fon  \  and  fee 
The  bright  proceffion  of  a  deity  ! 
She  fpoke ;  the  ftorm  difpers'd  ;  vanifii'd  the  nighf ; 
And  well-known  Europe  {lands  difdos'd  to  nght. 

Of  various  flates,  the  various  bounds  appeav; 
There  wide  Hifpania,  fruitful  Gallia  here  ; 
Belgia's  moift  foil,  confpicuous  from  afar, 
And  Fiandria,  long  the  field  of  a  deflrudive  war, 
Germania  too,  with  clufter'd  vines  o'erfprcad  ;    ~\ 
And  lovely  Albion  from  her  watry  bed,  ( 

Beauteous  above  the  refl,  rears  her  aulpiciousT 
head.  J 

Beneath  her  chalky  cliffs, fea-nymphs  refort, 
And  awful  Neptune  keeps  his  reedy  court ; 
His  darling  Thames,  rich  prefents  in  his  hand 
Of  bounteous  Ceres,  traverfes  the  land  ; 
And  feems  a  mighty  fnake,  whofe  (hining  pride 
Does  through  the  meads  in  finuous  volumes  glide. 

Ah,  charming  ifle  1  faireft  of  all  the  main  i 
Too  long  thou  doft  my  willing  eye  detain. 
For  fee  a  hero  on  the  adverfe  flrand  1 
And,  lo  '.  a  blooming  virgin  in  his  hand ! 
All  hail,  celeflial  pair  1 — a  goddefs  flie. 
Of  heavenly  birth  confefl,  a  more  than  mortal,  he! 
Vidtorious  laurels  on  his  brows  he  wears; 
Th'  attending  fair  a  branching  olive  bears; 


Slender  her  fhape,  in  filver  bands  confin'd  ;         'X 1 
Her  fnowy  garments  loofely  flow  behind,  /  ! 

Rich  with  embroider'd  flars,  and  ruffle  in  the  1*1 
wind.  1 , 

But  once  fuch  differing  beauty  met  before, 
When  warrior  Mars  did  love's  bright  queen  adore  ; 
Ev'n  love's  bright  queen  might  feem  lefs  winning 

fair, 
And  Mars  fubmit  to  his  heroic  air. 
Not  Jove  himfelf,  imperial  Jove  can  fliow 
A  nooier  mien,  or  more  undaunted  brow,  [plains. 
When  his  ftrong  arm,  through  heav'n's  ethereal 
Compels  the  kindled  bolt,  and  awful  rule  main- 
tains. 
And  now  embark'd  they  feek  the  Britifh  ifles. 
Pleas'd  with  the  charge,  propitious  ocean  fmiles. 
Before,  old  Neptune  fmooths  the  liquid  way; 
Oblequious  Tritons  on  the furface  play; 
And  Jportful  dolphins,  with  a  nimble  glance, 
I'o  the  bright  fun  their  glittering  fcales  advance. 
In  oozy  beds  profound,  the  billows  flcep, 
No  clamorous  winds  awake  the  filent  deep  ; 
Rebuk'd,  they  whifper  in  a  gentle  breeze. 
And  all  around  is  univerfal  peace.  [clarcf 

Proceed,  my  mufe !  The  following  pomp  de- 
Say  who,  and  what,  the  bright  attendants  were ! 
Firll  Cere?,  in  her  chariot  feated  high, 
By  harnefs'd  dragons  drawn  along  the  flcy ; 
A  cornucopia  fill'd  her  weaker  hand, 
Charg'd  with  the  various  offspring  of  the  land, 
Fruit,  flowers,  and  corn  ;  her  right  a  fickle  bore; 
A  yellow  wreath  of  twilled  wheat  fhe  wore. 
Next  father  Bacchus  with  his  tigers  grac'd 
The  fliow,  and,  fqucezing  clufters  as  he  pafs'd, 
Quaff 'd  flowing  goblets  of  rich-flavour'd  wine. 
In  order,  laft  fucceed  the  tuneful  nine  ; 
Apollo  too  was  there ;  behind  him  hung 
»Iis  ufelefs  quiver,  and  his  bow  unftrung; 
He  touch'd  his  golden  lyre,  and  thus  he  fung. 

"  Lead  on,  great  William  !  in  thy  happy  reign 
"  Peace  and  the  mufes  are  reflor'd  again. 
"  War,  that  fierce  lion,  long  difdaining  law,      ")  i 
"  Rang'd  uncontroU'd,  and  kept  the  world  in  |  \ 
"  awe,  1^' 

"  While  trembling  kingdoms  crouch'd  beneath  \  ' 
"  his  pawt  J 

Sij 
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•*  At  laft  the  reeling  tnonfter,  drunk  with  gore, 

"  Falls  at  fhy  feet  fubdued,  and  quells  his  roar ; 

•'  Tamely  to  thee  he  bends  hisftiaggy  mane, 

*'  And  on  his  neck  admits  the  Inng-rejecfted  chain. 

*•  At  thy  protecting  court,  {<  r  thi>  bleft  day, 

."  Attending  nation?  their  glad  thanks  (hall  pay : 

"  Not  Belgia,  and  the  refcucd  ifle  alone, 

"  But  Europe  ftiall  her  great  deliverer  own. 

"  Rome's  mighty  grandeur  was  not  moie  confeft, 

"  When  grest  Antonius  travell'd  through  the  eaft, 

"  And  crowds  ot  monarths  did  each  morniijgwait 

"  With  early  homage  at  his  pabce  gate. 

"  Halle  then,  bright  prince  !  thy  Britiio's  tranf- 

?'  port  meet ; 
"  Hafte  to  her  arms,  and  make  her  blifs  complete ! 
"  Whate'er  glad  news  has  reach'd  h«r  hflciijng"] 
"  ear,  I 

«'  While  her  long-abfent  lord  provokes  her  fear,  '> 
"  Her  joys  are  in  fufpcnce,  her  pieafures  unfin-  I 
"  cere.  J 

"  He  comes,  thy  hero  comes  !  O  beauteous  ifle  i 
"  Revive  thy  g<nius  with  a  cheerful  fmile  1 
*'  Let  thy  rejoicing  fons  frefti  palms  prepare, 
"  To  grace  the  trophies  of  the  finifh'd  war; 
¥  On  high  be  hung  the  martial  fword  infheath'd, 
';  The  fhiejd  with  ribbons  drtiVd,  and  I'pear  with 

"  ivy  wreath 'd  I 
f*  I>ct  fpeaking  painf  in  various  tablets  fhow 
■"  Pad  icenesof  battle  to  the  crowc  below  1 
*.'  Round  this  triumphant   pile,  in  ruitic  dance, 
"  The  fhouting  fwains  fhall  hard  in  hand  advance; 
M  The  wealthy  farmer  from  his  toils  fJiall  ceafe  Q 
"  The   jilouj;! -man  from  the  yoke  bisimoking/ 
"  fteers  rcleafe,  C 

"  And  join  to  Iclemnize  the  feflival  of  peace.     J 
••  Nc  more  for  want  of  hands  rh'  unlabocr'd  field, 
"   Chuk'd  with  rank  weeds,  a  fickly  crop  fnall  yield: 
"  Calm  peacc  returns;   beh  Id  her  fhinir.g  train  I 
"  And  fruitful  plenty  is  reftor'd  again."— 

ApoUt)  ceas'd The  mules  take  the  found,    "^ 

From  vpicf   to  voice   th'  harmonious  notes  re-  ( 
bound,  [aroun'   !  f 

i>nd  echoing   lyres  tranfmit  the  volant  fuj-;ue^ 
Meanwhile  the  fteady    bark,  with    {•rofperous 
rills  the  large  (heets  of  her  expimccd  fails,  [gales, 
And  gams  th'  intended  port ;  thick  on  the  llrand 
X.ike  Iwjirwing  bees,  th'  atfembied  Britons  I'tand, 
And  prtls  to  (ee  their  vitlcome  :overeigii  land  : 
At  his  approach,  unruly  tranfport  reigns 
Jn  (jveiy  breafl,  and  ra}  turc  fires  their  veins. 
A  gtiKiral  ih  ut  fiicceeds,  as  when  on  high 
Exploded  thunder  rends  the  vaulted  flcy; 
A  (hort  convuliion  fnakesthe  folid  fhore, 
And  rocks  th'  adjacent  deep,  unmov'a  before  ; 
Loud  acclamations  through  the  valleys  ring, 
■Uihile  to  Augufia's  v.allthe  crowd  attend  their 
king. 
And  now  behold  a  *  finifli'd  ten-.ple  rife, 
Go  lolty  pillars  clin.bing  to  the  Ikies  ! 
Of  bulk  fiuptndouf,  its  proud  pile  it  rears, 
The  gradual  produdt  of  fucctflive  years. 
An  inner  gate,  that  folds  wulx  iron  leaves, 
lie  charn.'d  fptdlator's  entering  fleps  rcctivcs, 

*  TherhoirofSt.  Pjul'swas  fcrll  0  p;ncd,un  th^  clay  o^ 
^ha;i)t:-.v;:i2  tor  thejjtace.  ..■....• 


Where  curious  works  in  twifted  ftems  are  Ifi&n 
Of  branching  foliage,  vacuous  between. 
O'er  this  a  vocal  organ,  mounted  high 
On  marble  columns,  ftrikes  the  wondering  eye  j 
And  feeds  at  once  two  fcr.fes  with  delight. 
Sweet  to  the  car,  and  fplendid  to  the  fight. 
Marble  the  floor,  enrith'd  with  native  ftains 
Of  various  dye,  and  flreak'd  with  azure  veins. 
Ev'n  emulous  art  with  nature  feems  to  ftrive. 
And  the  carv'd  figures  almoft  breathe  and  live  J 
The  painted  altar,  glorious  to  beh  dd. 
Shines  with  delightful  blue,  and  dazzling  gold. 
Here  firfl  th'  illuftrious  three,  of  heavenly  race. 
Religion,  liberty,  and  peace,  embrace  ; 
Here  joyful  crowds  their  pious  thanks  exprefs. 
For  peace  reftor'd,  and  heaven's  indulgence  bleff. 
Aufpicioup  ftrudiurc  1   born  in  happy  days, 
Whofe  firft  employment  is  the  nobleft,  praife  1 
So,  when  by  jull  degrees  th'  eternal  thought 
His  fix  days  labour  to  perfedlion  brought. 
With  law's  of  motion  firft  endued  the  whole, 
And  bade  the  heavens  in  deflin'd  circles  roll, 
The  polifii'd  fpherescommenc'd  their  harmony  ;") 
All  nature  in  a  chorus  did  agree,  > 

And  the  world's  birth-day  was  a  jubilee.  j 


in  -V 

emain;       / 
Neptune's  f" 


THE  COURT  OF  NEPTUNE. 

ON  KING  William's  return  from  Holland, 
1699. 

Addrefied  to  the  Kight  Honourable 
CHARLES    MONTAGl/E,   E/q. 

Begin,  celeftial  mufe  '.  a  tuneful  fltain 
Of  Albion's  piuii-e  conduilta  o'er  the  ] 
Of  courts  conceal'd  \u   waves,   and 

watry  reign ;    - 
Sing,  from  beneatn,  how  the  green  deity 
Role  to  tilt  lovei  i-igii  of  the  lii  Jtilh  lea ; 
1  o  power  cuntels'd,  the  triple  mace  rclign'd, 
O'cr-rid'd  the  tloOGs,  and  chaig'u  the  rebel  wind: 
becur'd  his  pallage  honitwaru,  and  reftor'd, 
Sale  to  the  lovciicll  ifle,  the  belt  lov'd  lord. 

The  generous  name  ot  Moiitague  has  1  ng 
Been  lam'd  in  verle,  and  giac  d  the  poet's  lung  • 
111  vcrle,  himlclf  can  happy  woi.ders  do, 
f  he  bilt  of  patrons,  and  oi  poets  too. 
Amid  the  iKilful  choir  th^it  court  his  tar, 
It  he  vouchlafe  theic  ruder  lays  to  hear, 
His  bright  example,  while  to  him  1  fing,      fwing, 
Sliall  railc  my  Iceblc  ttighi,  and  mount  me  on  the 

On  Aloion's  ecillerii  coalt,  an  *  ancient  towa 
O'erlooks  the  lea,  to  manners  well  known  j 
Where  the  Iwilt  |  btourus  ends  hisfnaky  train. 
And  pays  nis  watery  tribute  to  ine  main  : 
Stourus,  whole  Itrcam,  prolific  as  it  glides. 
Two  fertile  counties  in  its  courle  divides,    ' 
And  rolls  to  Icaward  with  a  lover's  pace': 
J  here  beauteous  Orwell  meets  his  lond  embrace; 

♦  Harwicti. 

I  ihc  ,-ivt.i  Stourc,  tl^ft  rum  between  Su:^oIk  and!  STcx* 
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They  mix  their  amorous  flrcams,  the  !iriny  tide"! 
deceives  them  join'd ;  their  crooked  (hores  pro-  f 

vide  C 

A  fpacious  bay  within,  for  anchor'd  (hips  to  ride,  j 
Here,  on  the  margin  of  the  roiling  flood. 
Divinely  fair,  like  fea-born  Venus,  ftood 
Britannia's  genius,  in  a  robe  array'd 
Of  broider'd  arms,  and  heraldry  difplay'd  : 
A  crovtfn  of  cities  charg'd  her  graceful  brows; 
Irt  waving  curls  her  liair  luxuriant  flows; 
Celeftial  glories  in  her  eyes  are  feen ; 
Her  ftature  tall,  majeflic  is  her  mien. 
Wiih  fuch  a  prefence  through  th'  adoring  fkies  "p 
Shines  the  great  parent  cf  the  deities  ;  > 

Such  towery  honours  on  her  temples  rife,  j 

When,  drawn  by  lions    Ihe  proceeds  in  flate; 
Trains  of  attendant  gods  arnund  her  chaiiot  wait ; 
The  mother  goddefs,  with  fuperior  grace,      [iace. 
Surveys,  and  numbers  o'er  her  bright  immortal 

While  thus  the  lovely  genius  hoveis  o'er 
The  water's  brink,  and  from  the  fandy  fiiore 
Beholds  th'  alternate  billows  fall  and  rife 
(By  turns  they  fink  below,  by  turns  they  mount 

the  Ikies)  : 

"   And  muft,  (he  faid '• 

"  Then  paus'd,  and  drew  a  figh  of  anxious  love  ; 
"   Muft  my  dear  lord  this  faithlefs  ocean  prove  ; 
^'  Efcap'd  the  chance  of  war,  and  fraud  of  foes ; 
"  Wilt  thou  to  warring  waves  thy  facred  life  et- 

"  pofe:* 
"   Why  am  I  thus  divided  by  the  fea, 
"   Fr<ini  all  the  world,  and  all  the  world  in  thee  ? 
"  Could  fighs  and  tears  rhe  rage  of  tempefts  bind, 
"  With  tears   I'd  bribe  the  ftais,  with  fighs  the 

"  wind  : 
"  Soft  fighing  gales  thy  canvafs  (hould  infpire ; 
"   But  hence,  ye  boifterous  fiorms  :  far  hence  retire 
"  To  inland  woods;  there  yctir  mad  powers  ap- 

"  peafe,  [trees ; 

"  And  fcotir  the  dufty  plains,-  or  ftrip  the  foreft 
"  Or  Icdg'd  in  hollow  rocks  profoundly  fleep, 
"  And  reft  from  the  loud  labours  of  the  deep  I 
"   Why  ftiould  I  fear  ? — If  heroes  be  the  care 
"  Of  Heaven  above,  and  Heaven  inclincstoprayet, 
"  Thou  fail'ft  fccure ;  my  fons  with  lifted  eyes, 
"   And  piocs  vows,  for  thee  have  gain'd  the  fkies. 
"  Come    then,  my   mnch-lov'd   lord!    No  more 

"  th' alarms 
"  Of  wafteful  war  require  thee  from  my  arms. 
"  Thy  fwOrd  gives  plenteous  peace ;   but  v.'itliout 

"  thee, 
"  Peace  has  no  charms,  and  plenty's  poverty  : 
*  At  length  enjoy,  for  whom  you've  fought,  the 

"  queen 
"  Of  iflands,  bright,  majeftic,  and  ferene  f 
"  Unvcil'd  from   clouds,    which    did   her  form 

"  difgoife, 
"  And  hid  a  thoufand  beauties  from  thy  eyes. 
"   A  thoiifand  treafures  unfurvey'd  invite 
"*  Their  lord  to  various  fienes  of  new  delight. 
*'  Come  fee  the  dower  I  brought  1    My  fpacioiis 

"  downs, 
"  My  numerous  counties,  afid  my  ancient  towns } 
"  Landfcapes  of  rifing  mountains,  Ihaggy  woods, 
"  Green  valleys,  Imiling  meadows,  fi:lvcr  floods. 
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"  And  plains  with  lowing  herds  enilch'd  around, 
"  lb;  hills  with  Socks,  the   flocks  with  fleeces 

"  crown'd.  [tain, 

"  All  thele  with  native  wealth   thy  power  mairi- 
"   Arid  bloom  with  blelllngs  of  thy  eafy  reign. 
"  Hafte,  hoilc  thy  I'ails  !  and  through  tKe  foamy 

"  Drine, 
"  Rijfh  to  my  arms!  henceforth  be  wholly  mine  5 
"   After  nine  loilfome  years,  let  flaughter  ccafe, 
"  And   flourifii  now  lecure,    in  the  loft  arts  of 

''  peace  ! 
She  faid ;  th'  entreated  winds  her  ascents  bore, 
Atid  wiiig'd  the  meffage  to  th;  Bclgic  fliore. 
The  pious  hero  heard,  nor  could  dela/ 
To  meet  the  lovely  voice, that  fumnion'd  him  away; 
The  lovely  voice,  whole  foft  cotnjilaining  charms 
Before  had  call'd  the  fiiccour  of  his  arms, 
Nor  call'd  in  Vain  ;  when  fir'd  with  getierous  rag« 
T'  oppofe  the  fury  of  a  barbarous  age. 
Like  Jove  v.'ith  awful  thunder  in  his  hand. 
Through  ftornis  and  fleets  at  fea,  and  fogs  at  land. 
He  urg'd  his  daring  way  ;  before  his  fight,  "i 

On  filver  Wings,  bright  glory  took  her  flight,      / 
And  left,  to  guide  his  coiirfe,  long  fliining  tracks  f 

of  light :  3 

And  now  once  more  embark'd,  propitious  gales 
Blow  frelh  from  fhore,  and  fill  his  hollow  fails. 
As  wheh  the  golden  god,  that  riiles  the  day. 
Drives  down  his  flaming  chariot  to  the  Tea, 
And  leaves  the  nations  heri;  involv'd  in  night. 
To  diuant  regions  he  tranfports  his  light; 
So  V(''illiam's  rays,  by  turns,  two  nations  cheer; 
And  when  he  fets  to  them,  he  riles  hferC. 
Forfaken  Belgia,  ere  the  fhip  withdrew. 
Shed  generous  tears,  and  breath'd  this  foft  adieu  j 
"  Since  empire  calls  thee,  and  a  glorious  throne, 
"  Thy  people's  weighty  interefts,  and  thy  own; 
"  (Though  itruggiiiig  love  woiild  fain  perfuad« 

"  thy  ilay) 
"  Oo,  where  thy  better  fortune  leads  the  way  1 
"  Meanwhile  my  lofs,  allow  me  to  complain, 
"  And  wifti — ah  no  1   that  partial  wifti  were  vaiii, 
"    Though  honour'd  Crete  had  nurs'd  the  thuri- 

"  dering  god,  _  , 

"  Crete  was  not  always  blefl  with  his  abode; 
"  Nor  was  it  fir,  that  WilKam's  godlike  mind, 
"  For  nations  born,  fliould  be  to  one  confin'di 
"  This  only  giant,  fince  I  mUft  aflc  titi mofc, 
"  Revifit  once  again  your  native  fliore  ! 
"  That  hope  my  forroWs  ftiail  beguile ;  and  thotj,' 
"  My  happy  rival !  wilt  that  hope  allow  ; 
*'  'Tis  all  th' enjoyment,  fate  has  left  mc  now. 
"  So  may'ft  thou,  fair  Britannia  !   ever  be 
"    Firm  to  thy  fovereign's  love,  and  his  to  theC  I 
'^  While  widow'd   I" — There    tifing    fighs    re- 

prefs'd 
Her  fainting  voice,  and  ftified — in  the  feft. 

Now,  while  the  bounding  veficl  drives  before 
Thfe  gufly  gales',  and  leaves  the  leffening  fliore, 
Behold  the  parting  clouds  to  diftante  fly,  "X 

And  golden  glories,  pouring  from  on  high  f 

New  drefs  the  day,   and  cheer  th' enlighten'dr'' 

fkyl  _     > 

One  fliooting  beam,  like  lightning  doubly  bright. 
Darts  on  th«  •'"iddle  waLn  'm.  ftreamifig  light.   ■ 
S  iiij 
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THE   WORKS    OF    HUGHES. 


XiO  I  William's  guardian  angel  there  defccnds ; 
To  Neptune's  court  his  heavenly  meflage  tends  : 
In  arms  celeflial,  how  he  fliines  afar, 
Xiike  Pallas  marching  to  th'  awaken'd  war  1 
His  left  hand  gripes  a  fpacious  orh  of  fhield, 
"With  thoufand  intercepted  dangers  fiU'd, 
And  deaths  of  various  kind  ;  his  right  difpiays 
A  temper'd  blade,  that  fpreads  a  formidable  blaze. 
He  ftrikes  the  waves;  th'  obfequious  waves  obey, 
Jind,  opening  in  a  gulf,  difdofe  the  downward  way. 

O  mufe  !  by  thee  conduced  down,  I  dare 
The  fecrets  of  the  watery  world  declare ; 
For  nothing  fcapes  thy  view;  to  thee  'tis  given, 
To  range  the  fpace  of  earth,  and  feas,  and  heaven, 
Defcry  a  thoufand  forms,  conceal'd  from  fight, 
And  in  immortal  verfe  to  give  the  vlfions  light. 

A  rock  there  lies,  in  depth  of  fea  profound  ; 
About  its  clefts,  rich  beds  of  pearl  abound, 
"Where  fportful  nature,  covering  her  retreat 
With  flowing  waters,  holds  her  fecret  feat : 
In  woods  of  coral,  intricate  flie  flrays, .  T 

And  wreathes  the  Ihells  of  fifli  a  thoufand  ways,  > 
And  animates  the  fpawn  of  all  her  finny  race,    j 
Th'  unnumber'd  fpecies  of  the  fertile  tide, 
In  fhoals,  around  their  mighty  mother,  glide. 
From  out  the  rock's  wide  cavern's  deep  beiowi 
The  rslhing  ocean  rifes  to  its  flow  ; 
And,  ebbing,  here  retires;  within  its  fides, 
In  roomy  caves  the  goA  of  fea  refides. 
Pillars  unhewn,  of  living  flone,  bear  high 
His  vaulted  courts ;  in  ftorms  the  billows  fly 
O'er  th'  echoing  roof,  like  thunder  through  the") 

Ikies, 
And  warn  the  ruler  of  the  floods  to  rife,  j> 

And  check  the  raving  winds,  and  the  fwoln  | 
waves  chaflife.  J 

Rich  fpoils,  by  plundering  tcmpefts  hither  borne. 
An  univerfe  of  wealth,  the  palace  rooms  adorn. 
Before  its  entraecc,  broken  wrecks  are  feen 
In  heaps  dcform'd,  a  melancholy  fcene. 
But  far  within,  upon  a  mofly  throne. 
With  wafhy  ooze  and  famphlre  overgrovrn, 
The  fea- green  king  his  forky  fceptre  rears ; 
Awful  his  afpeft,  numerous  are  his  years. 
A  pearly  crown  circles  his  brows  divine  ;      [brine. 
His  beard  and  dewy  hair  flied  trickling  drops  of 
The  river-gods,  his  numerous  progeny. 
On  beds  of  rufhes  round  their  parent  lie. 
Here  Danube  and  the  Rhine ;  Nile's  fecret  fource 
Dwells   here   conceal'd ;    hence   Tiber  takes  his 

courfe ; 
Hence  rapid  Rhodanus  his  current  pours ; 
And,  ilTuJng  from  his  urn,  majcflic  Padus  roars 
And  Alpheus  feeks,  with  filent  pace,  the  h 

Sicilian  (bores. 
But,  chief  in  honour,  Neptune's  darling  fon, 
The  beauteous  Thames  lies  nearef^  to  his  throne. 
Nor  thou,  fair  Boync  !  ihall  pafs  unmtntion'd  by, 
Already  fung  in  flrains  that  ne'er  fliall  die.  [trains 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more,  whofe  winding 
Seek  various  lands,  the  wealthy  fire  maintains ; 
Each  day,  the  fluid  portions  he  divides,         [tides. 
And  fills  their  craving  urns  with  frefti  recruited 
But  not  alike ;  for  oft  his  partial  care 
l^Vftowt  on  fome  a  difproporuto'd  Uiar« ; 


oars ;  / 
lov'dT 


From  whence  their  fvvelling  currents,  o'er-fupply'd 
Tlirough  delug'd  fields  in  noify  triumph  ride. 

The  god  was  juft  preparing  to  renew 
His  daily  talk,  when  fudden  in  his  view 
Appear'd  the  guardian  power,  all  dazzling  bright; 
And,  entering,  flafh'd  the  caves  with  beamy  light. 
Boyne,  Rhine,  the  Sambre,  on  their  banks  had  feen 
The  glorious  furm,  and  knew  his  martial  mien  ; 
In  throngs  th'  admiring  Nereids  round  him  prefs'd, 
And  Tritens  crowd  to  view  the  heavenly  gueft. 
Then  thus,  advancing,  he  his  will  explains  : 
"  O  mighty  fovereign  of  the  liquid  plains ! 
"   Hafte,  to  the  furface  of  the  deep  repair, 
"  This  folemn  day  requires  thy  prefence  there, 
"  To  rule  the  ftorms,  the  rifing  waves  rcftrain, 
"   And  ihake  thy  fceptre  o'er  the  govern'd  main. 
"   By  breathing  gales  on  thy  dominions  driven,  ~\ 
"  To  thee  three  kingdoms  hopes  in  charge  aref 

"  given,  [heaven. r 

"  The  glory  of  the  world,  and  beft  belov'd  of  J 
"  Behold  him  figur'd  here  1" — Ke  laid,  and  held. 
Refulgent  to  his  view,  the  guardian  (hield. 
On  the  rich  mould,  inwrought  with  (kill  divine, 
Great  William's  wars  in  fplendid  fculpture  fhine. 
Here,  how  hisfaving  power  was  firft  difplay'd. 
And  Holland  refcued  by  his  youthful  aid  ; 
When,  kindling  in  his  foul,  the  martial  flam.e 
Broke  fiercely  out,  preluding  future  fame. 
And  round  the  frontiers  dealt  avenging  fire; 
Swift  from  the  hot  purfuit  the  blafted  foes  retire. 
Then  battles,  fieges,  camps  are  grav'd  afar, 
And  the  long  progrefs  of  the  dreadful  war. 
Above  the  reft,  Syneffe's  immortal  fight,  *> 

In  larger  figures  offer'd  to  the  fight,  ( 

With  martial  terror  charms,  and  gives  a  fierce  i 

delight.  J 

Here  the  confederate  troops  are  forc'd  to  yield. 
Driven  by  unequal  numbers  through  the  field  : 
With  his  bright  fword,  young  Naftau  there  with- 

ftands.  [commands 

Their  flight ;  with  prayers  and  blows  he  urges  his 
Upbraids  their  fainting  force,  and  boldly  throws 
Hinifelf  the  firft  amidft  the  wondering  foes. 
What  dare  not  men,  by  iuch  a  general  led  .' 
Rallying  with  ftiouts,  their  hero  at  their  head, 
Fir'd  with  new  rage,  alham'd  they  cnce  did  fly,") 
Refolv'd  t'  o'crcon-.e,  or  refolute  to  die,  (_ 

Through   trampled  heaps  of  Haiti  theyruflitor 

vidlory.  j 

Earth  trembks  at  the  charge  ;  death,  blood,  and") 

Infafiate  riot  all  the  murderous  day  ;  C 

Nor  night  itfclf  their  fury  can  allay;  3 

Till  the  pale  moon,  that'fitkens  at  the  fight, 
Retires  behind  a  cloud,  to  blind  the  bloody  fight. 

Again,  the  fhield  in  favage  profpe(5t  fliows 
An  ancient  *  abbey,  which  rough  woods  enclofe  ; 
And  precipices  vafl  abruptly  rife,  [defies 

Where,  fafe   encamp'd,    proud  Luxembourgh 
All  open  violence,  or  clofc  furprife. 
But  fee  I  a  fecond  Hannibal  from  far, 
Up  the  ftcep  height,  conduds  th'  entangled  war 
grave  OflTory,  attended  with  the  pride 
Qf  Englifli  valour,  charges  by  his  fide. 
1 9ti  fiennia  neu  Mon«> 
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Enclos'd  they  fight ;  the  forefts  fhine  around       T 
Witli  flafhinjj  fires ;  the  thunder'd  hills  rebound jf 
And  the  fliock'd  countrj^,  wide  btfneath,  rebel- (" 
lows  fo  the  found.  J 

Forc'd  from  their  holds,  at  length  they  fpeed  their 
flight;  [l"'-- 

Rich  tents,  and  {lores  of  war,  the  vigor's  toils  re- 
Then  peace  enfues ;  and,  in  a  fliining  train, 
The  friendly  chiefs  aiTemble  on  the  plain. 
An  ardent  zeal  the  Gallic  general  warms 
To  fee  the  youth,  that  kindled  fuch  alarms ; 
Wondering  he  views ;  fecure  the  foldiers  prefs 
Round  their  late  dread,  and  the  glad  treaty  blefs. 

Next,  on  the  broad  circumference  is  wrought 
The  nine  years  war  for  Jov'd  Britannia  fought; 
The  caufe  the  fame  :  fair  liberty  betray'd, 
And  banifli'd  juftice,  fly  to  him.  for  aid. 
Here  failing  (hips  are  drawn,  the  crowded  flrand. 
And  heaven's  avenger  hallening  to  the  land. 
Oppreffion,  fraud,  confufion,  and  affright,  *J 

Fierce  fiends,  that  ravag'd  in  the  gloomy  night    ( 
Of  lawlefs  power,  defeated,  fly  before  his  daz-T 
zling  light.  J 

So  to  th'  eclipfing  moon,  by  the  flill  fide 
Of  fome  lone  thicket,  revelling  hags  provide  , 
Dire  charms,  that  threat  the  fleeping  neighbour- 
hood, fblood  ; 
And  quaff,  with  magic  mix'd,  vaft  bowls  of  human 
Eut,  wh'M'  the  dawn  reveals  the  purple  eaft. 
They  vanifh  I'ullen  from  th'  unfinilli'd  feafl:. 
Here  joyful  crowds  triumphant  arches  rear  ^ 
To  their  deliverer's  praiie ;  glad  feOates  there,     > 
In  fplendid  pomp,  the  regal  ftate  confer.              j 

Hibcrnia's  fields  new  triumphs  then  fupply  ; 
The  rival  kings,  in  arms,  the  fare  of  einpire  tvy. 
See  where  the  Boyne  two  warring  hofls  divides, 
And  rolls  between  the  fight  his  murmuring  tides ! 
In  vain — hills,  foreAs,  ftreams,  muft  all  give  place, 
when  William  leads,  and  vi<5iory's  the  chace. 
Thou  faw'ft   him,  Bojne  1    when  thy  charg'd"] 
waters  bore  j 

The  fwimming  courfers  to  tli'oppofmg  fliore,      ^ 
And,  round  thy  banks,  thou  heard'il  the  niur-  j 
dering  cannons  roar.  J 

What  more  than  mortal  bravery  infpir'd 
The  daring  troops,  by  his  example  fif'd  I       [court 
I'hou  faw'll  their  wondrou«!  deeds ;   to  Neptune's 
Tiiy  flying  waves  convey'd  the  fwift  report, 
And,  red  with  flaughter,  to  their  father  ihovv'd 
Streams  not  their  own,  and  a  difcolour'd  flood. 

Here,  on  th'  xthereal  mculd,  hurl'd  from  afar, 
Th' exploded  ball  liad  mark'd  a  dinted  fear. 
*Twas  dcilin'd  thus ;  for  when  all  glowing  red, 
The  angel  took  it  from  the  forge,  he  faid ; 
This  part  be  left  unfatcd  from  the  foe  I  T 

And,  fcarce  efcap'd,  once  let  the  hero  know,  > 
How  much  to  my  protedlion  he  fhall  owe  ;  j 
Yet,  from  the  batter'd  fhield,  the  ball  fhall  bound, 
And  on  his  arm  inflidl  a  fcarlet  wound. 

Elfewhere,  behold  Namur's  proud  turrets  rife, 
Majeflic  to  the  fight,  advancing  to  the  fkiesi 
The  Meufe  and  Sambre  here  united  flow. 
Nature's  defence  againft  th'  invading  foe  : 
Induflrious  art  her  ftrength  of  walls  fupplics  : 
Before  the  town  the  Britifh  army  lies. 


The  works  are  m.ann'd  ;  with  fury  they  contend; 
Thefe  thunder  from  the  plains,  thofe  from  the  vtfalla 

defend. 
Red  globes  of  fire  from  bellowing  engines  fly, 
And  lead  a  fweeping  blaze,  like  comets,  through 

the  fky 
The  kindled  region  glows ;  with  deafening  found "v 
Theyburft;   their  iron  entrhds,  hurl'd  around,    / 
Strow  with  thick-fcatter'd  deaths  the  crimfon  f" 
. ground,  ^ 

See,  where  the  genius  of  the  war  appears, 
Nor  fhuns  the  labour,  nor  the  danger  fears! 
In   clouds  of  fulphurous   fmoke  lie  fhines  more 
bright,  [light. 

Fof  glory  round  him  waits,  with  beams  of  living 
At  length  the  widen'd  gates  a  conqueflown, 
And  to  his  arms  rcfign  the  yielding  town. 

Here, from  the  field  rcturr.'d,  with  olive  cfown'd, 
Appiauciing    throngs  tiiCir   ■welcome  prince  lur- 

rnund  : 
Bright  honours  in  his  glorious  entry  (hine, 
And  peace  rellor'd  concludes  the  great  defign. 

Long  o'er  the  %ur'd  work,  with  vafl  furprife. 
Admiring  Neptune  roU'd  his  ravifh'd  eyes; 
Then,  rifing  from  his  throne,  thus  call'd  aloud ; 
"  Ye  lovely  daughters  of  the  briny  floodj       [pare 
"   Hafte,  comb  your  filver  locks,  and  flraight  pre- 
"  To  fill  my  train,  and  gaze  in  upper  air. 
"  Tlijs  day,  majeflic  glories  you  Ihall  fee  ;  "X' 

"  Come,  all  ye  watery  powers,  who  under  me    f  i 
"  Your  little  tridents  wield,  and  rule  the  boifter-  f" : 
"  ous  fea  1  3 

"  What  C-jd,  that  views  the  triumphs  here  dif- 

"  play'd, 
"  Can  to  luch  worth  refufe  his  heavenly  aid  ?" 
He  faid  no  more — but  bade  two  Tritons  found 
Their  crooked  fViells,  to  fpread  the  fummons  round, 
ThroDj'-b  the  wide  caves  the  blafl  is  heard  afar  ;     ' 
With  Ijpeed  two  more  provide  his  azure  car, 
A  concave  Iheli;  two  the  finn'd  courfers  join  : 
Ail  wait  officious  liiund,  and  own  th' accuftom'd 

fign  ; 
The  god  afrends ;  his  better  hand  fuflains 
The  three-fork'd  fpear,  his  left  diredls  the  reins. 
'1  hrough  breaking  waves,  the  chariot  mounts  hin* 

high ; 
Before  irs  thundering  courTe,  the  frothy  waters ily; 
He  gains  the  furface  ;  on  his  either  fide,  \ 

The  bright  attendants,  rang'd  with  comely  pride,  f^ : 
Advance  in  jufl  array,  and  grace  the  pompous i" ; 
tide.  3 

Meanwhile  Britannia's  king  confplcuous  flood. 
And,  from  his  deck,  furvey'd  the  boundlefs  flood,  j 
Smooth  was  the  glaffy  fcene,  the  fun  beheld 
His  face  unclouded  in  the  liquid  field. 
The  gazing  Nereids,  in  a  (hining  train, 
Enclofe  the  ruler  of  the  Britifh  main, 
And  fvvcctly  fing  ;  fufpcnded  winds  forbear 
Their  loud  complaints,  the  foothing  lay  to  hear. 
"   Hail,  facred  charge,  they  cry;  the  beauties  we 
"  Of  Neptune's  court,  are  come  t' attend  on  tliee; 
"  Accept  our  ofler'd  aid  !  thy  potent  iway,       "X 
"  Unbounded  by  the  land,  thefe  watery  realms^ 
"  obey ;  [mage  pay.  C 

And  we   thy  fubjcil-powers  our  duteous  ho-Jj 
S  iiij 
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"  See  Neptune's  felf,  inferior  in  command, 
"  Prefents  his  trident  to  thy  honour'd  hand  !" 

They  fa  id;  the  fire  approach'd  with  awe  pro-") 

found  ;  [found  ;  j 

The   rite    perform'd,    their  flicUs  the   Tritons  ^ 

S'weird  with  the  Ihrill  alarm,  the  joyful  billows  | 

bound.  j 

Now,  frem  the  fhore,  Britannia  flrfl  defcries 
White  fails  afar ;  then  bulky  velTels  rife, 
Nearer  to  view ;  her  beatinor  heart  foretels 
The  pleafing  news,  and  eager  tranfport  feels. 
Safe  to  her  arms,  imperial  Nep'une  bears 
Th'  entrufled  charge,  then  diving  difappears. 
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A  PINDARIC  ODE,  1 70a. 


"  Cffilo  dcminitur  alto 

"  Chara  Deura  bobolcs." 


ViRG. 


To  His  Grace, 
CHAkLES  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET. 

MAY  IT   PLEASE  YOCR   GRACE, 

Tho0gh  the  great  lofs  we  fuffered  in  the  death  of 
the  king  has  been  fo  happily  fupplled  by  her  ma- 
jefty's  acceffion  to  the  throne,  and  her  late  coro- 
nation juflly  filled  the  hearts  of  her  fubjeds  with 
joy  ;  yet  fo  glori  >us  a  reign  as  the  laft  will  always 
he  remembered  with  admiration  by  all  good  and 
■wife  men  ;  and  your  Grace  has  given  lufficient 
proofs,  (hat  you  arc  of  that  number.  If  can  never 
therefore  be  thought  too  late  to  offer  a  juft  tribute 
to  his  late  majefty's  memory,  and  to  that  of  his 
great  anceflors,  a  race  fo  illuftrioufly  diflinguilhed 
in  Europe  ;  though  this  indeed  might  fooner  have 
been  attempted,  but  for  many  interruptions,  too 
inconflderable  fox  your  Grace's  notice.  How  I 
have  performed  is  humbly  fubmitted  to  your 
Grace's  judgment,  and  to  the  judgment  of  all  thofe 
gentlemen  who  are  ufed  to  entertain  themlelves 
with  writings  of  this  fort.  But  if,  through  the 
author's  want  of  genius,  the  poem  itfelf  fliould  be 
thought  inconfiderable,  I  am  fure  it  will  have  fonic 
diflindlion  from  the  great  names  it  celebrates,  and 
the  great  patron  ic  is  infcribed  to.  And  to  whom 
ftould  the  praifes  of  eminent  virtue  be  addreffed, 
but  to  fuch  as  are  poffefled  of  great  virtues  them- 
f«rlves?  To  whom  can  1  better  prefent  the  chief 
charadlers  of  a  noble  and  ancient  family,  than  to 
your  Grace,  whofe  family  is  fo  ancient  and  fo 
iroble  ?  And  here  1  am  proud  to  acknowledge  that 
fome  of  my  relations  have  been  honoured  with 
marks  of  favour  from  your  Grace's  illnftrious  an- 
ceflors. This  I  confefs  has  long  given  me  the  am- 
bition of  offering  my  duty  to  your  Grace  ;  but 
chiefly  that  valuable  charadler  your  Grace  has  ob- 
tained among  all  worthy  pcrfons.  I  have  not 
room  to  enlarge  here,  nor  is  there  any  need  of  it 
fu  a  ft)ljcA  fe  wdl  known  as  your  Grace's  merits. 


Therefore  I  conclude  with  my  humble  r-equeft, 
that  your  Grace  would  favour  this  ode  with  your 
acceptance,  and  do  me  the  honour  of  believing 
that,  among  the  crowd  of  your  admirers,  there  ia 
not  one  who  is  more  paflionately  or  fincerely  fo, 
than 

Your  Grace's  mod  humble. 

And  moft  obedient  fervant, 

JOHN  HUGHES. 
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Goddess  of  numbers,  and  of  thoughts  fublime ! 
Ccleflial  mufe  !  whofe  tuneful  long 
Can  fix  heroic  acts,  thut  glide  ali)i:g 

Down  the  vaft  fca  of  ever  wafting  time, 
And  all  the  gilded  images  can  ftay, 
Till  time's  vaft  fca  itfelf  b«  roll'd  away  ; 
O  now  affift  with  conlecrated  ftrains! 
Let  art  and  nature  join  to  raife 
A  living  monument  of  praife 
O'er  William's  great  remains. 
While  Thames,  majeftically  fad,  and  flow, 

Seems  by  that  reverend  dome  to  flow, 
Which  ncw-interr'd  his  facred  urn  contains. 
If  thou,  O  mufe,  would'ft  e'er  immortal  be, 
1  his  fong  bequeaths  thee  immortality  ; 
For  William's  praife  can  ne'er  expire. 
Thou  nature's  felf  at  laft  muft  die. 
And  all  this  fair-ereifted  flcy 
Mufl  fink  with  earth  and  fea,  and  melt  away  in  fire, 
11. 
Begin — the  fpring  of  virtue  trace. 
That,  from  afar  dcfcending,  fiow'd 
Through  the  rich  veins  of  all  the  godlike  race. 
And  fair  renown  on  all  the  godlike  race  bcltow'd  ! 
This  ancient  fource  of  noble  blood 

Through  thee,  Gcrmania,  wandering  wide, 
1-ikc  thy  own  Rhine's  enriching  tide, 
In  numerous  branches  long  dilTus'd  its  flood. 
Rhine,   fcarcc  more   ancient,    never  grac'd  thee 

more. 
Though  matitling  vines  his  comely  head  furround., 
^  And  all  along  his  funny  (bore 
Lterual  plenty's  found. 

111.  N 

From  heaven  itfelf  the  illuftrious  line  began  ; 

Ten  ages  in  defcent  it  ran. 
In  each  delcent  incrcas'd  with  honours  new. 
'    Never  did  heaven's  Supreme  infpire 

In  mortal  breafts  a  nobler  tire. 

Nor  his  own  image  livelier  drew. 
Of  pure  sethercal  flame  their  fouls  he  made, 
And,  as  beneath  his  forming  hands  they  grew, 

flc  blefs'd  the  maflcr-work,  and  faid; 

"  Go  forth,  my  honour'd  champions,  go, 

•'  To  vindicate  my  caufe  below  ! 

"  Awful  in  power,  defend  for  me 

"  Religion,  juftice,  liberty, 

"  And  at  afpiring  tyranny, 

^'  My  delegated  thunder  throw  !- 
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Xtt 


'*  For  this,  the  great  Naffovlan  name  1  raife, 
"  And  ftill  this  charafler  divine, 
•'  Diftinguifh'd  through  the  race  fhall  [hine, 
"  Zeal  for  their  country's  good,  and  thirll  of  vir- 
"  tuous  praife." 

IV. 

Now  look,  Britannia,  look,  and  fee 
Through  the  clear  glafs  of  hiftory, 
From  whom  thy  mighty  fovereign  came. 
And  take  a  large  review  of  far  extended  fame. 
See,  crowds  of  heroes  rife  to  fight  I 
Adolphus  *,  with  imperial  fplendor  gay  : 
Brave  Philibert,  unmatch'd  in  fight, 
Who  led  the  German  eagie  to  his  prey;     [way. 
Through   l.ombardy  he  mark'd  his  conquer'd 
And  made  proud  Rome  and  Naples  own  his  unre- 
fifted  might. 
His  gallant  f  nephew  next  appears, 
And  on  his  brows  the  wreaths  of  conquefl  wears. 
Though  ftreaming  wounds  the  martial  figure 
{lain ; 
For  thee,  p^reat  ||  Charles,  in  battle  flain, 
Slain  in  all  a  foldier's  pride. 
He  fell  triumphant  by  thy  fide, 
And  falling  fought,  and  fighting  dy'd. 
And  lay,  a  manly  corpfe,  extended  on  the  plain. 

V. 

See  next,  majeftically  great, 
The  founder  of  the  Belgic  (late  I 
The  fun  of  glory,  which  fo  bright 
Beam'd  on  all  the  darling  line, 

Did,  from  its  golden  urn  of  light. 

On  William's  head  redoubled  fhirie  ; 

His  youthful  looks  difFus'd  an  awe. 

Charles,  who  had  try'd  the  race  before, 
And  knew  great  merits  to  explore, 

When  he  his  rifing  virtue  faw, 

He  put  in  friendfhip's  noble  claim  ; 

To  his  imperial  court  the  hero  brought. 

And  there  by  early  honours  fought 

Alliance  with  his  future  fame. 

O  generous  fympathy,  that  binds 

In  chaifts  unfeen  the  braveft  minds  I 
O  love  to  worthy  deeds,  in  all  great  fouls  the  fame ' 

VI. 

But  time  at  laft  brought  fortli  th*  amazing  day, 
When  Charles,  refolv'd  to  difengagc 
From  empire's  toils  his  weary  age, 
Gave  with  each  hand  a  crown  away. 
Philip,  his  haughty  fon,  afraid 
Of  William's  virtues,  bafely  chofe 
His  father's  favourite  to  depofe  ; 

'His  tyrant  reign  requir'd  far  other  aid ;      [rofe  ; 
And  Alva's  fiery  duke,  his  fcourge  of  vengeance, 

With  flames  of  inquifition  rofe  from  hell, 

Of  {laughter  proud,  and  infolent  in  blood. 

What  hand  can  paint  the  fcenes  of  tragic  woes  ? 
.    What  tongue,  fad  Belgia  !  can  thy  ftory  tell. 

When  with  her  lifted  axe  proud  murder  fiood, 

And  thy  brave  fons,  iu  crowds  unnumbcr'd,  fell, 
The  iun,  with  horror  of  the  fight. 
Withdraws  his  fickly  beams,  and  {hrouds 

•  Adolphus  the  emperor,  of  the  houCe  of  Naflau,' 
t  Rene  of  Naff»«.  Il  Chwiw  V, 


His  muffled  face  In  fullcn  clbudj. 
And,  on  the  fcaffolds,  faintly  fheds  a  pale  ciaMg- 
nant  light. 

VII. 

Thus  Belgia's  liberty  expiring  lay, 

And  almoft  gafp'd  her  generous  life  away, 

Till  Orange  hears  her  moving  cries ; 

He^hears,  and  marching  *  from  afar. 

Brings  to  her  aid  the  fprightly  war. 
At  his  approach,  leviv'd  with  frefh  fupplies 
Of  gather'd  ftrength,  {he  on  her  murderers  fliesf 

But  heaven,  at  tirfl,  refolv'd  to  try 

By  proofs  adverfe  his  conllancy. 
Four  armies  loft,  two  gallant  brothers f  {lain. 

Will  he  defperate  war  maintain  ? 
Though  roUrng  tempefts  darken  all  the  Iky, 

And  thunder  breaks  around  his  head. 
Will  he  again  the  faithlefs  fea  explore. 

And,  oft  driven  back,  {Wl  quit  the  Ihore  ? 

He  will — his  foul  averfe  to  dread, 
Unwearied,  ftill  the  fpite  of  fortune  brave», 
Superior,  and  §  ferene.  amid{l  the  flormy  waves. 

VIIJ. 

Such  was  the  man,  fo  va{l  his  mind ! 
The  fteady  inftrument  of  fate. 

To  fix  the  bafis  of  a  rifing  ftate  ! 

My  mufe  with  horror  views  the  fcene  behind, 
And  fain  would  draw  a  fhade,  and  fain 
Would  hide  his  deftin'd  end,  nor  tell- 
How  he — the  dreaded  foe  of  Spain, 
More  fear'd  than  thoufands  on  the  plain, 
By  the  vile  band  of  a  bold  ruffian  fell. 

No  more — th'  ungrateful  profpe(5l  let  us  leave  I 
And,  in  his  room,  behold  arife, 

Bright  as  th'  immortal  twins  that  grace  the  ficics, 

A  noble  ||  pair,  his  abfence  to  retrieve  1 
In  thefe  the  hero's  foul  furvives. 

And  William  doubly  in  his  offspring  lives* 

IX. 

Maurice,  for  martial  greatnefs,  far 
His  father's  glorious  fame  exceeds ; 

Henry  alone  can  match  his  brother's  deeds ; 
Both  were,  like  Scipio's  fons,  the  thunderbolts  of 
None  e'er,  than  Maurice,  better  knew,  [war. 
Camps,  fieges,  battles,  to  ordain  ; 

None   e'er,  than  Henry,  fiercer  did  purfua 

The  flying  foe,  or  earlier  conquefts  gain. 

For  fcarce  fixteen  revolving  years  he  told, 
When,  eager  for  the  fight,  and  bold, 
Inflam'd  by  glory's  fprightly  charms. 
His  brother  brought  him  to  the  field  ; 

Taught  his  young  hand  the  truncheon  well  t© 
wield, 
And  pradlls'd  him  betimes  to  arms. 

X. 

Let  Flandrian  Newport  tell  of  wonders  wrought 
Before  her  walls,  that  memorable  day, 
When  the  vidlorious  youths  in  concert  fought, 

And  matchlefs  valour  did  difplay  '. 

How,  ere  the  battle  join'd,  they  ftrove 
With  emulous  honour,  and  with  mutual  love; 


♦  He  was  then  in  Germany- 
t  The  Counts  Lodowick  and  Henry. 
\  "  Saevis  tranquiilusinundft,"  the  ?tincc'»mott«. 
I      11  Maurice  and  Henry.      ' 
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How  Maurice,  to'icK'd  with  tender  care 
Of  Henry's  fafety,  bepg'd  him  to  remove  ; 
Henry  wfus'd  his  blooming  youth  to  fpare, 
But   with  his  much-lov'd  Maurice  vow'd  to 

prove 
Th'  extremes  of  war,  and  equal  dangers  (hare. 
O  generous  ftrife  !  and  worthy  fuch  a  pair ! 
How  dear  did  Albert  this  contention  pay  I 

Witnefs  the  floods  of  dreaming  gore  ; 
Wiinefs  the  trampled  heaps,  that   chok'd  the 
plain. 
And  flopp'd  the  viftors  in  their  way ; 
Witnefs  the  neighbouring  fea,  and  fandy  Ihore, 
Drunk  with  the  purple  life  of  twice  three   theu- 
fand  flain ! 

XI. 

Fortune,  that  on  her  whjeel  cap ricioils  ftands. 
And    waves  her    painted   wings,    inconftant, 
proud, 
Hood-wink'd,  and  {baking  from  her  hands 
Promifcuous  gifts  among  the  crowd, 
Reftlefs  of  place,  and  flill  prepar'd  for  flight, 
Was  conftant  here,  and  fecm'd  reftor'd  to  fight ; 
Won  by  their  tnerit,  and  rtfolv'd  to  blefs 
The  happy  brothers  with  a  long  fuccefs — 
Maurice,  the  firft  refign'd  to  fate  : 
The  youngeft  had  a  longer  date, 
And  liv'd  the  fpace  appointed  to  complete 
The  great  republic,  raii'd  fo  high  before  ; 
Finifh'd  by  him,  the  {lately  fabric  bore 
Its  lofty  top  afpiring  to  the  flcy  : 
In  vain  the  wind'  and  rains  around  it  beat ; 
In  vain,  below,  the  waves  tempe{luous  roar. 
They  da{h  themfelves,    and  break,   and  back- 
ward fly, 
Difpers'd  and  murmuring  at  his  feet, 
lufulting  Spain  the  fruitlefs  i1ri{e  gives  o'er, 

And  claims  dominion  there  no  more, 
Then  Henry,  ripe  for  immortality. 
His  flight  to  heaven  eternal  fprings. 
And,    o'er   his   quiet  grave,   peace   fpreads    her 
downy  wings. 

XII. 

Hi*  fon,  a  fecond  William,  fills  his  place, 
And  climbs  to  manhood  with  fo  fwift  a  pace, 
As  if  he  knew  he  had  net  long  to  {lav  ; 
Such  young  Marcellus  was,  the  hopeful  grace 
Of  ancient  Rome,  but  quickly  fnatch'd  away. 

Breda  beheld  th'  adventurous  boy. 
His  tender  limbs  in  {hining  armour  dref^'d, 
Where,  with  his  father,  the  hot  fiege  he  prefs'd. 
His  father  faw,  with  pleafing  joy. 
His  own   reflected  worth,   and  youthful  charms 
exprefs'd.  [alarms. 

But,  when  his  country  breath'd   from  war's 
His  martial  virtues  lay  obfcure  ; 
Nor  could  a  warrior,  fam'd  for  arms, 

Th*  inglorious  re{l  endure  ; 
But  ficken'd  foon,  and  fudden  dy'd, 
And  left  in  tears  hi^  pregnaM  bride, 
His  bride,  the  daughter  of  Britannia's  king; 
>>'or  faw  th'  aufpicious  pledge  of  nuptial  love, 
Which  from   that  happy   marriage   was  to 
fpring,  [above. 

Bot  with  his  great  forefathers  gain'd  a  blifsful  feat 


Here  paufe,  my  mufe  !  and  wind  up  higher 

The  ftrings  of  thy  Pindaric  lyre  1 
Then  with  bold  {trains  the  lofty  fong  purfuc ; 
And  bid  Britannia  once  again  review 

The  numerous  worthies  of  the  line. 

See,  like  immortals,  how  they  (hine  ! 

Each  life  a  hi{lory  alone  '. 

And  laft,  to  cr«wn  the  great  defign, 
Look  forward,  and  behold  them  all  in  one  ! 

Look,  hut  fpare  thy  fruitlefs  tear« — 

'Tis  thy  own  William  next  appears. 
Advance,  cele{lial  form  :  let  Britain  fee 
Th'  accompli{h'd  glory  of  thy  race  in  thee  I 

XIV. 

So,  when  fome  fplendid  triumph  was  to  come, 
In  long  procelTion  through  the  {Ireets  of  Rome, 

The  crowd  beheld,  with  va{l  furprife. 
The  glittering  train  in  awful  order  move. 
To  the  bright  temple  of  Feretrian  Jove  ;  [eyes ; 
And  trophies  borne  alongjemploy'd  their  dazzled 
But  when  the  laurel'd  emperor,  mounted  high 
Above  the  reft,  appear'd  to  fight, 
In  his  proud  car  of  vidtory. 
Shining  with  rays  exceflive  bright, 
He  put  the  long  preceding  pomp  to  flight; 
Their  wonder  could  no  higher  rife. 
With  joy  they  throng  his  chariot  wheels,    and 
rend  with  {houts  the  (kies. 

XV. 

To  thee,  great  prince  I  to  thy.extenfivc  mind, 
Not  by  thy  country's  narrow  bounds  confin'd. 
The  fates  an  ample  fccne  afford ; 
And  injur'd  nations  claim  thefuccour  of  ihyfword. 
No  refpite  to  thy  toils  is  given. 
Till  thou  afcend  thy  native  heaven  : 
One  hydra-head  cut  off,  {lili  more  abound. 

And  twins  fprout  up  to  fill  the  wound. 
So  endlefj  is  the  tafk  that  heroes  find 
To  tame  the  monfler  vice,  and  to  reform  man- 
Fur  this,  Aicides  heretofore,  [kind. 
And  mighty  Thefeus,  travcl'd  o'er 
Vafl  traeSs  of  fea  and  land,  and  {lew  [prey; 
Wild  bea{ls  and  ferpents  gorg'd  with   human 
From  flony  dens  fierce  lurking  robbers  drew. 
And  bid  the  cheerful  traveller  pafs  on  his  peace- 
ful way.                                          [purfue. 
Yet,  though   the   toilfome  work   tlicy  long 

To  rid  the  world's  wild  pathlefs  field. 
Still  poifonous  weeds  and   thorns  in  cluflcra 
grew. 
And  large  unwholefome  crops  did  yield. 
To  exercife  their  hands  with  labours  ever  u4w, 

XVI. 

Thou,  like  Aicides,  early  didft  begin. 
And  ev'n  a  child  did{l  laurels  win. 

Two  fnaky  plagues  around  his  cradle  twin 'J, 
Sent  by  the  jealous  wife  of  Jove, 

In  fpeckled  wreaths  of  Death  they  ftrove, 
The  mighty  babe  to  bind  : 
And  twilled  fadtion,  in  thy  infancy, 

Darted  her  forky  tongue  at  thee. 
But,  as  Jove's  offspring  flew  his  hilTing  foes ; 

So  thou,  defcended  from  a  line 

Of  patriots  no  lels  divine, 
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i)idft  quench  the  brutal  rage  of  thofe. 
Who  durft  thy  dawning  worth  oppofe. 
The  viper  fpite,  crulh'd  by  thy  virtues,  fticd 
Its  yellow  juice,  and  at  thy  feet  lay  dead. 
Thus,  like  the  fun,  did  thy  great  genius  rife, 

With  clouds  around  his  facred  head, 
"Vet  foon  difpell'd  the  drooping  mills,  and   gilded 

all  the  ikies. 

XVII. 

Great  Julius,  who  with  generous  envy  view'd 
The  ftatue  of  brave  Philip's  braver  fon. 
And  wept  to  think  what  fuch  a  youth  fubdued, 
While,  more  in  age,himfelf  had  yet  fo  little  done, 
Had  wcptniuch  more,  if  he  had  liv'd  to  fee 

The  glorious  deeds  atchiev'd  by  thee  ; 

To  fee  thee  at  a  beardlefs  age. 

Stand  arm'd  againfl  th'  invader's  rage. 
And  bravely  fighting  for  thy  country's  hberty ; 

While  he  inglorious  laurels  fought, 

And  not  to  lave  his  cuiitry  fought ; 
While  he — O  ftain  upon  the  greateft  name. 

That  e'er  before  was  known  to  fame  1 
When  Rome,  his  awful  mother,  did  demand 
The  fword  from  his  unruly  hand, 

The  fword  (he  gave  before, 
Enrag'd,  he  fpurn'd  at  her  command, 
Hurl'd  at  her  breaft  the  impious  fteel,  and  bath'd 

it  in  her  gore. 

XVIIl. 

Far  other  battles  thou  haft  won, 
Thy  ftandard  dill  the  public  good  : 
Lavilh  cf  thine,  to  fdve  thy  people's  blood  : 
And  when  the  hardy  taflc  of  war  was  done, 

With  what  a  mild  well-temper'd  mind, 
{A  mind  unknown  to  Rome's  ambitious  fon) 
Thy  powerful  armies  were  refign'd  ; 
This  vidlory  o'er  thylelf  was  more, 
Than  all  thy  conqueils  gain'd  before  : 
'Twas  more  than  Philip's  fon  could  do. 
When  for  new  worlds  the  madman  cry'd; 
Nor  in  his  own  wild  breaft  had  fpy'd 
Towers  of  ambition,  hills  of  boundlefs  pride, 
Too  great  for  armies  to  fubdue. 

XIX. 

O  favage  luft  of  arbitrary  fway  '. 
Infatiate  fury,  which  in  man  we  find, 
In  barbarous  man,  to  prey  upon  his  kind. 
And  make  the  world,  enllav'd,  his  vicious  will 
obey ! 
How  has  this  fiend  ambition  long  defac'd 
Heaven's  works,  and  laid  the  fair  creation 
wafte  !  [crown'd, 

Alk    Clver    Rhine,    vvith    fpringing    rufhes 
As  to  the  fea  his  waters  flow. 
Where  are  the  numerous  cities  now. 
That  once  hefaw,  hishonour'd  banks  around  ? 
Scarce  are  their  filent  ruins  found  ; 

But,  io  th'  enfuing  :'ge. 
Trampled  into  common  ground, 
Will  hide  the  horrid  monuments  of  Gaul's  de- 
ftroying  rage. 
All  Europe  too  had  fhat'd  this  wretch'd  fate, 
And  mourn'd  her  heavy  woes  too  late, 
Had  not  Britannia's  chief  withftood 
Thg  threaten'd  deluge,  aud  repell'd, 


To  its  fcrfakcn  banks,  th'  unwilling  flood, 
And   in  liis  hand  the   fcales   of    balanc'd   king- 
doms held. 
Well  was  this  mighty  truft  repos'd  in  thee, 
W^hofc  faithful  foul,  from  private  intereft  free 

(Interefts  which  vulgar  princes  know), 
O'er  all  its  paflions  fat  exalted  high, 
AsTeneriff 's  top  enjoys  a  purer  Iky, 
And  fees  the  moving  clouds  at  diftance  fiy  below. 

XX. 

Whoe'er  thy  warlike  annals  reads, 
Behold  reviv'd  our  valiant  Edward's  deeds. 
Great  Edward  f  and  his  glorious  fon 
Will  own  themfelves  to  thee  outdone,'  [won. 
Though   Crecy's    defperate  fight  eternal  honours 
Though  the  fifth  Henry  too  does  claim 
A  (hiring  place  among  Britannia's  kings. 
And  Agincourc  has  rais'd  his  lofcy  name ; 
Yet  the  loud  voice  of  ever-living  fame 
Of  thee  more  numerous  triumphs  fings. 
But,  though  no  chief  contends  with  thee, 
In  all  the  long  records  of  hiftory. 
Thy  own  great  deeds  together  ftrive, 
Which  fhall  the  faireft  light  derive, 
On  thy  immortal  memory ; 
Whether  Scneff 's  amazing  field 
To  celebrated  Mons  fhall  yield  ; 
Or  both  give  place  to  more  amazing  Boyne; 
Or  if  Namur's  well-cover'd  fiege  muft  all  the  reft 
outfhine  I 

XXI. 

While  in  Hibernia's  fields  the  labouring  fwain 
Shall  pafs  the  plough  o'er  IkuU's  of  warriors  ftain, 

And  turn  up  bones,  and  broken  fpears, 
Amaz'd,  he'll  (hew  his  fellows  of  the  plain, 
The  relicks  of  vidorious  years  [regain. 

And  tell,'  how  fwift  thy  arms  that  kingdom  did 
Flandria,  a  longer  witnefs  to  thy  glory. 
With  wonder  too  repeats  thy  Itory; 
How  oft  the  foes  thy  lifted  fword  have  feen 

In  the  hot  battle,  when  it  bled 
At  all  its  open  veins,  and  oft  have  fled. 
As  if  their  evil  genius  thou  hadft  been  :    [pear. 
How,  when   the  blooming  fpring  began  t'  ap- 
And  with  new  life  reftor'd  the  year. 
Confederate  princes  ns'd  to  cry  : 
"  Call  Britain's  king — the  fprightly  trumpet  found, 
"  And  fpread  the  joyful  fummons  round  '. 
"  Call  Britain's  king,  and  viftory !'" 
So  when  the  flower  of  Greece,  to  battle  led 
In  beauty's  caufe,  juft  vengeance  fwore 
Upon  the  foul  adulterer's  head, 
That  from  her  royal  lord  the  raviih'd  Helen  bor«. 
The  Grecian  chiefs,  of  mighty  fame. 

Impatient  for  the  fon  of  Thetis  wait ; 
At  laft  the  fon  of  Thetis  came  ; 
Troy  (hook  her  nodding  towers,  and  moura'd  th' 
impending  fate. 

XXII. 

O  facred  peace  1  goddefs  ferene  I 
Adorn'd  with  robes  of  fpotlefs  white. 
Fairer  than  filver  floods  of  light  I 
How  (hurt  has  thy  mild  empire  beca '. 

+  Edward  HI,  and  tlje  Black  Prince. 
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When  preprrant  time  brought  forth  this  new- 
born anje. 
At  firft  we  faw  thee  gently  fmile 
On  the  yoiinf^hirth,  and  thy  fvveet  voice  a  while 
Sunp  a  foft  charm  to  martial  rage ; 
But  foot!  the  lion  wak'd  again, 
And  ftrctch'd  his  opening  claws,  and  fhoot  his 
grifly  mane. 
Soon  was  the  year  of  triumr>hs  paft  ; 
And  Janus,  ufl'ering  in  auew, 
With  backward  look  did  pompous  fcenes  review ; 
But  his  fore-face  with  frowns  was  overcaft; 
He  faw  the  gathering  ftorms  of  war, 
And  bid  his  priefts  aloud,  his  iron  gates  unbir. 
xxui. 
But  heaven  ifs  hero  can  no  longer  fpare, 
To  mix  in  our  tumultuons  hroils  below  ; 
Yet  fuffer'd  his  forefeeing  care, 
1  hofe  bolts  of  vengeance  to  prepare, 
Which  other  hands  Ihall  throw  ; 
That  glory  to  a  mighty  queen  remains. 
To  triumph  o'er  the  extingnifli'd  foe  ; 
^  She  (hall  fupply  the  thunderer's  place; 
As  PalhS,  from  th'  ethereal  plains, 
Warr'd  on  the  giants  impious  race, 
And  laid  their  huge  demolifli'd  works  in  fmoky 
ruins  lew. 
Then  Anne's  fliall  rival  great  Eliza's  reign  ; 
And  William's  genius,  with  a  grateful  fmile, 
Lo'ok  down,  and  blefs  this  happy  ifle  ; 
And   peare,  reflor'd,  fhali  wear  her  olive  crown 
again. 


CDE  ON  THE  ]3EATH  OF  A  FRIENI). 


Ai-oLLO,  god  of  founds  and  verfe, 
I'athetic  airs  and  riioving  thoughts  infpire  ! 
Whilft  we  thy  Damon's  graife  rchearfe  : 
Damon  himfelf  cculd  animate  the  lyre. 
Apollo,  god  of  founds  and  verfe, 
Pathetic  airs  and  moving  thoughts  infpire  ! 
Lbbk  down  !  and  warm  the  fong  with  thy  celeflial 
file. 

II. 
Ah,  lovely  yotith  !   when  thou  wert  here, 
ThyftU'  a  young  Apollo  did  appear; 

Young  as  that  god,  fo  fweet  a  grace, 
Such  blooming  fragrance  in  thy  face; 
So  foft  thy  air,  thy  vilage  fo  feretie, 
,    That  harmony  ev'n  in  thy    look  was  feen. 
111. 
But  when   thou   didll   th'  obedient   ftrings 

command,. 
And  join  in  confort  thy  melodious  hand, 
Ev'n  fate  itfelf,  fuch  wondrous  ilraiiis  to  hear. 
Fate  had  been  charm'd,  had  fate  an  ear. 
But  what  does  mufic's  fkill  avail  ? 
When  Orpheus  did  his  lofs  deplore, 
Trees  bow  d  attentive  to  his  tale  ;         [roar; 
Hufli'd  were  the  whids,  wild   beaft*  forgot  to 
But  dear  Eurydice  came  back  no  more. 

T   "  Virem   gerit  ilia  Tonantis  ;"  the    niOtto   •a  her 
blajcit^'j  CoionatioB  Mcilali. 


Of   H  U  G  PI  E  S. 

IV. 

Then  ceafe,  ye  fons  of  hsrmony,  to  mourn ; 

Since  Damon  nsvcr  can  return. 
See,  fee  !  he  mounts,  and  cleave?  the  liquid  way  J 

Bright  choirs  of  angels,  on  the  wing, 
For  the  new  giiefi's  arrival  ftay, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  fing. 
They  bear  him  to  the  happy  feats  above, 
beats  of  e-err.al  harmony  and  love; 

Where  anful  Purtell  went  before. 
Ceafe  then,  ye  fons  of  nnific,-  ceafe  to  niourn  i 

Your  Damon  ntver  will  return. 
No,  never,  never  marc  I 


ANACREON,  ODE  Ilf. 

At  dead  rf  night,  when  mortals  lofe 
Their  various  cares  in  foft  repofe, 
I  heard  a  knocking  at  my  door  : 
Who's  that,  faid  I.  at  this  late  hour 
Diftiirbs  my  reft  ? — It  fobb'J  and  cry'd. 
And  thus  in  mournful  tone  reply'd. 
"  A  poor  unhappy  child  am  1, 
"  That's  come  to  beg  your  charity; 
"  Pray  let  me  in  : — You  need  not  fear; 
"  I  mean  no  harm,  1  vow  and  fwear ; 
"  But,  wet  atid  cold,  crave  fhclter  here; 
"  Betray 'd  by  night,  and  led  aftray, 
"   I've  loft — alas  I   I've  loft  my  way." 

Mov'd  with  this  little  tole  of  fate, 
I  took  a  lan.p,  and  cp'd  the  gate ! 
When  fee  1   a  naked  boy  before 
The  threftiold  ;  at  his  back  he  wore 
A  pair  of  wings,  and  by  his  fide 
A  crooked  bow  and  quiver  tv'd. 
"  My  pretty  angel  !  come,  faid  I, 
"  Coine  to  the  fire,  and  do  not  cry  I" 
I  ftrok'd  his  neck  and  (boulders  bare. 
And  (queez'd  the  water  from  his  hair  ; 
Then  chaf 'd  his  little  hands  in  mine. 
And  cheer'd  him  with  a  draught  Of  wine. 
Recover'd  thus  fay*  he,  "  I'd  know, 
"   Whether  the  rain  has  fpoil'd  my  bow  ;' 
'*   Let's  try" — then  Ihot  nic  with  a  dan. 
'J'he  venom  throbb'd,  did  ache  and  (mart, 
As  if  a  bee  had  ftung  my  heart. 
"  Are  thefe  your  thanks,  ungrateful  child, 
"  Arc  thefe  your  thanks.'"— I  h' impoftor  fmiT<J 
"  Farewell,  my  loving  hoft,  fays  he  ;  ") 

'•  All's  well ;   my  bow's  unhurt,  I  fee;  C 

"  But  what  a  wretch  I've  made  of  thee  I  j 


I 


STORY'OP  fYRAMUS  ASID  THISBE. 

From  tie  Foitrt/j  Book  of  G-vid's  Metamorphnfts. 

WngRE  Babylon's  proud  walls,  eredled  hig!i 
By  furn'd  Semiranns,  afoend  the  Ccy, 
Dwelt  youthful  Pyramus,  and  Thilbe  fairj 
Adjuiiiiog  haufcs  held  the  lovely'pair. 
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flis  perfefl  form  all  other  youths  forpafs'd ; 
Charms  I'uch  as  hcr's  no  eafcern  beauty  grac'd. 
>}ear  neighbourhood  the  firft  acquaintance  drew. 
An  early  promife  of  the  love  t'  enfue.  [kind, 

Time  nurs'd  the   growing;  flame  ;  had  fate   been 
The  nuptial  rites  their  faithful  hands  had  join'd  ; 
But,  with  vain  threats,  forbidding  parents  ftrove 
To  check  the  joy;  they  could  not  check  the  love. 
Each  captive  heart  confumes  ib  like  defire  ; 
The  more  conceal'd,  the  fiercer  rag'd  the  fire. 
Soft  looks,  the  filent  eloquence  of  eyes, 
And  fecrtt  figns,  fccure  Irom  houfehold  fpies, 
Exchange  tlitir  thoughts ;  the  common  wall,  be- 
tween 
Each  parted  houfe,  retain'd  a  chink,  iinfeen 
Forages  paft.     The  lovers  foon  efpy'd  '^ 

This  fmall  defedt,  for  love  is  eagle  cy'd,  S 

And  in  foft  wliifpers  foon  the  paffage  try'd.         j 
Safe  went  the  murmur'd  loiinds,  and  every  day 
A  thoufand  amorous  blandifhments  convey  ; 
And  often,  as  they  flood  on  either  ilde, 
To  catch  by  turns  the  flitting  voice,  they  cry'd, 
Why,  envious  waH,  ah  I   why  doft  thou  dtllroy 
The  loY«rs  hopes,  and  why  forbid  the  joy  ? 
How  fhould  we  blefs  thee,  vvould'fl   thou  yield  to 

chaims, 
And,  opening,  let  us  ru(h  into  each  ether's  arms  ? 
At  leaft,  if  that's  too  much,  afford  a  fpace 
To  meeting  lips,  nor  fliall  we  flight  the  grace; 
"We  owe  to  thee  this  freedom  to  complain, 
A^nd  breathe  our  vows,  hut  vows,  alas !  in  vain. 
Thus  having  faid,  when  evening  call'd  to  reft. 
The  faithful  pair  on  either  fide  impreft 
An  intercepted  kifs,  then  bade  good- right ; 
Jiut  when  th'  er.fuirig  dawn  iiad  put  to  flight 
The  flars,  end  Phoebus,  riflng  from  his  bed, 
Drank  up  the  dews,  and  dry'd  the  flowery  mead, 
Attain  they  meet,  in  fighs  again  difclofe 
Their  grief,  and  iaft  this  bold  deftgn  propofe  ; 
That,  in  the  dead  of  night,  both  would  deceive 
Their  keepers,  and  the  houfe  and  city  leave  ; 
And  kll,  efcap'd,  wishcut  the  walls  they  ftray 
In  pathlefs  fields,  and  wander  from  the  way. 
At  Ninus'  tomb  their  meeting  they  agree, 
Beneath  the  Ihady  covert  of  the  tree  ; 
The  tree  well  known  ntar  a  cool  fountain  grew, 
And  bore  fair  mulherries  of  fnowy  ht.e. 
The  pKijedl  pleas'd  ;  the  fun's  unwelcome  light  ") 
('i'hat  flowly    feera'd  to   move,  and  flack  hiss/ 
flight)  [fable  night ;  f 

Sunk  in  the  feas;  from  the  fame  feas  arofe  the  J 
Whtn,  ftealing  through  the  dark,  the  crafty  fair 
LJi.lock'd  the  door,  and  gain'd  the  open  air; 
Love  gave  her  courage  ;  un;  erceiv'd  fhe  went, 
Wrapp'd  in  ^  yeil,  and  reach'd  the  monument. 
Then  fat  beneath  th'  appointed  tree  al  ne ; 
But,  by  the  ghmmering  of  the  fiiining  moon, 
She  fat  not  long,  before  from  far  flie  ipy'd 
A  lionefs  approach  the  fountain-fide  ; 
i'ierce  was  her  glare,  htr  foamy  paws  in  blood 
pf  flaughter'd  bulls  befmear'd,  and  foul  v^  ith  food ; 
for  reeking  from  the  prey,  the  favage  came, 
To    drown    her  thirft    v.irhin    the    neighbouring 
Affiigh'-d  Thilbe,  trembling  at  the  fight,  [llream, 
rjt-d  to  a  darlifomc  den,  but  in  her  fiijh^ 


Her  veil  dropp'd  ofFIvhlnd,     Deep  of  the  flood 
The  monfler  drank,  and,  fatiate,  to  the  wood 
Returning,  found  the  garment  as  i-  Uy, 
And,  torn  with  bloody  feet,  difpers'd  it  in  her 

way. 
Belated  Pyramus  arriv'd,  and  found 
The  mark  of  favage  feet  along  the  findy  ground  t 
All  pale  he  turn'd  ;  but  foon  as  he  beheld 
["he  crimlon'd  vefture  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field. 
One  night,  he  cry'd,  two  lovers  (hall  deflroy  I 
She  worthy  to  have  liv'd  long  years  of  joy. 
But  mine's  the  forfeit  life  ;  unhappy  maid  I 
'  l\vas  I  that  flew  thee,  I  th'  appointment  made; 
To  places  full  of  death  thy  innocence  betsay'd, 
And  came  not  firft  myfelf — O  hither  hafie. 
Ye  lions  all,  that  roam  this  rocky  wafte  1 
Tear  my  devoted  entrails,  gnaw,  divide. 
And  gorge  your  famine  in  my  opcn'd  fide  ! 
But  c. wards  call  ior  death  ! — Thus  having  fpoke, 
The  fatal  garment  from  the  ground  he  took. 
And  bore  it  to  the  tree ;  ardent  he  kifs'd, 
Ai;d  bath'd  in  flowing  tears  the  well-known  veil ; 
Novi'  tal:e  a  fecond  flam,  the  lover  faid. 
While  frcjm  his  fide  he  inatch'd  his fnarpen'd blade, 
Al  d  drove  it  in  his  groin;  then  from  the  wound 
Withdrew  the  flcel,  and  ftaggerinc;  fell  to  ground  : 
As  when,  a  condiiit  broke,  the  ftrcams  (hoot  high, 
Starting  in  fudden  fountains  through  the  iky. 
So  Ipouts  the  living  flream,  and  fprinkled  o'er 
The  tree's  fair  berries  with  a  criinfon  gore. 
While,  fapp'd  in  purj)le  floods,  the  confcious  root 
Tranfmits  the  ftam  of  murder  to  the  fruit. 

The  fair,  who  fear'd  to  dilappoint  her  Iotc, 
Yet  trembling  with  the  fright,  forfook  tlic  grovCk 
And  fought  the  youth,  impatient  to  relate 
Htr  new  adventure,  and  th'  avoided  fate. 
She  faw  the  vary'd  tree  had  lofL  its  white, 
And  doubting  flood  if  that  could  be  the  li-rLt, 
i^or  doubted  long;  for  now  her.  eyes  beheld 
A  dying  ptrfon  fpurn  the  fanguine  field. 
Aghafi  flie  ftarted  back,  and  Ihook  with  pain, 
j^s  nfing  breezes  curl  the  trembling  mam. 
She  gaz'd  awhile  entranc'd ;  but  when  ftie  fonni 
It  was  Jier  lover  weltering  on  the  ground, 
She  heat  htr  lovely  breaif,  and  tore  her  hair, 
Clafp'd  the  dear  corpfe,  and,  frantic  in  defpairfc 
Kils'd  his  cold  face.fupply'd  a  briny  flood 
To  the  wide  wound,  and  mingled  tears  with  bloody 
■Say,  Pyramus,  oh  fay,  what  chance  fevere 

Has  fnatch'd  thee  from  my  arms  ? 

'1  is  thy  own  Thifbe  calls,  look  up  and  hear  ! 
At  1  hifbe's  name  he  lifts  his  dying  eyes. 
And,  having  fecn  her,  cloa'd  thtm  up,  and  dies. 
But  when  (he  knew  the  bloody  veil,  and  fpy'd 
The  ivory  fcabbard  empty  by  his  fide, 
Ah  !  wretched  ytuih,  laid  fhe,  by  love  betray'dl 
Thy  haplcfs  hand  guided  the  f^tal  blade. 
Weak  as  1  am,  I  boail  as  itjong  a  love  ; 
for  fuch  a  deed,  this  hand  as  bold  (hail  prove. 
I'll  f..llow  thee  to  death ;  the  world  fliall  call 
Thifue  the  caufe,  aiid  partner  of  thy  fali;J 
And  ev'n  in  death,  which  could  alone  disjoin 
Our  perfons,  yet  in  death  thou  (halt  be  mine. 
But  hear,  in  both  our  names,  this  dying  prayer, 
Ye  wretched  parents  of  a  wrtt^hed  p ^it  J 
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THE    WORKS    OF    HUGHES. 


Let  in  one  urn  our  aflies  be  confin'd, 

V/hom  mutual  love  and  the  fame  fate  have  join'd. 

And  thou,  fair  tree,  beneath  whofe  friendly  Ihade, 

One  lifelefs  lover  is  already  laid, 

And  foon  fliall  cover  two ;  for  ever  wear 

Death's  fable  hue,  and  purple  berries  bear  ! 

^ihefaid,  and  plunges  in  her  bread  the  fword. 

Yet  warm,  and  reeking  from  its  flaughter'd  lord. 

Relenting  heaven  allows  her  laft  requell, 

And  pity  touch'd  their  mournful  parents  bre^ft. 

The  fruit,  when  ripe,  a  purple  dye  retains ; 

And  in  one  urn  are  plac'd  their  dear  remains. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  OVID,AMORUM,  L1B>  I.  ELEG.  2. 

Tell  me,  fome  god,  whence  does  this  change 

arife ; 
Why  gentle  fleep  forfakes  my  weary  eyes  ? 
Why,  turning  often,  all  the  tedious  night 
In  pain  I  lie,  and  watch  the  fpringing  light  ? — 
What  cruel  daemon  haunts  my  tortur'd  mind  ? 
Sure,  if  'twere  love,  I  ftiould  th'  invader  find  ; 
Unlefs  difguis'd  he  lurks,  the  crafty  boy, 
With  filent  arts  ingenious  to  deftroy. 
Alas :   'tis  fo — 'tis  fix'd  the  fecret  dart ; 
I  feel  the  tyrant  ravaging  my  heart. 
Then,  (hall  I  yield  ;  or  th'  infant  flame  oppofe? 
I  yield  1 — Refiftance  would  increafe  my  woes : 
For  ftruggling  flaves  a  fliarper  doom  fuftain. 
Than  fuch  as  ftoop  obedient  to  the  chain. 
I  own  thy  power,  almighty  love!  I'm  thine; 
With  pinion'd  hands  behold  me  here  refign  1 
Let  this  fubmiffion  then  my  life  obtain  ; 
Small  praife  'twill  be,  if  thus  unarm'd  I'm  flain. 
Go,  join  thy  mother's  doves ;  with  myrtle  braid 

thy  hair  ; 
The  god  of  war  himfelf  a  chariot  fliall  prepare ; 
Then   thou    triumphant    through    the    Ihouting 

throng     »  [along; 

Shalt  ride,  and  move  with  art  the  willing  birds 
While  captive  youths  and  maids,  in  folenin  flate, 
Adorn  the  fcene,  and  on  thy  trir.mph  wait. 
There  I,  a  later  conqueft  of  thy  bow, 
In  chains  will  follow  too  ;  and  as  I  go, 
'lo  pitying  eyes  the  new-made  wound  willihow. 
Next,  all  that  dare  love's  fovereign  power  defy, 
)n  fetters  bound,  inglorious  fliall  pals  by  ; 
All  fhall  fubmit  to  thee — Th'  applauding  crowd 
Shall  lift  their  hands,  and  fing  thy  praife  aloud. 
Sof:  looks  fliall  in  thy  equipage  appear, 
With  amorous  play,  miftake,  and  jealous  fear. 
Be  this  thy  guard,  great  love  '.  be  this  thy  train;  "^ 
Since  thefe  extend  o'er  men  and  gods  thy  reign ;  > 
^But  robb'd  of  thefe,  thy  powe '  is  weak  and  vain,  j 
From  heaven  thy  mother  fhall  thy  pomp  furvey. 
And,  fmiling,  fcatter  fragrant  ftiowers  of  rofes  in 

thy  way ; 
Whilft  thou,  array'd  in  thy  unrival'd  pride. 
On  golden  wheels,  all  gold  thyfelf,  flialt  ride  : 
Thy  fpreadiiig   wings   fliall    richeft  dianionds 

wear. 
And  gcmj  ihall  fparkle  in  thy  lovely  hair. 


Thus  pafling  by,  thy  arm  fliall  hurl  around 

Ten    thoufand    fires,    ten    thoufand   hearts   fliall 

wound. 
This  is  thy  pradlice,  love,  and  this  thy  gain  ; 
From  this  thou  canfl;  not,  if  thou  would'ft,  refrain  ; 
Since  cv'n  thy  prefcnce,  with  prolific  heat. 
Does  reach  the  heart,  and  adive  flames  create. 
From  conqucr'd  India,  fo  the  *  jovial  god. 
Drawn  o'er  the  plains  by  harnefs'd  tigers,  rode. 
Then  fince,  great  love,  I  take  a  willing  place 
Amidfh  thy  fpoils,  the  facred  fliow  to  grace ; 
O  ceafe  to  wound,  and  let  thy  fatal  ft:ore 
Of  piercing  fliafts  be  fpent  on  me  no  more. 
No  more,  too  powerful  in  my  charmer's  eyes, 
Torment  a  flave,  that  for  her  beauty  dies ; 
Or  look  in  fmiles  from  thence,  and  I  fliall  be 
A  flave  no  longer,  but  a  god,  like  thee. 


THE    PICTURE. 


Come,  my  mufe,  a  Venus  draw  ; 
Not  the  fame  the  Grecians  faw, 
By  the  fam'd  Apelles  wrought, 
Beauteous  offspring  of  his  thought^. 
No  fantaftic  goddefs  mine, 
FiiStion  far  flie  does  outfliine. 

Queen  of  fancy  1   hither  bring 
On  thy  gaudy-fcather'd  wing 
All  the  beauties  of  the  fpring. 
Like  the  bee's  induftrious  pains 
To  collcft  his  golden  gains. 
So  from  every  flower  and  plant 
Gather  firft  th'immoital  paint. 
Fetch  me  lilies,  fetch  me  rofes, 
Daifies,  violets,  cowflip-pofies, 
Amaranthus,  parrot  pride, 
Woodbines,  pinks,  and  what  befide 
Does  th'  embroider'd  mead<  adorn; 
Where  the  fawns  and  fatyrs  play 
In  the  merry  month  of  May. 
Steal  the  blufli  of  opening  morn ; 
Borrow  Cynthia's  filvcr  white, 
When  ftie  fliines  at  noon  of  night, 
Free  from  clouds  to  veil  her  light. 
Juno's  bird  his  tail  fliall  fpread. 
Iris'  bow  its  colour  flied, 
A]\  to  deck  this  charming  piece. 
Far  furpafling  ancient  Gieece. 

Firft  her  graceful  ftature  ftiow. 
Not  too  tall,  nor  yet  too  low. 
Fat  flie  muft  not  be,  nor  lean  ; 
Let'her  fliape  be  ftraight  and  clean  ; 
Small  her  waift,  and,  thence  increas'd, 
Gently  fvvelfs  her  rifing  brcaft. 

Next,  in  comely  order  trace 
All  the  glories  of  her  face. 
Paint  her  neck  of  ivory, 
Smiling  cheeks  and  forehead  high. 
Ruby  lips,  and  fparkling  eyes. 
Whence  reiiftlefs  lightning  flies. 

Foolifli  mufe  !  what  haft  thou  done  ? 
Scarce  th'  outlines  are  yet  begun, 

t  BaccTius. 


POEM    S. 
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Ere  thy  pencil's  thrown  afide  '. 
'Tis  no  matter,  love  reply'd  ; 
(Love's  unlucky  god  flood  by) 
At  one  ftroke  behold  how  1 
Will  th'  unfinifli'd  draught  fupply. 

Smiling  then  he  took  his  dart, 
And  drew  her  pidure  in  my  huart. 


BARN- EL  MS. 


Let  PhoEbus  his  late  happinefs  rehearfe, 
And  grace  Barn-Elms  with  never-dying  verfe  ! 
Smooth  was  the  Thames,  his  waters  fleeping  lay, 
Unwak'd  by  winds  that  o'er  rhe  furface  play  ; 
When  th'  early  god,  arifing  from  the  eaft, 
Difclos'd  the  golden  dawn,  with  bludies  dreft. 
Firft  in  the  ftream  his  own  bright  form  he  fees. 
But  brighter  forms  fhine  through  the  neighbour- 
ing trees. 
He  fpeeds  the  riling  day,  and  (beds  his  light 
Redoubled  on  the  grove,  to  gain  a  nearer  fight. 
Not  with  more  fpeed  his  Daphne  he  purfu'd. 
Nor  fair  Le'.icothoe  with  fuch  pleafure  view'd  ; 
Five  dazzling  nymphs  in  graceful  pomp  appear : 
He  thinks  his  Daphne  and  Leucothoe  here, 
Join'd  with  that  heavenly  three,  whg  on  mount  Ide 
Dcfcending  once  the  prize  of  beaty  try*d. 

Ye  verdant  elms,  that  towering  grace  this  grove, 
Be  facred  ftill  to  beauty  and  to  love  ! 
No  thunder  break,  nor  lightning  glare  between 
Your  twilled  boughs,  but  fuch  as  then  was  fecn. 
The  grateful  i\m  will  every  morning  rife 
Propitious  here,  fainting  from  the  fkies 
Your  lofty  tops,  indulg'd  with  fweeteft  air, 
And  every  fpring  your  loffes  he'll  repair; 
Nor  his  own  laurels  more  fhall  be  his  care. 


ON  THE  FRIENDSHIP  OF 

PHCEBE    AND    ASTERIA; 

AND 

THB  SICKNESS  OF  THE  FORMER. 

An  altar  raife  to  friendfliip's  holy  flame, 
Infcrib'd  with  Phoebe's  and  Afteria's  name  I 
Around  it  mingled  in  a  folemn  baud, 
Let  Phoebe's  lovers,  and  Afteria's  {land, 
With  fervent  vows  t'attend  the  facrifice  ;  •\ 

While  rich  perfumes  from  melted  gums  arife,      i 
To  bribe  for  Phoebe's  health  the  partial  fkies.        j 

Forbid  it,  love,  that  fickly  blafts  confume 
The  flower  of  beauty  in  its  tender  bloom  ! 
Shall  Ihe  fo  foon  to  tier  own  heaven  retire, 
Who  gave  fo  oft,  yet  never  felt  thy  fire  ? 
Who  late  at  fplendid  feallsfo  graceful  fhone, 
By  pleafing  fmiles  and  numerous conquefls known; 
Where,  'midfl  the  brighieft  nymphs,  fhe  bore  the 

prize 
Trom  all — from  all  but  her  Afteria's  eyes. 
Behold  the  maid,  who  then  fecure  repell'd 
The  Ihafts  of  love,  by  faiatiug  ficknefs  ^ucU'd  1 


(As  beauty's  godJ.^fs  once  a  wonad  fuftain'd, 
Not  from  her  fon,  but  from  a  f  mortal's  hand) 
Afteria  too  forgets  her  fprlghtly  charms, 
And  drooping  lies  within  her  Phcebe's  arms. 

Thus  in  romantic  hillories  wc  read 
Of  tournaments  by  fome  great  prince  decreed, 
Where  two  companion  knights  their  lances  wield 
With  mat^hlefs  force,  and  win,  from  all,  the  field; 
Till  one,  o'erheated  in  the  couife,  retires, 
And  feels  within  his  veins  a  fever's  fires  ; 
His  grieving  friend  his  laurels  throws  away. 
And  mourns  the  dear-bought  triumphs  of  the  day. 

So  ftri(fl's  the  union  of  this  tender  pair, 
What  heaven  decrees  for  one,  they  both  mufl  fhare. 
Like  meeting  rivers,  in  one  flreaxn  they  flow. 
And  no  divided  joys  or  forrows  know. 
Not  the   bright  ||  twins,  prcferr'd  in  heaven  to 

fhine, 
Fair  Leda's  fons,  in  fuch  a  league  could  join. 
One  foul,  as  fables  tell,  by  turns  fupply'd 
That  heavenly  pair,  by  turns  they  liv'd  and  dy'd  : 
But  thefe  have  fworn  a  matchlefs  fympathy^ 
They'll  live  together,  or  together  die. 

When  Heaven  did  at  Afteria's  birth  bellow 
Thofe  lavifh  charms,  with  which  fhe  wounds  usf«. 
To  form  her  glorious  mind,  it  did  infpirc 
A  double  portion  of  th'  ethereal  fire. 
That  half  might  afterward  be  thence  convey'd. 
To  animate  that  other  lovely  maid. 
Thus  native  inftindl  does  their  hearts  combine. 
It  knots  too  dofe  for  fortune  to  untwine. 

So  India  boafls  a  tree,  that  fpreads  around 
Its  amorous  boughs,   which   bending  reach  the 

ground. 
Where  taking  root  again,  the  branches  raife 
A  fecond  tree  to  meet  its  fond  embrace  ; 
Then  fide  by  fide  the  friendly  neighbours  thrive, 
Fed  by  one  fap,  and  in  each  other  live. 

Of  Phoebe's  health  we  need  not  fend  to  know 
How  nature  flrives  with  her  invading  foe, 
What  fymptoms  good  or  ill  each  day  arife ; 
We  read  thofe  changes  in  Afteria's  eyes. 
Thus  in  fome  cryftal  fountain  you  may  fpy 
The  face  of  heaven,  and  the  reflecSled  fky. 
See  what  black  clouds  arife,  when  tempefts  lower 
And  gathering  mifts  portend  a  falling  fhower, 
And  when  the  fun  breaks  out,  with  conquering^ 

ray 
To  chafe  the  darknefs,  and  reftore  the  day. 

Such  be  thy  fate,  bright  maid  1  from  this  decline 
Arife  renew'd  thy  charms,  and  doubly  fhine  I 
And  as  that  dawning  planet  was  addreft 
With  offer'd  incenfe  by  th'  adoring  eaft, 
So  we'll  with  fongs  thy  glad  recovery  greet. 
The  mufe  fhall  lay  her  prefents  at  thy  feet ; 
With  open  arms,  Afteria  fhall  receive 
The  dcareft  pledge  propitious  Heaven  can  give. 
Fann'd  by  thefe  winds^  your  friendfhip's  generous 

fire 
Shall  burn  more  bright,  and  to  fuch  heights  afpire, 
The  wondering  world  fliall  think  you  from  abovi 
Come  down  to  teach  how  happy  angels  love. 


t  Diomedes, 

II  Cattor  and  Pollux, 
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TUX  WORKS   OP   KuGHES. 


SONG. 


Fame  of  Dorinda's  conqucft  brought 
The  god  of  her  charms  to  vicwr ; 

To  wound  ih'  unwary  maid  he  thought, 
But  loon  became  her  contjueft  too. 

He  dropt,  half  drawn,  hisfeeble  bow, 

He  look'd,  he  rav'd,  and  fighing  pin'd; 
And  wi(h'd  in  vain  he  had  been  now, 

As  painters  falfely  draw  hini)  blind. 
III. 
Difarm'd,  he  to  his  mother  flies; 

Help,  Venus,  help,  thy  wretched  fon  ! 
Who  now  will  pay  ns  facriSce  I 

For  love  himfeif  's,  alas !  undone. 

IV. 

To  Cupid  now  n6  lover's  prayer 
'Shall  be  addrefs'd  in  fuppliant  iighs; 

^y  darts  are  gone,  but  oh  beware, 
fond  mortals,  of  Dorinda's  eyes. 


TO  OCFAVIA  INDISPOSED. 

Around  your  couch  whilft  fighing  lovers  view 
Wit,  beauty,  goodnefs,  fulferrng  all  m  you; 
£o  mournful  is  the  fcenc,  'tis  hard  to  tell 
Which  face  betrays  the  fick,  or  who  is  well. 
They  feci  not  their  own  pains,  while  -your's  they 

fhare, 
Worfe  tortur'd  now,  than  lately  by  defpair. 
For  bleeding  veins  a  like  relief  is  found, 
When  ir«n  red  hot  by  burning  flops  the  w»und. 
"Grant,  Heaven,  they  cry,  this  moment  our  defire, 
To  fee  her  well,  though  we  the  next  expire. 


BEAUTY  AND  MUSIC. 


Vz  fvvalns,  whom  radiant  beauty  moves, 

O  mufic's  art  with  founds  divme, 
Tiiink  how  the  rapturous  charm  improves. 

Where  two  fuch  gifts  celeftial  join ; 
n. 
Wiiere  Cupid's  bow,  and  Phoebus'  lyre. 

In  the  fame  powerful  hand  are  found  ; 
"Where  lovely  eyes  inilame  defire, 

While  trembling  notes  are  taught  to  wound. 
III. 
roqiiirc  not  who's  the  matchlefs  fair, 

Jliat  can  this  double  death  beftow  : 
li  young  Harmonia's  drains  you  hear. 

Or  view  her  eyes,  too  well  you'll  know. 


CUPID'S  REVIEW. 


'C'^rto,  furvey  thy  fhining  train  around 
pi  favourite  nymphs,  for  conqccll  mod  rcnovfiid ; 
3 


The  lovely  warrisrs  tliat  in  bright  array 
Thy  power  fupport,  and  propagate  thy  fway. 
Then  fay,  what  beauteous  general  wilt  thou  choofc, 
To  lead  the  fair  brigade  againft  thy  rebel  foes  i 

Behold  the  god  advance  in  comely  pride, 
Arm'd  with  his  bow,  his  quiver  by  his  fide  ; 
Inferior  Cupids  on  their  mafter  wait ;  [ftat*. 

He  fmiles  well  pleas'd,  and   waves  his  wings  in 
His  little  hands  imperial  trophies  bear. 
And  laurel  wreaths  to  grace  th'  elcdled  fair. 

Hyde-park  the  fcene  for  the  review  he  nam'd, 
Hyde-park  for  pleafure  and  for  beauty  fam'd. 
Where,  oft  from  weftern  Ikies  the  god  of  light 
Sees  new-arifing  funs,  than  his  more  bright ; 
Then  fets  in  blulhes,  and  conveys  his  fire 
To  diftant  lands,  that  more  his  beams  require. 
And  now  the  charming  candidates  appear 
Behold  Britannia's  vidtor  graces  there. 
Who  vinilicatc  their  country's  ancient  claim 
To  Love's  pre-eminence,  and  beauty's  fame. 
Some,  who,  at  Anna's  court,  in  honour  rais'd, 
Adtorn  birth  -nights,  by  crcnvding  nations  prais'd; 
Preferv'd  in  Kneller's  pidures  ever  young, 
In  flrains  immortal  by  the  mufes  fung. 

Around  the  ring  th'  illuflrious  rivals  move. 
And  teach  to  love  himfeif  the  power  of  love. 
Scarce,  though  a  god,  he  can  with  fafety  gaze 
On  glory  fo  .profufe,  fuch  mingled  rays ; 
For  love  had  eyes  on  this  important  day, 
And  Venus  from  his  forehead  took  the  blinding 
cloth  away. 

Here  Mira  pafs'd,  andfix'd  hirwandering  vi  w, 
Her  perfed  ihap;  diftinguifhed  praifes  drew; 
Tall,  beauteous,  and  majellic  to  the  fight, 
Shejled  the  train,  and  fparkled  in  the  light,    [eyes. 

There  Stella  claims  the  wreath,  and  pleads  her 
By  which  each  day  fome  new  adorer  dies. 

Serena,  by  good-humour  doubly  fair. 
With  native  Iweetnefs  charms,  and  fmiling  air. 
While  Flora's  youthful  years  and  looks  difplay 
The  bloom  of  ripening  fruits,  the  innocence  of 

May, 
The  opening  fweets  that  months  of  pleafure  bring, 
Tlie  dawn  of  love,  and  life's  indulgent  fpring. 

'  fwcre  cndlefs  to  defcribe  the  various  darts. 
With -which  the  fair  are  arm'd  to  conquer  lieart^. 
Whatever  can  the  ravilh'd  foul  infpire 
With  tender  thoughts,  and  animate  delire. 
All  arts  and  virtues  mingled  in  the  train  ; 
And  long  the  lovely  rivals  ftrove  in  vain, 
While  Cupid  unrefolv'd  flill  fearch'd  around  the 

plain. 
O  I   could  I  find,  faid  love,  the  phoenix  flie. 
In  whom  at  once  the  feveral  charms  agree; 
That  phoenix  fhe  the  laurel  crown  Ihould  have^ 
And  love  himfeif  with  pride  become  her  flave. 

He   fcarce   had  fpoke,    when  fee — Harmonia 
came  ! 
Chance  brought  her  there,  and  not  defire  of  fame; 
Unknowing  of  the  choice,  till  (he  belield 
The  god  approach  to  crown  her  in  the  field, 
Th'  u.iwilling  maid,  with  wondrous  modefty^ 
Difclaim'd  her  right,  and  put  the  laurel  by  ; 
Wzroi  blulhes  on  her  tender  cheeks  arifc, 
And  double  foftncfs  beautify'd  her  eyes. 


POEMS. 


flyS 


At  tKis,  more  charm"'d,  the  ratlier  1  beftow, 
Said  love, -tihefe  honours  you  in  vain  forego; 
Take  then  the  wreath,  which  you,  vidlorious  fair, 
Has'e  moft  deferv'd,  yet  left  affed  to  wear. 


TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  LADY, 

PtAYING  ON   THE  ORGAN. 

WnEn  fam'd  Cecilia  on  the  organ  play'd, 

And  fiU'd  with  moving  founds  the  tuneful  frame, 
Drawn  by  the  diarm,  to  hear  the  facred  maid. 

From  heaven,  'tisfaid,  a  liftening  angel  came. 
Thus  ancient  legends  would  our  faith  abufe  ; 

In  vain (or  were  the  bold  tradition  true, 

While  your  harmonious  touch  that  charm  renews. 

Again  the  feraph  would  appear  to  you. 
O  happy  fair  '.  in  whom  with  pureft  light. 

Virtue's  united  beams  with  beauty  fhine  I 
Should  heavenly  guefts  defcend  to  bleis  our  fight, 

What  form  more  lovely  could   they  wear  tJian 
thine  ! 


SONNET. 


Je  mourral  de  trop  de  plaifir 
Si  je  le  trouve  favourable  ; 
Je  mourrai  de  trop  de  defir 
Se  je  la  trouve  inexorable. 

Ainfi  je  ne  fjaurois  gucrir 
De  la  douleur  qui  me  polTede ; 
Je  fuis  affurc  de  perir 
Par  le  mal,  ou  par  le  remede. 

IN  ENGLISH. 

I  DIE  with  too  tranfporting  joy. 
If  flie  I  love  rewards  my  fire; 

It  Ihe's  inexorably  coy, 

Widi  too  much  paflion  1  expire. 

No  way  the  fates  afford  to  fhun 
The  crud  torment  I  endure ; 

Since  1  am  doom'd  to  be  undone 
By  the  difeafe  or  by  the  cure. 


TO  A  PAINTER. 


Painter,  if  thou  canft  fafely  gaze 
Oil  all  the  wonders  of  that  face ; 
It"  thou  haft  charms  to  guard  a  heart 
Secure  by  fecrets  of  thy  art ; 
O  1  teach  the  mighty  charm,  that  we 
Alay  gaze  fecurely  too,  like  thee. 
Canft  thou  love's  brighteft  lightning  draw, 
Which  none  e'er  yet  imwounded  faw  ? 
To  what  then  wilt  thou  next  afpire, 
Unlefs  to  imitate  Jove's  fire  ? 
Which  is  a  lefs  adventurous  pride. 
Though  'twas  for  that  Salmoncus  dy'd. 
Vol.  VII. 


That  beauteous,  that  viflorious  fair, 
Whofe  chains  fo  many  lovers  wear ; 
Wlio  with  a  look  can  arts  iiifufe. 
Create  a  painter,  or  a  mtife  ; 
Whom  crowds  with  awful  rapture  view; 
She  fits  fercne,  and  fmiles  on  you  I 
Your  genius  thus  infpir'd  will  foar 
I'o  wondrous  heights  unknown  before. 
And  to  her  beauty  you  will  own 
Your  future  Ikillaad  fix'd  renown. 

So  wiien  of  old  great  Ammon's  fon, 
Adorn'd  with  fpoih  in  battle  won. 
In  graceful  pifture  chofe  to  ftand. 
The  work  of  fam'd  Apelles'  hand  ; 
"  Exert  thy  fire,  the  monarch  faid, 
"  Now  be  thy  boldeft  ftrokes  difplay'd, 
"  To  let  admiring  nations  fee 
"  Their  dreaded  vicftor  drawn  by  thee  ; 
"  To  others  thou  may'ft  life  impart, 
"  But  I'll  immortalize  thy  art  1" 


I 


AUTHOR  OF  FATAL  FRIENDSHIP^ 

A  TR.\aEDY. 

As  when  Camilla  once,  a  warlike  dame. 

In  bloody  battles  won  immortal  fame, 

Forfook  her  female  arts,  and  chofe  to  bear 

The  ponderous  fhield,  and  heave  the  maffy  fpear, 

Superior  to  her  fsx,  fo  fwift  fhe  flew 

Around  the  field,  and  fuch  vaft  numbers  flew, 

That  fi  lends  and  foes,  alike  furpris'd,  behold 

The  brave  Virago  defperately  bold. 

And  thought  her  Pallas  in  a  human  mould. 

Such  is  our  wonder,  matchlefs  maid !  to  fee 

The  tragic  laurel  thus  deferv'd  by  thee. 

Still  greater  praife  is  yours ;  Camilla  Ihinea 
For  ever  bright  in  Virgil's  facred  lines, 

You  in  your  own. 

Nor  need  you  to  another's  bounty  owe. 
For  what  yourfelf  can  on  yourfelf  beftow ; 
So  monarchs  in  full  health  are  wont  to  rear. 
At  their  own  charge,  their  future  fepulchre. 

Who  thy  perfedions  fully  would  commend, 
Muft  think  how  others  their  vain  hours  mifpend. 
In  trifling  vifits,  pride,  impertinence, 
Drefs,  dancing,  and  difcourfe  devoid  of  fenfe; 
To  twirl  a  fan,  to  pleafe  fomc  foolifli  beau. 
And  fing  an  empty  fong,  the  moft  they  know ; 
In  body  weak,  more  impotent  of  mind. 
Thus  fome  have  reprefented  woman-kind. 
But  you,  your  fex's  champion,  are  come  forth 
To  fight  their  quarrel,  and  affert  their  worth ; 
Our  Salic  law  of  wit  you  have  deftroy'd,      [pride. 
Eftablilh'd  female  claim,  and  triumph'd  o'er  our 
While  we  look  on,  and  with  repining  eyes 
Behold  you  bearing  off  fo  rich  a  prize, 
Spite  of  ill  nature,  we  are  forc'd  t'  approve 
Such  dazzling  charms,  and,  fpite  of  envy,  love. 

Nor  is  this  all  th'  applaufe  that  is  your  due. 
You  ftand  the  firft  of  ftage -reformers  too  j 


ft9»  THEWORKS 

No  vicious  ftratns  pollute  your  moral  fcene, 
Chafle  are  your  thoughts,  and  your  expreflion  clean ; 
Strains  fuch  as  yours  the  ftricfteft  reft  will  bear : 
Sinj(  boldly  then,  nor  bufy  cenfure  fear, 
Your  virgin  voice  offends  no  virgin  ear. 
Proceed  in  tragic  numbers  to  difclo'e 
Strange  turns  of  fate,  and  unexpected  woes. 
Re-vvard,  and  punifh  !  awfully  difpenfe 
Heaven's  judgments,  and  declare  a  Providence; 
Nor  let  the  comic  mufe  your  labours  fhare, 
'Tis  meannefs,  af'er  this,  the  '"ock  to  w»ar  : 
Though  that  to  mtrit  praife,  'tis  nobler  toil 
T'  extort  a  tear  than  to  provoke  a  fmile. 
What  hand,  that  can  dtfign  a  hiflory. 
Would  copy  low- land  boors  at  Snic-a-Snee  ? 

Accept  tius  tribute,  madam,  and  excula 
The  hafty  raptures  of  a  ftranger  mufe. 
1698. 


OF    HUGHES. 


ON  DIVINE  POETRY. 

In  nature's  golden  age,  when  new-born  day 
Array'd  the  fljies,  and  earth  was  green  and  gay ; 
When  God,  with  pleafure,  all  his  works  furvcy'd, 
And  virgin  innocence  before  him  play'd; 
In  that  jlluftrious  morn,  that  lovely  fpring. 
The  mufe,  by  heaven  infpir'd,  began  to  fing. 
Defcending  angels,  in  harmonious  lays. 
Taught  the  firft  happy  pair  their  maker's  praife. 
Such  was  the  facred  art — We  now  deplore 
The  mufe'f.  lofs,  fuxe  Eden  is  no  more. 
When  vice  from  hell  rear'd  up  its  hydra-head, 
Th'  affiighted  maid,  with  challe  Alli  sa,  fled, 
And  fought  proted;ion  in  her  native  fky; 
In  vain  the  heathen  Nine  her  abfence  would  fupply. 

Yet  to  fome  few,  whofe  dazzling  virtues  (hone 
In  ages  paft,  her  heavenly  charms  were  known. 
Hence  learn'd  the  bard,  in  1  .fty  ftrains  to  tell 
How  patient  virtue  triumph'd  over  hell ; 
And  hence  the  chief,  who  led  the  chofen  race 
Through  parting  feas,  deriv'd  his  fongs  of  praife  : 
She  gave  the  rapturous  ode,  whnle  ardent  lay 
Sings  female  force,  and  vanquifh'd  Sifera  ; 
She  tun'd  to  pious  notes  the  Pfalmift's  lyre,    [fire'. 
And  fill'd  Ifaiah's  brcaft  with  more  than  Pindar's 


SONG. 


WRITTEN  FOR  THE  LATE  DWKE  OF  GLOUCESTER.' 
BIRTH-DAY. 


Whij.e  Venus  in  her  fnowy  arms 

The  God  of  bnttles  held. 
And  footh'd  him  with  her  tender  charinsj 

Vi>£lorious  from  the  field  ; 
By  chance  (he  caffc  a  hvely  fmile, 

Propitious,  down  to  earth, 
And  view'd  in  Britain's  happy  ifle 

Great  Glouceiler's  glorious  birth. 


II. 


Look,  Mars,  fhe  fald ;  look  down,  and  fee 

A  child  of  rrpyal  race  ! 
Let's  crown  the  bright  nativity 

With  every  princely  grace  : 
Thy  heavenly  image  let  me  bear. 

And  fhine  a  Mars  below  ; 
From  you  his  mind  to  warlike  care, 

I'll  folter  gifts  bellow. 
III. 
Thus  at  his  birth  two  deities 

Their  blelungs  did  impart ; 
And  love  was  breath'd  into  his  eyes. 

And  glory  form'd  his  heart. 
His  childhood  makes  of  war  a  game; 

Betimes  his  beauty  charms 
The  fair;   who  burn'd  with  equal  flame 

For  him,  as  he  for  arms. 
1699. 


ON  A  PEACOCK, 

riNEtT  CUT  IN  VELLUM  BT  MOLINDA, 

When  fancy  did  Molinda's  hand  invite. 
Without  the  help  of  colour,  fhade,  or  light, 
To  form  in  vellum,  fpotlefs  as  her  mind. 
The  fairefi  image  of  the  feather'd  kind  ; 
Nature  herfelf  a  llrift  attendance  paid,  [maid, 

Charm'd    with   th*  attainments  of  th*^  illullrious 
Infpir'd  her  thought,  and,  fmiling,  faid,  I'll  fee 
How  well  this  fair-one's  art  can  copy  me. 

So  to  her  favourite  Titian  once  fhe  came, 
To  guide  his  pencil,  and  atttfl  his  fame, 
With  tranfport  granting  all  that  fhe  could  give. 
And  bid  his  works  to  wondering  ages  live. 

Nor  with  lefs  tranfport  here  the  goddefs  fees 
The  curious  piece  advance  by  flow  degrees  j 
At  lad  fuch  fkill  in  every  part  was  Ihown, 
It  feem'd  a  new  creation  of  her  own; 
She  Harts,  to  view  the  Cnilh'd  figure  rife, 
And  fpread  his  ample  train, enrich'd  with  eyes; 
To  fee,  with  lively  grace,  his  form  exprefs'd,       ^ 
The  flately  honours  of  his  rifing  crefl,  V 

His  comely  wings,  and  his  Joft  filky  brcaft  1        j 
The  leaves  of  creeping  vines  around  him  play, 
And  nature's  leaves  lefs  perfedl  feem  than  they. 

O  matchlefs  bird  1   whofe  race,  with  niceft  care. 
Heaven  feems  in  pleafure  to  have  form'd  fo  fair ! 
From  whofe  gay  plumes  ev'n  Phoebus  with  delight 
Sees  his  own  rays  refledled  doubly  bright ! 
Tliough  numerous  rivals  of  the  wing  there  be 
That  fhare  our  praife,  when  not  compar'dto  thee, 
Soon  as  thy  rifing  glories  ftrike  our  eyes, 
Their  beauty  fliines  no  more,  their  luftre  dies. 
So  when  Molinda,  wi:h  fuperior  charms, 
Dazzles  the  ring,  and  other  nymphs  difarmj. 
To  her  the  rallying  loves  and  graces  fly, 
And, fixing  there,  proclaim  the  vidlory. 

No  wonder,  then,  fmce  file  was  born  t'  excel) 
This  bird's  fair  image  fhe  defcribes  fo  well : 
Happy,  as  in  fome  temple  thus  to  fland, 
Iir-mLrtaliz'd  by  hsr  fticqefstul  hapd, 


P    o 


©N  LUCINDA'8  TEA-TABLE 

Poets  Invoke,  when  they  rchearfe 
In  happy  drains  their  pleafing  dreams. 

Some  niufe  unfeen  to  crown  their  verfe, 
And  boai:  of  Heliconian  ftreams : 

But  here,  a  real  mufe  infpircs 

(Who  more  reviving  ftreams  imparts) 
Our  fancies  with  the  poets  fires, 

And  with  a  nobler  flame  our  hearts. 

While  from  her  hand  each  honour'd  gueft 
Receives  his  ctip  with  liquor  crown'd, 

He  thinks  'tis  Jove's  immortal  feaft. 
And  Venus  deals  the  nc<ftar  round. 

As  o'er  each  fountain,  poets  fing, 

Some  lovely  guardian-nymph  has  fway, 

Who  from  the  confecrated  fpring, 
Wild  beaftg  and  I'atyrs  drives  away  : 

So  hither  dares  no  favage  prefs, 

Who  beauty's  fovereign  power  defies  ; 

All,  drinking  here,  her  charms  confefs, 
Proud  to  be  conquer'd  by  her  eyes. 

When  Phoebus  try'd  his  herbs  in  vain 
On  Hyacinth,  had  fhe  been  there. 

With  tea  (he  would  have  cur'd  the  fwain, 
Who  only  then  had  dy'd  for  her. 
January  I.  1 70 1. 


EMS.  »5l 

Sure  it  muft  think  fome  angel  loft  Its  way, 
And  happening  on  our  wretched  earth  to  flray  ; 
I'ir'd  with  our  follies,  fain  would  take  its  fligiit. 
And  begs  to  be  reftor'd  tothofe  blefl  realaibof  ll^ht,. 


THE  MARCH. 


Victoria  comes  1  fhe  leaves  the  forag'd  groves  1 
Her  flying  camp  of  graces  and  of  lovts 
Strike  all  their  tents,  and  for  the  march  prepare, 
And  to  new  fcenes  of  triumph  wait  the  fair. 

Unlike  the  llaves  which  other  warriors  gain, 
That  loath  fubjedlion,  and  would  bieak  their  chain, 
Her  rural  flaves  their  abfent  vitStor  mourn, 
And  wifh  not  liberty,  but  her  return. 
The  conquer'd  countries  droop,  v^hije  file's  away, 
And  flowly  to  the  fpring  their  contribution  pay. 
While  cooing  turtles,  doubly  now  alone, 
With  their  loft  loves  another  lofs  bemoan. 

,  Mean  time  in  peopled  cities  crowds  prefs  on, 
And  jealous  feem  who  fliall  be  firft  undone. 
Vidlories,  like  fame,  before  th*  invader  fly. 
And  lovers  yet  unfeeing  hafte  to  die. 
While  ftie  with  carclefs  undated  mind, 
tlears  daily  conqucfts  which  fhe  ne'er  defign'd  : 
In  her  a  foft,  yet  cruel  heart  is  found, 
Averfe  to  cure,  and  vainly  gtiev'd  to  wound. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY's  PRAYER-BOOK. 

So  fair  a  form,  writh  fuch  devotion  join'd ! 
A  virgin  body,  and  a  fpotlefs  mind  !  [fees 

Pleas'd  with  her  prayers,  while  heaven  propitious 
The  lovely  vetarsfa  on  her  bended  knees. 


ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 


FOR  THE  MONTH  OF  MA7. 


Wanton  Zephyr,  come  away ! 

On  this  fweet  this  Olent  grove, 

Sacred  to  the  mufe  and  love, 
In  gentle  whifper'd  murmurs  play  ! 
Come  let  thy  foft,  thy  balmy  hvccza 
Diffufe  thy  vernal  fweets  around. 
From  fprouting  flowers  and  bloflbm'd  trees; 
While  hills  and  echoing  vales  relound 
Wiih  notes,  which  wing'd  muficians  fing 
In  honour  to  the  bloom  of  fpring. 
II. 

Lovely  feafon  of  defirt ! 

Nature  fmilcs  with  joy  to  fee 

The  amorous  months  led  on  by  thee. 
That  kindly  walie  her  genial  fire. 
The  brighteft  objedl  in  the  fkics. 
The  faireft  lights  that  Ihine  below, 
The  fun,  and  Mira's  charming  eyes, 
At  thy  return  more  charming  grow; 
With  double  glory  they  appear. 
To  warm  2nd  grace  the  infant  year. 


HORACE,  ODE  III.  BOOK  III. 

The  dcfign  of  this  ode  was  to  infinuate  to  Auguf- 
tus  the  danger  of  transferring  the  feat  of  the 
empire  from  Rome  to  Troy,  which  we  are  in- 
formed he  once  entertained  thoughts  of. 


The  man  to  right  inflexibly  inclin'd, 

Poifing  on  virtue's  bafe  his  mind, 
Refts  in  himfelf  fecure, 
IndifTolubly  firm  in  good ; 
Let  tempefts  rife,  and  billows  rage. 
All  ruck  within,  he  can  unniov'd  endure 

The  foaming  fury  of  the  flood, 
When  bellowing  winds  their  jarring  troops  engage. 
Or  walteful  civil  tumults  roll  along 

With  fiercer  ftrength,  and  louder  roar, 
Driving  the  toirent  of  the  throng. 
And  gathering  into  power. 
Let  a  proud  tyrant  caft  a  killing  frown  ; 
Or  Jove  in  angry  thunder  on  the  world  look  down; 
Nay,  let  the  frame  of  nature  crack. 
And  all  the  fpacious  globe  on  high, 
Shatter'd  with  univerfal  rack, 
'    C^ime  tumbling  from  the  Iky  : 
Yet  he'll  I'urvey  the  horrid  fcene 
With  fteady  courage  and  undaunted  mien. 
The  only  thing  ferene  i 
Tij 
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THE    WORKS   OF  HUGH£S. 


Thu''  Pollux  and  great  Hercules,  [round, 
Roam'd  through  the  world,  and  blfeft  the  nations 

Till,  rais'd  at  length  to  heavenly  palaces, 
.^ankind,  as  gods,  their  bencfadlions  crown'd ; 
Withthefe,  Auguftus  AidU  for  everihinej      •  ■ 
And  uain  his  rofy  lips  in  cups  divine. 
Thus  his  fierce  tigers  dauntlefs  Bacchus  bear; 
The  glaring  favages  refift  in  vain, 
Impatient  of  the  bit,  and  fretting  on  the  rein  ; 
Through  yielding   clouds  he  drives  th'  impetuous 
Great  Romulus  purfued  the  fnining  tf  ace,        [^car. 

And  leapt  the  lake,  where  all   '  '   ^ 

The  reft  of  mortals  fall, 
And  with  his  ■*  father'^  horfes  fcour'd  the  fame 
bright  airy  race. 

iir. 
Then  in  full  fenate  of  the  deities. 
Settling  the  feats  of  power,  and  future  fate, 

Juno  began  the  high  debate,  [ikies  : 

And  with  this  righteous  fentsnce  pleas'd  the 

"  O  Troy  !  flie  faid,  O  hated  Troy  ! 

"  A  t  foreign  woman,  and  a  ||  boy, 

*'  Lewd,  partial,  and  unjuft, 

"  Shook  all  thy  proudeft  towers  to  dull ; 

•'   Inclin'd  to  ruin  from  the  time, 

"  Thy  king  did  mock  two  powers  divine, 
*'  And  raz'd  thy  fated  walls  in  perjury, 

"  But  doubly  damn'd  by  that  offence, 

**  Which  did  Minerva's  rage  incenfe, 
"  And  offer'd  wrong  to  me. 

"  No  more  the  treachernys  ravifher 

*♦  Shines  in  full  pomp  and  youthful  charms  ; 
*'  Nor  Priam's  impious  houfe  with  HetSior's  fpear, 
•  Repels  the  violence  of  Grecian  arms. 

■  IV. 

*•  Our  feuds  did  long  embroil  the  mortal  rout, 

**  At  laft  the  {term  is  fpent, 

"  My  fury  with  it  ebbing  out, 

"  Thefe  terms  of  peace  content ; 
*'  To  Mars  I  grant  among  the  ftars  a  place 
**  For  his  fon  Romulus,  of  Trojan  race  ; 
"  Here  fliall  he  dwell  in  thefe  divine  abodes, 

"  Drink  of  the  heavenly  bowl, 
"  And  in  this  Ihining  court  his  name  enrol, 

"  With  the  ferene  and  ever-vacant  gods ; 
"  While  feas  fhall  rage  between  his  Rome  andTroy, 

"  The  horrid  diftance  breaking  wide, 
*'  The  banifh'd  Trojans  Ihall  the  globe  enjoy, 

"  And  reign  in  every  place  befide  ; 
**  While  beafts  infult  my  «j  judge's  duft,  and  hide 

"  Trieir  litter  in  his  curfed  tomb, 

"  Theftiining  capitol  of  Rome 
"  Shall  overloek  the  world  with  awful  pride, 
*•  And  Parthians  take  their  law  from  that  eternal 
"  dome. 

V. 

**  Let  Rome  extend  her  fame  to  every  Ihore; 

"  And  let  no  banks  or  mounds  reftrain 
*'  Th'  impetuous  torrent  of  her  wide  command  ; 
**  The  feas  from  Europe,  Afric  part  in  vain ; 

«  Romulus  was  fuppofed  to  be  the  fon  of  Mars  by  t!ie 
prieftefs  Ilia. 
+  Helen.  ]!  Pari*. 
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"  S'velling  above  thefe  floods,  her  powef 
"  Shall,  like  its  Nile,  o'erflow  the  Lybian  land, 
"  Shining  in  polifh'd  fteel,  fhe  dares 

"  The  glittering  beams  of  gold  defplfe, 
"  Gold,  the  great  fource  of  human  cares, 
"  Hid  wifely  deep  from  mortal  eyes, 
"  Till,  fought  in  evil  hour  by  hands  unbleft, 

"  Opening  the  dark  abodes, 
"  There  Iffued  forth  a  direful  train  of  woes, 

"  That  give  mankind  no  reft  ; 
"  For  gold,  devoted  to  th'  infernal  gods, 
"  No  native  human  ufes  knows. 

VI. 

"  Where'er  great  Jove  did  place 

"  The  bounds  of  nature  yet  unfeen, 
"  He  meant  a  goal  of  glory  to  the  race 

"  The  Roman  arms  fliall  win  : 
"  Rejoicing,  onward  they  approach 
"  To  view  the  outworks  of  the  world, 
"  The  maddening  fires,  in  wild  debauch, 
"  The  fnows  and  rains  unborn,  in  endlefs  eddies 
'  "  whirl'd ! 

VII. 
"  'Tis  T,  O  Rome,  pronounce  thefe  fates  behind, 
*'  But  will  thy  reign  with  this  condition  bind, 
"  That  no  falfe  filial  piety, 
"   In  idle  fliapes  deluding  thee, 
"  Or  confidence  of  power, 
"  Tempt  thee  again  to  raife  a  Trojan  tower; 
"  Troy,  plac'd  beneath  malignant  ftars, 
"   Haunted  with  omens  ftill  the  fame, 
"  Rebuilt,  (hall  but  renew  the  former  flame, 
"  Jove's  wife  and  fifter  leading  on  the  wars. 
"  Ihricc  let  her  fliine  witli  brazen  v/ilh, 

"  Rear'd  up  by  lieavenly  hands; 
"  And  thrice  in  fatal  duft  flie  falls, 
"  By  faithful  Grecian  bands ; 
"  Thrice  the  dire  fcene  fhall  on  the  world  reuirn, 
^'  And  captive  wives  again  their  fons  and  hufbands 

"  mourn." 
But  flop,  prefumptuous  mufe,  thy  daring  flight. 
Nor  hope  in  thy  weak  lyric  lay, 
The  heavenly  language  to  djfplay. 
Or  bring  the  counfels  of  the  gods  to  light. 


GREENWICH    PARK. 

The  Paphian  ifle  was  once  the  bleft  abode 
Of  beauty's  goddefs  and  her  archer-god. 
There  blifsfui  bowers  and  amorous  fliadeswere  feen, 
Fair  cyprefs  walks,  and  myrtles  ever  green. 
'Twas  there,  furrounded  by  a  hallow'd  wood. 
Sacred  to  love,  a  fplendid  temple  ftood  ; 
Where  altars  were  with  coftly  gums  perfum'd. 
And  lovers  fighs  arofe,  and  fmoke  from  hearts  con- 

•  fum'd.  , 

Till,  thence  remov'd,  the  queen  of  beauty  flics 
To  Britain,  fam'd  for  bright  vidorious  eyes. 
Here  fix'd,  flie  chofe  a  fweerer  feat  for  love. 
And  Greenwich  park  is  now  her  Cyprian  grove. 

Nor  fair  Parnaflus  v/ith  this  hill  can  vie. 
Which  gently  fwells  into  the  wondering  Iky, 
Commanding  all  that  can  tranfport  our  fight. 
And  varying  with  each  view  the  frelh  delight. 


P     6     E     M     S. 
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Vrata  hence  my  mufe  prepares  to  wing  htr  way,   . 
And  wanton,  like  the  Thames,  through  fmiling 

meads  would  llray ; 
Defcribe  the  groves  beneath,  the  fylvan  bowers,    ' 
The  river's  winding  train,   and   great  Augufta's 
towers.  . 

But  fee! — a  living  profpe(5  drawing  near 
At  snce  tranfports,  and  raifes  awful  fear  ! 
Love's  favourite  band,  feletSled  to  maintain    , 
jfiischoiceft  triumphs,  and  fupport  his  reign. 
Mufe,  pay  thy  homage  here-^yet  bhbfcware  !    "1 
And  draw  the  glorious  fcene  with  artful  care,      y 
For  foolifh  praife  is  fatire  on  the  fair.  j 

Behold  where  bright  Urania  does  advance, 
And  lightens  through  the  trees  with  every  glante  1 
A  carelefs  pleafure  in  her  air  is  feen ; 
Diana  fliines  with  fuch  a  graceful  mien. 
When  in  her  darling  woods  fhe'»  feign'd  to  rove, 
The  chace  purluing,  and  avoiding  love. 
At  flying  deer  the  goddefs  boalls  her  aim, 
But  Cupid  fhews  the  nymph  a  nobler  game. 
Th'  unerring  fhafts  fo  various  fly  around, 
'Tis  hard  to  fay  which  gives  the  deepeft  wound. 
Or  if  with  greater  glory  we  fubmlt, 
Pierc'd  by  her  eyes,  her  humour,  or  her  wit. 
.   See  next  her  charming  fiftei*,  young  and  gay, 
In  beauty's  bloom  like  the  fweet  month  of  May  I 
Thefportful  nymph, once  in  the  neighbouring  grove 
Surpris'd  by  chance  the  fleeping  god  of  love  ; 
His  head  reclin'd  upon  a  tuft  of  green, 
And  by  him  fcatter'd  Isjf  his  arrows  bright  and 

,keen;  .  j    :        . 

She  tied  his  wings,  and  ftole  his  wanton  darts. 
Then,  laughingj'w'ak'd  the  tyrant  lord  of  hearts  ; 
He  fmil'd, — and  faid — 'Tis  well,  infulting  fair  ! 
Yet  how  you  fport  with  fleeping  love  beware  ! 
My  lofs  of  darts  I  quickly  can  fupply. 
Your  looks  fliall  triumph  for  love's  deity  : 
And  though  you  now  my  feeble  pov^er  difdain, 
You  once  perhaps  may  feel  a  lover's  pain. 

Though  Helen's  form,  and  Cleopatra's  charnis, 
The  boaft  of  fame,  once  kindled  ditc  alarms  : 
Thofe  dazzling  Ughts  the  world  no  more  muft  view, 
Andfcarce  would  think  the  bright  defcnption  true, 
Did  not  that  ray  of  beauty,  more  divine, 
In  Mira's  eyes  by  tranfmigration  Ihine, 
Her  fhape,  her  air,  proportion,  lovely  face, 
And  matchlefs  Ikin  contend  with  rival  grace ; 
And  Venus'  felf,  proud  of  th'  officious  aid> 
■\^ith  all  her  charms  adorns  th'  illuftrious  maid. 

But  hark  ! — what  more  than  mortal  founds  are 
thefe? 
B6  dill,  ye  whifpering  winds,  and  moving  trees '. 
A  fecond  Mira  does  all  hearts  furprlfe, 
At  once  vidtorious  with  her  voice  and  eyes. 
Her  eyes  alone  can' tendered  love  infpfre, 
Her  heavenly  voice  improves  the  young  delire. 
So  weftern  gales  in  fragrant  gardens  phvy  "J 

On  buds  produc'd  by  the  fun's  quickening  ray,    / 
And  fpread  them  into  life,  and  gently  chide  their  C 
flay.  3 

We  court  that  fliill,  by  which  yve're  fure  to  die; 
The  modeft  fair  would  fain  our  fuit  deny. 
And  fings  unwillingly  with  trembling  fear. 
As  if  concern'd  cur  ruin  is  fo  near ; 


So  generous  viAors  fofteft  pity  know; 
And  with  rehi<Sl;ance  drike  the  fatal  blow. 
;  Engaging  Cynthia's  arm'd  with  every  grace  ;'p> 
Her  lovely  mind  fhines  cheerful  through  her  face,  ^ 
A  farted  lamp  in  a  fair  cryllal  cafe.  J, 

Not  Venus  ftar,  the  brighteft  of  the  fphcrd, 
Smiles  fo  ferenc,  or  cafts  a  light  fo  clear. 
O  happy  brother  of  thi"!  wondrous  fair  I 
The  heft  of  fillers  well  deferves  thy  care  ; 
Her  fighing  lovers,  who  in  crowds  adore. 
Would  wilh  thy  placc,did  they  not  wifii  formore. 
What  angels  are,  when  we  defire  to  know, 
We  form  a  thought  by  fuch  as  fne  below,      [pare. 
And  thence  conclude  they're  bright  beyond  com- 
Compos'd  of  all  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fair. 

Tliere  yet  remains  unnam'd  a  dazzling  throng 
Of  nymphs,  who  ro  thofe  happy  ftiades  belong. 
O  Vcnui. :   lo^'cly  quetii  of  foft  defires  I 
For  ev<;r  dwell  where  luch  fupply  thy  fires  ! 
May  virtue  fbill  with  beauty  (liare  the  fway. 
And  ihe  glad  world  with  willing  zeal  obey  '. 


TO    M  O  L  I  N  D  A. 


Tu'  infpiring  mufes  and  the  god  of  love,  •  .    . 

Which  moft  flipuld  grace  the  fair  Molinda  drove  5 
Love  arm'd  her  with  his  bow  and  keened  darts. 
The  mufes  more  enrich'd  her  mind  with  arts. 
Though  Greece  in  iTiining  temples  heretofore 
Did  Venus  and  Rfinerva's  powers  adore. 
The  ancients  thought  r^o  fingle  goddefs  fit. 
To  reign  at  once  o'er  beauty  and  o'er  wit ;  . 
Each  was  a  feparate  claim ;  till  now  we  find 
The  different  titles  in  Molinda  join'd. 
From  hence,  when  at  the  court,  the  park,  the  plav. 
She  gilds  the  evening,  or  improves  the  day. 
All  eyes  regard  her  with  tranfporting  fire, 
Oiieftx  vi-jrh  envy  burns, and  onewith  fierce  defirc: 
But  when  withdrawn  from  public  ftiew  and  noife, 
In  lilent  works  her  fancy  flie  employs, 
A  fmiling  train  of  arts  around  her  dand, 
And  court  improvement  from  her  curious  hand. 
She,  their  bright  patronefs,  o'er  all  prefides. 
And  with  like  Ikili  the  pen  and  needle  guides; 
By  this  we  fee  gay  filkeii  landfcapes  wrought. 
By  that  the  landfcape  of  a  beauteous  thought  i 
Whether  her  voice  in  tuneful  airs  die  moves. 
Or  cuts  dilTcnibled  flowers  and  paper  groves. 
Her  voice  tranfports  the  ear  with  foft  delight, 
Her  flowers  and  groves  furprife  the  ravifli'd  fightj' 
Which  ev'n  to  Nature's  wonders  we  prefer; 
All  but  that  wonder  Nature  form'd  in  her. 


A    LETTER 

TOA  FRIEND  IN   THE  COUNTRV. 

Whilst  thou  art  happy  in  a  bled  retreat. 
And  free  from  care  dod  rural  fongs  repeat, 
Whild  fragrant  air  fans  thy  poetic  fire. 
And  pleafant  groves  with  fprightly  notes  infplrei. 
(Groves,  whole  receffes  and  refrediing  fiiade 
Indulge  th'  invention,  and  the  judgment  aid) 
1,  midd.  the  fmokc  and  clainours  of  the  town, 
Th;it  choke  my  mufe,  and  weigh  my  fancy  dowDj' 
T  iij 
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Pafs  my  nna<ft!ve  hours; 

In  fuch  an  air,  how  can  foft  numbers  flow, 
Or  in  fuch  foil  the  facred  laurel  grow  ? 
Ail  we  can  boaft  of  the  poetic  fire, 
Are  b'Jt  fome  fparks  that  foon  as  born  expire. 

Hail  happy  woods  !  harbours  of  peace  and  jcy  1 
Where  no  black  cares  the  mind's  repofc  deftroy  ! 
Where  irratefu!  Olence  unmolefted  reigns, 
Afliils  the  mufe,  and  quickens  all  her  ftrains. 
Such  were  the  fcenes  of  our  firft  parents'  love. 
In  Eden's  {proves  with  equal  flames  they  fli  ove, 
While  warbling  birds,  foft  whifpering  breaths  of 
wind,  [join'd. 

And  murmuring  dreams,  to  grace  their  nuptials 
All  nature  fmil'd  ;  the  plains  were  frefli  and  green, 
Unflain'd  the  fountains,  and  the  heavens  ferene. 

Ye  bled  rem.ains  of  that  illuftrious  age  '. 
Delightful  fprings  an^  woods  I — 
Might  I  with  you  my  peaceful  dayp  li^'o  o'er, 
You,  and  my  friend,  whofe  abfence  I  deplore, 
Calm  as  a  gentle  brook's  unrufiled  tide 
Should  the  delicious  flowing  minutes  glide  ; 
Difcharg'd  of  care,  on  unfrequented  plains, 
We'd  fing  of  rural  joys  in  rural  ftrains. 
No  falfe  corrupt  delights  our  thoughts  Ihould  move, 
But  joys  of  friendlhip,  poetry,  and  love. 
While  others  fondly  feed  ambition's  fire, 
And  to  the  top  of  human  ftate  alpire. 
That  from  their  airy  eminence  they  may  "> 

With  pride  and  fcoin  th'  inferior  world  furvey,  ( 
Here  we  fho^ald  dwell  obfcure,  yet  happier  far  C 
than  they.  J 


VERSES  PRESENTED  TO  A  LADY, 
With  a  drawing  (by  the  author)  of  cupid. 

When  generous  Dido  in  difguife  carefs'd 
This  god,  and  fondly  clafp'd  him  to  her  bread. 
Soon  the  fly  urchin  florm'd  her  tender  heart. 
And  amorous  flames  difpers'd  through  every  part. 
In  vain  Ccte  flrove  to  check  the  new-horn  fire. 
It  fcorn'd  her  weak  effiiy?,  and  rofe  the  higher  : 
In  vain  from  feafts  and  balls  relief  fhe  fought. 
The  Trojan  y  uth  alone  employ'd  her  thought : 
Yet  fate  oppos'd  her  unrewarded  care  ; 
Forfaken,  fcorn'd,  ftie  perifii'd  in  defpair. 

No  fuch  event,  fair  nymph,  you  need  to  fear, 
Smiles,  without  darts,  alone  attend  him  here  ; 
"Weak  and  unarm'd,  not  able  to  furprlfe, 
He  waits  for  influence  from  your  conquering  eyes. 
Heaven  change  the  omen,  then ;  and  may  this  prove 
A  happy  prelude  to  fuccefsfui  love  ', 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  XXIl. 

"  Integer  vita;,  fcclerifque  purus, 

"  Nou  eget  Mauri  jaculis,  neque  arcu,"  &c. 

IMITATED  IN   rARAFHRASE. 
I. 

Hence  flavifli  fear  1  thy  Stygian  wings  difplay  ! 
Ihou  ugly  fiend  of  hell,  away  ! 


O?   HUGHES. 

Wrapp'd  in  thick  cIoud»,  and  ihades  of  night, 
To  confcious  fouls  diredl  thy  flight  1 
There  brood  on  guilt,  fix  there  a  loath'd  em- 
brace, 
And  propagate  vain  terrors,  frights, 
Dreams,  goblins,  and  imagin'd  fprights, 
Thy  vifionary  tribe,  thy  black  and  raonftrous  race. 
Go,  haunt  the  flave  that  ftains  his  hands  ia- 
gore  I 
Pcffefsthe  perjnr'd  mind,  and  rack  the  ufurer  more. 
Than  his  opprcflion  did  the  poor  before. 
II. 
Vainly,  you  feeble  wretche?,  you  prepare 
The  glittering  forgery  of  war; 
The  poifon'd   fliaft,    the   Parthian   bow,    and 

fpear 
Like  that  the  warlike  Moor  is  wont  to  wield. 
Which  pois'd  and  guided  from  his  ear 
He  hurls  impetuous  through  the  field ; 
In  vain  you  lace  the  helm,  and  heave  in  vain  the 
fliield; 
He's  only  fafe,  wliofe  armour  of  defence 
Is  adamantine  innocence. 

III. 
If  o'er  the  flreepy  Alps  he  go, 
Vaft  mountains  of  eternal  fnow, 
Or  where  fam'd  Ganges  and  Hydafpes  flow  ; 
If  o'er  parch'd  Libya's  defert  land, 
Where  threatening  from  afar 
Til'  affrighted  traveller 
Encounters  moving  hills  of  fand  ; 
No  fenfe  of  danger  can  difturb  his  reft  ; 
He  fears  no  human  force,  nor  favage  beaft; 
Impenetrable  courage  fteels  his  manly  breaft. 

IV. 

Thus,  late  within  the  Sabine  grove, 
While  free  frc.m  care,  and  full  of  love, 
I  raiCe  my  tuneful  voice,  and  ftray 
Regardlefs  of  myfelf  and  way, 
A  grizly  wolf,  with  glaring  eye, 
View'd  me  unarm'd,  yet  pafs'd  unhurtful  by. 
A  fiercer  moi'.iler  ne'er,  in  queft  of  food, 
Aupulian  forefts  did  moleft ; 
Numidia  never  faw  a  more  prodigious  beaft; 
Numidia,  mr^ther  of  the  yellow  brood. 
Where  the  ftern  lion  ftiakes  his  knotted  mane, 
And  roars  aloud  for  prey,  and  fcours  the  Ipacious 
plain. 

V. 

Place  me  where  no  foft  breeze   of  fummer 

wind 
Did  e'er  the  ftiffen'd  foil  unbind. 
Where  no  refrefliing  warmth  e'er  durfl  invade. 
But  winter  holds  his  unmolefted  feat. 
In  all  his  hoary  robes  array'd. 
And  rattling  ftorms  of  hail,  and  noify  tcmpeft*. 
beat. 
Place  me  beneath  the  fcorching  blaze 
Of  the  fierce  fun's  immediate  rays. 
Where  houfe  or  cottage  ne'er  were  feen. 
Nor  rooted  plant  or  tree,  nor  fpringing  green; 
Yet,  lovely  Lalage,  my  generous  flame 
Shall  ne'er  expire;  I'll  boldly  fing  of  thee, 
Charm'd  v.-ith  the  mufic  of  thy  name. 
And  guarded  by  the  gods  of  Itve  and  poetry. 


POEMS. 


39i 


HORAClE,  BOOK:  II.  ODE  XVI. 

TO  GROSPHUS. 

"  Otium  Divos  rogat  in  patent! 
"  Prenfus  JEgxo,"  &c. 

IMITATED  IN   PARAPHRASE. 


Indulgent  quiet !  power  ferene, 

Mother  of  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ! 
O  fay,  thou  calm  propitious  queen. 
Say,  in  what  folitary  grove, 
Within  what  hollow  rock,  or  winding  cell, 

By  human  eyes  unfeen, 
Like  fome  retreated  Druid  doft  thou  dwell  ? 
And  why,  illullvc  goddefs  :  why, 
When  we  thy  manfion  would  furround. 
Why  doft  thou  lead  us  through  enchanted  ground, 
To  mock  our  vain  rcfearch,  and  from  our  wiihes  fly? 
II. 
The  wandering  failors,  pale  with  fear, 

For  thee  the  gods  implore. 
When  the  tempeftuous  fea  runs  high, 
And  when,  through  all  the  dark  benighted  flcy. 
No  friendly  moon  or  ftars  appear 
To  guide  their  fleerage  to  the  fhore  : 
For  thee  the  weary  foldier  prays ; 
Furious  in  fight  the  fons  of  Thrace, 
And  Medes,  that  weai*  majeftic  by  their  fide 

A  fuU-charg'd  quiver's  decent  pride, 
Gladly  with  thee  would  pafs  inglorious  days, 
Renounce  the  warrior's  tempting  praife. 
And  buy  thee,  if  thou  might'ft  be  fold,  [gold. 
With  gems,  and  purple  vefts,  and  flores  of  plunder'd 

III. 
But  neither  boundlefs  wealth,  nor  guards  that  wait 
Around  the  confuFs  honour'd  gate. 
Nor  anti-chambers  with  attendants  fiU'd, 
The  mind's  unhappy  tumults  can  abate, 
Or  banifli  fullen  cares,  that  fly 
Acrofs  the  gilded  rooms  of  ftate, 
And  their  foul  nefts,  like  fwallows,  build 
Clofe  to  the  palace-roofs,  and  towers  that  pierce 
the  Iky. 
Much  lefs  will  nature's  modeft  wants  fupply ; 
And  happier  lives  the  homely  fwain, 
M''ho,  in  lume  cottage,  far  f,  om  ncife, 
His  few  paternal  goods  enjoys, 
Nor  knows  the  fordid  luft  of  gain, 
N>T  with  Fear's  tormenting  paia 
His  hovering  fteps  defliroys. 

IV. 

Vain  man  I  that  in  a  narrow  fpace 
At  endlefs  game  projeds  the  daring  fpear  1 

F«r  ihort  is  life's  uncertain  race  ; 

Then  why,  capricious  mor.al !  why 

Doft  thou  r-r  happinefs  repair 
To  diftant  climates,  and  a  foreign  air  ? 

Fool  ;  from  thyfelf  thou  canft  not  fly, 

Thyfelf,  the  fource  of  all  thy  care. 
So  flies  the  wounded  flag,  provok'd  with  pain, 

Bounds  o'er  the  fpacicus  downs  i^  valii ; 


The  feather'd  torment  fticks  within  his  fide, 
And  from  the  fmarting  wound  a  purple  tide 
Marks  all  his  way  with  blood,  and  dyes  the  graffy 
plain. 

V. 

But  fwifter  far  is  execrable  care 

Than  ftags,  or  winds  that  through  ttie  fkies 
Thick- driving  fnows  and  gather'd  tcmpeftsbcar; 
Purfuing  care  the  i'ailing  fhip  out-flies, 
Climbs  the  tall  vtlT^l's  painted  fides ; 
Nor  leaves  arm'd  Iquadrons  in  the  field. 
But  with  the  marching  horfemen  rides. 
And  dwells  alike  in  courts  and  camps,  and  makes 
all  places  yield, 

vr. 
Then,  fince  no  ftate's  completely  bleft. 
Let's  learn  the  bitter  to  allay 
With  gentle  mirth,  and  wifely  gay 
Enjoy  at  leaft  the  prefent  day. 

And  leave  to  fate  the  reft. 
Nor  with  vain  fear  of  ills  to  come 
Anticipate  th'  appointed  doom. 
Soon  did  Achilles  quit  the  ftage, 
The  hero  fell  by  fudden  death ; 
While   fith^n  to  a  tedious  wafting  age 
Drew  his  protra<5led  breath. 
And  thus  old  partial  time,  my  friend, 
Perhaps  unafk'd  to  worthlefs  me 
Thofe  hours  of  lenjjthen'd  life  may  lend. 
Which  he'll  rcfuie  to  thee. 

VII. 

Thee  fhining  wealth  and  plenteous  joys  furround. 
And,  all  thy  fruitful  field-i  arr5und, 
Unnumber'd  herds  of  cattle  ftray. 
Thy  harnefs'd  fteeds  with  fprightly  voice 
Make  neighbouring  vales  and  hills  rejoice, 
While  Imoothly  thy  gay  chariot  flies  o'er  the  iwift 
meafur'd  way. 
To  me  the  ftars,  with  lefs  profufi'>n  kind. 
An  humble  fortune  have  affign'd. 
And  no  untuneful  lyric  vein, 
But  a  fincere  contented  mind. 
That  can  the  vile  malignant  crowd  difdaui. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  ROSE. 

FROM  THE  FRENCH.,  , 

Once,  on  a  folemn  feflal  day 
Held  by  th'  immortals  in  the  ikies, 
Flora  haa  fummon'd  all  the  deities 
That  rule  o'er  gardens,  or  furvey 
The  birth  of  greens  and  fpringiiig  flowers, 
And  thus  addrcfs'd  the  genial  powers. 

Ye  fhining  graces  of  my  courtly  train, 

Tlie  caufe  of  tiiis  affcmbiy  know  1 

In  fovereign  majefty  I  reign 
O'er  the  gay  flowery  univcrle  below; 
Yet,  my  increallng  glory  to  maintain, 
A  queen  I'll  chcofe  with  fpotlefs  honour  fair. 

The  delegated  crov.'n  to  wear. 
Let  me  your  counfL-l  and  aififtance  afk, 

T'  £cc-jr.if  lifh  tins  momentous  talk. 
T  iiij 
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The  deities  that  ftood  around, 
At  firft  return'd  a  murmuring  found; 
Then  faid,  Fair  goddefs,  do  you  know 
The  fadli'.'us  feuds  this  muft  create, 
Wha'  jialous  rage  and  mutual  hate 
Among  the  rival  flowers  will  grow  ? 

The  vileft  thiftle  that  infefls  the  plain 
Will  think  his  tawdry  painted  pride 
Delerves  the  crown  ;  and,  if  deny'd. 

Perhaps  ■ivith  traitor-plots  moled  your  reign. 
Vain  are  your  fears.  Flora  reply 'd, 

'Tis  fix'd — and  hear  how  I'll  the  caufe  decide. 

Deep  in  a  venerable  wood. 

Where  oaks,  with  vocal  Ikill  endued, 

Did  wondrou"!  oracles  of  old  impart, 

Beneath  a  lit;!c  hill's  inclining  fide, 
A  grotto's  feen  where  nature's  art 

Is  exercis'd  in  all  her  fmiling  pride. 
Retir'd  in  this  fweet  graffy  cell, 
A  lovely  wood  nymph  once  did  dwell. 

She  always  pleas'd;  for  more  than  mortal  fiie 

Shone  in  her  eyes,  and  did  her  charm-i  infpire; 
A  Dryad  bore  the  beauteous  nymph,  a  Sylvan  was 
her  fire. 

Chafte,  wife,  devout,  flie  ftiil  obey'd 

With  humble  zeal  heaven's  dread  commands. 

To  every  acflion  alk'd  our  aid. 

And  oft  before  our  altars  pray'd  ; 
Pure  was  her  heart,  and  undefil'd  her  hands. 

She's  dead — and  from  her  fweet  remains 

The  wondrous  mixture  I  would  take. 
This  much  defir'd.this  perfeift  flower  to  make. 
Aflitl,  and  thus  with  our  transforming  pains, 
We'll  dignify  the  girden-beds,  and  grace  our  fa- 
v<,urite  plains. 
Til'  applauding  deities  with  pleafure  heard, 

A-nd  for  the  grateful  woik  prepar'd. 

A  bufy  face  the  god  of  gardens  wore  ; 

Vertumnus  of  the  party  too, 
Iiom  various  fweets  th'  exiialing  fplrits  drew  ; 
While,  in  full  csniflers,  Pomona  bore 

Of  richeft  fruits  a  plenteous  ftore ; 
And  Vefla  promis'd  wondrous  things  to  do. 

Gay  Venus  led  a  lively  train 
or  fmiles  and  graces :  the  plump  god  of  v.-ine 
I'rom  clufters  did  ihe  flowing  nedlar  flruin. 
And  fiU'd  large  goblets  with  his  juice  divine. 

Thus  charg'd,  they  feek  the  honour'd  il.adc 

Where  liv'd  and  died  the  fpotlefs  maid. 
On  a  fcft  couch  of  turf  the  body  lay  ; 
Th'  approaching  deities  prefs'd  all  around, 

Prepar'd  the  facred  rites  to  pay 

In  filence,  and  with  awe  profound. 
Flora  thrice  bow'd,  and  thus  was  heard  to  pray. 

Jove  I  mighty  Jove  !  whom  ail  adore  ; 

Exert  thy  greac  creative  power  1 
Let  this  fair  corpfe  be  mortal  clay  no  more  ; 
Transform    it   to   a  •  tree,    to    bear   a    beauteous 
flower — 

Scarce  had  the  goddefs  fpoke  ;  when  fee ! 
The  nymph's  extended  limbs  the  form  oi'  branches 
wear ; 
Behold  the  wocdrovs  change,  the  fragant  tree ! 


To  leaves  was  turn'd  her  flawing  hair  ; 
And  rich  difl^us'd  perfumes  regal'd  the  wanton  air» 

Heavens!  what  new  charm,  what  fudilen  light, 
Improves  the  grot,  and  entertains  the  fight '. 
A  fprouting  bud  begins  the  tree  t'adorn; 
The  large,  the  fv/eet  vermilion  flower  is  b'>rn  ! 
The  goddefs  thrice  on  the  fair  infant  brtath'd. 
To  fprtad  It  into  life,  and  to  convey 
The  fragrant  foul,  and  every  charm  bequeath'd 
To  make  the  vegetable  princefs  gay ; 
Then  kifs'd  it  thrice  :  the  general  filence  broke. 
And  thus  in  loud  rejoicing  accents  fpoke. 

Ye  flowers  at  my  command  attendant  here, 
Pay  homage,  and  your  fovereign  Rofe  revere  ' 
No  forrow  on  your  drooping  leave*  be  feen; 

Let  all  be  proud  of  fuch  a  queen. 

So  fit  the  floral  crown  to  wear. 
To  glorify  the  day,  and  grace  the  youthful  year. 

Thus   fpeaking,    Ihc    the    new-born    favourite 

crown'd; 

The  transformation  was  complete ;      [greet  : 

The  deities  with  longs  the   queen  of  flowers  did 

■Soft  flutes  and  tuneful  harps  were  heard  to  found; 

While  now  to  heaven  the  well-pleas'd  goddefs 

flies 
With  her  bright  train  and  reafcends  the  Ikies. 


SIX    CANTATAS, 

OR 

POEMS    FOR    MUSIC. 

AFTER  TilE   MANNER   OF  THE  ITALIANS. 

Sit  to  Mtific  by  Mr.  Peptifch. 

-    "  >Ion  ante  vulgatas  per  artes, 

"  Verba  loquor  f.icianda  chordis."   Hor. 


THE     PREFACE, 

(,*S   IT  WAS   rRINTliD   BEFORE  THE  MUSIC.) 
TO    THE 

I.  0  V  E  R  S    OF    MUSIC. 

Mr.  Pepl/scu  having  defircd  that  feme  account 
fliould  be  p:tfi.Ked  to  thclc  can'atap,  relating  to  the 
w^or ds,  it  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  the  public, 
that  they  are  the  fitfl  effays  of  this  kind,  and 
were  written  as  an  experiment  of  introducing  a 
fort  of  compcfition  which  had  never  been  natu- 
ralized in  our  language.  1  hofe  who  are  affed- 
tdly  partial  to  the  Italian  tongue,  will  fcarcc 
allow  mufic  to  fpcak  any  other;  but  if  reafori  may 
be  admitted  to  have  any  fliare  in  thefe  entertain- 
ments, nothing  is  more  necefl"ary  than  that  the. 
words  fliould  be  underftood,  without  which  the 
end  of  vocal  mufic  is  loft.  The  want  of  this  occa- 
fioas  a  conynou  coniplaiiit,  and  is  the  chief,  if  not 
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the  only  reafon.tliat  the  beft  works  of  Scarlari  and  j  orator,  with  as  little  deViation  from  It  as  poffiblc. 

other  Italians,  except  thofe  performed  in   (.peras,     '■'--  ->:«"— —->  •—>-'•  "f  -^»  — ''■'    ■■-  -n. — -.n 

are  generally  but  little  known  or  regarded  here. 
Befidcs,  it  may  be  ohferved,  without  any  dilhonour 
to  a  language  which  has  been  adorned  by  feme 
writers  of  excellent  genius,  and  was  the  firft  a- 
mong  the  moderns  in  which  the  art  of  pottry  was 
revived  and  brought  to  any  perfedion,  that  in  che 
great  number  of  their  operas,  ferenatas,  and  can- 


Fatas,  the  words  are  often  much  inferior  to  the 
compofition  ;  and  though,  by  their  abounding  with 
vowels,  they  have  an  inimitable  aptncfs  and  facility 
for  notes,  the  writers  fur  mufic  have  not  always 
made  the  beft  ufe  of  this  advavitage,  or  fecm  to 
have  relied  on  fo  much  as  to  have  regarded  little 
elfe  ;  fo  tbat  Mr.  Waller's  remark  on  another  occa- 
iion  may  be  frequently  applied  to  them. 

"  Soft  words,  with  nothing  in  them  make  a  fong." 

Yet  fo  great  is  the  force  of  founds  well  chofcn 
and  Ikilfully  executed,  that  as  they  can  hide  indif- 
ferent fenfe,  and  a  kind  of  affuciated  pleafure  arifes 
from  the  words  though  they  are  but  mean  ;  fo  the 
imprefiion  cannot  fail  of  b-ing  in  proportion  much 
greater,  when  the  thoughts  are  natural  and  proper, 
and  the  exprcflions  uiiaffetfted  and  agreeable. 

Since,  therefore, the  Engliih  language,  though  in- 
ferior in  fmoothnefs,  has  been  found  not  incapable 
of  harmony,  nothing  would  perhaps  be  wanting  to- 
wards introduciiig  the  nioft  elegant  flyle  of  mufic, 
in  a  nation  which  has  given  fuch  generous  encour- 
agements to  it,  if  our  beft  poets  would  fometimes 
aflift  this  defign,  and  make  it  their  diverfion  to 
improve  a  fort  of  verfe,  in  regular  meafures,  pur- 
pofely  fitted  for  mufic,  and  which,  of  all  the  mo- 
dern kinds,  feems  to  be  the  only  one  that  can  now 
properly  be  called  lyrics. 

It  cannot  but  be  obferved  on  this  occafion,  that 
fince  poetry  and  mufic  are  fo  nearly  allied,  it  is  a 
misfortune  that  thcfe  who  excel  in  one,  are  often 
perfeft  ftrangers  to  the  other.  If,  therefore,  a  bet- 
ter correfpondence  were  fettled  between  the  two 
iifter  arts,  they  would  probably  contribute  to  each 
ether's  improvement.  The  cxpreflions  of  harmo- 
ny, cadence,  and  a  good  ear,  which  are  faid  to  be 
jfo  neceffary  in  poetry,  being  all  borrowed  from 
mufic,  ftiew  at  leaft,  if  they  fignify  any  thing,  that 
it  would  be  no  improper  help  for  a  poet  to  undcr- 
Aand  more  than  the  metaphorical  fcnfe  of  them. 
And  on  the  other  hand,  a  compofer  can  never 
judge  where  to  lay  the  accent  of  his  inufic,  who 
does  not  know,  or  is  rot  made  fenfible,  where  the 
words  have  the  greateft  beauty  and  force. 

There  is  one  thing  in  compofitions  of  this  fort 
which  feem  a  little  to  want  explaining,  and  that  is 
the  recitative  mufic,  which  many  people  hear  with- 
ont  pleafure,  the  reafon  of  which  is,  perhaps,  that 
they  have  a  miftaken  notion  of  it.  I'hey  are  ac- 
cuflomed  to  think  that  all  mufic  fhould  be  air;  and 
being  difappointed  of  what  they  expedl,  they  lofe 
the  beauty  that  is  in  it  of  a  different  kind.  It  may 
be  proper  to  obferve,  therefore,  that  the  recitative 
ftyle  in  compofition  is  founded  on  that  variety  of 
accent  which  pkaf<;$  in  the  pronunciation  of  a  gocd 


I'he  different  tones  of  the  voice,  iu  aftonifhmenc, 
joy,  forrow,  rage,  tendernefs  in  afiirmations,  apof- 
trophes,  interrogations,  and  all  the  varieties  of 
fpeech,  make  a  fort  of  natural  mufic,  which  is  very 
agreeable  ;  and  this  is  what  is  intended  to  be  imi- 
tated, with  fomc  helps  by  the  compofer,  but  with- 
out approaching  to  what  we  call  a  tune  or  air ;  fo 
that  it  is  but  a  kind  of  improved  elocution  or  pro- 
nouncing the  words  in  mufical  cadences,  and  is  in- 
deed wholly  at  the  mercy  of  the  performer  to  make" 
it  agreeable  or  not,  according  to  his  fkill  or  igno. 
ranee,  like  the  reading  of  verfe,  which  is  not  every- 
one's talent.  This  fhort  account  may  pofTibly  fuf- 
fice  tofhew  how  properly  the  recitative  has  a  place 
in  compofitions  of  any  length,  to  relieve  the  ear 
with  a  variety,  and  to  introduce  the  airs  with  the 
greater  advantage. 

As  to  Mr.  Pepufch's  fuccefs  in  thefe  compofi- 
tions, 1  am  not  at  liberty  to  fay  any  more  than 
that  he  has,  I  think,  very  naturally  expreffed  the 
fenfe  of  the  words.  He  is  defirous  the  public  fhould 
be  informed  that  they  are  not  only  the  firft  he  has 
attempted  in  Englifh,  but  the  firft  of  any  of  his 
works  publiflied  by  himfelf ;  and  as  he  wholly  fub- 
mits  them  to  the  judgment  of  the  lovers  of  this 
art,  it  will  be  a  pleafure ito  him  to  find  that  hi» 
endeavours  to  promote  the  compofing  of  mufic  in 
the  Englifh  language,  after  a  new  model,  are  fa- 
vourably accepted. 


CANTATA     I. 


ON   ENGLISH  BEAUXy. 


RECITATIVE. 

When  beauty's  goddefs  from  the  ocean  fprung, 
Aicending,  o'er  the  waves  fhe  caft  a  fmile 
On  fair  Britannia's  happy  ifle, 

And  rais'd  her  tuneful  voice,  and  thus  flie  fung. 

AIR. 

Hail  Britannia'  hail  to  thee, 
Faireft  ifland  of  the  feal 
Thou  my  favourite  land  fhalt  be. 
Cyprus  too  (hall  own  my  fway. 

And  dedicate  to  me  its  groves; 

Yet  Venus  and  her  train  of  lovcg 
Will  with  happier  Britain  ftay. 
Hail  Britannia  !  hail  to  thee, 
Faireft  ifland  of  the  fea ! 
Thou  my  favourite  land  Ihalt  be. 

RECITATIVJ:. 

Britannia  heard  the  notes  dilFufing  wide. 

And  faw  the  power  whom  gods  and  men  adore. 

Approaching  nearer  with  the  tide. 

And  in  a  rapture  loudly  cry'd, 

O  welcome  1  welcome  to  my  fhore  '. 

AIR. 

Lovely  ifle  !  fo  richly  blcft  ! 
Beauty's  palm  is  thine  confefs'd. 
Thy  daughters  all  the  world  outflilnc^ 
Nor  Venus'  felf  is  fo  divine. 
JLoveiy  ifle  !  fo  richly  b'eft  1 
Beauty's  palm  is  thine  confofs'^t 
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CANTATA    II. 


ALEXIS. 
RECITATIVE. 

Seb, — from  the  filent  grove  Alexis  flies, 
And  fecks  with  every  pleafing  art 
To  cafe  the  pain,  which  lovely  eyes 
Crea'ed  in  his  heart. 
To  fliining  theatres  he  now  repairs. 
To  learn  Camilla's  moving  airi, 
Where  thus  to  mufic's  power  the  fwain  addfefs'd 
his  prayers. 

AIR. 

Charming  founds !  that  fweetly  langnifh, 
Mufic,  O  compofe  my  anguifh 

Every  paflion  yeilds  to  thee  I 
Phoebus,  quickly  rhen  relieve  me  ; 
Cupid  fliail  no  more  deceive  me; 

1*11  to  fprightlier  joys  be  free. 

RECITATIVE. 

Apollo  heard  the  foolifh  fwain ; 
He  knew,  when  Daphne  once  he  lov'd, 
How  weak,  t'afluage  an  amorous  pain, 
His  own  harmonious  art  had  prov'd, 
Ard  all  his  healing  herbs  how  vain. 

Then  thus  he  ftrikes  the  fpeaking  firings. 

Preluding  to  his  voice,  and  fings. 

AIR. 

Sounds,  though  charming,  can't  relieve  thee; 
Do  not,  fliepherd,  then  deceive  thee, 

Mufic  is  the  voice  of  love. 
If  the  tender  maid  believe  thee, 
Soft  relenting, 
Kind  coufenting. 
Will  alone  thy  pain  remove. 


CANTATA    III. 
on  the  spring, 
[with  violins.] 

AIR. 

Fragrant  Flora!  hafte,  appear, 
God«lefs  of  the  youthful  year  1 

Zephyr  gently  courts  thee  now  ; 
On  thy  buds  of  rofes  playing. 
All  thy  breathing  fweets  difplaying, 

Hatk,  his  amorous  breezes  blow  1 
Fragrant  Flora !  hafte,  appear  I 
Goddefs  of  the  youthful  year  I 

Zephyr  gently  courts  thee  now. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  on  a  fruitful  hill,  in  the  fair  bloom  of  fpring, 
The  tuneful  Colinet  his  voice  did  raife, 
The  vales  rfmu;mur'd  wi'h  his  lay, 
And  liftening  birds  hung  hovering  on  the  wing, 
In  whifperng  figbs  [«(t  Zephyr  by  him  flew, 
While  thus  the  fliepherd  did  his  forg  renew. 

AIR. 

Love  and  pleafures  gaily  flr^wirg, 

Come  this  charming  feafon  grace  I 
Smile,  yc  fair !  your  joys  bellowing, 


Spring  and  youth  will  foon  be  gdihgj 
Seize  the  bleflings  ere  they  pafs  : 

Love  and  pleafures  gaily  flowing, 
Come  this  charming  feafon  grace  1 


CANTATA     IV. 

MIRANDA. 
RECITATIVE. 

Miranda's  tuneful  voice  and  fame 
Had  reach'd  the  wondering  flcies; 
From  heaven  the  god  of  mufic  came. 

And  own'd  a  pleas'd  furprife ; 
Then  in  a  foft  melodious  lay, 
Apollo  did  thefe  grateful  praifes  pay. 

AIR, 

Matchlefs  charmer  ]  thine  fliall  be 

The  higheft  prize  of  harmony. 
Phcebus  ever  will  infpire  thee, 
And  th'  applauding  world  admire  thcej 

All  fhall  in  thy  praife  agree. 

Matchlefs  charmer  1  thine  fliall  be 

The  highefl;  prize  of  harmony. 

RECITATIVE. 

The  god  then  fummon'd  every  mufe  t'appcar. 
And  hail  their  fifter  of  the  quire ;  [hear. 

Smiling  they  flood  around,  her  foothing  ftrains  t* 
And  fiU'd  her  happy  foul  with  all  their  fire. 

AIR. 

O  harmony  !  how  wondrous  fweet, 
Doft  thou  our  cares  allay  I 
When  all  thy  moving  graces  meet. 
How  foftly  doll  thou  fteal  our  eafy  hours  away  ? 
O  harmony  !  how  wondrous  fweet, 
Doll  thou  our  cares  allay  ! 


CANTATA    V. 

CORYDON. 
RECITATIVE. 

While  Corydon  the  lonely  fliepherd  try'd 

His  tuneful  fiure,  and  charm'd  the  grove, 
The  jealous  nightingales,  that  ftrove 
To  trace  his  notes,  contending  dy'd  ; 
At  laft  he  hears  within  a  myrtle  fliade 

An  echo  anfwer  all  his  ftrain ; 
Love  ftole  the  pipe  of  fleeping  Pan,  and  play'd  ; 
Then  with  his  voice  decoys  the  liftening  fwain. 
AIR.      [lurt/j  a  futel] 
Gay  fliepherd,  to  befriend  thee, 
Here  pleafing  fr^ies  attend  thee, 

O  this  way  ij-eed  thy  pace  I 
If  mufic  can  delight  thee. 
Or  vifions  fair  invite  thee. 

This  bower's  the  happy  place. 
Gay  fliepherd,  t©  befriend  thee, 
Here  pleafing  fcenes  attend  thee, 
O  this  way  fpced  thy  pace  ! 

RECITATIVE. 

The  fliephe^-d  rofe,  he  gaz'd  around, 
And  vainly  fought  the  magic  found ; 


P    O    E     M    ». 
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The  God  of  love  his  mo:ion  fpies. 
Lays  by  the  pipe,  and  {hoots  a  dart 
Through  Corydon's  unwary  heart, 

Then,  firiiling,  from  his  ambulh  flics; 

While  in  his  rooni,  divinely  bright, 
The  reigning  beauty  of  the  groves  furpris'd  the 
fliepherd's  fight, 

AIR. 

Who,  from  love  his  heart  fecuring, 
Can  avoid  th'  inchanting  pain  ? 

Pieafurc  calls  with  voice  alluring, 
Beauty  foftly  binds  the  chain. 

Who  from  love  his  heart  fecuring, 
Can  avoid  th'  inchanting  pain  ? 


CANTATA    VI. 

THE  COqUET. 
RECITATIVE. 

AiRT  Cloc,  proud  and  young, 

The  faired  tyrant  of  the  plain, 
Laugh'd  at  her  adoring  fwain. 

He  fadly  figh'd— She  gayly  fung,     ^ 

And,  wanton,  thus  reproach'd  his  pain. 

AIR. 

Leave  me,  filly  (hcpherd,  go ; 
You  only  tell  me  what  I  know,  ^ 

You  view  a  thoufand  charms  in  me  ; 
Then  ceafe  thy  prayers,  I'll  kinder  grow, 

When  1  can  view  fuch  charms  in  thee. 
Leave  me,  filly  fliepherd,  go  ; 
You  only  tell  me  what  I  know. 

You  view  a  thoufand  charms  in  me. 

RECITATIVE. 

Amyntor,  fir'd  by  this  difdain, 
Curs'i  the  proud  fair,  and  broke  his  chain; 
He  rav'd,  and  at  the  fcorner  fwore. 
And  vovv'd  he'd  be  love's  fool  no  more — 
lut  Cloe  fmil'd,  and  thus  (he  call'd  him  back  again. 

AIR. 

Shepherd,  this  I've  done  to  prove  thee. 
How  thou  art  a  man,  I  love  thee; 

And  with(ut  a  bluih  refign. 
But  ungrateful  is  the  paffion, 
And  deftroys  our  inclination. 

When,  like  flaves,  our  lovers  whine. 
Shepherd,  this  I've  done  to  prove  thee, 
Now  thou  art  a  man,  I  love  thee, 

And  without  a  blufli  refign. 


THE  PRAISES  OF  HEROIC  VIRTUE. 

FROM 

THE  FRAGMENTS  OF  rYRT^US. 

TRANSLATED  IN  THE  YEAR  I7OI. 

%n  occafion  of  the  King  of  France^:  breaking  the  peace 
of  Refxvick. 

O  Spartan  youth':!  what  fafcinatlng  charms 
Have  froze  your  blood  ?  ^hyruft  your  idle  arms? 


When  with  awaken'd  courage  will  you  go, 

And  minds  refolv'd,  t.>  meet  the  threatening  foe  ? 

What  1   ftiall  our  vile  lethargic  floth  betray 

To  greedy  neighbours  an  unguarded  prey  J 

Or  can  you  fee  their  armies  rufti  from  far, 

And  fit  fecure  amidft  the  rage  of  war  ? 

Ye  gods  !  h'lw  great,  how  glorious  'tis  to  fee 

The  warrior-hero  fight  for  liberty. 

For  his  dear  children,  for  his  tender  wife. 

For  all  the  valued  joys,  and  foft  fupjorts  of  life  ! 

Then  let  him  draw  his  fwnrd,  and  take  the  field. 

And  fortify  his  bread  behind  the  fpacious  fhicld. 

Nor  fear  to  die;  in  vain  you  fliun  your  fate, 

Nor  can  you  (horten,  nor  prolong  its  date; 

For  life's  a  meafur'd  race,  and  he  that  flies 

From  darts  and  fi::^hting  foes,  at  home  inglorious 

No  grieving  crowd*  his  obl'equies  attend  ;     [dies  ; 

But  all  applaud  and  weep  the  foldier's  end. 

Who,  defperately  brave,  in  fight  fuftains 

Inflicfted  wounds,  and  honourable  ftains, 

And  falls  a  facrifice  to  glories  charms  : 

But  if  a  jud  fuccefs  fhall  crown  his  arms, 

For  his  return  the  refcued  people  wait, 

To  fee  the  guardian  genius  of  the  flate ; 

With  rapture  viewing  his  majeftic  face. 

His  dauntlefs  mien,  and  every  martial  grace. 

They'll  blefs  the  toils  he  for  their  lafery  bore, 

Admire  them  living,  and  when  dead  adore. 


UNDER  THE  PRINT  OF  TOM  BRITTON, 

THE    MUSICAL    SMALL-COAL    MAN, 

Though  mean  thy  rank,  yet  in  thy  humble  cell 
Did  gentle  peace  and  arts  unpurchas'd  dwell. 
Well-pleas'd  Apollo  thither  led  his  train, 
And  mufic  warbled  in  her  fweeteft  ftrain  : 
Cyllenius  fo,  as  fables  tell,  and  Jove, 
Come,  willing  guells  to  poor  Philemon's  groTC 
Let  ufelefspomp  behold,  and  blufli  to  find 
So  low  a  Ilation,  fuch  a  liberal  mind. 


SONG. 

TUE  FAIR  TRAVELLER. 
I. 

In  young  Aftrea's  fparkling  eye, 

Refiftlefs  love  has  fix'd  his  throne; 
A  thoufand  lovers  bleeding  lie 

For  her,  with  wounds  they  fear  td  own. 
II. 
While  the  coy  beauty  fpeeds  her  flight 

To  diflant  groves  from  whence  Ihe  came; 
So  lightning  vanifiies  from  fight, 

But  leaves  the  foreft  in  a  flame  ! 


A     CANTATA. 
Set  by  Mr.  D.  PuniU. 

AIR. 

Love,  I  defy  thee  1 
Venus,  I  fiy  liiee  \ 


t^ 


THE   VfdKks   Of   lIUGHES. 


I'm  of  chaftc  Diana's  train. 

Away,  thou  winged  boy  ! 

Thou  bear'ft  thy  darts  in  vain, 

1  hate  the  languid  joy, 

I  mock  the  trifling  pain. 

Love,  I  defy  thee  1 

Venus  !  I  fly  thee  I 
I'm  of  chafte  Diana's  train. 

RECITATIVE. 

Bright  Venus  and  her  fon  flood  by, 
And  heard  a  proud  difdainful  fair 
Thus  boaft  her  wretched  liberty ; 
They  fcorn-d^fhe  Ihould  the  raptures  (hare. 

Which  their  happier  captives  know. 

Nor  wauld  Cupid  draw  his  bow 
To  wound  the  nymph,  but  laugh'd  out  this  reply. 

AIR. 

Proud  and  foolifli !  heai-  your  fate  ! 
Wafte  your  youth,  and  figh  too  late 
Tor  joys  which  now  you  fay  you  hate. 

When  your  decaying  eyes 

Can  dart  their  fires  no  more, 

The  wrinkles  of  threefcore 

Shall  make  you  vainly  wife. 
Proud  and  foolifli  I  hear  your  fate  I 
Wafte  your  youth,  and  figh  too  late 
Tor  joys  which  now  you  fay  you  hate. 


SONG. 

Wo6ld  you  gain  the  lender  creature. 

Softly — gently — kindly — treat  her  I 

Suffering  is  the  lover's  part : 
Beauty  by  conftraint  poffefling, 
You  enjoy  but  half  the  bleffing, 

i.ifelefs  charms  without  the  heart. 


CUPID   AND   SCARLAf  I. 

A    CAKTATAi 

Set  ty  Mr.  Pepufcb. 

RECITATIVE. 

©N  Clver  Tyber's  vocal  fliore. 
The  fam'd  Scarlati  ftrook  his  lyre, 

And  ftrove,  with  charms  unknown  before, 
The  fprings  of  tuutful  found  t'  explore. 
Beyond  what  art  alone  could  e'er  infpire ; 
When  fee — the  fweet  effay  to  hear, 
Venus  with  her  fon  drew  near, 
And  pleas'd  to  aflc  the  mafter's  aid, 
The  mother'  goddefs  fniiling  faid. 

AIR. 

Harmonious  fon  of  Phoebus,  fee, 
'Tis  love,  'tis  little  love  I  bring. 
The  queen  of  beauty  fues  to  thee. 
To  teach  her  wanton  boy  to  fing. 

_,  RECITATIVE. 

iTe  pleas'd  mufician  heard  with  joy. 
And,  proud  to  tcacji  tli'  immortal  boy, 


Did  all  his  fongs  and  heavenly  (kill  impAt ; 
The  boy  to  recompenfe  his  art, 
Repeating  did  each  fong  improve, 
And  breath'd  into  his  airs  the  charms  of  love, 
And  taught  the  mafter  thus  to  touch  the  heart. 

AIR. 

I-ove  infpiring, 

Sounds  perfuading. 
Makes  his  darts  refiftlefs  fly ; 

Beauty  aiding, 

Arts  afpiring, 
Gives  them  wings  to  rife  niorre  high. 


A     CANTATA. 

Set  J  •with  Symphonies,  by  Siguier  Nicalini  Haytno 
AIR.      . 

Ye  tender  powers !  how  fhall  1  move 
A  carelefs  maid  that  laughs  at  love  ? 
Cupid  to  my  fuccour  fly  : 
Come  with  all  thy  thrilling  darts. 
Thy  melting  flames  to  foften  hearts ;" 

Conquer  for  me,  or  I  die  ! 

Ye  tender  powers '.  how  fhall  I  move 

A  carelefs  maid  that  laughs  at  love  ? 

Cupid,  to  my  fuccour  fly  '. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus,  in  a  melancholy  ihade, 
A  penfive  lover  to  his  aid 
fnvok'd  the  god  of  warm  defire  ; 
Love  heard  him,  and,  to  gain  the  maidp 
Did  this  fuccefsful  thought  infpire. 

AIR. 

Take  her  humour,  fmile,  be  gay. 
In  her  favourite  follies  join, 
That's  the  charm  will  make  her  thine. 
Caft  thy  fcrious  airs  away. 

Freely  cotJrting, 

To/lng,  fporting. 
Sooth  her  hours  with  amorous  play. 
Take  her  humour,  fmile,  be  gay. 
In  her  favourite  follies  join. 
That's  the  charm  will  make  her  thine.' 


P  A  S  T  O  R  A, 

A  CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Ptpufcts. 

RECITATIVE, 

On  fam'd  Arcadia's  flowery  plains. 
The  gay  Paftora  once  was  heard  to  fing; 
Clofe  by  a  fountain's  cryftal  fpring. 
She  warbled  out  her  merry  ftrains. 

AIR. 

Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafe  u«>,' 
You  mufl  every  humour  try ; 

Sometimes  flatter,  fometimes  teaze  us. 
Often  laugh,  and  fometimes  cry. 

Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafe  USs 
Yeu  muft  every  humour  try. 


POEMS. 


^ft  denials 
Are  but  trials, 
•You  muft  follow  when  we  fly. 
Shepherds,  would  you  hope  to  pleafe  us, 
You  muft  every  humour  try. 

RECITATIVE. 

Damon,  who  long  ador'd  the  fprightly  maid. 
Yet  never  durft  his  love  relate, 
-Refolv'd  at  laft  to  try  his  fate ; 
He  figh'd ! — flie  fmil'd  I — hekneel'd  and  pray'd! 
She  frown'd  ; — He  rofe,  and  walk'd  away. 
But  foon  returning  look'd  more  gay. 
And  fung,  and  danc'd,  and  on  his  pipe  a  cheerful 
echo  play'd. 

AIR.     \_ivith  an  echo  efjlutes.'\ 
Paftora  fled  to  a  ftiady  grove, 
Damon  view'd  her. 
And  purfued  her ; 
Cupid  laugh'd,  and  crown'd  his  love. 
The  nymph  look'd  back,  well-pleas'd  to  fee 
That  Damon  ran  as  fwift  as  (he. 
Paftora  fled  to  a  ihady  grove  ; 
Damon  view'd  her. 
And  purfued  her  ; 
Cupid  laugh'd,  and  crown'd  his  love. 


jOX 


A  PASTORAL  MASQUE. 
Scene,  A  ProffeB  of  a  Wood. 

Enter  a  Shepherd,  and  fings. 

Ye  nymphs  and  fliepherds  of  the  grove, 
That  know  the  pleafmg  pains  of  love, 
Eager  for  th'  expeftcd  blefllng, 
Sighing,  panting  for  poffeffing  1 
Leave  your  flocks,  and  hafte  away. 
With  folemn  ftate. 
To  celebrate 
Cupid  and  Hymen's  holiday. 

Enter  a  land  of  Shepherds  on  one  ftde  ititih  garlands  ; 
en  the  other  fide,  Shepberdeffes  ivith  canifers  of 
flowers. 

CHORBS. 

From  the  echoing  hills,  and  the  jovial  plains. 
Where  pleafure,and  plenty,  and  happinefs  reigns  ; 
We  leave  our  flocks,  and  hafte  away. 
With  folemn  ftate 
To  celebrate 
Cupid  and  Hymen's  holiday. 

\^A  Dance  here.'\ 

Scene  opening,  difeo-uers  a  pleafant  bozver,  •with  the 
God  of  Love  ajleep,  attended  by  Cupids,  fame  play- 
ing -with  bis  botv,  others  fharpening  his  arroivs, 
l^c.  On  each  fide  the  baiuer,  ivalks  of  cyprefs  trees, 
snd fountains  playing  ;  a  d'flant  landfcape  terminates 
the  profptB. 

V erf e  for  a  fhepherdefs,  tvith  futes. 

See  the  mighty  power  of  love, 
Sleeping  in  a  Cyprian  grove 


Nymphs  and  flicpherds  gently  flied 

Spices  round  his  facred  head ; 

On  his  lovely  body  (hower 
Leaves  of  rofes,  virgin  lilies, 
Cowflips,  violets,  dafFadilies, 

And  with  garlands  drefs  the  bower, 

Rittornel  of  flutes.     After  -which  Cupid  rifet,  andfing$ 
•with  his  bozu  draitin. 

Yield  to  the  god  of  foft  defires ! 
Whofe  gentle  influence  infpires 

Every  creature 

Throughout  nature 
With  fprightly  joys  and  genial  fires.     - 

Chorus  of  the  Shepherds  and  Ifymtis, 
Hail,  thou  potent  deity  '. 

Every  creature 

Throughout  nature 
Owns  thy  power  as  well  as  we. 

Enter  Hymen,  in  a  faffron-ctloured  robe,  a  claplet 
of  foieers  on  bis  head,  and  in  bis  hand  the  nuptial 
torch  ;   attended  by  priefs. 

Hymen. 
Behold  a  greater  power  than  he. 
Behold  the  marriage  deity  ! 

Chorus,  by  Hymen's  attendanU, 
Behold  the  marriage  deity  1 

Cupid,  fmiling. 
Behold  the  god  of  houfehold  ftrife. 
That  fpoils  the  happy  lover's  life. 
And  turns  a  miftrefs  to  a  wife  i 

Hymen. 
Foolifli  and  inconftant  boy '. 
Thine's  a  tranfitory  joy; 
Sudden  fits  in  pleasure's  fever; 
Hymen's  bleflings  laft  for  ever. 

Cupid. 
Hymen's  bondage  lafts  for  ever; 
Love's  free  pleafures  failing  never. 

Hyrhen. 
Love's  ftolcn  pleafures,  infincere, 
Purchas'd  at  a  rate  too  dear. 
Shame  and  forrow  will  deftroy. 
If  Hymen  licenfe  not  the  joy. 

Both  together. 
Then  let  us  join  hands  and  unite. 

Lafl  Chorus  of  the  Shepherds  and  N'ymplr. 
How  happy,  how  happy,  how  happy  are  we. 
Where  Cupid  and  Hymen  in  confort  agree '. 
We'll  ravel  all  day  with  fports  and  delight. 
And  Hymen  and  Cupid  ftiall  govern  the  night. 


A    CANTATA. 
Set  by  Mr.  Galliard. 

RECITATIVE. 

Venus  I  thy  throne  of  beauty  now  Tcfign! 
Behold  on  earth  a  conquering  fair, 
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Who  mbre  deferves  loi'e's  crown  to  wear  ! 
Kot  thy  own  ftar  fo  bright  in  heaven  does  Ihine. 
Aflc  of  'hy  fon  her  name,  who  with  his  dart 
Has  deeply  grav'd  it  in  my  heart ; 
Or  alk  the  god  of  tuneful  found, 
Who  lings  it  to  his  lyre, 
And  does  this  maid  infpire 
With  his  own  art,  to  give  a  furer  wound. 

AIR. 

Hark  1  the  groves  her  fongs  repeat ; 
Echo  lurks  in  hollow  fprings. 
And,  tranfported  while  (he  fmgs, 
.  Learns  her  voice,  and  grows  more  fweet ; 
Could  Narciffus  fee  or  hear  her, 
From  his  fountain  he  would  fliy, 
And,  with  awe  approaching  near  her. 
For  a  real  beauty  die. 
Hark  1  the  groves  her  fongs  repeat; 
Echo  lurks  in  hollow  fprj.ng«, 
And,  tranfported  while  flie  fings, 
Learns  her  voice,  and  grows  more  fweet. 

RECITATIVE. 

Yet  Venus  once  again  my  fuit  attend  I 
And  when  from  heaven  you  fliall  defcend, 

This  fhining  emprefs  to  array. 
When  you  prefent  her  all  your  train  of  loves, 
Your  chariot,  and  your  murmuring  doves. 
Tell  her  fhe  wants  one  charm  to  make  the  reft 
more  gay. 
Then  fmiling  to  th'  harmonious  beauty  fay  : 

AIR. 

To  a  lovely  face  and  air. 
Let  a  tender  heart  be  join'd. 
Love  can  make  you  doubly  fair ; 
Mufic's  fweeter  when  you're  kind. 
To  a  lovely  face  and  air. 
Let  a  tender  heart  be  join'd. 


OF  HueHES. 

H.xc  largo  matura  die,  faturataque  Vernla 
Roribus,  indulget  fpatio :  latet  altera  nodo. 
Nee  teneris  audet  foliis  admittere  foles. 

TRANSLATED. 

Venus  coming  to  a  nuptial  ceremony,  and  enter- 
ing the  room,  fees  the  bride  and  her  mother 
fitting  together,  &c.  On  which  occafion  Clau- 
dian  makes  the  ioUowing  defcription. 

The  goddefs  paus'd ;  and,  held  in  deep  amaze. 
Now  views  the  mother's,  new  the  daughter's  face 
Different  in  each,  yet  equal  beauty  glows, 
That,  the  full  moon,  and  this,  the  crefcent  fhows; 
Thus,  rais'd  beneath  its  parent  tree  is  feen 
The  laurel  fhoot,  while,  in  its  early  green, 
Thick-fprouting  leaves  and  branches  are  effay'd. 
And  all  the  promife  of  a  future  fhade. 
Or,  blooming  thus,  in  happy  Psftan  fields, 
One  common  flock  two  lovely  rofcs  yields; 
Mature  by  vernal  dews,  this  dares  difplay 
Its  leaves  full  blown,  and  boldly  meeti  the  day ; 
That,  folded  in  its  tender  nonage  lief, 
A  beauteous  bud,  nor  yet  admits  the  ikies. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


Ih  every  age  to  brighter  honours  born, 

Which  lovelieft  nymphs  and  fweeteft  bards  adorn, 

Beauty  and  wit  each  other's  aid  require. 

And  poets  Cng  what  osce  the  fair  infpire; 

The  fair  for  ever  thus  her  charms  prolong. 

And  live  rewarded  in  the  tuneful  fing. 

Thus  SacharilTa  fliines  in  Waller's  lays. 

And  ftie,  v;ho  rais'd  his  genius,  fliares  his  praife. 

Each  does  in  each  a  mutual  liie  infufe, 

Th'  infpiring  beauty,  the  recording  mufe. 


CLAUDIANUS. 

IN  EPITHALAMIO  HONORIl  ET  MARIJE. 

CuNCTATUR  flupefadla  Venus  Nuncora  puclix, 
Nunc  flavam  r.iveo  miratur  vertice  matrem. 
Haec  tnodo  crtfcenti,  plena;  par  altera  lunse  : 
Affurgic  ctu  forte  miner  fub  matrc  vireiiti 
I^aurus  :   et  ingentes  ramoj,  olimque  fuiuias 
Promitit  jam  parva  cr.mas :  vcl  flore  fub  uiio, 
Ceu  geminje  Pasftana  rofse  per  jugcra  regnant. 


A    CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Pe^ufcb. 

AIR. 

FsoLisH  love  I  I  fcorn  thy  darts. 
And  all  thy  little  wanton  arts. 
To  captivate  unmanly  hearts. 
Shall  a  woman,  proud  and  coy. 
Make  me  languifh  for  a  toy  ? 
Foolifli  love;   1  fcorn  thy  darts, 
And  all  thy  little  wanton  arts, 
To  captivate  unmanly  hearts. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus  Strephon  mcck'd  the  power  of  love,  and 
His  freedom  he  would  Itill  maintain,  [fworc 
Nor  ever  wear  th*  inglorious  chain, 

Or  flaviihly  adore. 
But  when  Lanura  crofs'd  the  plain, 

The  ftiepherd  gaz'd,  and  thus  revers'd  his  ftrain. 

AIR. 

I,ove,  I  feci  thy  power  divine. 
And  blufhing  now  my  heart  refigii  ! 
Yfc  fwains,  my  folly  don't  defpiie; 
But  1>  ok  on  fair  Lamiia's  eyes, 
'Ihtn  tell  me  if  you  can  be  wife. 
Love,  i  feel  thy  power  divine. 
And  blufhing  now  my  heart  refign  I 


THE  SOLDIER  IN  LOV£. 

A  CANTATA. 
Set  with  Symphonies  by  Mr,  Pepufcb'. 

AIR. 

Why,  too  amorous  hero  !  why 
Doll  thou  the  war  forego, 
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At  Celia's  feet  to  lie. 

And  fighing  tell  thy  woe  ! 
Can  you  think  that  fneaking  air 
Fit  to  move  th'  unpitying  fair  ? 
She  laughs  to  fee  thee  trifle  fo. 
Why,  too  amorous  hero  !  why 

Deft  thiiu  the  war  forego, 
At  Caelia's  feet  to  lie, 

And  fighing  tell  thy  woe  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

Clcander  heard  not  this  advice, 
Nor  would  his  languifhing  refrain. 
But  while  to  Ceiia  once  he  pray'd  in  vain, 
By  chance  his  image  in  a  glafs  he  fpies, 
And,  blufliing  at  the  fight,  he  grew  a  man  again. 
AIR.     [tviti/  a  Irumfet.] 

Hark !  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms  ! 

I  come,  I  come,  the  warrior  crie$, 

And  from  fcornful  Celia  flies, 

To  court  Vieftoria's  charms. 

Celia  beholds  his  alter'd  brow. 

And  would  regain  her  lover  now. 

Hark  1  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms! 

I  come,  I  come,  the  warrior  cries, 

And  from  fcornful  Celia  fliej, 

To  court  Vidoria's  charm*. 


AN  Ol)E  IN  PRAISE  OF  MUSIC. 
Performed  in  Stationer  s  Hall,  1 703. 

Defcende  Casio,  ct  die  age  tibia 
Regina  longum  Calliope  melos  I 
Seu  voce  nunc  mavis  acuta, 
Seu  fidibus,  Cytharave  Phoebi. 

Hon. 

\Begin  luith  a  Chorus^ 


Awake,  celeftial  harmony ! 
Awake,  celeftial  harmony ! 
Turn  thy  vocal  Iphere  aroun<I, 
Goddefs  of  melodious  found. 
Let  the  trumpet's  flirill  voice, 
And  the  drum's  thundering  noifc, 
Roufe  every  dull  mortal  from  forrows  profound. 
See,  fee  1 
The  mighty  power  of  harmony ! 
Behold  how  foon  its  charms  can  chacc 
Giief  and  gloom  from  every  face  ! 

How  fwift  its  raptures  fly.  [eye! 

yind  thrill  through  every  foul,  and  brighten  every 
u. 
Proceed,  fwcct  charmer  of  the  ear  I 
Proceed  ;  and  through  the  mellow  flute, 
The  moving  lyre. 
And  iolitary  lute. 
Melting  airs  foft  joys  infpire  : 
Airs  for  drooping  hope  to  hear, 
Melting  as  a  lover's  prayer; 
Joys  to  flatter  dull  defpair, 
^d  foftiy  fpothc  the  apiorous  fire. 


CHORcr^. 
Melting  airs  foft  joys  infpire  : 
Airs  for  drooping  hope  to  hear, 
Melting  as  a  lover's  prayer ; 
Joys  to  flatter  dull  defpair. 
And  foftly  foothc  the  amorous  fire. 
III. 
Now  let  the  fprightly  violin 
A  louder  ftrain  begin  ; 
And  now 
Let  the  deep-moufh'd  organ  tlo^ 
Swell  it  high,  and  fink  it  low 
Hark  — how  the  treble  and  bafe 
In  wanton  fugues  each  other  chace. 
And  fwift  divifions  run  their  airy  race! 
Through  all  the  travers'd  fcale  they  fly. 
In  windmg  labyrinths  of  harmony  :  [die. 

By  torns  they  rife  and  fall,  by  turns  we  live  and 

CHORUS. 

In  winding  labyrinths  of  harmony. 
Through  all  the  travers'd  fcale  they  fly  :     [die 
By  turns  they  rife  and  fall,  by  turns  we  live  and' 
IV. 
Ye  fons  of  art,  once  more  renew  your  drains; 
In  loftier  verfe,  and  loftier  lays. 
Your  voices  raife. 
To  mufic's  praife ! 
A  nobler  fong  remains. 
Sing  how  the  great  Creator  God, 
On  wings  of  flaming  cherubs  rode. 
To  make  a  world ;  and  round  the  dark  abyfs, 

Turn'd  the  *  golden  compafles, 
The  compafles  in  fate's  high  fliorehoufe  found ; 
Thus  far  extend,  he  faid  ;  be  this 
O  wcrld,  thy  meafur'd  bound. 
Meanwhile  a  thoufand  harps  were  play'd  on  high  } 
Be  this  thy  meifur'd  bound, 
Was  echo'd  all  around; 
And  now  arife,  ye  earth,  and  fcas,  and  Iky ; 
A  thoufand  voices  made  reply, 
Arife,  ye  earth,  and  feas,  and  fky. 

T. 

What  can  mufic's  power  controul  ? 
When  nature's  fleeping  foul 
Perceiv'd  th'  enchanting  found. 
It  wak'd,  and  fliook  of  foul  deformity  ; 
The  mighty  melody 

Nature's  fecret  chains  unbound ; 
And  earth  arofe,  and  feas  and  Iky. 

Aloft  expanded  fpheres  were  flung. 

With  fliining  luminaries  hung; 

A  vaft  creation  flood  difplay'd. 

By  heaven's  infpiring  mufic  made. 

CHORUS. 

O  wondrous  force  of  harmony! 

VI. 

DIvineft  art,  whofc  fame  fliall  never  ceafe ! 
Thy  honour'd  voice  proclaim'd  the  Saviour's  birth  j 
Vhen  heaven  vouchfaf 'd  to  treat  with  earth, 
Mufic  was  herald  of  the  peace  : 
Thy  voice  could  befl;  the  joyful  tidings  tell ; 
Immortal  mercy  !  boundlefs  love  i 
A  God  defcending  from  above, 
To  conquer  death  and  helL 
.  #  MUtc«< 
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There  yet  remains  an  hour  of  fate, 
When  mufic  muft  again  its  charms  employ  ; 

The  trumpet's  found 
Shall  call  the  numerous  nations  under  ground. 

The  numerous  nations  ftraight 
Appear  :  and  fome  with  grief,  and  fomc  with  joy, 

Their  final  fentence  wait* 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Then  other  arts  ihall  pafs  away  : 
Proud  afchitedlure  fhall  in  ruins  lie. 

And  painting  fade  and  die, 
Nay  earth,  and  heaven  itfclf,  in  wafteful  fire  decay. 
Mufic  alone,  and  poefy, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  flame,  fhall  fee 
The  world's  laft  blaze. 
The  tuneful  fiflers  fhall  embrace. 
And  praife  and  fing,  and  fing  and  praife, 
In  never-ceafing  choirs  to  all  eternity. 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 

A  CANTATA. 

Set  by  Mr.  Galliard. 

RECITATIVE. 

D^PPNE,  the  beautiful,  the  coy. 

Along  the  winding  fliore  of  Feneus  flew. 

To  fhun  love's  tender,  cfFer'd  joy  ; 
Though  'twas  a  god  that  did  her  charms  purfue. 
While  thus  Apollo,  in  a  moving  ftrain,    [pain. 
Awak'd  his  lyre,  and  foftly  breath'd  his  amorous 

AIR. 

Faircfl  mortal !  flay  and  hear  ; 
Cannot  love,  with  mufic  jnin'd. 
Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 
Turn  thee,  leave  thy  trembling  fear ; 
Faireft  mortal  I  flay  and  hear  ; 
Cannot  love,  with  mufic  join'd, 
Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 

RECITATIVE. 

The  river's  echoing  banks  with  pleafure  did  pro- 
long [the  fong. 
The  fweetly-warbled  founds,  and  murmur'd  with 
Daphne  fled  fwifter,  in  defpair. 
To  'fcape  the  god's  embrace  ; 
And  to  the  genius  of  the  place. 
She  figh'd  this  wondrous  prayer  : 

AIR. 

Fa^her  Peneus,  hear  me,  aid  me  \ 
JLrt  fome  fudden  change  invade  me; 

Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  fhore. 
Ceafe,  Apollo,  to  perfuadc  me ; 

I  am  Daphne  now  no  more. 
Father  Peneus,  hear  me,  aid  me  ! 
liCt  fome  fudden  change  invade  me; 

Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  fhore. 

RECITATIVE. 

Apollo  wondering  flood  to  fee 
The  nymph  transform'd  into  a  tree. 
Vain  were  his  lyre,  his  voice,  his  tuneful  art, 


His  paflion,  and  his  race  divine; 
Nor  could  th'  eternal  beams  that  round  his  temples 
fhine, 
Mck  the  cold  virgin's  frozen  heart. 

AIR. 

Nature  alone  can  love  infpire ; 

Art  is  vain  to  move  deOrc. 
If  nature  once  the  fair  incline, 
To  their  own  paHion  they  refign. 
Nature  alone  can  love  infpire ; 

Art  is  vain  to  move  defire. 


A  THOUGHT  IN  A  GARDEN. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE  YEAR   I704. 

Delightful  manfion  !  bleft  retreat ! 

Where  all  is  filent,  all  is  fweet ! 

Here  contemplation  pnmes  her  wings, 

The  raptur'd  mufe  more  tuneful  fings. 

While  May  leads  on  the  cheerful  hours. 

And  opens  a  new  world  of  flowers. 

Gay  pleafure  here  all  drefTes  wears, 

And  in  a  thoufand  fhapes  appears. 

Purfu'd  by  fancy,  how  (he  roves 

Threugh  airy  walks,  and  mufeful  groves ; 

Springs  in  each  plant  and  bloffom'd  tree. 

And  charms  in  all  I  hear  and  fee  1 

In  this  elyfiuni  while  I  "flray, 

And  natiKe's  faireft  face  forvey, 

Earth  feems  new-born,  and  life  more  bright; 

Time  flcals  away,  and  fmooths  his  flight ; 

And  thought's  bewilder'd  in  delight. 

Where  are  tlie  crowds  I  faw  of  late  ? 

What  are  thofe  tales  of  Europe's  fate  ? 

Of  Anjou,  and  the  Spanifh  crown  ; 

And  leagues  to  pull  ufurpers  down  ? 

Of  marching  armies,  diftant  wars ; 

Of  fa(Slions,  and  domeftic  jars  ? 

Sure  thefe  are  lajl  night's  dreams,  no  mor«  ; 

Or  fome  romance,  read  lately  o'er  ; 

Like  Homer's,  antique  tale  of  Troy, 

And  powers  confederate  to  deflroy 

Priam's  proud  lioufc,  the  Dardan  name. 

With  him  that  ftolc  the  ravifli'd  dame. 

And,  to  poflefs  another's  right, 

Durft  the  whole  world  to  arms  excite. 

Come,  gentle  flcep,  my  eye-lids  clofe, 

Thefe  dull  impreflions  help  me  lofe  : 

3>et  fancy  take  her  wing,  and  find 

Same  better  dream  to  footh  my  mind ; 

Or  waking  let  me  learn  to  live  ; 

The  profpe6l  will  inflruftion  give. 

For  fee,  where  beauteous  Thames  does  glide 

Serene,  but  with  a  fruitful  tide  ; 

Free  from  extremes  of  ebb  and  flow. 

Not  fwell'd  too  high,  nor  funk  too  low  : 

Such  let  iny  life's  fmooth  current  be. 

Till  from  time's  narrow  fliore  fet  free. 

It  mingle  -vnxh  th'  eternal  fea  ; 

And,  there  enlarg'd,  fhall  be  no  more 

That  trifling  thing  it  was  before. 
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^      A   WISH, 

■to  THE  NEW  YEAR,   IJO^. 


Janus  I  great  leader  of  the  roUino^  year, 
Since  all  that's  paft  no  vows  can  e'er  reftore, 
Bu:  joys  paid  griefs  alike,  once  hurry'd  o'er. 
No  longer  now  deferve  a  fmilc  or  tear; 
Clofe  the  fantaftic  fcenen — but  grace 
With  brightefl  afpcdls  thy  foreficc, 
While:  time's  nev/  offiprin.j  haftens  to  appear. 
With  lucky  omen^  ^uide  the  coming  hours. 
Command  the  circling  feafons  to  advance, 

And  form  thtir  renovated  dance, 
With  flowing  pieaiures  fraught,    and  blefs'd  by 
friendly  powers. 
,  II. 

Thy  mouth,  O  Janus!  gave  rae  firR  to  know 
A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below; 
My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 
Thus  far,  from  great  misfortunes  free, 
^Contented,  I  my  lot  endure, 
Mor  nature's  rigid  laws  arraign, 
Nor  fpurn  at  common  ills  in  vain,    , 
Which  folly  can'not  (hun,  nor  wife  reflefllon  cure. 
III. 
But  oh  I — more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 
I  would  foreknow  niy  future  doom. 
Then  tell  rae,  Janus,  canft  thou  fpy 
Events  that  yet  in  embryo  lie 
For  me,  in  time's  myflerious  womb  ? 
Tell  me — nor  fiiall  I  dread  to  hear, 
,  A  thoufand  accidents  fevere; 
I'll  fortify  my  foul  the  load  to  bear, 
;  If  love  rcjediedadd  not  to  its  weight. 
To  finifh  me  in  woes,  and  crafh  me  down  with  fate. 

...         IV. 

But  if  the  goddefs,  in  vvhofe  charming  eyes, 
More  clearly  written  than  in  fate's  dark  book, 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies ; 
If  file  muft  with  a  lefs  propitious  look 
Forbid  my  humble  facrifice, 
Or  blaft  me  wrich  a  killing  frown; 
If,  Janus,  this  thou  feeft  in  ftoie. 
Cut  fhort  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 
Take  back  the  gift  thou  didll  bellow! 
Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down, 
©And  ccafe  to  love  in  vain,  and  be  a  wretch  no  more. 


CANTATA. 

Set  ly  Mr.  GalliurJ. 


While  on  your  blooming  charnjs  I  gaze, 
Your  tender  lips,  your  foft  enchanting  eyes, 
And  all  the  Venus  in  your  face, 
I'm  fill'd  with  pleafure  and  furprife  : 
But,  cruel  goddefs  1  when  I  find 
Diana's  coldnefs  in  your  mind. 
How  can  I  bear  that  fix'd  difdain  ? 
My  pleafure  dies,  and  I  bat  live  in  pain. 
Vol.,  VII, 


AIR. 

Tyrant  Cupid  I  when,  relenting. 
V/ill  you  touch  t.'ie  chacnier's  heart  ? 
South  her  brcafh  to  fuft  confenting. 
Or  remove  from  mine  the  dart  I 
Tyrant  Cupid  !   when,  relenting. 
Will  you  toBcIi  the  charmer's  heart  ? 

RECI  I'ATIVE. 

But  fee '.  while  to  my  pafli  )n  voice  I  give, 

Th'  applauded  beauty,  doubly  bright, 
Seems  in  the  moving  tale  to  take  delight, 

And  lo  )ks  as  fhe  would  let  me  live ; 
And  yet  fne  chides,  but  with  fo  fweet  an  air, 
That  while  Ihe  love  denies,  fhe  yet  forbids  defpair, 

AIR. 

Fear  not,  doubting  fair  I  t'  approve  jne  ; 
Can  you  love  me  ? 
Frown  nor,  if  you  anfwcr  no  ; 
If  ycu  aiifwer,  frown  not,  no. 
When  again  I  afk,  purfuing, 
If  you'll  flay  and  fee  my  ruin  ? 
Fly — but  let  me  with  you  go  ! 
Blufli  not,  doubling  fair  !  t'  approve  me; 
Can  you  love  me  ? 
Smile,  and  every  feat  forego  ! 


AN    ODE 

FOR  VOCAL  AND  INSTRUMENTAL  MUSIC, 

To  the  Memory  of  the  Moil  Noble 
IVILLIAM  DUKE  OF  BEf^ONSHIHE. 

ANNO   MDCCVII. 
Set  to  Muj'ic  hy  Mr.  Pepufcb. 

[overture   0!f    SOFT   MUSIC.] 

BRITANNIA. 

recitative. 

Xt  generous  arts  and  niufes,  join  ;  [flow^ 

While  down   your   cheeks  the    dreaming  forrows 

Let  murmuring  firings  v.  ith  the  foft  voice  combine 

T'  exprefs  the  melody  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Augufta  !  rife  and  wait 
With  cccent  honours  on  the  great ; 
Condole  my  lofs,  and  weep  Devonia's  fate. 
AIR.     \_t<:hbj{utes^ 
Queen  of  cities  1   leave  a  while 

Thy  beauteous  fmile, 
Turn  to  tender  grief  thy  joy. 
From  thy  fhore  of  Thames  replying, 
Gentlefl  echoes,  fainting,  dying. 
Shall  their  forrow  too  employ. 
Queen  of  cities !  leave  awhile  ) 

Thy  beauteous  fmile. 
Turn  to  tender  grief  thy  joy. 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

'Tis  fame's  chief  immortality, 
Britanniaj  to  be  mourn'd  by  thctf. 
U 
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I  know  the  lofs ;  from  midnight  fkies 
111  omen's  late  did  ftrike  my  eyes; 
Near  the  radjast  northern  car 
I  look'd,  and  faw  a  falling  ftar. 

AIR. 

Lands  remote  the  lofs  will  hear  ; 
From  rocks  reporting, 
Seas  tranfpor:ing, 
Will  the  wafted  forrow  bear. 
Winds  that  fly 
Will  foftly  Cgh, 
A  ftar  has  left  the  Britifc  fphere; 
L,ands  remote,  &c. 

BRITANNIA. 

V       RECITATIVE. 

Great  George  !  whofe  azure  emblems  of  renown 
Are  the  fair  gifts  of  Britain's  crown, 
Patron  of  my  illuftrious  ifle  ! 
Thou  faw'ft  thy  order  late  erprefs'd 
With  added  brightnefs  on  Devonia's  breaft; 
Meet  the  companion  kiiijjht,  and  own  him  with  a 
fmiic. 

DUETTO  FOR  BRITANNIA  AND 
AUGUSTA. 

Brit.  To  (hade  his  peaceful  grave. 

Let  growing  palms  extend  '. 
Aug.  To  grace  his  peaceful  grave. 

Let  hovering  loves  attend  1 
EoTH.  ero  (hade,  &s. 
i  To  grace,  &c. 
Brtt.  And  wakeful  fame  defend, 
Aug    And  grateful  truth  commend, 
Both, The  generous  and  the  brave  '. 

AUGUSTA. 

recitative. 
Now  (hall  Augufia's  fens  their  Ikill  impart. 
And  fuinmon  the  dumb  fifter  art, 
In^  marble  life  to  fliow, 
What  the  patriot  was  below. 
Here,  let  a  weeping  Cupid  Hand, 
And  wound  himfclf  with  his  own  dart ; 
There  place  the  ducal  crown,  the  fword,  the  wand. 
The  niaik  of  Anna's  truft  and  his  command. 
Ara. 
Lofty  birth  and  honours  fhining. 

Bring  a  light  on  noble  minds.  ^ 

Every  courtly  grace  combining,., 
livery  generous  adtion  joining. 

With  eternal  laurel  binds. 
Lofty  birth  and  ironours  fhining. 
Bring  a  light  on  noble  minds. 

BRITANNIA.. 

recitative. 
Behold  fair  liberty  attend, 
And  in  Devonia's  lofs  bewail  a  friend. 
Sen  o'er  his  tomb  perpetual  lamps  flie  lights, 
Then,  riri  his  urn  tlie  goddcfs  writes  : 
"  Pfeferve,  O  urn  1  his  filent  duft, 
"  Who  faithful  did  obey 


OF   HUGHES. 

"  Princes  like  Anna,  good  and  juft, 
"  Yet  fcorn'd  his  freedom  to  betray  i 
"  And,  hated  by  all  tvrants,  chofe 
**  The  glory  to  have  fuch  his  foes." 

AUGUSTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

Genius  of  Britain  '.  give  thy  forrows  o*er  I 
A  grateful  tribute  thou  haft  paid 
To  thy  Devonia's  noble  fhade  ; 
Now  vainly  weep  the  dead  no  more  I 

For  fee — the  duke  and  patriot  ftill  furvivCS, 
And  in  his  great  fucceffor  lives. 

BRITANNIA. 

RECITATIVE. 

I  own  the  new-arifing  light, 
I  fee  paternal  grandeur  fhine, 
Defcending  through  th'  illuftrious  line, 
In  the  fame  royal  favours  bright. 


Brit. 
Aug. 
Both 


Brit. 

Aug. 
Both 
Brit. 
Aug. 
Both 


Lajl  Duetto,  -with  all  the  infirumtntt. 

Gently  fmooth  thy  flight,  O  time  I 
Smoothly  wing  thy  flight,  O  time  I 

,And  as  thou  flying  groweft  old. 
Still  this  happy  race  behold 
In  Britannia's  court  fublime. 
Lead  along  their  fmiling  hours ; 
Long  produce  their  fmiling  hours ; 

.  Bleft  by  all  aufpicious  powers. 

.  Gently  fmooth  thy  flight,  O  time  1 
Smoothly  wing  thy  flight,  O  time  1 

.And  as  thou  flying  groweft  old. 
Still  this  happy  race  behold 
In  Britannia's  court  fublime. 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  MILLS, 

At  the  Queens  Theatre,  on  his  Benefit-nighty  February 
l6,  1709. ;  a  'ittle  before  the  Duke  of  Marlborough''  s 

going  for  Holland, 

Whether  our  ftage  all  others  does  excel 
In  ftrcngth  of  wit,  we'll  not  prefumc  to  tell : 
But  this,  with  noble,  confcious  pride,  we'll  fay. 
No  theatre  fuch  glories  can  difplay ; 
Such  worth  confpicuous,  beauty  fo  divi^ie,  o 

As  in  one  Britifli  audience  mingled  ftiinc. 
Who  can,  without  amazement,  turn  his  fight. 
And  mark  the  awful  circle  here  to-night  ? 
Warriors,  with  ever  living  laurels,  brought 
From  empires  fav'd,  from  battles  bravely  fought. 
Here  (it;  whofe  matchlefs  ftory  (hall  adorn 
Scenes  yet  unwrit,  and  charm  e'en  ages  yet  unborn. 
Yet  who  would  not  cxpeiSl  fuch  martial  fire. 
That  fees  what  eyes  thofe  gallant  deeds  infpire  ? 
Valour  and  beauty  ftill  were  Britain's  claim,       ~\ 
Both  are  her  great  prerogatives  of  fame ;  / 

By  both  the  mufes  live,  from  both  they  catch  T 
their  li  .me.  3 

Then  as  by  y(  u,  in  folid  glory  bright, 
Our  envy'd  ifle  through  iiurope  fpreads  h,er  light. 


OEMS. 


And  rifing  honours  every  year  fuftairi,         [reign  ; 
And  mark  the  golden  track  of  Anne's  diftinguifh'd 
So,  by  your  prefence  here,  we'll  drive  to  raife 
To  nobler  heights  our  adtion  and  our  plays; 
And  poets  from  your  favours  ftiall  derive 
That  immortality  they  bcaft  to  give. 


SO? 


WRITTEN  IN  A  WINDOW 

AT  GREENIIITHK, 

Great  prefident  of  light,  and  eye  of  day. 
As  through  this  glafs  you  caft  your  vifual  ray, 
And  view  with  nuptial  joys  tvro  brothers  Meft, 
And  fee  us  celebrate  the  genial  feaft, 
Confefs  that  in  your  progrefs  round  the  fpherc, 
You've  found  the  happieft  youths  and  brighteft 
beauties  here. 


THE  TOASTERS. 

While  circling  healths  infpire  yovn-  fprightly  wit, 

And  on  each  glafs  fome  beauty's  praife  is  writ, 

You  afk,  my  friends,  how  can  my  filent  mufe 

To  Montague's  foft  name  a  verfe  refufe  ? 

Bright  though  Ihe  be,  of  race  vi(florioiis  fprung, 

By  wits  ador'd,  and  by  court-poets  fung  ; 

Unmov'd  I  hear  her  pt^rfon  call'd  divine, 

I  fee  her  features  uninfpiring  ftiine ; 

A  fofter  fair  my  foul  to  tranfport  warms. 

And,  ftie  once  nam'd,  no  other  nymph  has  charms. 


TOFTS  AND  MARGARETTA. 

Mvsic  has  learn'd  the  difcords  of  the  ftate, 
And  concerts  jar  with  whig  and  tory  hate. 


Here  Somerfet  and  Devonfhire  attend 

The  Britifti  Tofts,  and  every  nofe  commend; 

To  native  merit  juft,  and  pleas'd  to  fee 

We've  Roman  arts,  from  Roman  bondage  free : 

There  fam'd  L'Epine  does  equal  IkiU  employ. 

While  liflening  peers  crowd  to  th'  ecftatic  joy  : 

Bedford,  to  hear  her  fong,  his  dice  forfakes. 

And  Nottingham  is  raptur'd  when  fhe  /hakes  : 

Liill'd  fta[efmen  melt  away  their  drowfy  cares 

Of  England's  fafety,  in  Italian  airs. 

Who  would  not  fend  each  year  blank  pafTes  o'er. 

Rather  than  keep  fuch  ftrangarsfroiii  our  fhore  ? 


THE  WANDERING  BEAUTY. 

I. 

The  graces  and  the  wandering  loves 

Are  fled  to  diftant  plains, 
To  chafe  rhe  fawns,  or  deep  in  groves 

To  wound  admiring  fwains. 
With  their  bright  niiftrefs  there  they  ftray. 

Who  turns  her  carelefs  eyes 
From  daily  triumphs  ;  yet,  each  day, 
Beliolds  new  triumphs  in  her  way, 

And  conquet-s  while  (he  flies. 
11, 
But  fee  !  implor'd  by  moving  prayers. 

To  change  the  lover's  pain, 
Venus  her  harnefs'd  doves  prepares. 

And  brings  the  fair  again. 
Proud  mortals,  who  this  rnaid  purfue. 

Think  you  Ihe'll  e'er  refign  ? 
Ceafe,  fools,  your  wiflies  to  renew, 
Till  fhe  grows  flefh  and  blood  like  yoo, 

Or  you,  like  her,  divine  '. 


DIALOGUE 

DE 

L'AMOUR  ET  DE  POETE. 

Le  p.  Amour,  je  ne  veux  plus  aimer ; 
J 'abjure  a  jamais  ton  empire  : 
Mon  coeur,  lafli^  de  fon  martirc, 
A  refolu  de  fe  calmer. 

L'Am.  Contre  moi,  qui  pent  t'animer? 

Iris  dans  fes  bras  te  rapelle. 
Le  p.  Non,  Iris  eft  une  infidelle ; 

Amour,  jc  ne  veux  plus  aimer. 

L'Am.  Pour  toi,  j'ai  pris  foin  d'enflamer 
Le  coeur  d'une  beaute  nouvelle ; 
Daphne. — LeP.Non,Daphn^n'efi^ue  belle; 
Amour,  je  nc  veux  plus  aimer. 


DIALOGUE 

FROM  THE   FRENCH  OF 

MONSIEUR  DE  LA  MOTTE, 

PoEP.  No,  Lnve — I  ne'er  will  love  again  ; 
Thy  tyrant  empire  I  abjure ; 
My  weary  heart  refolves  to  cure 
Its  wounds,  and  eafe  the  raging  pain. 

Love.  Fool !  canft  thou  fly  my  happy  reign  I 
Iris  recalls  thee  to  her  arms. 

Poet.  She's  falfe— I  hate  her  perjur'd  charms ; 
No,  love — I  ne'er  will  love  again. 

Love.  But  know  for  thee  I've  toll'd  to  gain 

Daphne,  the  bright,  the  reigning  tr-ali. 

Poet.  Daphne  but  common  eyes  can  boafl; 
No,  JLove — I  ne'er  will  love  acain. 
UiJ  ^ 
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JL'Am.  D'un  foupir,  tu  peux  dcfarmer 

Dirce,  jufqu'ici  fi  fauvage. 
X.E  P.  Elle  n'eil  plus  dans  le  bcl  age ; 

Amour,  je  ne  veux  plus  aimer. 

L'Am.  Mais  fi  je  t'aidois  a  charmer 

I.a  jeune,  la  brillante  Flore. — 
Tu  raugis — vas-tu  dire  encore, 
Amour,  je  ce  veux  plus  aiuitr. 

Le  p.  Non,  Dieu  chafmant,  daigne  former 
Pour  nous  une  chaine  eternelle  ; 
Mais  pour  tout  ce  qui  n'eft  point  elle. 
Amour,  je  ne  veus  plus  aimer. 


l.ovE.  .Slie  who  before  fcorn'd  every  fwaici, 
Dirce,  (hall  lor  one  figh  be  thine. 

Pi)E  r.  Age  mikes  her  rays  uut  faintly  fliine ; 
No,  love — I  ne'er  will  love  again. 

I^ovE.  But  fliouid  I  give  thes  charms  t*  obtaitt 
Flora,  iiic  youngr,  the  bright,  the  gay  '. 
1  fee  the;;  blufli — now,  rebel,  fay, 
No,  love — 1  ne'er  will  love  again. 

Poet.  No,  charming  god,  prepare  a  chain 
Eternal  for  that  fair  and  me  1 
Yet  ftill  know  every  fair  but  fhe, 
I've  vow'd  I  ne'er  will  love  a^ain. 


'  ■    VENUS  AND  ADONIS, 

A  CANTATA. 
Set  by  Mr.  Hanikl. 

RECITAT-IVE. 

Behold  where  weeping  Venus  {lands! 
"What  more  than  mortal  grief  can  move 
The  bright,  th'  immortal  queen  of  love  ? 
She  heats  her  breaf^,  Ihe  wrings  her  hands; 
And  hark,  fhe  mourns,  but  mourns  in  vain, 
Her  beauteous,  lov'd  Adonis,  flain. 
The  hills  and  woods  her  lofs  deplore  ; 
The  Naiads  hear,  and  flock  around  ; 
And  echo  fighs,  with  mimic  found, 

Adonis  is  no  more  1 
Again  the  goddefs  raves,  and  tears  her  hair  ; 
Then  vents  her  grief,  her  love,  and  her  defpair. 

AIR. 

Dear  Adonis,  beauty's  treafure. 
Now  my  forrow,  once  ray  pleafure ; 

O  return  to  Venus'  arms  1 
Venus  never  will  forfake  thee ; 
■  Let  the  voice  of  love  o'ertake  thee. 

And  revive  thy  drooping  charms, 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus,  queen  of  beauty,  as  the  poets  feign, 
While  thou  didft  call  the  lovely  fwain  ; 

Transform'd  by  heavenly  power, 
The  lovely  fwain  arofe  a  flower, 
And,  fmiling,  grac'd  the  plain. 
And  now  he  blooms,  and  now  he  fades; 
Venus  and  gloomy  Profcrpine 
Alternate  claim  his  charms  divme ;         [(hades. 
By  turns  rcflor'd  to  light,  by  turns  he  feeks  the 

AIR. 

Traiifporting  joy. 
Tormenting  fears, 
Reviving  fmilcs 
Succeeding  tears, 
Atc  Cupid's  various  train.] 
The  tyrant  bey 


Prepares  his  darts, 
With  foothing  wile?, 
With  cruel  arts, 
And  pleafure  blends  with  pain. 


CANTATA.  I 

PASTORAL. 
£d  by  Dr.  Pepufch. 

RECITATIVE. 

VouNG  Strephon,  by  his  folded  fhetp, 
bat  wakeful  on  the  plains  : 
Love  held  his  weary  eyes  from  fleep. 
While  filent  in  the  vule. 
The  liftening  nightingale. 
Forgot  her  ovah,  to  hear  his  fl:rain«. 
And  now  the  beauteous  queen  of  night. 
Unclouded  and  ferene,' 
Sheds    on    the    i:eighbouiing    fea    her    filver 
light; 
The  neighbouring  fea  was  calm  and  bright ; 
The  Ihcpherd  fung  infpir'd,  and  blcls'd  the  lovely 
fcene.  ] 

AIR.  ,: 

While  the  ficy  and  feas  are  fhining, 
See,  my  flora's  charms  they  wear; 

Secret  night,  my  joys  dividing, 
Pleai'd  my  amorous  tale  to  hear, 
Smiles,  and  foftly  turns  her  fphere. 

While  the  fi:y  and  f;as  are  fliining, 
Sec,  my  Flora's  charms  tliey  wear. 

RECITATIVE. 

Ah,  foolifli  Strephon  '.  change  thy  {train ; 
The  lovely  fcene  falfe  joy  infpires : 
For  look,  thou  fond,  deluded  fwain, 
A  rifing  florra  invades  the  main  ! 

The  planet  of  the  night, 

lncon{lant,  from  thy  fight 

Behind  a  cloud  retires. 
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i^iora  is  fie  1 ;  thou  lov'fl  in  va'n  :" 
Ah,  foolifh  3:rephon  !  change  thy  ftrain. 
;^^R. 
Hope  begiiiUnET, 
Like  the  moon  an.i  ocean  fmiling, 
Docs  thy  eafy  faith  betray  ; 
Flora  ranginop, 
Jyike  the  moon  and  ocean  changincr, 
More  inconfl:ant  proves  than  they. 


;beauty,  an  ode. 


Fair  rival  to  the  god  of  day, 
Beauty,  to  thy  cce'.eilial  ray 
A  thoufand  fprigluiy  fruits  we  owe  ; 
Gay  wit,  and  moving  eloquence. 
And  every  art  t'  improve  ihe  fenfe, 
And  every  grace  that  Ihin^s  below.. 

11. 
Not  Phdbiis  Joes  our  fongs  infpire. 
Nor  did  Cylleiiius  form  the  lyre, 
'  ris  thou  art  nuific's  living  fpring  ; 
To  thee  the  pact  tunes  his  Jays,       ' 
And,f'A'£eily  warbling  beauty's  praife, 
Defcribes  the  power  that  makes  him  fing. 

in. 
Painters  from  thee  their  Ikill  derive, 
I?7  thee  their  works  to  ages  live. 
For  ev'n  thy  ihadows  give  furprife, 
As  when  we  view  in  cryftal  ftreams 
'I'be  morning  fun,  and  riting  beam*, 
'J  hat  feem  to  fhoot  from  ether  fkies. 

IV. 

Enchanting  vifion  '.  who  can  be 
Vnmov'd  that  turns  his  eyes  on  thee  ? 
Yet  brighter  ftiil  thy  glories  fhine. 
And  dcuble  charms  thy  power  improve. 
When  beauty,  drefs'd  in  fmiles  of  love. 
Groves,  like  its  parent  heaven,  divine  1 


MYRA,  A  CANTATA. 

Sel/>y  Dr.  Pepufcb, 


Love  frowns  in  beauteous  IVIyra's  eyes; 

Ah,  nymph  !  thofe  cruel  looks  give  o'er. 
While  love  is  frowning,  beauty  dies, 

And  you  can  charm  no  more. 

RECITATIVE. 

Mark,  how  when  Allien  clouds  appear, 
And  wintry  ftorms  deface  the  year. 
The  prudent  cranes  no  longer  flay. 
But  take  the  wing,  and  through  the  air, 
From  the  cold  region  fly  away, 
And  far  o'er  land  and  feas  to  warmer  climes  repair, 
Juft  fo,  my  heart — But  fee — ^Ah  no  \ 
5he  fmiles — I  will  not,  cannot  go, 

AIR. 

Love  and  the  graces  fmiling, 
Ip  Myra'i  eyes  beguiling, 


Again  their  charms  recovef. 
■Would  you  fecure  your  duty. 
Let  kindnefs  aid  your  beauty, 

Ve  fair,  to  footh  the  lover. 


ALEXANDER'S  FEAST 


OR 

THE  POWER  01 


MUSIC. 


AN  ODE  IN  UONOUR  OF   ST.  CECILIA  S  DAT. 

By  Mr.  Dryden. 

ALTERED   FOR  MUSIC   BY    MR.  HUGHES. 


RECITATIVE. 

' TwAS  at  the  royal  fcaft,  for  Perfia  won 

By  Philip's  warlike  fon  ; 

Aloft  in  awful  ilate, 

1  he  godlike  hero  fate 

On  his  imperial  throne  : 
His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around  ; 
Their  brows  with  rofes  and  with  myrtles  bounds 

AIR. 

Lovely  Thais  by  his  fide 
Blooming  fat  in  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair  ! 
None  but  the  brave  defcrves  the  fair  1 
II. 

RECITATIVE. 

Timotheus  plac'd  on  high. 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire, 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre ; 
Trembling  the  notes  afcend  the  fliy, 
And  heavenly  joys  infpire. 
The  fong  began  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blifsful  feats  above  ; 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love  1) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  bely'd  the  god ; 
Sublime  on  radiant  fpires  he  rode, 
When  he  to  fair  Olympiaprcfs'd, 
And  while  he  fought  her  fnowy  bread  ; 
Then  round  her  flender  waift  he  curl'd. 
And  flamp'd  an  image  of  himfelf,  a  fovereign  of 
the  world. 
The  liflening  crowd  adore  the  lofty  found, 
A  prefcnt  deity,  they  fhout  around  ; 
.\  prefent  deity,  the  echoing  roofs  rebound  i 

AIR. 

V/ith  ravilh'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
AfTumes  the  god, 
Affeds  the  ncd. 
And  feenis  to  fhake  the  fpheres. 
Ill' 

RECITATIVE. 

The  praife  of  Bacchus  then  the  fweet  mufician  fung, 
Of  Bicchus  ever  fair,  and  ever  young : 
Behold  he  comes,  the  victor  god  1 
Flufh'd  with  a  purple  grace. 
He  fhews  his  honell  face ;  [rode. 

As  when,  by  tigers  drawn,  o'er  India's  plains  he 
Uiij 
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While,  louJ  with  conqueft  and  with  wine, 
His  jolly  troop  around  hrm  rcel'd  along, 
And  taught  the  ■voeal  Ikies  to  join 
In  this  applauding  fong. 

DUETTO. 

Bacchus  ever  gay  and  young, 
Firft  did  drinking  joys  ordain  : 
I.Bacchus'  bleflings  are  a  treafure, 
a.  Drinking  is  the  feldier's  plealurc. 
1.  Rich  the  treafure  I 
a.  Sweet  the  pleafure  1 
Both.  Sweet  is  pleafure  after  pain  I 

IV. 

RECITATIVE. 

Fir'd  with  the  found,  the  king  grew  vain; 
Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again. 
And  thrice  he  rcuted  all  his  foes,  and  thrice  he 
flew  the  flain. 
The  mafler  faw  the  madnefs  rife, 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes; 
And  while  he  heaven  and  earth  defy'd, 
He  chofe  a  mournful  mufe, 
Soft  pity  to  infufe  ; 
Then  thus  he  chang'd  his  fong,  and  check'd  his 
pride. 

AIR. 

See  Darius  great  and  good, 

By  too  fevere  a  fate, 

Fall'n  from  his  high  eflate  ; 
Behold  his  flowing  blood  ! 
On  earth  th'  expiring  monarch  lies, 
With  not  a  friend  to  dole  his  eyes. 

V. 
RECITATIVE. 

With  downcaft  looks  the  joyiefs  viiftor  fate, 
Keyolving  in  his  aker'd  loul 
The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 
And,  now  and  tl-.en,  a  figh  he  ftole, 

And  tears  began  to  ficnv. 
The  mighty  mafler  fniii'd  to  fee 
'J'h^t  love  was  in  the  next  degree, 
'  rw:>s  but  a  kiiidred  found  to  move  : 
Tor  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Sofdy  fweet  in  Lydian  mcafares, 
tioop  he  footh'd  his  foul  to  pleafures. 
AIR.     [tvilli  flutes.] 
War  is  toil  and  trouble, 
Honour  is  an  airy  bubble, 
Never  ending,  ftill  beginning, 
Fighting  fiill,  and  fti'.l  deftroying, 
If  the  world  he  vi'orth  thy  winning, 
Think,  O  tliink  it,  worth  enjoying  ; 
3>ovely  Thais  fits  befuie  thee, 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 

VI. 
RECITATIVE. 

The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain, 
Gaz'd  on  the  fair, 
V/ho  caus'd  his  care, 
And  figh'd  and  look'd,  figh'd  and  look'd, 
Si^h'd  and  look'd,  and  figh'd  again  : 
At  length,  with    love   and  wine  at  once  op- 

prtfs'd. 
The  vanquifli'd  vidor  funk  upon  her  bread. 


DUETTO. 

I.  Pbotbus,  patron  of  the  lyre, 
a.  Cupid,  god  of  foft  defire, 
I.  Cupid,  god  of  foft  defire, 
a,  Phoebus,  patron  of  the  lyre, 
I.  and  a.  How  vidlorious  are  your  charms ! 

1.  Crown'd  with  conquefl, 

2.  Full  of  glory, 

J.  and  a.  See  a  monarch  fall'n  before  yc, 
Chain'd  in  beauty's  clafping  arms ! 
vn. 

RECITATIVE. 

Now  fl;rike  the  golden  lyre  again  ; 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  llrain  : 
Break  his  bands  of  fleep  afunder, 
Rouze  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  found 
Has  rais'd  up  his  head. 
As  awak'd  from  the  dead, 
And  amaz'd  he  flares  around  '. 
AlK.      \jwithfytr;phonies.\ 
Revenge,  revenge,  Aledto  cries, 
See  the  furies  arife  ; 
Sec  the  fnakes  that  they  rear. 
How  they  hifs  in  their  hair. 
And  the  fpaiklej  that  flafli  from  their  eyes  I 

VIII. 
RECITATIVE. 

Behold  a  ghallly  band, 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand  I        ♦ 
Thofe  are  Grecian  ghofls,  that  in  battle  were  flain, 
And  unbury'd  remain, 
Inglorious  on  the  plain.    - 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  tcfs  their  torches  on  high, 

How  they  point  to  the  Perfian  abodes, 
And  glittering  temples  of  their  hoftile  gods : 

AIR. 

The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious  joy; 
And  the  king  fciz'd  a  flambeau,  with  zeal  to  def- 
troy  ; 

Thais  led  the  way, 
I'o  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir'd  another  Troy. 
vs.. 

RECITATIVE. 

Thus,  long  ago. 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learn'd  to  blow, 

While  organs  yet  were  mute; 
Timothcus,  to  his  breathing  flute. 
And  founding  lyre. 
Could  fwell  the  foul  to  rage, or  kiriulc  foft  defire, 
Ac  iaft  divine  Cecilia  came, 
Inventrtfs  of  the  vocal  frame  ; 
The  fweet  cntliufiaft,  from  her  facred  ftore, 
Enlarg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds, 
And  added  length  to  folemn  founds. 
With  nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  be- 
fore. 

AIR. 

Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  ; 
He  rais'd  a  mortal  to  tlic  ikies, 

Sht  drew  an  angel  down. 


POEMS. 


SONGS. 
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Thy  origin's  tlivine,  I  fee, 

Of  mortal  rtce  thou  canft  not  be ; 

Thy  lip  a  ruby  ludre  fhows  ; 

Thy  purple  cheek  outftines  the  rofe, 

And  thy  bright  eye  is  brighter  far 

Than  any  planet,  any  ftar 

Thy  fordid  way  of  life  defpifc. 

Above  thy  flavery,  Silvia,  rife  ; 

Difplay  thy  beauteous  form  and  mien, 

And  grow  a  goddefs,  or  a  queen. 

II. 

CoNSTANTiA,  fee,  thy  faithful  flave 
Dies  of  the  wound  thy  beauty  gave  ! 
Ah  ;  gentle  nymph,  no  longer  try 
From  fond  purfuing  love  to  fly. 

Thy  pity  to  my  love  impart, 
l*ity  my  bleeding  aching  heart. 
Regard  my  fighs  and  flowing  tears, 
And  with  a  fmile  remove  my  fears. 

A  wedded  wife  if  thou  wouldft  be, 
By  facred  Hymen  join'd  to  me, 
Ere  yet  the  weflern  fun  decline. 
My  hand  and  heart  fliall  both  be  thine. 

III. 

Thrice  lov'd  Conflantia,  heavenly  fair. 
For  thee  a  fervant's  form  I  wear ; 
Though  bleft  with  wealth,  and  nobly  born, 
For  thee,  both  wealth  and  birth  I  fcorn  : 
Truft  me,  fair  maid,  my  conflant  flame 
For  ever  wiil  remain  the  fame  ; 
My  love,  that  ne'er  will  ceale,  my  love 
Shall  equal  to  thy  beauty  prove. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  PERSIAN  VERSES, 

Alluding  to  the  ctijlom  of  Women  being  burled  •wltb  their 
Hujbands,  and  Men  lultb  their  Wivet. 

Eternal  are  the  chains  which  here 

The  generous  touls  of  lovers  bind, 
Vf  hen  Hymen  joins  our  hands,  we  fwcar 

To  be  for  ever  true  and  kind ; 
And  when,  by  death,  the  fair  are  fnatch'd  away, 

Left  we  our  folcmn  vows  fhould  break. 
In  the  fame  grave  our  living  corpfe  we  Ijiy, 

And  willing  the  fame  fate  partake. 


ANOTHER. 


My  dearefl.  fpoufe,  that  thou  and  I 

May  fliun  the  fear  which  firft  ihall  die, 

Cialp'd  in  each  other's  arms  we'll  live. 
Alike  confum'd  in  love's  foft  fire, 

That  neither  may  at  laft  furv'ixe. 
But  gently  both  at  cncc  expire. 


ON  ARQUEANASSA  OF  COLOPHOS.     " 

ARq^uEANAssA's  charms  infpire 

Within  my  breaft  a  lover's  fire  ; 
Age,  its  feeble  Ipite  difplaying, 

Vainly  wrinkles  all  her  face, 
Cupids,  in  each  wrinkle  playing. 

Charm  my  eyes  with  lafting  grace  : 
But,  before  old  time  purfued  her, 

Ere  he  funk  thefe  little  caves. 
How  I  pity  thofe  who  view'd  her. 

And  in  youth  were  made  her  flaves  I 


ON  FULVIA,  THE  WIFE  OF  ANTHONY 

r»OM  THE  LATIN  OF  AUGUSTUS  CiESAR. 

While  from  his  confort  falfc  Antonius  flies. 
And  doats  on  Glaphyra's  far  brighter  eyes, 
Fulvia,  provok'd,  her  female  arts  prepares, 
Reprifals  feeks,  and  fpreads  for  me  her  fnares. 
"  The  hufband's  falfc. "—But  why  mufl:  I  endure 
This  naufeous  plague,  and  her  revenge  procure  ? 
What  though  ftie  aflc  ? — How  happy  were  my\  - 

doom,  / 

Should  all  the  difcontented  wives  of  Rome  f 

Repair  in  crowds  to  me,  when  fcorn'd  at  home  !  j 
"   'Tis  war,"  flie  fays,  "  if  1  refu.''e  her  charms:" 
Let's    think — flie's    ugly. — Trumpets,    found  ta 

arms ! 


HUDIBRAS  IMITATED. 

Wfttten  in  iyi9, 

O  BLESSED  time  of  reformation. 
That's  now  beginning  through  the  nation  ' 
The  Jacks  bawl  loud  for  church  triumphant. 
And  fwear  all  Whigs  Ihall  kifs  the  rump  on- 1. 
See  how  they  draw  the  beaftly  rabble 
With  zeal  and  noifes  formidable, 
And  make  all  cries  about  the  town 
Join  notes  to  roar  fanatics  down  1 
As  bigots  give  the  fign  about. 
They  fl;retch  their  throats  with  hideous  ihout. 
Black  tinkers  bawl  aloud  ■•  to  fettle 
"  Church  privilege" — for  "  mending  kettle." 
Each  fow-gelder  that  blows  his  horn. 
Cries  out  "  to  have  dilfenters  fworn." 
The  oyfter-wenches  lock  their  fi(h  up. 
And  cry"  no  Prefljyterian  bifliop  !" 
The  moufe-trap  men  lay  fave-alls  by, 
And  'gainft  "  low-church  men"  loudly  cry  ; 
A  creature  of  amphibious  nature. 
That  trims  betwixt  the  land  and  water. 
And  leaves  his  mother  in  the  lurch. 
To  lide  with  rebels  'gainft  the  church  I 
Some  cry  for"  penal  lavi^s,"  inftead 
Of"  pudding- pies,  and  gingerbread  :" 
And  fomc,  for  "  brooms,  old  boots,  and  ihoet. 
Roar  out,  "  God  blefs  our  commoui  htule  :" 
U  iiij 


THE    WORKS    OF    HUGHE?. 


Some  bawl  "  tlie  vote"'  about  the  town. 

And  wifti  they'd"  vote diflcnters  dowu." 

Inftead  of  "  kitchen-ftufF,"  fome  cry, 

"  Confound  the  late  Whift-miniftry  !" 

And  fome,  for  '  any  chr.Irs  to  mend,' 

The  commons  late  addrefs  commend. 

Some  for  "  old  gowr.s  for  cliina  ware," 

Exclaim  againfl"  extempore  prayer:" 

And  fome  for  "  old  fuits,  cloaks,  or  coats," 

Cry,  "  D — n  your  preachers  without  notes !" 

He  that  cries  "  concy-flcins,  or  onions," 

Blames  "  toleration  of  opinions," 

Blue-apron  whores,  that  fit  with  furmety, 

Rail  at  "  occafional  conformity." 

Inftead  of  "  cucumbers  to  pickle," 

Some  cry  aloud,  "  no  conventicle  :" 

Mafons,  inftead  of"  building  houfes," 

To  "  build  the  church,"  would  ftarve  their  fpeufes, 

And  gladly  leave  their  trades,  for  florming 

The  meeting  houfes,  or  informing. 

Bawds,  flrumpets,  and  religion-haters, 

Pimps,  pandars,  atheifts,  fornicators. 

Rogues,  that,  like  Falftaff,  fcarce  know  whether 

A  church's  infide's  ftone  or  leather. 

Yet  join  the  parfons  and  the  people, 

To  cry  "  the  church,"— but  mean  "  the  fleeple." 

If,  hoV  mother,  fuch  you'll  own 
Tor  vour  true  fons,  and  fuch  alone, 
*rhen  heaven  have  mercy  upon  you, 
But  the  de'il  take  your  beaUly  crew  '. 


AN     ODE 

TO    THE    CREATOR    OF    THE    WORLD  : 

Occa/taneJby  the  Fragments  rf  Orpheus, 

"  Quid  prius  dicam  foiitis  parentis 

"  Laudibus  ? 

"  Qui  mare  et  terras  variifque  mundum 

"  Temperat  horis  ? 
*'  Unde  nil  majus  generatur  ipfo, 
"  Nee  viget  (juicquam  fimile  aut  fecundum." 

HOR. 


INTRODUCTION. 


That  the  praifes  of  the  Author  of  Nature,  which 
iS  the  fitteft  fubjcdt  for  the  fubliine  way  of  writ- 
ing, was  the  moft  ancier.t  ufe  if  poetry,  cannot  be 
learned  from  a  more  proper  inftancc  (nt-xt  to  ex- 
amples of  holy  writ)  than  from  the  Greek  frag- 
ments of  Orpheus ;  a  relique  of  great  antiquity  ; 
they  contain  feveral  verfes  concerning  God,  and 
his  making  and  governing  the  univerfc ;  which, 
thc'jgh  imperfc(Sl,hp.ve  many  noble  hints  and  lofty 
cxpreflions.  Yet,  whether  thefe  verfes  were  indeed 
•written  by  that  celebrated  father  of  poetry  and  mu- 
fic,  who  preceded  Homer,  cr  by  Onomacritus,  who 
Jived  about  the  time  of  Pifillratus,  and  only  contain 
fome  of  the  doArines  of  Orpheus,  is  a  queftion  of 
little  ufe  or  importance. 


A  large  paraphrat:  of  thcfe  in  French  verfe  hu.T 
been  prefixed  to  the  tranflation  of  Phocylides,  but 
in  a  flat  ftyle,  much  uiferior  to  the  defign.  The 
following  Ode,  with  many  alterations  and  addi- 
tion* proper  to  a  modern  poenv,  is  attempted  upon 
the  fame  model,  in  a  larpuaoje  which,  having 
ftronger  fmews  than  the  French,  is,  by  the  con- 
feffion  of  their  beft  critic  Rapin,  u'.oie  capable  ol 
fuftaining  great  fubjeds. 


ODE. 


O  MUSE  unfeign'd  1  O  true  celeflial  fire, 
Brjehter  than  that  which  rules  the  day, 
Delccnd  !  a  mortal  tongue  infpire 
To  f.ng  fome  great  immortal  lay  i 
B|Cgir,  nnd  flrike  aioud  the  confecrated  lyre  ! 
Hence,  ye  profane  '.   be  far  away  ! 
Hence  all  ye  impious  flaves  that  bow 
To  idol  IJfts,  or  altars  raife, 
And  to  falfe  heroes  give  fantaftic  proife  f 
And  hence  ye  gods,  who  to  a  crime  your  fpuriouc 

beings  owe  1 
But  hear,    O  heaven,   and  earth,   and  feas  pro- 
found! 
Kear,  ye  fathom'd  deeps  belcw, 
And  let  your  echoing  vaults  repeat  the  found; 
X^et  nature,  trembling  all  around. 
Attend  her  mafter's  awful  name. 
From  whom  heaven,  earth,  and  feas,  and  ail  the 
wide  creation  came. 
II. 
He  fpoke  the  great  command;  and  light. 
Heaven's  eldcft-born  and  faireft  child; 
Flalh'd  in  the  lowering  face  of  ancient  night, 
And.  pleas'd  with  its  own  birth,  ferenely  faiil'd. 
The  fons  of  mori  ing,  on  the  wing, 
Hovering  in  choir"*,  his  praifes  fung. 
When  from  th'  unbrunded  vacuous  fpace 
A  beauteous  rifing  world  they  faw, 
When  nature  fhew'd  her  yet  iinfinifh'd  face. 
And  motion  took  tlie  c Aablifti'd  lavv 
To  roll  the  various  globes  on  high  ; 
When  time  was  taught  his  infant  wings  to  try, 
Ai:d  from  the  barrier  fprurg  to  his  appointed  race. 
III. 
Supreme,  Almighty,  fliil  the  fame  I 
'Tis  he,  the  j;reat  infpiring  mind. 
That  animates  and  moves  this  univerfal  frame, 
Prcfent  at  once  in  all,  and  by  no  place  conlin'd. 
Net  heaven  itfelf  can  bound  his  fway  ; 
"^eyoiid  th'  untravelKd  limits  of  the  flcy, 
Invifible  to  mortal  eye 
He  dwells  in  uncreated  day. 
Without  beginning,  without  end  ;  'tis  he 
That  tills  th'  unmeafur'd  growing  orb  of  vaft  im- 
menfity. 

IV. 

What  power  but  his  can  rule  the  changeful  main. 
And  wake  the  fleeping  flcrm,  or  its  loud  rage  rc- 
flrain  .' 
When  winds  their  gathcr'd  forces  try. 
And  the  chaf 'd  ocean  proudly  fwells  in  vain, 


POEM    S. 
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His  voice  reclaims  th'  impetuous  roar ; 
In  murmuring  tides  th'  abated  billows  fly, 
And  the  fpcnt  tempeft  dies  upon  the  fliore. 
The  meteor  world  is  his,  heaven's  wintry  flore. 

The  moulded  hail,  the  feather'd  fnow  ; 
The  fummer  breeze,  the  foft  refreshing  (bower, 
The  loofc  divided  cloud,  and  many-colour'd  bow  ; 
The  crooked  lightning  darts  around, 
His  fovcreig;n  orders  to  fulfil ; 
The  fhooting  flame  obeys  th'  eternal  will, 
Launch'd  from  his  hand,  inftrucftcd  where  to  kill, 
Or  rive  the  mountain  oak,  or  blaft  th'  unflielter'd 
ground. 

V. 

Yet,  pleas'd  to  blefs,  indulgent  to  fupply, 
He,  vrith  a  father's  tender  care, 

Supports  the  numerous  family 

That  peoples  earth,  and  fea,  and  air. 
from  nature's  giant  race,  th'  enormous  elephant 

Down  to  the  infe<2  worm  and  creeping  ant; 
From  th'  eagle,  fovereiejn  of  the  fey, 
To  each  inferior  feather'd  brood  ; 
From  crowns  and  purple  majcKy 
To  humble  fliepherds  on  the  plain. 

His  hand  ur.feen  divides  to  all  their  food, 
And  the  whole  wtrld  of  life  fuftains. 

Vf. 

At  one  wide  view  his  eye  furvcys 

His  works,  in  every  diftant  clime  ; 

He  (liifts  the  I'eafons,  months,  and  days, 

The  fliort-liv'd  ofispring  of  revolving  time  ; 
By  turns  they  die,  by  turns  are  born  ; 
Now  cheerful  fpring  the  circle  leads. 
And  firows  with  flowers  the  fmiling  meads; 

Gay  fuu-.mer  next,  whom  ruflet  robes  adorn. 
And  waving  fields  of  yellow  corn  ; 
"Then  autumn,  who  with  lavifh  {lores  the  lap   of 
rature  fpreads ; 

Decrepit  winter,  laggard  in  the  dance, 
(Like  feeble  age  opprefs'd  with  pain) 
A  heavy  feafon  does  maintain, 
With  driving  fnows,  and  winds  and  ruin  ; 
Till  fpring,  recruited  to  advance, 
The  various  year  rolls  round  again, 
yii. 

Jiut  who,  thou  great  ador'd,  who  can  withftand 
The  terrors  of  thy  lifced  hand. 
When,  long  provok'd,  thy  v/rath  awakes, 

And  confcious  nature  to  iier  centre  fhakes  ? 
Rais'd  by  thy  voice,  the  thunder  flies, 

Hurling  pale  fear  and  wild  confufion  round. 

How  dreadful  is  th'  inimitable  found, 
The  fhock  of  earth  and  feas,  and  labour  of  the  fkiesl 
Then  where's  ambition's  haughty  crefl  ? 
Where  the  gay  head  of  wanton  pride  ? 

See!   tyrants  fall,  and  wifh  the  opening  ground 
Would  take  them  quick  to  fhades  of  refl:, 
And  in  their  common  parent's  breafl 

From  thee  their  bury'd  forms  for  ever  hide ; 

In  vain — for  all  the  elements  confpire, 
The  fliatter'd  earth,  the  rufliing  fea, 
Tempcftuous  air,  and  raging  fire. 

To  punifli  vile  mankind,  and  fight  for  thee ; 

Nor  death  itfelf  can  intercept  the  blow, 
Sternal  is  the  guilt,  and  without  end  the  wee. 
6 


O  Cyrus '.  Alexander  1  Julius '.  all 

Ye  mighty  lords  that  ever  rul'd  this  ball ! 

Once  gods  of  earth,  the  living  dellinies 

That  made  a  hundred  nations  bow  ! 

Where's  your  extent  of  empire  now  ! 
Say  where  preferv'd  your  phantom  glory  lies  ? 

Can  brafs  the  fleeting  thing  lecurc  ? 

Enlhrin'd  in  temples  does  it  flay  ? 
Or  in  huge  amphitheatres  endure 
The  rage  of  rolling  time,  find  fcorn  decay  ? 
Ah  no  !  the  mouldering  monuments  of  fame 

Your  vain  deluded  hopes  betray. 
Nor  fliew  th'  ambitious  founder's  name, 
Mix'd  with  yourfelves  in  the  fame  mafs  of  clar. 

IX. 

Proceed,  my  mufe  !  Time's  wafting  thre.ad  pur- 
fue, 
And  fee' at  lad  th'  unravel'd  clue. 
When  cities  fink,  and  kingdoms  are  no  more. 
And  weary  nature  fhall  her  work  give  o'er. 
Behold  th'  Almighty  Judge  on  high  ! 
See  in  his  hand  the  book  of  fate  '. 
Myriads  of  fpirits  fill  the  fey 
T'attend,  with  dread  folemnity, 
The  world's  laft  fcene,  and  time's  concluding 

date. 
The  feeble  race  of  (hort-liv'd  vanity 
The  fickly  pomp  at  once  fhall  die  ; 
Foul   guilt   to   midnight   caves  will  flirink  ju 
way, 
Look  back,  and  tremble  in  her  flight, 
And  curfe  at  heaven's  purfuing  light. 
Surrounded  with  the  vengeance  of  that  day. 
How   will  you   then,   ye  impious,  'fcape  your 
dooms. 
Self-judg'd,  abandon'd,  evercome  ? 
Your  clouds  of  painted  blifs  fliall  melt  before  your 
fight. 
Yet  fha.I  you  not  the  giddy  chafe  refrain. 

Nor  hope  more  folid  blifs  t'  obtain. 
Nor  once  repeat  the  joys  you  knew  before ; 
But  figh,  a  long  eternity  of  pain. 
Toft  in  an  ocean  of  defire,  yet  never  find  a  fiiorc- 

X. 

Uut  fee  where  the  mild  Sovereign  fits  prepar'd 
His  better  fubjedls  to  reward  ! 
Where  am  I  now  [  what  power  divine 

Tranfports  me  :  what  immortal  fplendors  (hinc! 
Torrents  of  glory  that  opprefs  the  fight ! 
What  jcys,  celeflial  King  :   thy  throne  furround  '. 
The  fun,  who,  with  thy  borrow'd  beams  fo  bright. 
Sees  not  his  peer  in  all  the  fl:arry  round, 

Would  here  diminifh'd  fade  away. 

Like  his  pale  fifter  of  the  night. 
When  Ihe  refigns  her  delegated  light, 
Lofl  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Here  wonder  only  can  take  place  ;  — 

Then,  mvfe,  th'  adventurous  flight  forbear! 
Thefe  myftic  fcenes  thou  canfl;  no  farther  trace; 
Hope  may  fome  bou.idlefs  future  blifs  embrace, 

But  what,  or  when,  or  how,  or  where, 
Are  mazes  all,  which  fancy  runs  in  vain  ; 
Nor  can  the  narrow  cells  of  human  brain 
The  vaft  inimeafurable  thought  contain. 


Qf* 


THE   WORKS    OF  HUGHES. 


TO   MR.  ADDISON, 

ON     HIS     TRAGEDY     OF     CATO. 

TaoncH  Cato  fliines  in  Virgil's  epic  Cong, 
Prefcribing  laws  among  th*  Elyfian  throng  ; 
Though  Lncan's  verfe,  exalted  by  his  name, 
O'er  gods  themfelves  has  rais'd  the  hero's  fame  ; 
The  Roman  ftage  did  ne'er  his  image  fee, 
Brawn  at  full  length ;  ^  talk  referv'd  for  thee. 
By  thee  we  view  the  finifli'd  figure  rife. 
And  awful  march  before  our  ravilh'd  eyes  ; 
We  hear  his  voice,  affcrt^f^  virtue's  caufc ; 
His  fate  rcnew'd  our  deep  attention  draws, 
Excites  by  turns  our  various  hopes  and  fears. 
And  all  the  patriot  in  thy  fcene  appears. 

On   Tiber's   bank    thy   thought  was  firft  in- 
fpir'd ; 
'Twas  there,  to  fome  indulgent  grove  retir'd, 
Rome's  ancient  fortunes  rolling  in  thy  mind, 
Thy  happy  raufe  this  manly  work  defign'd : 
Or  in  a  dream  thou  faw'ft  Rome's  genius  {land. 
And,  leading  Cato  in  his  facred  hand. 
Point  out  th'  immortal  fubjed  of  thy  lays, 
And  alk  this  labour  to  record  his  praife. 

'Tis  done — the  hero  lives  and  charms  our  age  ! 
While  nobler  morals  grace  the  Britifh  flage. 
Great   Shakfpeare's  ghoft,   the  folcmn   flrain   to 

hear, 
(Methinks  [  fee  the  laurel'd  fliade  appear  !) 
Will  hover  o'er  the  fcene,  and  wondering  view 
His  favourite  Brutus  rival'd  thus  by  you. 
Such  Roman  greatnefs  in  each  adion  fhines. 
Such  Roman  eloquence  adorns  your  lines. 
That  fure  the  Sn.yls  books  this  year  foretold, 
And  in  fome  niyilic  leaf  was  found  inroU'd, 

*  Rome,   turn   thy   mournful   eyes  from  Afric's 

fliore, 

*  Nor  in  her  fands  thy  Cato's  tomb  explore  1 

*  When  thrice  fix  hundred  times  the  circling  fun 

*  His  annual  race  fliall  through  the  zodiac  fun 

*  An  ifle  remote  his  monument  fhall  rear, 

*  And  every  generous  Briton  pay  a  tear.- 


ADVICE   TO   MR.    POPE, 
0/1  hh  intended  Tranjlat'ion  of  Homer's  Iliad,  IJTA. 

O  THOU,  who,  with  a  happy  genius  bcrn, 
Canft  tuneful  verfe  in  flowing  numbers  turn, 
Crown'd   on   thy   Windfor's    plains    with    early 

bays. 
Be  early  wife,  nor  truft  to  barren  praife. 
Blind  was  the  bard  that  fung  Achilles'  rage, 
He  fung,  and  bcgg'd,  and  curi'dth'  ungiving  age 
K"  Britain  his  tianflated  fong  would  hear, 
Firft  take  the  gold — then  charm  the  liflcning  ear; 
So  (hall  thy  father  Honur  fmile  t-i  I'se 
His  pcnfion  paid — tlici  gh  late,  and  raid  to  thee. 


TO   THE  MEMORY  OF  MILTON. 

Homer's  Defcription  of  himfclf,  under  the  Charac- 
ter of  Demodochus  the  Mufician  at  the  Fcaft  of 
King  Alcinous. 

From  the  Eighth  Baek  of  the  OdyJftyt\ 

The  mufe  with  tranfport  lov'd  him ;  yet,  to  fill 
His  various  lot,  Ae  blended  good  with  ill; 
Depriv'd  him  of  his  eyes,  but  did  impart 
The  heavenly  gift  of  fong,  and  all  the  tuneful  art. 


TO   A    LADY, 

With  the  Tragedy  of  Cato. 

Two  fliining  maids  this  happy  work  difplays; 
Each  moves  om  rapture,  both  divide  our  praife ; 
In  Marcia,  welier  godlike  father  trace ; 
While  Lucia  triumphs  with  each  fofter  grace. 
One  ftrikes  with  awe,  and  one  gives  ehafte  delight ; 
That  bright  as  lightning,  this  fcrene  as  light. 
Yet  by  the  mufe  the  Ihadow'd  forms  were  wrought, 
And  both  are  creatures  of  the  poet's  thought. 

In  her  that  animates  thefe  lines,  we  view 
The  wonder  greater,  the  defcription  true ; 
Each  living  virtue,  every  grace  combin'd. 
And  Marcia's  worth  with  Lucia's  I'weetnefs  jom'd. 

Had  fhe  been  born  ally'd  to  Cato's  name, 
Nuinidia's  prince  had  felt  a  real  flame  ; 
And,  pouring  his  refifllefs  troop?  from  far. 
With  bolder  deeds  had  turn'd  the  doubtful  war ; 
Caslar  had  fled  before  his  cojiqtering  arms, 
And  Romaii  mufes  fung  her  btauty's  charms. 


A     FRAGMENT. 

Promiscuous  crowdfl  to  worthlefs  riches  born, 
Thy  pencil  paints,  'tis  true,  ytt  paints  with  fcorn. 
Sometimes  the  fool,  by  nature  left  half-made, 
Mov'd  by  fome  happy  inftin(5l  alks  thy  aid. 
To  give  his  face  to  reafon  fome  pretence, 
And  raife  his  looks  with  fupplemental  fenfe. 


SERENATA   FOR   TWO  VOICES, 

On  the  Marriage  of  the 
RIGHT  HON,  LORD  COBHAM  TO  MRS. ANNE  HALSEY. 

DUETTO. 

Wake  th'  harmonious  voice  and  firing. 
Love  and  Hymen's  triumph  fing, 
Sfunds  with  lecret  charms  combining, 
In  nuludious  uiiicn  joining, 
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Beft  the  wondrous  joys  can  tell, 
That  in  hearts  united  dwell. 

RECITATIVE. 
F'trji  Voice, 
To  young  Vidoria's  happy  fame, 
Well  may  the  arts  a  trophy  raife, 
Mufic  grows  Tweeter  in  her  praife, 
And,  own'd  by  her,  with  rapture  fpeaks  her  name. 
To  touch  the  brave  Cleander's  heart. 

The  graces  all  in  her  confpirc  ; 
Love  arms  her  with  his  fureft  dartj 
Apollo  with  his  lyre. 

AIR. 

The  liflening  mufes,  all  around  her, 
Think  'tis  Phccbus'  flrains  they  hear  : 

And  Cupid,  drawing  near  to  wound  her, 
Drops  his  bow,  and  Hands  to  hear. 

RECITATIVE. 
Second  Voice, 
While  crowds  of  rivals,  with  defpair. 
Silent  admire,  or  vainly  court  the  fair ; 
Eehold  the  happy  conqueft  of  her  ey«JB, 

A  hero  is  the  glorious  prize  ! 
In  courts,  in  camps,  through  diftant  realms  rcr 
novvn'd, 
Cleander  comes — Vidoria,  fee, 
He  comes,  with  Brltilh  honour  crown'd ; 
Love  leads  his  eager  fteps  to  thee. 

AIR. 

In  tender  fighs  he  filencc  break?, 

The  fair  his  flame  approves. 
Confenting  blufhes  warm  her  cheeks, 

She  fmiles, — fhe  yields, — fhe  loves. 

RECITATIVE. 
Firjl  Voice. 
Now  Hymen  at  the  altar  Hands, 
And  while  he  joins  their  faithful  hands, 
Behold  !   by  ardent  vows  drawn  down. 
Immortal  concord,  heavenly  bright, 
Array'd  in  robes  of  pureft  light, 
Defcends,  th'  aufpicious  rites  to  crown. 
Her  golden  harp  the  goddefs  brings ; 
«  Its  magic  found 

Commands  a  luddcn  filence  all  around. 
And  ftiains  prophetic  thus  attune  the  firings. 

DUETTO. 

I  Voice.     The  fwain  his  nymph  pofTeffing, 
a  Voice,     The  nymph  her  fwain  careffing, 

C  Shall  Hill  imj.rove  the  blefling. 

^For  ever  kind  and  true. 
"While  rolling  years  are  flying. 


J  and  z. 


Both. 


H  O  R  A  T  1  U  S, 

IN  LIBRO  PRIMO   EPISTOLARUM. 

DImidium  fadti,  qui  ca'pit,  habet.     Sapere  aude  ; 
Incipe.     Vivendi  qui  ratii.  prorogat  horam, 
Kuiiicus  tipeiitat  auni  defiuut  amnis  :   at  illc 
LabiUif  a  iabetur  iii  cn;:ii.  volubilii  xvum. 


TRANSLATED. 


To-MORROW  cheats  us  all.     Why  dofl  thou  ftay 
And  leave  undone  what  fhould  be  done  to-day  ? 
Begin — the  prefcut  minute's  in  thy  power  ; 
But  ftill  t'  adjourn,  and  wait  a  fitter  hour. 
Is  like  the  clown,  who  at  fome  river's  fide 
Expedting  flands,  in  hopes  the  running  tide 
Will  all  ere  long  be  paft — Fool  1  not  to|know 
It  ftill  has  flow'd  the  fame,  and  will  for  ever  flow. 


ON  A  COLLAR 

PRESENTED  TOR  HAPPY  GILL,  \1\%* 

Thou  little  favourite  of  the  fair '. 
When  thou  thefc  golden  bands  flialt  wear. 
The  hand  that  binds  them  foftly  kifs. 
With  confcious  joy,  and  own  thy  blifs. 
Proud  of  his  chain,  who  would  not  be 
A  fiave,  to  gain  her  fmiles,  like  thee  1 


THE  CHARACTER 

OF   THE 

LADY  HENRIETTA  CAVENDISH  HOLLESf 
171^-13. 

Such  early  wifdom,  fuch  a  lovely  face, 
Such  modeft  greatnefs,  fuch  attradlive  grace; 
Wit,  beauty,  goodnefs,  charity,  and  truth, 
The' riper  fenfe  of  age,  the  bloom  of  youth ! 
Whence  is  it,  that  in  one  fair  piece  we  find 
Thofe  various  beauties  of  the  female  kind 
Sure  but  in  one  fuch  different  charms  agree, 
And  Henrietta  is  that  phoenix-fhc. 


TRUTH,  HONOUR,  HONESTY: 

The  Mttto  cbfifen  by  the  Ri^ht  Honourable  the  Lady 
Henrietta  Cavendijh  Holies. 

In  thee,  bright  maid,  though  all  the  virtues  Ihine, 
With  rival  beams,  and  every  grace  is  thine. 
Yet  three,  diftinguifh'd  by  thy  early  voice,  _ 
Excite  our  praife,  and  well  defcrve  thy  choice. 

Immortal  truth  in  heaven  itfelf  difplays 
Her  charms  celeftial  born,  and  pureft  rays,  [flovr. 
Which  thence  in   ftreams,   like  golden  funlhinc. 
And  fhed  their  light  on  minds  like  yours  below» 

Fair  honour,  next  in  beauty  and  in  grace, 
shines  in  her  turn,  and  claims  the  fecond  place; 
She  fills  the  well-born  foul  with  noble  fires,  _ 
And  generous  thoughts  and  godlike  ads  infpirefc< 

Then  Honefty,  with  native  air,  fucceeds. 
Plain  is  her  look,  unartful  are  ber  deeds  j 
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And,  jufl;  alike  to  friends  and  ioc*,  ftie  draws 
The  bounds  of  right  and  wrong,  nor  errs  from 
equal  laws. 

From  heaven  this  fcale  of  virtue  thus  defcends, 
By  jnft  degrees,  and  thy  full  choice  defends, 
So  when,  in  vifiorary  trains,  by  night 
Attending  angels  blefs'd  good  Jacob's  fight, 
The  myftic  ladder  thus  appear'd  to  rife, 
Its  foot  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  ikies. 


HYMN 

SUNG  BY 

THE  CHILDREN  OF  CHRIST'S  HOSPITAL' 
^t  the  Entry  of  King  George  into  London^  I7I4. 


Hear  us,  OGod,  this  joyful  day  ! 

Whole  nations  join  their  voice, 
To  thee  united  thanks  to  pay, 

And  in  thy  firength  rejoice. 
II. 
For  led  by  thee,  O  King  of  Kings  : 

Our  fovereign  George  we  fee ; 
Thy  hand  the  royal  blefling  brings,   ' 

He  comes,  he  reigns  by  thee  '. 
III. 
Plenteous  of  grace,  pour  from  above 

Thy  favours  on  his  head ; 
Truth,  mercy,  righteoufn^fs,  and  love, 

As  guards  around  him  fpread. 

IV. 

With  length  of  days,  and  glory  crown'd. 
With  wealth  and  fair  increafe, 

Let  him  abroad  be  far  renown'd, 
Sjtill  bleft  at  home  with  peace. 


A   MONUMENTAI>    ODE, 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

MRS.   ELIZABETH   HUGHES, 

Late  Wife  of  Edivard  Hughes,  Ffq.  rtf  Hertir^ford- 
hury  in  the  County  of  Hertford,  and  Daughter  of 
Richard  Harrifon,  Efij.  of  BaiU,  in  the  fame 
County.      Ol/iit  Aov.  1$  I';i4. 

I. 

She  1  how  thofe  drooping  monuments  decay  !     . 
Frail  manfions  of  the  filesit  dead, 
Whofe  fouls  to  uncorrupting  regions  fled. 
With  a  wife  fcorn  their  mouldering  duft  fur- 
vey.  [they ; 

Their  tombs  are  rais'd  from  duft  as  well  as 
For  fee  '.  to  duft  they  both  return, 
Aai  time  confumes  alike  the  afties  and  the  urn. 
II. 
We  aflc  the  fculptor's  art  in  vain 
To  make  us  for  a  fpacc  ourfelvcs  furvlve ; 
In  Pajidi.  ftoi.e  we  proudly  breathe  again, 
Or  feem  in  figur'd  brafs  to  live. 


OF   HUGHES. 

Yet  ftone  and  brafs  our  hopes  betray. 
Age  fteals  the  mimic  forms  and  chara(ftt-r3  awai% 
Jn  vain,  O  Egypt,  to  the  wondering  (kies 
With  giant  pride  thy  pyramids  arife  ; 
Whate'cr  their  vaft  snd  gloomy  vaults  contain  , 
No  names  diftiniS;  of  their  great  dead  remain. 
Beneath  the  mafs  tonfus'd,  in  heap?  thy  monarchs 
Unknown,  and  blended  in  mortality.  [lie, 

III. 
To  death  ourfelvcs  and  all  our  works  vpc  owe. 

But  is  their  nought,  O  mufe,  can  fave 
Our  memories  from  darknefs  aud  the  grave, 

And  fome  fliort  after-life  beflow  ? 

That  tafe  is  mine,  the  mufe  replies,      • 

And  hark!  {he  tunes  the  facred  lyre  1 
Verfe  is  the  laft  of  human  works  that  dies. 

When  virtue  does  the  fong  infpire. 

IV. 

Then  look,  Eliza,  happy  faint,  look  down  '.  ~^ 

Paufe  from  immortal  joys  a  while 
To  hear,  and  gracious  with  a  fmile 
The  dedicated  rumbers  own; 
Say  how  in  thy  life's  fcanty  fpace. 
So  fiiort  a  fpacc,  fo  wondrous  briglit,  [night. 
Bright  as   a  fummer's  day,  fhcrt  as  a  fummer's 
Could'ft  thou  find  room  for  every  crow  de4  grace? 
As  if  tlie  thrifty  foul  foreknew, 
Like  a  wife  envoy.  Heaven's  intent. 
Soon  to  recal  whom  it  had  fent, 
And  all  its  talk  rcfolv'd  at  or.ce  to  do. 
Or  wert  thou  but  a  traveller  below, 
That  hither  didft  a  while  repair. 
Curious  our  cuftoms  and  our  laws  to  know  ? 
And,  fickening  in  our  grcffer  air, 
And  tir'd  of  vain  repeated  fights, 
Our  foolifli  cares,  our  falfc  delights, 
Back  to  thy  native  feats  would'ft  go  ? 
Oh  !   fince  to  us  thou  wilt  no  n-.ore  return, 
Permit  thy  friends,  the  faithful  few 
Who  beft  thy  numerous  virtues  knew, 
Themfelves,  not  thee  to  mourn. 

V, 

Now,  pcnfive  mufe,  enlarge  thy  flight  I 
(By  turns  the  penfive  mufes  love 
The  hilly  heights  and  fliady  grnve) 
Behold  where,  fwelling  to  the  fight, 
Balls,  a  fair  ftruduie,  graceful  ftands! 
And  frt.m  yon  verdant  rifing  biow 
Sees  Hertford's  ancient  town,  and  lands 

Where  nature's  hand  in  flow  meanders  lead* 
The  Let's  clear  ftrcam  Its  courfe  to  flow 
'J'hrough  flowery  vales,  and  nioiften'd  meads, 

And  far  around  in  beauteous  picfpccls  fpreads  ^ 
Her  map  of  plenty  all  below. 

'Twas  hei-e— and  facred  be  the  fpot  of  earth  ! 
Eliza's  foul,  born  firft  above, 
Defctndcd  to  an  humbler  birth, 
And  with  a  mortal's  frailties  ftrove. 

So,  on  fome  towering  peak  that  meets  the  Iky, 
When  miffive  feraphs  downward  fly. 
They  ftop,  and  for  a  wliile  alight. 
Put  off  their  rays  celcftial  bright. 
Then  take  fome  milder  form  familiar  to  our  eye, 

VI. 

Swiftly  her  infant  virtues  grew ; 
Water'd  by  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
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Her  morning  bloom  was  doiibl/  fair, 
Like  funwner's  day-break,  when  we  lee 
The  frefii-dropp'd  ftores  6f  rofy  dew 
(Tranfparent  beauties  of  the  dawn) 
Spread  o'er  the  grafs  their  cobweb-lawn, 
Or  hang  moift  pearls  on  every  tree. 
Pleas'd  with  the  lovely  fight  a  while 
Her  friends  behold,  and  joyful  fmile. 
Nor  think  the  fun's  exhaling  ray 
Will  change  the  fcene  ere  noon  of  day, 
Dry  up  the  gliftering  drops,  and  draw  thofc  dews 
away. 

vn. 
Yet  firft,  to  fill  her  orb  of  life. 
Behold,  in  each  relation  dear, 
The  pious  faint,  the  duteous  child  appear,  ■ 
The  tender  fitter,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
Alas  !  but  muft  one  circlet  of  the  year 
Unite  in  blifs,  in  gtief  divide 
The  deftin'd  bridegroom  and  the  bride  ? 
Sttjp,  generous  youth,  the  gathering  tear, 
That,  as  you  read  thcfe  lines,  or  hear. 
Perhaps  niay  ftart,  andfeem  to  fay. 
That  Ihort-liv'd  year  was  but  a  day! 
Forbear— rnor  fruitiefs  forrowings  now  employ, 
Think  (he  was  lent  a  while,  not  given, 
(Such  was  th'  appointed  will  of  Heaven) 
Then  grateful  call  that  year  an  age  of  virtuous  joy 


No  fliarper  look  or  rougher  riiicii 

In  Scottifh  Highlands  e'er  was  feen  ; 

Nor  ale  and  brandy  ever  bred 

More  pimpled  cheeks,  or  nofe  more  red;' 

And  yet,  with  both  hands  in  my  breaft, 

Careiefs  I  walk'd,  nor  Ihunn'd  the  beaft. 

Place  me  among  a  hundred  fples, 
Let  all  the  room  be  ears  and  eyes; 
Or  fearch  my  pocket-books  and  papers. 
No  word  or  line  {hall  give  me  vapours. 
Send  me  to  Whigs  as  true  and  hearty. 
As  ever  ptty'd  poor  Maccarty  ; 
Lee  Townfend,  Sunderland,  be  there, 
Or  Robin  Walpole  in  the  chair  : 
Or  fend  me  to  a  club  of  Tories, 
That  damn  and  curfe  at  Marlborough's  glories, 
And  drink — but  fure  none  fuch  there  are  ! — 
The  devil,  the  pope,  and  rebel  Mar  ; 
Yet  flill  my  loyalty  I'll  boaft. 
King  George  (hall  ever  be  my  toaft  ; 
Unhrib'd  his  glorious  caufe  I'll  own, 
And  fearlefs  fcorn  each  traitor's  frown. 


AN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE, 

BOOK  I.       ODE  XXn. 

Printed  at  the  breaking  out  of  tls  R^bdlion,  i«  the 
year  IJIS- 

The  man  that  loves  his  king  and  nation, 
And  fhuns  each  vile  affociation, 
That  trufts  his  honeft  deeds  i'  th'  light. 
Nor  meets  in  dark  cabals,  by  night, 
With  fools,  who,  after  much  debate. 
Get  themfelves  hang'd,  and  fave  the  ftate, 
Needs  not  his  hall  with  v;eapons  fiore  ; 
Nor  dreads  each  lapping  at  his  door; 
Nor  fculks  in  fear  of  being  known, 
Or  hides  his  guilt  in  parfon's  gown  ; 
Nor  wants,  to  guard  his  generous  heart. 
The  poniard  or  the  poifon'd  dart ; 
And,  but  for  crnament  and  pride, 
A  fword  of  lath  might  crofs  his  fide. 

If  o'er  St.  James's  park  he  flray, 
He  flops  not,  paufing  in  his  way  ; 
Nor  pulls  his  hat  down  o'er  his  face. 
Nor  liarts,  looks  back,  and  mends  his  pace  : 
Or  if  he  ramble  to  the  Tower, 
He  knows  no  crime,  and  dreads  no  power, 
But  thence  returning,  free  as  wind, 
Smiles  at  the  bars  he  left  behind. 
Thus,  as  1  loiter'd  t'  other  day, 
Humming — O  every  month  was  May — 
And,  thoughtlefs  how  my  time  I  fquandcr'd," 
From  Whitehall,  through  the  Cockpit  wander'd, 
A  mefienger  with  furly  eye 
View'd  me  <juite  round,  and  yetpafs'd  fay. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


O  SAV,  ye  faints,  who  fhine  in  realms  above, 
And  turn  your  harps  to  fing  eternal  love. 
When  fhall  my  voice  attain  your  high  degree  ;  "> 
When  ihall  my  foul  from  clouds  of  lorrow  free,i- 
Hear  your  celeftial  fong,  and  aid  the  harmony?) 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 

A   MASQJJE*. 

Set  to   Mufic   by  Dr.  Pepifch,  and  performed  at  tlit 
Theatre-Royal  in   Drury-Lap.e, 

'*  Protinus alter amat, fugit altera nomenamantis.'^ 

Gvic, 

DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Apollo, 

Mrs.  Margarita 

Daphne, 

Mrs.  Barbier. 

Peneus, 

Mr.  Turner. 

Doris, 

Mrs.  Willis. 

Scene,  the  Valley  of  Tempe,  in  Theffaly. 


The  Firfl  Scene  is  a  River. 

Peneu"!,  a  Ri-ver-God,  appears  on  a  bed  of  rujhes^ 
leming  on  his  urn.  He  rifes,  and  coma  foriuard.f 
his  head  croivned  with  rujbes  andjlo-wsrs,  a  reed  in. 
bis  band. 

Peneus. 
How  long  muft  Peneus  chide  in  vai» 
His  daughter's  coynefs  and  difeiaia  ? 
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Through  Tcmpe's  plcafant  vales  and  bowers 

As  my  full  urn  its  current  pours, 

In  cTery  plain,  from  every  grove, 

I  hear  the  fighs  of  flighted  love  ; 
And  on  my  rufliy  banks  the  Sylvans  cry 

Why  ever  cruel,  Daphne,  why  ? 

But  fee  fhe  comes,  the  beauteous  caufe ; 

Daphne,  my  juft  commands  attend, 

Hear  me,  thy  father  and  thy  friend. 
And  yield  the  laft  to  love  and  Hymen's  laws. 

Dafbne. 
O  Peneus,  urge  this  cruel  fuit  no  more ; 

Have  I  not  to  Diana  fwore  ? 

Behold  again  to  ker  I  bow. 

Devoted  ever  to  remain 

A  virgin  of  her  fpotlefs  train  ; 

Hear  Cynthia,  and  confirm  my  voW. 

How  happy  are  we. 
How  airy,  how  free. 
That  rove  through  the  woods  and  the  plains  ! 
In  vain  the  blind  boy 
Our  hearts  would  decoy, 
Wc  fcorn  all  his  joys  and  his  pains. 

\_Enit  Daphne. 
Peneus. 

Ralh  maid,  return 

What  haft  thou  fworn  ? 
With  thee  fliall  Peneus*  race  expire  ? 
Then  hear  once  more  thy  flighted  fire. 
And  knov/,  thy  fatal  vow  draws  down 
The  cui-fe  of  heaven,  a  father's  frown, 
And  fure  deflrudtion  waits  thy  fcorn. 

'  Feeble  Cupid  '.  vain  deceiver  ! 
What  avails  thy  boafted  quiver  ? 
Where  are  all  thy  conquering  arts  ? 

They  that  fly  thee 

May  defy  thee ; 

They  who  fear  thee 

And  revere  thee, 
Ivef  meet  thy  keeneft,  darts.      \_Exit  Peneus. 


Scene  changes  io  a  Foreji. 

Apollo  enters   •wkb  his  loio  and  arro-u's,  as  having 
Bfwlyjlain  the  Python. 

'Tis  done — the  monfler  Python  flain 
By  Phoebus'  fliafts,  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 
Yet  why  with  conqueft  am  I  thus  adorn'd  i 
Alas  1  I  feel  a  mortal's  pain, 
Conquer'd  by  love,  whom  once  1  fcorn'd. 
O  Daphne  :   till  thy  fmiles  I  can  obtain, 
Ko  more  thefe  marks  of  triumph  let  nie  bear ; 
,   But  thus  a  (hepherd's  fcmblance  wear. 
Till  blefl  by  thee  I  grow  a  god  ao-ain. 

Y^hrotus  anuay  his  hoiv  and  arro-ws,  and  tales 
up  a  Jhesp-hook. 
See— (lie  appears:  how  wondrous  fair! 
Hail,  goddels  of  thefe  verdant  groves  ! 
Daphne. 

What  art  thou,  or  from  whence  ? 


ApoUe. 

A  fwain  that  loTJSi 

Daphnt. 
Thy  unavailing  courtfliip  fparc. 
Doft  thou  not  daily  hear  the  fhepherda  cry 
Why  ever  cruel.  Daphne,  why  ? 
Go — with  the  reft  dcfpair. 
Apollo. 
No,  let  the  reft  defpair,  while  I 
Diftinguifli'd,  triumph  in  the  joy. 

Fair  blooitting  creature  I 
Each  tender  feature 
Speaks  thee  by  nature 

For  love  defign'd. 
Then  fmile  confcnting, 
Loft  time  repenting, 
Letfoft  relenting 
Now  fliew  thee  kind. 
Daphne. 
Canft  thou  the  mountain  tiger  bind, 
Or  flop  the  floods,  or  fix  the  wind  ? 
Do  this — then  Daphne  will  perhaps  be  kind, 
Apollo. 
Ev'n  tigers  love's  foft  laws  obey ; 
Art  thoamore  favage  far  than  they  > 
Look  all  around  thee,  and  above  ! 
Love  lights  the  flcies,  and  paints  the  meads ; 

hs  genial  flame 
Through  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  ocean  fpreadsj 
Thou  art  thyfelf  the  happieft  child  of  love. 
Do  not  thy  birth  difclaim. 
Daphne. 
Though  fair  as  Phoebus  thou  fliould'ft  feem, 
And  were  thy  words  foft  a?  his  lyre. 
They  could  not  move  me  to  defire ; 
Wake,  fliepherd,  from  thy  dream. 

Ceafe  to  foothe  thy  fruitlefs  pain  ; 
Why  for  frowBs  wilt  thou  be  fuing  ? 

Ceafe  to  languifti  and  complain. 
'Tis  to  feek  thy  own  undoing, 

Still  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 
Apolle. 
In  her  foft  cheeks  and  beauteous  eyes. 
What  new  enchanting  graces  rife  :  {.Af"'^'* 

DUETTO  for  Apollo  and  Daphne. 
Apol.     No  more  deny  me, 
O  ceafe  to  fly  me 
Your  faithful  fwain. 
Ddph.    No  longer  try  me, 
For  ever  fly  me, 
Defpairing  fwain. 
Apol.     Yet  hear  me. 
Daph.    Forbear  me. 
Apol.     Let  fighs  imploring, 
And  looks  adoring. 
Still  fpeak  my  pain. 
Daph.    Your  fighs  imploring, 
And  looks  adoring. 

But  move  difdain.  {Exit  Daphne. 

Apollo. 
She's  gone — nor  knows  from  whom  fhe  flies. 
Miftaken  c  )yre.s !  falfe  difdain  \ 


I>    O    E 

Phoebus  flie  prals'd,  but  fcorns  the  fwaln— 
Then,  breaking  from  thii  dark  difguife, 
When  Phoebus  what  he  is  ftall  feem, 
My  glittering  rays,  and  melting  lyre. 
At  laft  fhall  warm  thee  to  defire, 
And  wake  thee,  Daphne,  from  thy  dream. 

Where  Cupid's  bow  is  failing, 
Ambition's  charms  prevailing, 

Shall  triumph  o'er  the  fair. 
The  nymph  that  love  defpifes, 
Some  fecret  paffion  prizes, 

That  ftill  forbids  defpair.       [£x/V  Apollo. 

£nter  Daphne  and  Doric. 

Daphne. 
Doris,  why  this  trifling  tale? 

Doris. 
That  good  advice  may  once  prevail; 
Save  one — nor  all  your  lovers  lofe, 
Alas  I  that  I,  poor  I  might  gain 
What  you  each  day  refufe  \ 

Daphne. 
Take  all,  and  eafe  me  of  the  pain. 

Doris. 
I  would — but  ah  '.  'twere  now  in  vain. 
When  I  vi^as  a  maiden  of  twenty. 
And  my  charms  and  my  lovers  were  plenty, 

Ah  !  why  did  I  ever  fay  no  ? 
Now  the  fwains,  though  I  court  them,  all  fly  me, 
1  iigh,  but  no  lover  comes  nigh  me; 
Ye  virgins,  be  warn'd  by  my  woe  I 
Ah  1  why  did  I  ever  fay  no  \ 
Daphne. 
Poor  Doris '.  dry  thy  weeping  eyes; 
Doft  thou  repent  thou  once  wert  wife  ? 

Tender  hearts  to  every  paffion 

Still  thy  freedom  would  betray. 
But  how  calm  is  inclination, 

When  our  reafon  bears  the  fway ! 

Swains  themfelves,  while  they  purfue  us, 

Often  teach  us  to  deny. 
While  we  fly,  they  fondly  woo  u&j 
If  we  grow  too  fond,  they  fly. 
Doris. 
Yet  might  I  fee  one  courting  fwain. 
Though  but  to  flight  him  once  again  I — 
But  come —  I'll  amorous  thoughts  give  o'er. 
Daphne. 
'Tis  well  to  leave  them  at  threefcore. 
Hafte  then,  and  at  th'  appointed  place, 
See  if  the  nymphs  expefl  me  for  the  chafe. 

\Eieii  Doris. 

[yf  Symphony  of  injiruments  it  heard,  ivhil/l  ApoUt 
defcends  in  the  chariot  of  the  fun  ;  a  croiva  of  rays 
about  his  heady  and  his  lyre  in  his  band.'l 

Daphne. 
Wliat  fouada  celeftial  flrike  my  ear  ! 
Why  does  the  golden  fourcc  of  light 


M    i  3i^ 

Pour  out  new  day  ? — how  wondrous  bright! 
Some  god  defcends  to  human  fight ; 
I'm  charm'd,  yet  aw'd  with  fear. 
ApalU. 
Daphne,  on  Phoebus  fix  thy  eye, 
With  meaner  fhapcs  deceiv'd  no  more  ! 
Know,  I  thy  beauteous  form  adore  : 
Wilt  thou  a  god,  a  god  that  loves  thee,  fly  ? 

[Apollo  ^riif«  bis  lyre,  and  Daphne;  turns  bask  e^ 
furprfed  at  the  found."]' 

Faireft  mortal  1  flay  and  hear, 
Turn  thee,  leave  thy  trembling  fear ! 
Cannot  love  with  mufic  join'd 
Touch  thy  unrelenting  mind  ? 
Faireft  mortal  1  flay  and  hear, 
Turn  thee,  leave  thy  trembling  fear. 

Hark  how  the  river-fliores  prolong 
My  foft  complaints,  and  murmur  to  my  fong  ! 
Thy  father  Peneus  feeh  my  pain; 
See  !  how  his  ofiers  greatly  boW, 
And  feem  my  fecret  foul  to  know 

DapB.  [aftde.']  Alas  !  my  rafh,  my  fatal  tow  ! 
Apol.    Wilt  thou  alone  unraov'd  remain  ? 

\_As  Daphne  is  [olng  out,  Jhe  flops,    and JS*tg 

the  follotuing  «/r.] 

Daphne. 

Shall  I  return — or  no  ? 
Charms  yet  unknown  furround  me ; 
Yet,  love,  thou  ne'er  ftialt  wound  me. 

No  more  alarm  my  breaft. 

Then  let  me  hafte  to  go — 

Ah  no,  my  heart  replies 

In  tender  heaving  fighs — 

Ye  powers  reftorc  my  reft. 


Apol. 
Daph. 


Apol. 
Dapb. 
Apol. 
Daph. 
Apol. 


O  do  not  go — 
Doft  thou  not  know, 
I'm  of  Diana's  train  ? 
Thy  love  forbear — 
Thy  fcorn  forbear— 
I  muft  not  hear  ; 
O  ftay  and  hear  ; 
Thy  love    7  •       • 
Thy  flight  i 

\_Exit  Daphne  purfued  hy  ApoHi*. 


Scene  changes  to  the  Sher. 

Re-enter  Daphne,  loehing  back  as  affrighted. 

Daphne, 
He  comes — the  fwift  purfuer  comes — O  where 
Shall  1  efcape  his  piercing  fight, 
Where  hide  me  from  the  god  of  light  I 
Ah  !  'tis  in  vain — he's  here. 

[Daphne  runs  to  thefdeofthe  rl-ver,  and 
as  fbeftngs  the  folio-wing  air,  it  transform, 
ed  into  a  laurel'free.'j 


^%o  T  H  E   W  O  R  K  S 

Father  Peneus,  hear  me,  aid  me  ! 
JLet  fome  fiidden  change  invade  me, 

Fix  me  rooted  on  thy  fhore. 
Ceale,  Apollo,  to  perfuade  me, 

I  am  Daphne  now  no  more.— 

[Apollo  enters  at  the  latter  end  of  the 
air,  and  is  met  by  Peneus-] 

Apollo. 
O  fatal  flight : — O  curft  difdain  ! 
O  Peneus,  how  fiiall  wc  our  lofs  deplore  ? 

But  fee  ! 
The  trembling  branches  yet  her  (hape  retain  ! 
Though  Daphne  lives  a  nymph  n.i  more, 
She  lives,  fair  verdant  plant,  in  thee  : 
Henceforth  be  thou  Apollo's  tree, 
And  hear  what  honours  to  thy  leaves  remain. 
No  thunder  e'er  (hall  blaft  thy  boughs, 
Preferv'd  to  grace  Apollo's  brows. 
Kings,  viiflors,  poets,  to  adorn  ; 
Oft  in  Britannia's  ifle  thy  profperous  green 
Shall  on  the  heads  of  her  great  chiefs  be  feen, 
And  by  a  NafTau,  and  a  George,  be  worn. 
Peneus. 
Still  Penens,  with  a  father's  care^ 
Shall  feed  thee  from  his  flowing  urn: 
With  verdure  ever  frefh  and  fair, 
\  Kor  this  thy  deftin'd  change  Ihall  mourn. 

cpoRus,  or  Duetto  o/"  Apollo  ani  Peneus. 

Nature  alone  can  love  infpire, 

Art  is  vain  to  move  defire. 
if  nature  once  the  fair  incline. 
To  their  own  paffion  they  refign. 
Nature  alone  can  love  infpire. 

Art  is  vain  to  move  dtfire. 


AN    ODE 

FOR    THE   BlRTH-DAY    OF    HER    ROYAL    HIGHNESS 

THE  PRINCESS  OF  IVALES, 

ST.  D.^VID'SD.\Y,  THE  FIRST  OF  MARCH,I7I5-l6. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Dr.  Pepufeb^ 

Avi  performed  at  the  Anni'verfary  Meeting  of  the  So- 
•    eiely  of  Ancient  Britons,  ejlab'.ifed  in  honour  of  Her 

Royal  Hi^Lnefi's  Birth-Day,  and  of  the  Principality 

of  ky^ ales. 

"  Salve  laeta  dies  1  meliorque  revertere  fempe^;, 
f'  A  populo  rcrum  digna  potente  coli ! 

Ovid, 


ODE  FOR  TWO  VOICES. 

Firjl  Vt'ce.,  FAME. 

Second  Voice,  CAMBRIA,  or  the  Principality  of  Wales. 

BOTU  VOICES,  -wiib  a  Trumpet. 

To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day! 

CAMBRIA. 

Rife,  goddefs  of  immortal  fame. 

And,  with  thy  trumpet's  fwelling  found, 


OFHUGHES. 

To  all  Britannia's  realms  arounii,^ 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

FAME. 

The  goddefs  of  immortal  fame 
Shall,  with  her  trumpet's  fwelling  found. 
To  all  Britannia's  realms  around, 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

BOTH  VOICES. 

O'er  Cambria's  diftant  hills  let  the  loud  notes  re- 
bound I 
Each  Britifh  foul  be  rais'd,  and  every  eye  be  gay  ! 
To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 

FAME. 

Hail,  Cambria  !  long  to  fame  well  known  ! 

Thy  patron  faint  looks  fmiling  down, 
Well  pleas'd  to  fee 

This  day,  prolific  of  renown, 
Increas'd  in  honours  to  himfelf,  and  thee ; 
See  Carol-na's  natal  ftar  arife, 
.'Vnd  with  new  beams  adorn  thy  azure  ikies ! 
Though  on  her  virtues  I  fliould  ever  dwell. 
Fame  cannot  all  her  numerous  virtues  tell. 
Bright  in  herfelf,  and  in  her  offspring  bright, 
On  Britain's  throne  (he  calls  diffuf;ve  light ; 

Detraction  from  her  prefence  flies  ; 
And,  while  promifcuoui  crowds  in  rapture  gazC; 

Ev'n  tongues  difloyal  learn  her  praife. 
And  murmuring  envy  fees  her  fniile,  and  dies. 

Happy  morn  !  fuch  gifts  befcowing  I 
Britain's  joys  from  thee  are  flowing  ; 

Ever  thus  aufpicious  (hine  ! 
Happy  ifle  !  fuch  gifts  pofTtfllng ! 
Britain,  ever  own  the  blefTing  1. 

Carolina's  charms  are  thine. 

CAMBRIA. 

Nor  yet,  O  Fame,  doft  rhou  difplay 

All  the  triumphs  of  this  day ; 
More  wonders  yet  ariie  to  fight ; 
See  !  o'er  thefe  rites  what  mighty  power  prefides; 
Behold,  to  thee  his  early  fteps  he  guides  ; 
What  noble  ardour  does  bis  foul  e.\.cite; 
Henceforth,  when  to  the  liftening  univerfe 
Thou  number'ft  o'er  my  princes  of  renown, 

The  fccond  hope  of  Britain's  crown, 
When  my  great  Edward's  deeds  thou  (halt  rehearfe. 
And  tell  of  Creffy's  well-fought  plain. 
Thy  golden  trumpet  found  again  I 
The  brave  Auguitus  (hall  renew  thy  ftrain. 
And  Oudenarda's  fight  immortalize  the  verfe. 

illR,  luith  a  Harp. 

Heavenly  mufes  !  tune  your  lyres. 

Far  refounding; 
Grace  the  hero's  glorious  name.  • 
See  !  the  fong  new  life  infpires ! 
Every  bread  with  joy  abounding, 
Seems  to  (hare  the  hero's  fiame. 

FAME. 

O  thou,  with  every  virtue  crown'd, 
Britannia's  father,  and  her  king  renown'd  J 

Thus  in  thy  o(Fspring  greatly  bleft, 

While  through  th'  extended  royal  line 
Thou  feeft  thy  propagated  luftre  (hine. 

What  fecrfrt  rapture*  fitt  thy  brcajft  ! 


F    O     EM    ^. 
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$0  fmlleV  Apollo,  dout)ly  gay, 
'    When  in  the  diamond,  with  full  blaze, 
He  views  his  own  paternal  rays. 
And  all  his  bright  reflcAed  day. 

CAMBRIA. 

Hail  fource  of  bleffings  to  our  ifle ! 
While  gloomy  ciouds  fhall  take  their  flight, 
Shot  through  by  thy  vicSorious  light, 
Propitious  ever  on  thy  Britons  fmile  ! 

BOTH  VOICES. 

To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 

CAMBRIA. 

Rife,  goddefs  of  immortal  fame. 
And  with  thy  trumpet's  fwelliiig  found. 
To  all  Britannia's  realms  around. 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

FAME. 

The  goddefs  of  immortal  fame 
Shall,  with  her  trumpet's  fwelling  found, 
To  all  Britannia's  realms  around. 
The  double  feftival  proclaim. 

BOTH  VOICES, 

O'er  Cambria's  diftant  hills  let  the  loud  notes  re- 
bound ! 
£ach  Britifh  foul  be  rais'd,  and  every  eye  be  gay  I 
To  joy,  to  triumphs,  dedicate  the  day. 


EXTRACT   OF  A  LETTER 

FROM 
MR.  HTJTGHES  TO  THE  LORD  CHANfiELtOR  COWPER. 

"  This  little  poem  was  writ  by  this  acci- 

"  dent  of  having  Horace  for  my  companion  in  a 
"  confinement  by  ficknefs,  and  fancying  I  had  dif- 
"  covered  a  new  fenfe  of  one  of  his  odes,  for  which 
"  1  have  found  your  Lordfhip's  great  indulgence 
"  and  partiality  to  me,  the  beft  expofition. 

"  Perhaps  we  never  read  with  that  attention,  as 
"  when  we  think  we  have  found  fomething  appli- 
"  cable  to  ourfelvcs.  1  am  now  grown  fond  enough 
"  of  this  fenfe  to  believe  it  the  true  one,  and  have 
"  drawn  two  or  three  learned  friends  (to  whom  I 
"  have  mentioned  it)  into  my  opinion. 

"  The  Ode,  your  Lordfbip  will  fee,  is  that  in 
'*  which  Horace  feigns  himfelf  turned  into  a  fwan. 
"  It  paffes  (for  aught  I  know  univerfally)  for  a 
"  compliment  on  himfelf,  and  a  mere  eiithufiaftic 
"  rant  of  the  poet  in  his  own  praife,  like  his  exegi 
"  monumentum,  Ijfc.  I  confefs  I  had  often  flightly 
"  read  it  in  that  view,  and  have  found  eVery  one 
"  I  have  lately  afked,  deceived  by  the  fame  opi- 
"  nion,  which  I  cannot  but  think  fpoils  the  ode, 
"  and  finks  it  to  nothing;  1  had  ahnoft  faid,  turns 
"  the  fwan  into  a  goofe. 

"  The  grammarians  feem  to  have  fallen  into  this 
"  miftake,  by  wholly  overlooking  the  reafon  of  his 
"  rapture,  viz.  its  being  addreffed  to  Maccnas ;  and 
"  have  prefaced  it  with  this,  and  the  like  general 
"  infcriptions — -uathinatur  carminum  fuorum  immorta- 
"  litaiem,  \^e.  which  I  think  is  not  the  fubie<3;. 
Tot,,  yii. 


«♦  I  am  very  happy  in  the  occafion  which  fhewcd 

"  it  me  in  a  quite  different  fenfe  from  what  1  had" 

"  ever  apprehended,   till   I  had  the  honour  to  be 

"  known  to  your  Lordftiip ;  I  am  fure  a  much 

"  more  advantageous  one  to  the  poet,  as  well  as 

"  more  juft   to  his  great  patron.     If  I  have  ex- 

'•  ceeded  the  liberty  of  an  imitator,  in  purfuing  the 

"  fame  hint  further,  to  make  it  lefs  doubtful,  yet 

"  his  favourers  will  forgive  me,  when  1  own  I  have 

"  not  on  this  occafion  fo  much  thought  of  emuht- 

"  ing  his  poetry,  as  of  rivaling  his  pride,  by  the 

"  ambition  of  being  known  as, 

MT   LORD, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moll  obliged, 
and  devoted  humble  fervant, 

J.  Hughes. 


ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
LORD  CHANCELLOR  COWPER. 

ANNO  MDCCXVII. 
In  AUuJian  to  Horace,  Lib.  ji.  Ode  XX. 


I'm  rais'd,  tranfported,  chang'd  all  o'er  I 

Prepar'd,  a  towering  fwan,  to  foar 

Aloft ;  fee,  fee  the  down  arife, 

And  clothe  my  back,  and  plume  my  thighsl 

My  wings  fhoot  forth  ;  now  will  I  try 

New  tracks,  and  boldly  mount  the  Iky; 

Nor  envy,  nor  ill-fortune's  fpite. 

Shall  ftop  my  courfe,  or  damp  my  flight, 

II. 
Shall  I,  obfcure  or  difefteem'd, 
Of  vulgar  rank  henceforth  be  deem'd  J 
Or  vainly  toil  my  name  to  fave 
From  dark  oblivion  and  the  grave  ? 
No — He  can  never  wholly  die. 
Secure  of  immortality, 
Whom  Britain's  Cowper  cnndefcends 
To  own,  and  numbers  with  his  friends. 

iir. 
'Tis  done — I  fcorn  mean  honours  now; 
No  common  wreaths  (hall  bind  my  broW. 
Whether  the  mufe  vouchfafe  t'infpire 
My  breaft  with  the  celeftial  fire  ; 
Whether  my  Verfe  be  fill'd  with  flame. 
Or  I  deferve  a  poet's  name. 
Let  Fame  be  filent ;  only  tell 
That  generous  Cowper  loves  me  well. 

rv. 
Through  Britain's  realms  I  fliall  be  known 
By  Cowper's  merit,  not  my  own. 
And  when  the  tomb  my  dud  fhall  hide, 
Stripp'd  of  a  mortal's  little  pride, 
Vain  pomp  be  fpar'd,  and  every  tear ; 
Let  but  fome  (lone  this  fculpture  bear  j 
"  Here  lies  his  day  to  earth  confign'd, 
/  To  whcni  grea;  Cowper  ©nee  was  kiQd>'^ 
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THE    WORKS    OF  HUGHES. 


T^HAT  IS  MAN. 


O  SON  of  man  !  O  creature  of  a  clay  J 
Proud  of  vain  wifdom,  with  falfc  greatnefs  gay  ! 
Heir  of  thy  father's  vice,  to  whofe  bad  ftore 
Thy  guilty  days  arc  fpcnt  in  adding  more  j 


Thou  propagated  folly  !^-^ What  in  tKe«  ■• 

'  Could  heaven's  Supreme,  could  perfedl  Wifdoih  fee, 
To  fix  one  glance  of  his  regarding  eye  ? 
Why  art  thou  chofe  the  favourite  of  the  iky  ? 
While  angels  wonder  at  the  mercy  known, 
And  fcarce  the  wretch  himfelf  the  debt  immenfe 
will  own ! 


B  O  I  L  E  A  U, 

DANS    SA    I.    EPISTRE    AV    ROT. 

PouRQi'oi  ces  elephans,  ces  armes,  ce  fcagage, 
Et  ces  vaiffeaux  tout  prefts  a  quitter  le  rivage  ? 
Difoit  au  roi  Pyrrhus,  un  fage  confident, 
Confeiller  tres-fenfe  d'un  rdi  tres-imprudent. 
Je  vais,  lui  dit  ce  prince,  a  Rome  oii  Ton  m'apelle. 
Quo!  faire  ?  raflieger.     L'entreprife  eft  fort  belle, 
Et  digne  feulement  d' Alexandre  ou  de  voiis, 
Mais  quand  nous  Taurons  prife,  &  bien  que  ferons- 

nous  ? 
Du  refte  dcs  Latins  la  conqueftc  efte  facile. 
Sans  doute,  ils  font  a  nous :  eft-ce  tout  ?  La  Sicile 
Deli  nous  tend  les  bras  et  bien-toft  fans  effort 
Syracufe  recoit  nos  vaiffeaux  dans  fon  port. 
En  demeures-vous  la  ?  Des  que  nous  I'aurons  prife, 
II  ne  faut  qu'un  bon  vent  et  Carthage  eft  conquife  : 
Les  chem'ns  font  ouverts  :  qui  peut  nous  arrefter? 
Je  Yous  entens,  feigneur,  nous  allons  tout  dompter : 
Nous  aliens  traverfer  les  fables  de  Lybie; 
Affervir  en  paffant  I'Egypte,  1' Arabic; 
Courir  dela  Ic  Gange  en  de  nouveaux  pais; 
Faire  trembler  le  Scythe  aux  bords  du  Tanai's ; 
Et  ranger  fous  nos  loix  tout  ce  vafte  Hcmifphere; 
Mais  de  retour  erifin,  que  pretendtz-vous  faire  ? 
Aiors,  cher  Cineas,  vidorieux,  contens, 
Nous  pourrons  rire  a  l'aife,et  prendre  du  bon  temps. 
He,  feigneur,  des  ce  jour,  fans  fortir  de  I'Epire, 
Du  matin  jufqu'au  foir  qui  vous  defend  dc  rire  ? 


FROM    BOILEAU, 

IN    HIS    FIRST    EPISTLE    TO    LEWIS    XIV. 

What  mean  thefe  elephants,  arms,  warlike  ftore, 
And  all  thefe  fhips,  prepar'd  to  leave  the  fhore  ? 
Thus  Cyneas,  faithful,  old,  experienc'd,  wife, 
Addrefs'd  king  Pyrrhus; — thus  the  king  replies; 
'Tis  glory  calls  us  hence;  to  Rome  we  go. 
For  what  ? — To  conqtier. — Rome's  a  noble  foe, 
A  prize  for  Alexander  fit,  or  you  ; 
But  Rome  redufc'd,  what  next.  Sir,  will  ybii  do  ? 
The  reft  of  Italy  my  chains  (hall  wear. 
And  is  that  all  ? — No,  Sicily  lies  near; 
See  how  flie  ftretches  out  her  beauteous  arms. 
And  tempts  the  vidlor  with  unguarded  charms ! 
In  Syracufa's  port  this  fleet  fhall  ride. 
'Tis  well — and  there  you  will  at  laft  abide  .'— 
No  ;  that  fubdued,  again  we'll  hoift  our  fails, 
And  put  to  fea ;  and,  blow  but  profperous  gales, 
Carthage  muft  foon  be  ours,  an  eafy  prey, 
The  panage  open  :  what  obflrudls  oiir  way  ?— 
Then,  Sir,  your  vaft  defign  I  underftand, 
To  conquer  all  the  earth,  crofs  feas  and  land, 
O'er  Afric's  fpacious  wilds  yotir  reign  extend. 
Beneath  your  fword  make  proud  Arabia  bend  ; 
Then  feek  remoter  worlds,  where  Ganges  pours 
His  fwelling  ftrcam  ;  beyond  Hydafpes*  fliores. 
Through  Indian  realms  to  carry  dire  alarms, 
And  make  the  hardy  Scythian  dread  your  arms. 
JBut  fay — this  wondrous  race  of  glory  run. 
When  we  return,  fay  what  (hall  then  be  done  ? 
Then  pleas'd,  my  friend,  we'll  fpend  the  joyful  day 
in  full  delight,  and  laugh  our  cares  away. 
And  why  not  now  ?  Alas '.  Sir,  need  we  roam 
For  this  fo  far,  or  quit  oiir  native  home  t 
No — let  us  now  each  valued  hour  employ, 
Nor  for  the  future  lofe  the  frcfent  joy. 


AN  IMAGE  OF  PLEASURE. 

IN    IMITATION    or    AN    ODE    IN    CASIMIRB. 
t. 

Solace  of  life,  my  fweet  companion  lyre  ! 
Oa  this  fair  poplar  bough  I'll  hang  thee  high, 


■While  the  gay  fields  all  foft  delights  Infpire, 
And  not  one  cloud  defornxs  the  fmiling  (ky. 

II. 
While  whifpering  gales,  that  court  the  leaves  and 
dowel's,  [found. 

Play  through  thy  firings,  and  gently  make  them 
Luxurious  I'll  diffolve  the  flowing  hours 
la  balmy  ilumberi  oa  the  carpet  ground. 


POEMS. 


a^s 


B'.it  fee— what  fuilden  gloom  obfcures  the  air  ! 
What  falling  fhowers  impetuous  change  the  day  ! 
Let's  rife,  my  lyre — Ah  pleafure  falfe  as  fair  ! 
How  faithlefs  are  thy  charms,  how  (hort  thy  flay ! 


AN     ODE 

IN   THE   PARK  AT  A»TED. 


Ye  mufcs,  that  freqiiert  thefe  walks  and  (hades, 
The  feat  of  calm  repofe, 
■Xt^hich  Howard's  happy  genius  chofe  ; 
Wh><^re,  taught  by  you,  his  lyre  he  ftryng, 
And  ofts^  like  Philomel,  in  dufky  glades, 
Sweet  ~Hmorous  voluntaries  fiing  ! 
O  fay,  ys  kind  infpiring  powers  ! 

With  whi4t  melodious  Itrain 
Will  yoii  indulge  my  pcnfive  vein, 
.    And  charm  my  folitary  hours? 

II. 
Begin,  and  Echo  fhall  the  fong  repeat ; 

While,  Ikreen'd  from  Augufl's  leveriih  heat, 
Beneath  this  fpreading  elm  I  Jie, 
And  view  the  yellow  harveft  far  around, 

The  neighbouring  fields  with  plenty  crown'd, 
And  over  head  a  fair  unclouded  Iky. 

The  wood,  the  park's  romantic  fcene, 
The  deer,  that  innocent  and  gay 
■  On  the  foft  turf's  perpetual  green 
Pafs  all  their  lives  in  love  and  play, 
Are  various  objetSs  of  delight. 
That  fp^rt  with  fancy,  and  invite 
Your  aid,  the  pleaftire  to  complete ; 
Begin — and  Echo  ftiall  the  fong  repeat. 
in. 
Hark  '. — the  kind  infj-.iring  powers 
Anfwer  from  their  fecrct  bowers, 

Propitious  to  my  call  I 
They  join  the  choral  voices  all. 
To  charm  my  folitary  hours. 
Ijiften,  they  cry,  thou  penfive  fwain  ! 
Though  much  the  tuneful  fifters  luve 
The  fields,  the  park,  the  (hady  grove  : 
The  field',  and  park,  and  (hady  grove, 
The  tuneful  fillers  now  difdain. 

And  cho'fe  to  footh  thee  with  a  fweeter  flrain; 
M'llinda's  rraifes  fliall  our  {kill  employ, 
Molinda,  Nature's  pride,  and  every  mufc's  joy  I 
The  n'ufcb  triumph'd  at  her  birth. 
When,  firft  defcending  from  her  parent  fkies. 

This  flar  of  beauty  fliot  to  earth; 
Love  faw  the  fires  that  darted  from  her  eyes, 

He  faw,  aod  fmll'd — the  v.-i:;ged  boy 
Gave  (Tily  omens  of  her  conquering  fame. 
And  to  his  mother  lifp'd  her  name, 
Molinda  !— -Nature's  pride,  and  every  mufe's  joy. 

IV. 

Say,  beauteous  Afted  !  has  thy  honout'd  (hade 

Ever  receiv'd  that  lovely  maid  ? 
Ye  nymphs  and  fylvan  deities,  coufefs 
That  fhiring  fefta!  diy  of  happinefs  Ij 

f  01  if  the  lovely  maid  wag  here, 


April  himfelf,  though  in  fo  fair  a  ircff 

He  clothe  the  meads,  though  his  delicio^is  (howers 

Awake  the  hloffoms  and  the  breathing  flowers. 

And  new-create  the  fragrant  year  ; 

Aorll  himfelf,  or  brighter  May, 

AfTifted  by  the  god  of  day, 

Never  made  your  grove  fo  gay, 

Or  half  fo  full  ef  charms  appear. 

V. 

Whatever  rural  feat  (he  now  doth  grace. 

And  (bines  a  goddefs  of  the  plains, 
Impsrial  love  new  triumphs  there  ordains. 

Removes  with  her  from  place  to  place. 
With  her  he  keeps  his  court,  and  where  (he  lives 
he  reigns. 

A  thoufand  bright  attendants  more 

Her  glorious  equipage  compofe  : 

There  circling  pleafure  ever  flows  : 
Friendlhip,  and  arts,  a  wcll-feleiS.-d  (lore, 
Good-humour,  wit,  and  mufic's  foft  delight. 

The  (horten'd  minutes  there  beguile. 
And  fparkling  mirth,  (hat  never  looks  fo  bright. 

As  when  it  lightens  in  Moliuda's  fmile. 

VI. 

Thither,  ye  guardian  powers  (if  fuch  there  are 

deputed  from  the  fky 
To  watch  o'er  human-kind  with  friendly  care). 
Thither,  ye  gentle  fpirlts,  fly  I 
If  goodnefs  like  your  own  can  move 
Your  conftant  zeal,  your  tendered  lovc^ 
For  ever  wait  on  this  accomplifh'd  fair  1 
'  Shield  her  from  every  ruder  breath  of  air, 
Nor  let  invading  fickr.efs  come 
To  blaft  thofe  beauties  in  their  bloom. 
May  no  mifguided  choice,  no  haplefs  doom, 

Difturb  the  heavtn  of  her  fair  life 
With  clouds  of  grief,  or  ihowers  of  melting  tears  5 
.Let  harih  unkindnds,  and  ungenerous  ftrife. 
Repining  difcontent,  and  boding  fears. 
With  every  fliape  of  woe  be  driven  away. 

Let  ghofts  prohibited  the  day. 
Let  Peace  o'er  her  his  dovelike  wings  difp'ay. 
And  fmiling  joys  crown  all  her  blifsful  years  ', 


TO   MR.  CONSTANTINE, 

ON    HIS    P.\INTINGS. 

While  o'er  the  cloth  thy  happy  pencil  flrays, 
And  the  pleas'd  eye  its  artful  courfe  furveys. 
Behold  the  magic  power  of  (liade  and  light '. 
A  new  creation  opens  to  our  fight. 
Here  tufted  groves  rife  boldly  to  the  Iky, 
There  fpacious  lawns  more  diftant  charm  the  eye  5 
The  cryftal  lakes  in  borrow'd  tindures  (hine, 
And  raifiy  hills  the  fair  horizon  join. 
Loft  in  the  azure  borders  of  the  day. 
Like  founds  remote  that  die  in  air  away. 
The  peopled  profptil  various  pleafure  yields. 
Sheep  grace  the  hills,  and  herds  or  fvvains  the  fields; 
Harmonious  order  o'er  the  whole  prefides. 
And  Nature  crowns  the  w.  ik,  which  Judgment; 
guides.  * 
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Nor  with  lefs  (kill  difplay'd  by  thee  appear 
The  different  produdls  of  the  fertile  year; 
While  fruits  with  imitated  ripenefs  glow, 
And  fudden  flowers  beneath  thy  pencil  blow. 
Such,  and  fo  various,  thy  extenfive  hand, 
Oft  in  fufpenfe  the  pleas'd  fpeaators  ftand, 
Doubtful  to  choofe,  and  fearing  flill  to  err, 
■When  to  thyfclf  they  would  thyfelf  preter. 
ISo  when  the  rival  gods  at  Athens  ftrove, 
£y  wondrous  works,  their  power  divine  to  prove, 
As  Neptune's  trident  ftrook  the  teeming  earth, 
Here  the  prcud  horle  upftarted  to  his  birth  ; 
And  there,  as  Pallas  blefs'd  the  fruitful  fcene. 
The  fpreading  oUve  rear'd  its  ftately  green ; 
In  dumb  furprife  the  gazing  crowds  were  loft. 
Nor  knew  on  which  to  fix  their  wonder  moft. 


THE    WORKS    OF    HUGHES. 

Not  Ceres'  fclf  more  bleflings  could  dlfplay, 
When  through  the  earth  flie  toojt  her  wandering 


TO     URANIA, 

ON  HER  ARRIVAL  AT  JAMAICA. 

Through  yielding  waves  the  veffel  fwiftly  flies, 

'i'hat  bears  Urania  from  our  eager  eyes;^ 

Deaf  to  our  call,  the  billows  waft  her  o'er. 

With  fpeed  obfequious  to  a  diftant  (bore ; 

A  prize  more  rich  than  Spain's  whole  fleets  could 

boaft 
From  fam'd  Peru,  or  Chili's  golden  coaft  '. 
There  the  glad  natives,  on  the  crowded  ftrand. 
With  wonder  fee  the  matchlefs  ftranger  land ; 
Tranfplanted  glories  in  her  features  fmile, 
And  a  new  dawn  of  beauty  gilds  their  ifle. 

So  from  the  fea  when  Venus  rofe  ferene. 
And  by  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  firft  was  feen, 
The  watery  world  beheld,  with  pleas'd  furprifc, 
O'er  its  wide  wafte  new  tracks  of  light  arife ; 
The  winds  were  hufh'd,  the  floods  forgot  to  move. 
And  Nature  own'd  th'  aufpicious  Queen  of  Love. 

Henceforth  no  more  the  Cyprian  ifle  be  nam'd. 
Though  for  the  abode  of  that  bright  goddefs  fam'd; 
Jamaica's  happier  groves,  conceal'd  fo  long 
Through  ages  paft,  are  now  the  poets  fong. 
The  Graces  there,  and  Virtues  fix  their  throne ; 
Urania  makes  th'  adopted  land  her  own. 

The  mufe,  with  her  in  thought  tranfported,  fees 
The  opening  fcene,  the  bloomy  plants  and  trees, 
3y  brighter  fkies  rais'd  to  a  nobler  birth, 
And  fruits  deny'd  to  Europe's  colder  earth. 
At  her  approach,  like  courtiers  doubly  gay 
To  grace  the  pomp  of  fome  lov'd  prince's  day, 
The  gladden'd  foil  in  all  its  plenty  fliines, 
Hew  fpreads  its  branching  palms,  and  new  adorns 

its  pines; 
With  gifts  prepares  the  fhining  gueft  to  meet, 
And  pours  its  verdant  offerings  at  her  feet. 
As  in  the  fields  with  pkafure  fiie  appears, 
Smiles  on  the  labourers,  and  their  labours  cheers, 
The  lufcious  canes  with  fv.eeter  juices  flow, 
The  melons  ripen,  and  the  citrons  blow. 
The  golden  orange  take*  a  richer  dye. 
And  flaves  forget  their  toil,  while  fhc  i»  by. 


way, 
Far  from  her  native  coaft,  and  all  around 
Dlffus'd  ripe  harvefts  through  the  teeming  ground. 

Mean  while  our  drooping  vales  deferted  mourn, 
Till  happy  years  bring  on  her  wilh'd  return  ; 
New  honours  then,  Urania,  fhall  be  thine,. 
And  Britain  fhall  again  the  world  outlhine. 

So  when  of  late  our  fun  was  veil'd  from  fight 
In  dark  eclipfe,  and  loft  in  fudden  night, 
A  fhivering  cold  each  heart  with  horror  thrill'd. 
The  birds  forfook  the  fkies,  the  herds  the  field ; 
But  when  the  conquering  orb,  with  one  bright  ray, 
Broke  through  the  gloom, and  re-enthron'd  the  day, 
The  herds  reviv'd.the  birdsrenew'd  their  ftrains,"^ 
Unufual  tranfports  rais'd  the  cheerful  fwains,      V 
And  joy  returning  echo'd  through  ihe  plains,     j 


THE   FOLLOWING 

SUPPLEMENT  AND  CONCLUSION 

4 

To  Mr.  Milton  s  incomparable  Poem,  entitled,  II  Pen. 
ferofo,  or  The  Penfive  Man,  -was  alja  -writ  by 
Mr.  Hughes. 

It  feems  necefTary  to  quote  the  eight  foregoing  lines 
for  the  right  underftanding  of  it. 

*  And  may  at  laft  my  weary  age 
«  Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage, 
'  The  hairy  gown  and  moffy  cell, 
«  Where  I  may  fit,  and  rightly  fpell 
«  Of  every  ftar  that  heaven  doth  Ihew, 
'  And  every  herd  that  fips  the  ds»w  ; 
'  Till  old  experience  do  attain 
<  To  fomething  like  prophetic  ftrain.' 
There  let  tinge's  creeping  winter  ftied 

His  hoary  fnow  around  my  head; 

And  while  I  feel,  by  faft  degrees,  ' 

My  fluggard  blood  wax  chill,  and  freeze, 

Let  thought  unveil  to  my  fixt  eye 

The  fcenes  of  deep  eternity, 

Till  life  diffolving  at  the  view, 

I  wake,  and  find  thofe  vifions  true  '. 


THE  HUE  AND  CRY. 

O  TE9  I — Hear,  all  ye  beaux  and  wits, 

Muficians,  poets,  'fquires,  and  cits, 

All,  who  in  town  or  country  dwell! 

Say,  can  you  tale  or  tidings  tell 

Of  Tortorella's  hafty  flight  ? 

Why  in  new  groves  fhe  takes  delight. 

And  if  in  concert,  or  alone, 

The  cooing  murmurer  makes  her  moan  i 

Now  learn  the  marks,  by  which  you  may 
Trace  cue  and  ftop  the  lovely  ftray  ! 


POEMS. 
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Some  wit,  more  folly,  and  no  care, 
Thoughtlefs  her  condudl,  free  her  air; 
Gay,  fcornful,  fober,  indifcreet, 
In  •'^hom  all  contradi6tions  meet ; 
Civil,  affronting,  peevifh,  eafy, 
Form'd  both  to  charm  you  and  difpleafe  you  ; 
Aluch  want  of  judgment,  none  of  pride, 
Modifh  her  drefs,  her  hoop  full  wide; 
Brown  fkin,her  eyes  of  fable  hue^ 
Angel,  when  pleas'd,  when  vex'd,  a  (hrew. 

Genteel  her  motion,  when  flie  walks, 
Sweetly  (he  fings,  and  loudly  talks; 
Knows  all  the  world,  and  its  affairs. 
Who  goes  to  court,  to  plays,  to  prayers. 
Who  keeps,  who  marries,  fails,  or  thrives, 
Leads  honeft,  or  diftoneft,  lives; 
What  money  match'd  each  youth  or  maid, 
And  who  was  at  each  mafquerade  ; 
Of  all  fine  things  in  this  fine  town, 
She's  only  to  herfelf  unknown. 

By  this  defcription,  if  you  meet  her. 
With  lowly  bows,  and  homage  greet  her; 
And  if  you  bring  the  vagrant  beauty 
Back  to  her  mother  and  her  duty, 
Alk  for  reward  a  lover's  blifs. 
And  (if  flie'll  let  yos)  take  a  kifs; 
Or  more,  if  more  you  wifh  and  may, 
Try  if  at  church  the  words  {he'll  fay, 
Then  make  her,  if  you  can — "  obey." 


THE  PATRIOT. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
WILLIAM  LORD  COfVPER, 

lORD  HIGU  CHANCELLOR  OF  GREAT   BRITAIN. 

How  godlike  is  the  man,  how  truly  great, 
Who,  midft  contending  factions  of  the  ftute, 
In  council  cool,  in  refolution  bold. 
Nor  brib'd  by  hopes,  nor  by  mean  fears  control'd, 
And  proof  alike  againft  both  foes  and  friends, 
Ne'er  from  the  golden  mean  of  virtue  bends  I 
But  w'ifely  fix'd,  nor  to  extremes  inclin'd, 
Maintains  the  fteady  purpofc  of  his  mind. 

So  Atlas,  pois'd  on  his  broad  bafe,  defies 
The  fhock  of  gathering  ftorms  and  wintry  Ikies; 
Above  the  clouds,  ferene,  he  lifts  his  brow. 
And  fees  unmov'd  the  thunder  break  below. 

But  where's  the  patriot,  by  thefe  virtues  known, 
Unf'.vay'd  by  others  paflions,  or  his  own  ? 
Tuft  to  his  prince,  and  to  the  public  true. 
That  ftiuns,  in  all  events,  each  partial  view  ? 
That  ne'er  forgets  the  whole  of  things  to  weigh, 
And  fcorns  the  fhort-liv'd  wil'dom  of  a  day  ? 

If  there  be  one — hold  mnfe,  nor  more  re\«cal — 
(Yet  oh  that  numbers  could  his  name  conceal!) 
"Thrice  happy  Britain,  of  fuch  wealth  poffeft  ! 
Oq  thy  firm  throne,  J  re  at  George,  unfhaken  reft, 


Safe  in  his  judgment,  on  his  faith  rely. 

And  prize  the  worth  which  kingdoms  cannot  buy! 

Rich  in  itfelf,  the  genuine  diamond  fhlnes. 
And  owes  irs  value  to  its  native  mines; 
Ytt  fet  in  Britain's  crown,  drinks  ampler  rays 
Of  the  fun's  light,  and  cafts  a  wider  blaze. 
With  pleafure  we  the  well-plac'd  gem  behold. 
That  adds  a  luftre  to  the  royal  gold. 
Janujity  25.  I7I7-18. 


SECOND  SCENE  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT 

OF 

ORESTES,  A  TRAGEDr. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    EURIPIDES. 

Argument. 
Orefles  had  killed  his  mother  Clytemneftra,  in  re- 
venge of  his  father's  death,  who  was  murdered 
by  her.  This  part  of  the  ftory  is  the  fubjedl  of 
the  Eleflra  of  Sophocles,  where,  in  the  conchi- 
lion  of  the  play,  Clytemneftra  is  heard  behind 
the  fcere  crying  out  in  vain  for  mercy,  while 
her  fon  is  executing  his  revenge.  Perhaps  this 
play  was  written  firft ;  and  Euripides  took  up 
the  ftory  where  the  other  left  off.  The  reflec- 
tion on  his  guilt  in  putting  his  mother  to  death, 
though  a  criminal,  with  his  own  hands,  filled 
Orelles's  mind  with  fo  much  horror  as  after- 
wards caufed  his  diftradlion.  In  this  condition 
he  is  reprefented  in  the  following  fcene,  lying 
on  a  couch,  and  hisfjfter  Eledra,  with  a  chorus 
of  Grecian  women,  waiting  near  him. 

I  fhall  detain  the  reader  no  longer  than  to  obferve, 
that  the  tendcrnefs  of  Eledlra,  and  the  alternate 
ftarts  and  returns  of  madnefs  and  realbn  in  O- 
reftes,  are  touched  with  the  moft  exquifita 
ftrokes  of  nature  and  paffion. 

Chorus,  Orefles,  ElsSlra. 
Chorus, 
Draw  near,  Eledira,  to  thy  brother's  couch; 
See  if  he  breathes;  this  iong-protrafted  reft 
May  end  in  death,  and  fatally  deceive  thee. 
Orefles,  •waiirtg. 
O  fweet  refrefliing  fleep  1  thou  balmy  cure 
Of  ficknefs  and  of  pain  \ 

How  has  thy  gentle  power  at  length  rellev'd  me  '. 
O  foft  oblivion  of  furrounding  ills. 
How  grateful  to  th'  affli(Sed  are  thy  charms  ! 
Where  am  I  ? — fpeak^ — inform  me,  tell  me  whert 
How  came  I  hither  ?  for  I  know  not  how  ! 
Alas  1  I've  lately  been  bereft  of  reafon  1 
And  now  i\a  tradl  of  former  thought  remains. 
EleSira. 
O  my  much-lov'd  Oreftes !  O  my  brother  ! 
With  joy  I've  watch'd  o'er  thy  late  healing  flutn* 

bers. 
jPoms^^lhall  I  help  to  raife  thee  from  thy  couch  f 
jX  iij 
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OreJIes. 
Soft,  I  oray  thee — firft  wipe  away  thefe  drops, 
That  C:  aii  dewy  o'er  my  face. 
Elihrj. 
Ye  gods '. 
Kow  plcafant  Is  this  talk  to  a  fifJer's  love  I 
Oreflfs. 
Come,  let  me  lean  upon  thee  J — how  canft  thcu 
bear  me  ? — 
Put  forth  thy  hand  ;  remove  the  clotted  locks 
That  fhadeiny  Cght;   I  fcarcely  yet  can  fee — 
Ehara. 
O  my  pior  brother  1  how  has  ficknefs  changM 
^        thee  : 
Thy  face,  thy  beard,  fo  long  unwafh'd  deform 

thee, 
And  fprcad  an  unknown  horror  o'er  thy  mien. 
O'tjies. 
I'm  wear)'; — lead  me  to  my  couch  awain. 
AVhen  my  fit  leaves  me  1  am  weak  and  faint, 
And  a  cold  trembling  runs  through  all  my  limbs. 
Ekara. 
Howr  friendly  is  the  litk  man's   bed;  thouth 
pain 
PwcU  there,  yet  there  he  bcfl  may  bear  it. 
"  Orcps.  '  ' 

0  !  help  once  more ;  and  gently  bend  me  for- 

ward. 

Chorus. 
The  fick  are  ever  refllefs; 
TJneafinels  and  pain  make  them  impatient. 
LleRra. 
Wilt  thou  get  up,  and  try  again  to  walk  ?  , 

Change  will  pcfhips  relieve  thee,  \ 

Crejjcs. 

1  fain  would  walk— arid,  fecming  well  awhile. 
Delude  my  anxious  thoughts, 

EUitra. 

Now  hear  me,  brother  ; 
Hear  me,  while  yet  the  cruel  furies  leave  thee 
This  paufefronj  grief,  this  interval  of  reafon. 
"  ■  Orefet.  '      '         " 

Speak  quick  thy  news — if  it  be  good,  'tis  wel- 
C'lme; 
If  ill— I've  load  enough ;  nor  add  thou  more. 
Elciira. 
Then  know  thy  uncle  Menclaus  comes ; 
His  fhif<  is  iu  the  po.  t — 

Oreflet. 

What  doft  thou  fay  ? — 
He  comes,  like  dawning  light,  to  cheer  our  griefs, 
,And  chafe  away  tlie  blacknefs  of  dtfpair; 
^y  father's  brother,  and  his  bell-iov'd  friend ! 
Ehar^. 
He's  now  arriv'd — and  brings  from  conquer'd 
Trny 
His  beauteous  Helen — 

Orcjles. 

Sdv'ft  thou  ? — better  far 
He  came  alone — and  he  alone  furviving  • 
But  i£  with  Helen — then  he  brings  a  curfe, 
A  heavy  curfc — 

IhP.ya. 
1  )ie  race  of  Tyndarus 
pave  through  all  Greece  fprcad  infamy  and  Ihams, 
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Orcp^. 
Beware  then — fhun  the  deeds  of  impious  womeii. 
Wear  no  faife  face — be  good,  as  well  as  feem  fo — 
Beware  1  fay —  • 

ElrBra. 
Alas!  what  means  my  brother?  you  are  chang'd. 
Your  colour  fhifts — your  eyes  look  fiercely  wild— 
Yo«r  fit  returns — O  heaven's  \  he's  loft  again. 
'         Orcjles. 
Mother,    forbear  ! — What !    no    forgivenefs— ■ 
never  ? 

0  !  take  away  thofe  furies — how  they  fhake 
Their  fnaky  locks,  and  grin  around  me  ! 

Ekara. 
Alas  I  poor  wretch;  'tis  thy  own  fear  alarms  thee. 
Compofe  thyfelf :  why  doft  thou  leave  thy  couch  \, 
Here  are  no  fiends;  thou  talk'ft  to  fhapelefs  air. 
^    Or.jl.s. 
Help,  help  me,  Phoebus — See  thole  dogs  of  hell 
With  famifh'd  jaws  gape  horrid  to  devour  me  \ 
Th'  infernal  prieftefTes  look  fiercely  on  me; 
They  thirft  for  blood,  and  I'm  the  dcftin'd  vi(SliniI 
ElsBra. 
Nay,  ftrive  not — for  i  will  not  let  thee  go. 
While  thefe  weak  arms  can  fold  thee — 
Qrcjles. 

What  art  thou  ?      [thee  ; 
One  of  my  curft   tormenters? — Hence — I  know 
Thou  grafp'ft  me  thus  to  plunge  me  down  to  hell. 
Ekara. 
Oh  I   whence   can  wretched  mortals  hope  for 
fuccour. 
When  heaven  is  deaf,  and  all  the  gods  our  foes  '. 
Ortflis. 
Reach  me  the  weapons  of  the  fhooting  god, 
Apollo's  gift,  the  (halts  and  horny  bovv  ; 
With  th.efj  he  bade  me  drive  the  fiends  away, 
When  cruel,  they  attack  me — 
EUara. 

Can  they  feel  \ 
Can  deathlefs  beings  feel  a  mortal  wound  I 

Oreftes. 

They  fliall — or  leave  my  tortur'd  fight — behold! 
Doft  thou  not  fee   their  feather'd   Ihafts  fly  round 

me  } 
Begone,  ye  minifters  of  wrath — Away  I  away! 
I'he  guilt's  not  mine — Hence,'  through  the  yield' 

ing  fkies, 
Fly  fw'ift  to  heaven — and  charge  Apollo  there 
Whole  oracle  becray'd  me — Ah  I   I  faint; 
My  fpirits  fink — Where  am  1  now  ?  Alas  I 
How  have  I  left  my  bed  ? — how  ftray'd  I  hither  ? 
O — I  perceive— once  more  the  raging  waves 
Have  fpent  their  force— and  all  is  calm  again — 
My  filler  .' — weeping  too  ?   Why  doft  thou  turn 
Thy  fate  away,  thus  mufiled  in  thy  garment  I 
T  grieve  to  think  what  I  have  made  thee  fuffer ; 

1  kiiow  my  fickhcfs  bears  too  hard  upon  thee  ; 
Yet  weep  not  for  my  crimes,  unhappy  maid  ! 
The  deed  was  mine — Thou  only  didft  confent  ; 
Twas  I  that  fiew  my  mother — Phoebus  himfelf 
Advis'd  that  impious  aift — the  guilt  be  his,      [me. 
Whofe  words  fpoke  comfort,  but  who  nowfoifakes 
Biit  oh  1  Eledlra,  had  our  father's  fhade 

Betn  prtfei;t  then— had'  f,  before  the  god, 
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Aflc'd  his  confent,  to  ftrike  the  murderefs  dead, 
The  pitying  manes  Aire  had  ftopp'd  my  hand, 
Nor  would  have  wifh'd  for  his  own  life  again, 
Redeem'd  by  guilt,  fo  horrid  in  a  fon. 

Now  wipe  away  thy  tears,  lamenting:  maid ; 
Though  we're  both  wretched,  tears  are  (bed  in  vain ; 
And  when  thou  feed  again  my  faltering  reafon, 
Be  ready  thou  to  rule  my  broken  fenfe, 
And  cqmfort  my  afflidion — And  when  thou 
Shalt  fink  bepeath  ihy  prefling  woes,  I'll  ftrivc 
By  foothing  words  to  mitigate  thy  forrows. 
Such  offices  become  our  fond  affecflion. 

Btjt  now,  retiring  to  thy  own  apartment, 
Let  gentle  flumber  clofe  thy  wakeful  eyes ; 
Then  rife  refrefli'd  ;  anoint  thy  wearied  limbs. 
And  with  due  nourifliment  recruit  thy  fpirits. 
Such  ceafelefs  watchings  vvill  exhauft  thy  ttrcngth. 
And  make  thy  languid  life  a  burden  to  thee. 
Thou  feeft  all  other  friends  are  fled ;  thou  aft 
My  only  folace  in  this  dire  affliction. 
Should'ft  thou  forfake  me  too,  I'm  loft  indeed. 
El  earn. 

O  no !  thy  fitter  never  will  forfake  thee ; 
Nor  only  will  I  live,  but  die,  with  thee; 
What  joy  could  life  afford  a  wretched  woman. 
Bereft  of  father,  brother,  every  friend  ?— 

But  if  you  fo  command,  1  will  retire; 
In  the  meanwhile  compofe  thyfelf  to  reft, 
Reclin'd  upon  thy  couch;  nor  let  vain  terrors 
Roule  thee  again— Thy  own  upbraiding  confcience 
Is  the  revengeful  fiend  that  haunts  thy  breaft  i. 
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Of  the  Right  Honourable 

7IiE  LORD  CHANCELLOR  PARKER. 
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As  father  Thames  pours  out  his  plenteous  urn 
O'er  common  trads,  with  fpeed  his  waters  flow; 

But  where  fome  beauteous  palace  does  adorn 
His  banks,  the  river  feenis  to  move  more  flow ; 

As  if  he  ftopp'd  awhile,  with  confcious  pride, 
Nor  to  the  ocean  would  purfue  his  race. 

Till  he  reflect  its  glories  in  hib  tide. 

And  call  the  wattr-nymphs  around  to  gaze. 

So  in  time's  common  flood  the  huddled  throng 
Of  months  and  hours  unheeded  pafs  away, 

Unlefs  fome  general  good  our  joy  prolong. 
And  mark  the  moments  of  lome  feftal  day. 

Not  fair  July,  though  plenty  clothe  his  fields, 
Though  golden  funs  giake  all  his  mornings  fmile. 

Can  boaft  of  aught  that  fuch  a  triumph  yields. 
As  that  he  gave  a  Parker  to  our  ifle. 

H\il  happy  month  '  fecure  of  lafting  fame  !  • 
Doubly  diftinguifh'd  through  the  circling  year  : 

In  Rome  a  hero  gave  thee  firft  thy  name  ; 
A  patViot'^bixtt^  makes  thee  to  Sritain  dear> 
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TO 

4S0P1CUS  OF  ORCHO MENUS. 

I. 

Ye  heavenly  graces,  who  prefide 
O'er  Minyaea's  happy  foil,  that  breeds. 

Swift  for  the  race,  the  faireft  fteeds ; 
And  rule  the  land,  where  with  a  gentle  tide 

Your  lov'd  Cephifian  waters  glide  ! 
To  you  Orchomenus's  towers  belong. 
Then  hear,  ye  goddefTes,  and  aid  the  fong. 
II. 

Whatever  honours  fliine  below. 

Whatever  gifts  can  move  delight. 
Or  footh  tke  ravifli'd  foul,  or  charm  the  wght, 

To  you  their  power  of  pleafing  owe. 

Fame,  beauty,  wifdom,  you  beftow  ; 
Nor  will  the  gods  tht  facred  banquet  own. 
Nor  on  the  chorus  look  propitious  down. 

If  you  your  prefence  have  dtny'd. 
To  rule  the  banquet,  and  the  chorus  guide. 
111. 

In  heaven  itfelf  all  own  your  happy  care ; 
Blefs'd  by  your  influence  divine. 
There  all  is  good,  and  all  is  fair  : 

On  thrones  fublime  you  there  illuftrious  fliiivf  ; 

Pbc'd  near  Apollo  with  the  golden  lyre, 
You  all  his  harmony  infpire. 

And  warblqd  hymns  to  Jo  jc  perpetual  fing. 

To  Jove,  of  heaven  the  father  and  the  king. 

IV, 

Now.  hear,  Aglaia,  venerable  maid  ! 

Hear  thou  that  tuneful  verfe  doft  love, 
EuphrofynQ  !  join  your  coeleftial  aid. 

Ye  daughters  of  inimortal  Jove  1 
Thalia  too  be  prefent  with  my  lays ; 

Afopicus  has  rais'd  his  city's  name. 

And,  viiSlor  in  th'  Olympic  ftrife,  may  claim. 
From  you  his  juft  reward  of  virtuous  praife. 

v. 
And  thou,  O  Fame  !  this  happy  triumph  fpread  ; 

Fl)f  to  the  regions  of  the  dead,  [found, 

Through  Proferpine's   dark   empire    bear   the 

There  feek  Cleodamus  below. 
And  let  the  plcas'd  paternal  fpirit  know, 
Hpw  on  the  plains  of  Pifa  far  renown'd, 
His  fon,  his  youthful  fon,  of  matchlefs  fpecd. 

Bore  off  from  all  ther  victor's  meed, 
And  with  an   olive  wreath  his  envy'd   temples 
crown'd. 


THE  MORNING  APPARITION. 

Written  ct  Wallingtan-houJ^e^  in  Surry,  th:  Seat  of  Mr. 
Bridges.  • 

All  things  were  hufli'd,  as  noife  itfelf  were  dead; 
No  midnight  mice  ft'rr'd  round  my  filent  bed  ; 
Not  e'en  a  gnat  difturb'd  the  peace  profound, 
Dumb  o'er  my  pillow  hung  my  watch  unwound  ^ 
No  ticking  death-worm  told  a  fancy'd  doom, 
Nor  hidden  cricket  chirrup'd  ir.  the  roo^i  i 
Xiiij 
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No  breeai  tht  cafetncnt  fliook,  or  fann'd  the  leaves, 
Nor  drops  of  rain  fell  foft  from  off  the  eaves ; 
Nor  noify  fplinter  made  the  candle  weep, 
But  the  dim  watchlight  feem'd  itfelf  ail«iep, 
When  tir'd  I  clos'd  my  eyes — How  long  I  lay 
In  flumber  wrappd,  I  lift  not  now  to  fay  ; 
When  hark  !  a  fudden  noife — See  !  open  flies 
The  yielding  door — I.ftarting,  rubb'd  my  eyes, 
Faft  clos'd  awhile;  and  as  their  Hds  I  rear'd. 
Full  at  my  feet  a  tall  thin  form  appear'd, 
"While  through  my  parted  curtains  rufhing  broke 
A  light  like  day,  ere  yet  the  figure  fpoke. 
Cold  fweat  bedew'd  my  limbs — Nor  did  I  dream  ; 
Hear,  mortals,  hear  '.  for  real  truth's  my  theme. 
And  now,  more  bold,  I  rais'd  my  trembling  bones 
To  look — when  lo  !  'twas  honeft  mafter  Jones*  ; 
Who  wav*d  his  hand,  to  banifh  fear  and  forrow. 
Well  charg'd  with  toafl  and  fack,  and  cry'd  "  Good 
"  morrow ." 


WRITTEN  IN  A  WINDOW 

AT  WALLINGTON-HOUSE, 

THEN  THE  SEAT  OF 

THRS.  ELlZABErU  BRIDGES,  1719. 

Fnvy,  if  thy  fearching  eye 
Through  this  window  chance  to  pry. 
To  thy  forrow  thou  (halt  find. 
All  that's  generous,  friendly,  kind, 
Goodnefs,  virtue,  every  grace, 
Dwelline  in  this  happy  place  : 
'Ihen,  if  thou  would'ft  ftiun  this  fight, 
Hence  for  ever  take  thy  flight. 


THE  SUPPLEMENT: 

THE  CHARACTER  OF 

MRS.  ELIZABErH  BRIDGES  \. 

ImprfM. 
Painter,  give  o'er ;  here  ends  thy  feeble  art ; 
For  how  wiit  thou  defcribe  th'  immortal  part  ? 
Though  Kneller's  or  though  Raphael's  flcill  were 

thrne, 
Or  *]ritian's  colours  on  the  cloth  did  fliine. 
The  labour'd  piece  muft  yet  ha!f-firii(h'd  ftand, 
i^nd  mock  the  wcaknefs  of  the  maftcr's  hand. 

Colours  are  hut  the  phantoms  of  the  day, 
With  that  they're  born,  with  that  they  fade  away  ; 
^ikc  beauty's  charms,  they  but  amufe  the  fight, 
jjark  in  Fhcmfelves,  till,  by  refledion  bright. 
With  the  fun's  aid  to  rival  him  they  boaft, 
But  Ight  withdrawn  in  their  own  fhades  are  lofl:. 
Then  what  are  thef«  t'  exprefs  the  living  fire, 
jThe  lamp  within,  that  never  can  expire  ? 

«  The  butler. 

jf  She  died  D?c.  I.  I74S,  aged  ^, 


That  work  can  (m\j  by  the  mufe  be  wrought ; 
Souls  muft    paint  fouU,   and    thought    delineate 
thought. 
Then  painter-mufe  begin,  and  unconfin'd 
Draw  boldly  firft  a  large  extent  of  mind  : 
Yet  not  a  barren  wafte,  an  empty  fpace. 
For  crowds  of  virtues  fill  up  all  the  place. 
See  !  o'er  the  reft  fair  piety  prefides. 
As  the  bright  fun  th'  inferior  planets  guides ; 
To  the  foul's  powers  it  vital  heat  fupplies. 
And  hence  a  thoufand  worthy  habits  rife. 
So  when  that  genial  father  of  the  fpring 
Smiles  on  the  meads,  and  wakes  the  birds  toCng, 
And  from  the  heavenly  bull  his  influence  ftied* 
On  the  parterres  and  fruitful  garden  beds, 
A  theufand  beauteous  births  fhoot  up  to  fight, 
A  thoufand  buds  unfolding  meet  the  light ; 
Each  ufeful  plant  does  the  rich  earth  adorn, 
And  all  the  flowery  univerfe  is  born. 

O  1  could  my  verfe  defcribe  this  facred  queeO) 
This  firft  of  virtues,  awful,  yetferene. 
Plain  in  her  native  charms,  nor  too  fevere. 
Free  from  falfe  zeal,  and  fuperftitious  fear; 
Such  and  fo  bright,  as  by  th'  effefts  we  find 
She  dwells  in  this  felefled  happy  mind, 
The  fource  of  every  good  fliould  ftand  confeft. 
And  all  who  fee  applaud  the  heaven-born  gueft  1 

Proceed,  my  mufe,  next  in  the  pifture  place 
Diffufive  charity  to  human  race. 
Juftice  thou  need'ft  not  in  the  draught  exprefs. 
Since  every  greater  ftill  includes  the  lefs. 
What  were  the  praife  if  virtue  idly  flood. 
Content  alike  to  do  nor  harm  nor  good? 
Though  fhunning  ill,  unacftive  and  fupine. 
Like  painted  funs  that  warm  not  while  they  fliine? 
The  nobler  foul  fuch  narrow  life  difdains. 
Flows  out,  and  meets  another's  joys  and  pains, 
Taftelefs  of  bleflings,  if  poflieft  alone. 
And  in  imparted  pleafures  feeks  its  own. 
Hence  grows  the  fenfe  of  friendfliip's  generous  fires. 
Hence  liberality  the  heart  infpires. 
Hence  ftreams  of  good  in  conftant  aftions  flow. 
And  man  to  man  becomes  a  god  jielow  1 

A  foul  thus  form'd,  and  fuch  a  foul  is  here, 
Needs  not  the  dangerous  teft  of  riches  fear. 
But,  unfubdued  to  wealth,  may  fafely  ftand, 
And  count  o'er  heaps  with  an  unfuUy'd  hand. 
Heaven,  that  knew  this,  and  where  t'  intruft  its 

.    ftore. 
And,  blefliBg  one,  oft'  bleflies  many  more, 
Firft  gave  a  will  to  give,  then  fitly  join'd 
A  liberal  fortune  to  a  liberal  miud. 
With  fuch  a  graceful  eafe  her  bounty  flows;       1 
.She  gives,  and  fcarce  that  ftie's  the  giver  knowrs,/ 
But  fcems  receiving  moft,  when  flie  the  moft  r 
beftows.  J 

Rich  in  herfelf,  well  may  (he  value  more 
Her  wealth  within,  the  mind's  immortal  ftore ; 
Pafllons  fubdued,  and  knowledge  free  from  pride. 
Good  humour,  ever  to  good  fenfe  ally'd, 
Wcll-feafon'd  mirth,  and  wifdom  unfevere. 
An  e|^ual  temper,  and  a  heart  fincere; 
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^ifts  that  alone  from  Nature's  bounty  flow, 
Which  fortune  may  difplay,  but  not  beftow; 
for  wealth  but  fets  the  pidlure  more  in  fight, 
And  brings  the  beauties  or  the  faults  to  light. 
How  true  th*  efteem  that's  founded  in  defert ! 
How  pleafing  is  the  tribute  of  the  heart ! 
Here  wiUing  duty  ne'er  was  paid  in  vain, 
And  ev'n  dependence  cannot  feel  its  chain. 
Yet  whom  fhe  thus  fets  free  flie  clofer  binds, 
(AfFeftion  is  the  chain  of  grateful  minds) 
And,  doubly  bleffing  her  adopted  care. 
Makes  them  her  virtues  with  her  fortune  fhare. 
Leads  by  example,  and  by  kindnefs  guards. 
And  raifi^  firfl  the  merit  Ihe  rewards. 

Oft  too  abroad  (he  cafls  a  friendly  eye. 
As  fhe  would  help  to  every  need  fupply. 
The  poor  near  her  almoft  their  cares  forget. 
Their  want  but  ferves  as  hunger  to  their  meat; 
For,  fince  her  foul's  ally'd  to  human  kind, 
Not  to  her  hoijfe  alone  her  ftore's  confin'd. 
But  pafling  on,  its  own  full  banks  o'erflows, 
Enlarg'd,  and  deals  forth  plenty  as  it  goes. 
Through  fome  fair  garden  thus  a  river  leads 
Its  watery  wealth,  and  firft  th'  inclofure  feeds, 
yifits  each  plant,  and  every  flower  fupplies; 
Or,  taught  in  fportive  fountains  to  arife, 
Cafts  fprinkled  fliowers  o'er  every  figur'd  green  ; 
Or  in  canals  walks  round  the  beauteous  fcene, 
Yet  flops  not  there,  but  its  free  courfe  maintains, 
And   fpreads   gay  verdure   through    th'  adjacent 

plains ; 
The  labouring  hinds  with  pleafure  fee  it  flow, 
And  blefs  thofe  ftreams  by  which  their  paftures 

grow. 

O  generous  ufe  of  power  I  O  virtuous  pride  ! 
Ne'er  may  the  means  be  to  fuch  fouls  deny'd. 
Executors  of  Heaven's  all  bounteous  will. 
Who  well  the  great  Firft-giver's  ends  fulfil, 
Who  from  fuperior  heights  flill  looking  down 
On  glittering  heaps,  which  fcarce  they  think  their 

own, 
Defpife  the  empty  (how  of  ufelefs  ftate. 
And  only  would  by  doing  good  be  great  I 

Now  paufe  awhile,  my  mufe,  and  then  renew 
The  pleafing  talk,  avid  take  a  fecond  view  ! 

**»*****#♦*«## 

A  train  of  virtues  yet  iindrawn  appear ; 

Here  juft  economy,  flridl  prudence  there ; 

Near  liberality  they  ever  Iland  ; 

This  guides  her  judgment,  that  direfts  her  hand. 

By  thefe  fee  wild  profufion  chas'd  away. 

And  wanton  luxury,  like  birds  of  prey. 

Whilft  meek  humility,  with  charms  fercne. 

Forbids  vaiii  pomp  t' approach  the  hallow'd  fcene ; 

Yet  through  hef  veil  the  more  attracts  the  figjit, 

And  on  her  fifler-virtues  cafts  a  light. 

But  wherefore  ftarts  the  painter-mufe,  and  why, 
yht  piece  unfinifh'd,  throws  the  pencil  by  i 
Methinks  ((he  fays)  humility  I  hear, 
jyith  .gentle  voice  reproving,  cry-^Forbcar  I 


Forbear,  rafli  mufe !  nor  longer  now  commend. 
Left  whom  thou  would'ft  defcribe,  thou  fhould'fl 

offend. 
And  in  her  breaft  a  painful  glowing  raife. 
Who,  confcious  of  the  merit,  fhuns  the  praife. 


THE    ECSTACY. 

AN  ODE. 

"  Me  vero  primum  dulces  ante  omnia  mufae 
"  Accipiant,  coelique  vias  ct  fidera  monftrent.'* 

ViRC. 

Advertifement. 

It  may  be  proper  to  acquaint  the  reader  that  the 
following  poem  was  begun  on  the  model  of  a 
Latiji  ode  of  Cafimire,  intituled  e  Rebus  Humanit 
ExceJfuSf  from  which  it  is  plain  that  Cowley 
likewife  took  the  firft  hint  of  his  ode  called  the 
Ecjlacy.  The  former  part,  therefore,  is  chiefly 
an  imitation  of  that  ode,  though  with  confider- 
able  variations,  and  the  addition  of  the  whole 
fecond  ftanza,  except  the  firft  three  lines  :  but 
the  plan  itfelf  feeming  capable  of  a  farther  im- 
provement, the  latter  part,  which  attempts  a 
Ihort  view  of  the  heavens  according  to  the  mo- 
dern philofophy,  is  entirely  original,  and  not 
founded  on  any  thing  in  the  Latin  author. 


I  LEAVE  mortality's  low  fphere. 

Ye  winds  and  clouds,  come  lift  me  high^ 

And  on  your  airy  pinions  bear 

Swift  through  the  regions  of  the  fky. 

What  lofty  mountains  downward  fly ! 

And  lo,  how  wide  a  fpace  of  air 

Extends  new  profpedts  to  my  eye  ! 

The  gilded  fanes,  reJledling  light, 

And  royal  palaces,  as  bright, 
(The  rich  abodes 

Of  heavenly  and  of  earthly  god?) 

Retire  apace  ;  whole  cities  too 

Decreale  beneath  my  rifingview. 
And  now  far  ofFthe  rolling  globe  appears; 

its  fcatter'd  nations  I  furvey. 

And  all  the  mafs  of  earth  and  fea; 

Oh  object  well  deferving  tears  1 

Capricious  ftate  of  things  below,  [know ! 

That,  changeful  from  their  birth,  no  fix'd  duratioa 
II. 

Here  new-built  towns,  afpiring  high, 

Alcend,  with  lofty  turrets  crown'd  ; 

There  others  fall,  and  mouldering  lie, 
Obfcute,  or  only  by  their  ruins  found. 
Palmyra's  far-extended  wafte  I  fpy, 

(Once  Tadmor,  ancient  in  renown) 
Her  marble  heaps,  by  the  wild  Arab  fhowfl. 

Still  load  with  ufelefs  pomp  the  ground. 
But  where  is  lordly  Babylon  ?  where  now 

Lifts  file  to  heaven  her  giant  brow  ? 
Where  does  the  wealth  of  Nineveh  abound  ? 

Or  Where's  the  pride  of  Afric's  ftiore  ? 

Is  Romeo's  great  rival  thgn  no  more  ? 
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In  Rome  herfetf  behold  th'  extremes  of  fate, 
Ker  ancient  greacnefs  funk,  lier  modern  boaftcd 
flate ! 
See  her  luxurious  palaces  arife, 

With  broken  arches  mixt  between '. 
And  here  what  fplendid  domes  poffcfs  the  fkies ! 
And  there  old  temples,  open  to  the  day, 
Their  walls  o'ergrown  with  mof*  difplay; 
And  columns,  awful  in  decay,  [fcene. 

Rear  up  their  rooflefs  heads  to  form  the  various 
in. 
Around  the  fpace  of  earth  I  turn  my  ey^ ; 
But  where's  the  region  free  from  woe  ? 
Where  (hall  the  mufe  one  little  fpot  defcry 
The  feat  of  happinefs  below  ? 
Here  peace  would  all  its  joys  difpenfe, 
The  vines  and  olives  unmolefted  grow, 
But  lo  I  a  purple  peftilence 
Unpeoples  cities,  fwecps  the  plains, 
Whilft  vainly  through  deferted  fields 
Her  unreap'd  harvefts  Ceres  yields. 
And  at  the  noon  of  day  a  midnight  filence  reigns. 
There  milder  heat  the  healthful  climate  warms, 
But,  flaves  to  arbitrary  power. 
And  pleas'd  each  other  to  devour, 
The  mad  pofTeffors  rulh  to  arms. 
I  fee,  1  fee  them  from  afar, 
I  view  diftindt  the  mingled  war  I 
I  fee  the  changing  fquadrons  preft 
Hand  to  hand,  and  breafl  to  breaft. 
Deftrudtion,  like  a  vulture,  hovers  nigh ; 
Lur'd  with  the  hope  of  human  blood. 
She  hang-i  upon  the  wing,  uncertain  where  to  fly. 
But  licks  her  drowthy  jaws,  and  waits  die  promis'd 
food. 

IV. 

Here  cruel  Difcord  takes  a  wider  fcene, 
To  exercife  more  unrelenting  rage ; 
Appointed  fleets  their  numerous  powers  engage, 

With  fcarce  a  fpace  of  fea  between. 
Hark !  what  a  brazen  burft  of  thunder 
Rends  the  elements  afunder  1 
AfTrighttd  Ocean  flies  the  roar, 
And  drives  the  billows  to  the  dillant  fliore; 
The  diftant  ftiore, 
That  fuch  a  ftorm  ne'er  felt  before, 
Tranfmits  it  to  the  rocks  around ; 
The  rock*  and  hollow  creeks  prolong  the  rolling 
found. 

V. 

Still  greater  horrors  ftrike  my  eyes. 
Behold  convuifive  earthquakes  there 
And  fliatter'd  land  in  pieces  tear, 
And  ancient  cities  fink,  and  fudden  mountains  rife ! 
Through  opening  mines  th'  aftonifh'd  wretches  go, 
Hurry'd  to  unknown  depths  below. 
The  bury'd  ruin  fleeps ;  and  nought  remains 

But  duft  above  and  defart  plains, 
Unfcfs  fome  flone  this  fad  infciiption  wear, 

Rais'd  by  fome  future  traveller, 
«  The  prince,  his  people,  and  his  kingdom,  here, 
"  One  common  tomb  contains." 

VI, 

Again,  behold  where  feas,  difdaining  bound, 
O'er  the  firm  land  wfiiiping  ri;lc. 


And  bury  fpacious  towns  beneath  their  fwcepiilg 

tide.  [found. 

Dalh'd  with  the  fudden  flood  the  vaulted  temples 

Waves  roll'd  on  waves,  deep  burying  deep,  lift 

high 
A  watery  monument,  in  which  profound 
The  courts  and  cottages  together  lie. 
Ev'ji  now  the  fioating  wreck  I  fpy, 
Apd  the  wide  furface  far  around 
With  fpoils  of  plunder'd  countries  crown'd. 
Such,  Belgia,  was  tlie  ravage  and  affright, 
When  late  thcu  faw'ft  thy  ancient  foe 
Swell  o'er  thy  digues,  oppos'd  in  vain. 
With  deadly  rage,  and  rifiiig  in  its  might 
Pour  down  fwift  ruin  on  thy  plains  below. 
Thus  fire,  and  air,  and  eartfi,  and  main, 
A  never-ceafing  fight  maintain. 
While  man  on  every  fide  is  liire  to  lofe; 
And  fate  has  furnifli'd  out  the  ftage  of  life 
With  war,  misfortune,  and  with  ftrife ;     [woes. 
Till  death  the  curtain  drops,  and  ijiuts  the  fcene  of 

Vli. 

But  why  do  I  delay  my  flight  ? 

Or  on  fuch  gloomy  objecfts  gaze  ? 
I  go  to  realms  ferenc  with  ever-living  light. 
Hafl:e,  clouds  and  whirlwinds,  hafle  a  raptur'd  bard 
to  raife ; 
Mount  me  fublime  along  the  Ihining  way. 
Where  planets,  in  pure  llreams  of  aether  driv'n, 

Swim  through  the  blue  expanfe  of  heay'n. 
And  lo  !  th' obfequious  clouds  and  winds  obey! 
And  lo  !  again  the  nations  downwards  fly, 
Andwide-ftretch'd  kingdoms  perifh  from  my  eye. 

Heaven  1  what  bright  vifions  now  arife  1 
What  opening  worlds  my  ravifh'd  fenfe  furprife  ! 
I  pafs  cerulean  gulfs,  and  now  behold 
New  folid  globes  their  weight,  felf-balanc'd,bear, 

Uriprop'd  amidft  the  fluid  air, 
And  all,  around  the  central  fun,  in  circling  eddies 
roll'd. 
Unequal  in  their  courfe  fee  they  advance. 

And  form  the  planetary  dance ! 
Here  the  pale  moon,  whom  the  fame  laws  ordain 

T'  obey  the  earth,  and  rule  the  main  ; 
Here  fpots  no  more  in  fliadowy  flreaks  appear  ; 

But  lakes  inftead,  and  groves  of  trees. 

The  wondering  mufe  tranfported  fees, 
And  their  tall  heads  difcover'd  mountains  rear. 
And  now  once  more  i  downward  call  my  fight. 
When  lo  1  the  earth  a  larger  moon,  difplay s 
Far  off,  amidft  the  heavens,  her  filver  face, 
And  to  her  fifter  moon  by  turns  gives  light  I 
Her  feas  are  fliadowy  fpots,  her  land  a  milky  white. 

VIII. 

What  power  unknown  my  courfe  flill  upward^ 

guides, ' 
Where  Mars  is  feen  his  ruddy  rays  to  throw 
Through  heatlefs  ikies  that  round  him  feem  to 
glow,  [fides  i 

And  where  remoter  Jove  o'er  his  four  moons  pre- 
And  now  I  urge  my  way  more  bold, 
Unpierc'd  by  Saturns  chilling  cold,     [behold. 
And  pafs  his  planetary  guards,  and  his  bright  riug 
Here  the  fun's  beams  fo  faintly  play. 
The  mingled  fliades  almoft  extinguilh  da]f.     . 
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His  rays  reverted  hence  the  fire  withdraws, 
For  here  hii  wide  dominions  end  ; 

And  other  funs,  that  rule  by  nther  laws, 
Hither  their  bordering  realms  extend. 

IX. 

And  now  far  cff  through  the  blue  vacant  borne, 

1  reach  at  laft  the  milky  road, 
Once  thought  to  lead  to  Jovc''s  fupreme  abode, 
Where  ftars,  profufe  in  heaps,  heaven's  glittering 
heights  adorn. 
Lofl  in  each  other's  neighbouring  rays,    [blaze. 
They  undiftinguifh'd   fhiiie   in    one   promifcuous 
So  thick  the  lucid  gems  are  fttown, 
As  if  th'  x4.hiiighty  builder  here  * 

L,ajd  up  his  ilores  for  many  a  fphere 
In  deflin'd  worlds,  as  yet  unknown. 
Hither  the  nightly-wakeful  fwain, 
That  guards  his  folds  upon  the  plain, 

Oft  turns  his  gazing  eyes, 
Yet  marks  no  ftars,  but  o'er  his  head 
Beholds  the  ftreamy  twilight  fpread, 
Like  diflant  morning  in  the  Ikies ; 
And  wonders  from  what  lource  its  dawning  fplen- 
dors  rife. 

X. 

But  lo  ! — what's  this  I  fee  appear  ? 
It  feems  far  off  a  pointed  flame  ; 
From  earth-wdrds  too  the  fnining  meteor  came. 
How  fwift  it  climbs  th'  aerial  fpace  1 
And  now  it  traverfes  each  fphere, 
And  feems  fome  living  guefl,  familiar  to  the  place. 
Tis  he — as  I  approach  more  near 
The  great  Columbus  of  the  flcies  I  know ! 
'Tis  Newton's  foul,  that  daily  travels  here 
In  fearch  of  knowledge  for  mankind  below. 
O  flay,  thtiu  happy  fpirit,  ftay,  [day  ; 

And  lead  me  on  through  all  th'  unbeaten  wilds  of 
As  when  the  Sibyl  did  Rome's  father  guide 
Safe  through  the  downward  roads  of  night, 
And  in  Elyfium  bleft  his  light 
With  views  till  then  to  mortal  eyes  deny'd. 
Here  let  me,  thy  companion,  ftray 
From  orb  to  orb,  and  now  behold 
Unnumber'd  funs,  all  feas  of  molten  gold  ; 
And  trace  each  comet's  wandering  way, 
And  now  defcry  light's  fountain-head, 
And  meafure  its  defccnding  Ipeed  ; 
Or  learn  how  fun-born  colours  rife 
In  rays  diflindl,  and  in  the  fkifs 
Blended  in  yellow  radiance  flow. 
Or  flain  the  fleecy  cloud,  or  ftreak  the  watery  bow ; 

Or  now  diifus'd  their  beauteous  tin(3ures  fhed 
On  every  planet's  rifl;;g  hills,  and  every  verdant 
mead. 

XI. 

~  Thus,  rais'd  fublime  on  contemplation's  wings, 
Freih  wonders  I  would  ftill  explore. 
Still  the  great  Maker's  power  adore, 
L.O&  in  the  thought — nor  ever  more 
Return  to  earth,  and  earthly  things; 

But  here  with  native  freedom  take  my  flight. 
An  inmate  of  the  heavens,  adopted  into  iig])t  1 

So  for  a  while  the  royal  eagle's  brood 
In  hfs  loA-  nefl  fecurely  lies, 

Aiiiid  the  darknefs  of  the  Iheltering  wood, 
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Yet  there  with  in-born  vigour  hopes  the  Ikies : 
Till  fledg'd  with  wings  full-grown, and  bold  to  rife, 

The  bird  of  heaven  to  heaven  afpires. 
Soars  'midft  the  meteors  and  celeftial  fires 
With  generous  pride  his  humbler  birth  difdalns, 
And  bears  the  thunder  through  th'  athercal  plains. 


THE  TENPH  BOOK 

OF 

LUC  AN' S  PHARSALIA, 

TRANSLATED. 

The  Argument  and  ConneSiion  of  the  Story  tvHh  th» 
foregoing  Books. 

Pompey,  flying  to  Egypt,  after  his  defeat  at  Phar. 
falia,  was,  by  the  king's  confent,  bafely  mur- 
dered by  Pothinus,  and  his  head  prefented  to 
Cxfar,  as  he  approached  the  Egyptian  coafl,  in 
purfuit  of  his  eueniy.  The  poet  having  repre- 
fented  this  cataftrophe  in  the  two  former  books; 
the  argument  of  the  tenth  book  is  as  follows  :  * 

Caefar  lands  in  Egypt.  He  goes  to  Alexandria; 
yifits  the  temple,  and  the  fepulchre  of  the  kings, 
in  which  Alexander  the  Great"  was  buried.  The 
poet,  in  a  beautiful  digreffion,  declaims  againft 
the  ambition  of  that  monarch.  Ptolemy,  ths 
young  king  of  Egypt,  meets  Csefar  at  his  arri- 
val, and  receives  him  into  his  palace.  His  fifler 
Cleopatra,  who  had  been  kept  a  prifoner  in 
Pharos,  makes  her  efcape,  and  privately  getting 
admittance  to  Csefar,  implores  hjs  protection. 
By  his  means  fhe  is  reconciled  to  her  brother  ; 
after  which  fiie  entertains  Csefar  at  a  feaft.  The 
fupper  being  ended,  Csfar  requefts  of  Achoreus, 
the  prieft,  an  account  of  the  antiquities  of  Eo-ypt 
particularly  of  the  river  Nile.  Achoreus's reply! 
The  courfe  of  that  river  defcribed,  with  an  enu- 
meration of  the  various  opinions  conceruin»  its 
fpring,  and  the  caufes  of  its  overilowing.  Po- 
thinus plots  the  death  of  Cxfar.  His  meffage 
to  Achillas  to  invite  him  to  join  in  this  attempt. 
Achillas  marches  againfl  Alexandria  with  an 
army  compofed  of  Egyptians  and  Romans,  and 
befieges  Csfar  in  the  palace,  who  feizcs  Ptolemy 
as  a  pledge  for  his  own  fecurity.  A  herald 
fent  from  the  king  to  inquire  the  caufe  of  this 
tumult,  is  flain.  An  attack  being  m.ade,  Cjefar 
defends  himfelf,  burns  the  Egyptian  fhips  in  the 
harbour,  and  polTcfTes  himfeif  of  Pharos,  where 
he  puts  Pothinus  to  death.  Arfinoe,  younger 
filler  of  Ptolemy,  by  the  aid  of  Ganimede,  her 
governor,  arriving  in  the  camp,  caufes  Achillas 
to  be  flain.  Ganimede  renews  the  attack  againfl 
Cxfar,  who  is  blocked  up  in  Pharos,  and  re- 
duced to  the  greatefl  extremity. 

When  conquering  Csfar  follow 'd  to  the  land 
His  rival's  head,  and  trod  the  barbarous  flrand, 
His  fortune  flrove  with  guilty  Egypt's  fate 
In  doubtful  fightj  and  this  the  dire  debate  f 
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Shall  Roman  arms  great  Lagus'  realm  enthrall  ? 
Or  (hall  the  vidlor,  like  the  vanquifli'd,  fall 
By  Egypt's  fword  ?  Pompey,  the  ghoft  withftood 
Tb'  impending  blow,  and  fav'd  the  general's  blood. 
Left  Rome,  too  happy  after  lofs  of  thee, 
Should  rule  the  Nile,  herfelf  from  bondage  free- 
Secure,  and  with  this  barbarous  pledge  content, 
To  Alexandria  now  the  conqueror  went. 
The  crowd  that  faw  his  entry,  while,  before. 
Advancing  guards  the  rods  of  empire  bore, 
In  murmur'd  founds  their  jealous  rage  difclos'd, 
At  Roman  rites  and  foreign  law  impos'd. 
Obferving  Csefar  foon  his  error  fpy'd. 
That  not  for  him  his  mighty  rival  dy'd. 
Yet  fmooth'd  his  brow,  all  marks  of  fear  fupprefs'd, 
And  hid  his  cares,  deep  buty'd  in  his  breafl. 

Then  with  intrepid  mien  he  tlaok  his  way,     "^ 
The  city  walls  and  temples  to  furvey,  / 

Works  which  thy  ancient  power,  great  Macedon,f 
difplay.  j 

He  view'd  the  fplendid  fanes  with  carelefs  eyes. 
Shrines  rich  with  gold  and  facred  myfteries. 
Nor  fix'd  his  fight,  but,  eager  in  his  pace, 
Dcfcends  the  vault,  which  .holds  the  royal  race. 
Philip's  mad  fon,  the  profperous  robber,  bound 
In  fate's  eternal  chains,  here  fleeps  profound. 
Whom  death  forbad  his  rapines  to  purfue, 
And  in  the  world's  revenge  the  monfter  flew. 
His  impious  bones,  which, through  each  climauetoft, 
The  fport  of  winds,  or  in  the  ocean  loft. 
Had  met  a  juflcr  fate,  this  tomb  obtain'd, 
And  facred,  to  that  kingdom's  end,  remain'd. 
O  !  fhould  aufpicious  years  roll  round  again. 
And  godlike  liberty  refume  her  reign, 
Prcferv'd  to  fcorn  the  relics  would  be  fliown 
Of  the  bold  chief,  whofe  boundlefs  pride  alone 
This  curfl  example  to  ambition  gave. 
How  many  realms  one  mortal  can  enflave  ! 

Difdainlng  what  his  father  won  before, 
Afpiring  ftill,  and  reftlefs  after  more. 
He  left  his  home;  while  fortune  fmooth'd  his  way, 
Atid  o'er  the  fruitful  eaft  eJWarg'd  his  fway. 
Red  flaughter  mark'd  his  progrefs,  as  he  paft; 
The  guilty  fword  laid  human  nature  wafle, 
Difcolour'd  Ganges'  and  Euphrates*  flood, 
With  Perfian  this,  and  that  with  Indian  blood. 
He  feem'd  in  terror  to  the  nations  fent,  ") 

The  wrath  of  heaven,  a  ftar  of  dire  portent,        C 
And  fhook,  like  thunder,  all  the  continent !  j 

Nor  yet  content,  a  navy  he  provides. 
To  feas  remote  his  triumphs  now  he  guides, 
Nor  winds  nor  w^ves  his  progrefs  could  with-") 
fland;  / 

Nor  Liby's  fcorching  heat,  and  defart  land,         t 
Nor  rolling  mountains  ef  colle(5ted  fand.  j 

Had  Heaven  but  giv'n  him  line,  he  had  outrun 
The  farcheft  journey  of  the  fetting  fun, 
March'd  round  the  poles,  and  drank  difcover'd  Nile 
At  his  fpring-head — But  winged  fate  the  while 
Comes  on  with  fpeed,  the  funeral  hour  draws  near ; 
Death  onl^r  could  arr«Il  his  mad  career^ 


Who  to  his  grave  the  world's  fole  empire  bore, 
With  the  fame  envy  'twas  acquir'd  before; 
And,  wanting  a  fucceffor  to  his  reign, 
Left  all  to  fuffer  conqueft  once  again. 

Yet  Babylon  firft  yielded  to  his  arms, 
And  Parthia  trembled  at  his  proud  alarms. 
Oh  fliame  to  tell !  could  haughty  Parthia  fear 
The  Grecian  dart,  and  not  the  Roman  fpear  ? 
What  though  the  north,  and  fouth,  and  weft,  arc 

ours, 
Th'  unconquer'd  eaft  defies  our  feeble  powers, 
So  fatal  once  to  Rome's  great  Crafll  known, 
A  province  now  to  Pella's  puny  town. 

Now  from  Pelufium,  where  expanding  wide 
Nile  pours  into  the  fea  his  ample  tide. 
Came  the  boy-king ;  his  prefence  foon  appeas'd 
The  people's  rage,  and  giddy  tumult  ceas'd. 
In  Egypt's  palace,  Csefar  fleeps  fecure ; 
This  princely  hoftage  does  awhile  enfure 
His  terms  of  peace ;  when  lo  !  the  fifter-queen, 
In  a  fmall  boat  conceal'd,  fecurely  mean, 
With  gold  corrupts  the  keeper  of  the  port. 
And  undifcover'd  lands,  and  lurks  within  the  court. 
The  royal  whore  I  her  country's  worft  difgrace. 
The  fate  and  fury  of  the  Roman  race  ! 
As  Helen's  foft  incendiary  charms 
Provok'd  the  Grecian  and  the  Trojan  arms. 
No  lefs  did  Cleopatra's  eyes  infpire 
Italian  flames,  and  fpread  the  kindled  fire. 
A  rabble  rout,  a  vile  enervate  band 
Prefum'd  th'  imperial  eagles  to  withftand ; 
Canopus  march'd,  a  woman  at  their  head. 
And  then,  if  ever,  Rome  knew  aught  of  dread. 
E'en  mighty  Rome  with  terror  heard  the  jar,     "^ 
Of  clatter'd  cymbals  tinkling  to  the  waf',^  / 

And  fhook  her  lofty  towers,  and  trembled  from  f" 

afar.  j 

What  triumphs  had  proud  Alexandria  feen. 
Had  great  Odavius  then  a  captive  been, 
When  hovering  vi6tory,  at  Leucate's  bay,  T 

Hung  on  her  wings,  and  'twas  a  ftiife  that  day,  > 
If  the  loft  world  a  diftaflf  Ihould  obey.  J 

From  that  curft  night  this  daring  hope  arofe. 
That  (hameful  night,  the  fource  of  future  woes. 
Which  firft  commenc'd  polluted  loves,  between 
A  Roman  general  and  Egyptian  queen. 
O  who  can  Anthony's  wild  pallion  blame  ? 
Ev'n  Casfar's  flinty  heart  confefs'd  the  foftening 

flame! 
The  foul  adulterer,  reeking  with  the  ftains 
Of  impious  flaughter  on  TheflaUan  plains, 
Unwafli'd  from  blood,  amidft  the  rage  of  war, 
In  joys  obfcene  forgets  his  cruel  care.  [walls, 

Though  Pompey's  ghoft  yet  haunt  thofe  barbarous 
And  howling  in  his  ears  for  vengeance  calls, 
Secure  in  guilt,  he  hugs  a  harlot's  charniR, 
And  mingles  lawlefs  love  with  lawlefs  arms. 
Nor  mindful  of  his  chafter  progeny, 
A  baftard-brother,  Julia,  gives  to  thee. 
His  rallying  foes  on  Libyan  plains  rejoin ; 
Luxurious  Cxfar,  fliamefully  fupinc, 
Foregoes  his  gains,  and  for  a  kifs  or  fmilc 
SelU  the  dear  purdule  of  his  martial  toil. 
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H!m  Cleopatra  fought  t'  efpoufe  her  care  5 
Prefiiming  of  her  charms,  the  mournful  fair 
In  wild  diforder  loos'd  her  lovely  hair. 
And,, with  a  face  inviting  fure  relief, 
la  tender  accents  thus  dilclos'd  her  grief : 


Great  Caefar,  look !  of  Lagus*  royal  race. 
So  thou  reflore  me  to  my  rightful  place, 
I  kneel  a  queen.     Expell  d  my  father's  throne, 
My  hope  of  fuccour  is  in  you  alone. 
You  rife  a  profperous  (tar  to  Egypt's  aid ; 
O  fhine  propitious  on  an  injur'd  maid  ! 
My  fex  has  oft  the  Pharian  fceptre  fway'd, 
For  fo  the  laws  admit.     Let  Casfar  read 
Our  parent's  will ;  my  brother's  crown  and  bed 
Are  mine  to  Iharc,  and  were  the  youth  but  free 
From  fancy  tutors,  he  would  marry  me. 
But  by  Pothinus'  nod  his  paffions  move, 
Pothinus  wields  his  fword,  and  manages  his  love. 
Forbid  that  crime ;  I  freely  quit  my  claim, 
But  fave  from  fuch  reproach  our  houfe  and  name. 
Refcue  the  royal  boy  from  mean  command, 
P.eftorc  the  fceptre  to  his  trembling  hand. 
This  vile  domeftic's  lawlefs  pride  reftrain,    [reign. 
Remove  the  traitor-guard,  and  teach  the  king  to 
Th'  imperious  11a ve,  who  kill'd  great  Caefar's  fue, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  would  murder  Caefar  too, 
But  far,  far  hence,  ye  gods,  avert  the  threatened 

blow  1 
Let  Pompey's  head  fuffice  Pothinus'  fame, 
Nor  let  a  nobler  death  increafe  our  fhamc ! 

Here  paus'd  the  queen,  and  fpoke  in  looks  the 
reft ; 
Not  words  alone  could  move  his  favage  breaft  ; 
Her  eyes  enforce  her  prayers,  foft  beauty  pleads. 
And  brib'd  the  judge  ;  a  night  of  guilt  fucceeds. 
Then  foon  for  peace  th'  affrighted  brother  fought. 
And  with  rich  gifts  his  reconcilement  brought. 

Affairs  united  thus,  the  court  ordains 
A  folemn  feaft,  where  joy  tumultuous  reigns. 
Here  Cleopatra's  genius  firll  was  fhown. 
And  arts  till  then  to  frugal  Rome  unknown. 
1"he  hall  a  temple  feem'd  ;  corrupter  days 
Scarce  to  the  gods  would  fuch  a  flrudlure  raife. 
Rich  was  the  fretted  roof,  and  cover 'd  o'er 
With  ponderous  gold;  ail  onyx  was  the  floor. 
Nor  marble  plates  alone  the  walls  incas'd, 
Beauteous  to  fight,  and  all  th'  apartment  grac'd ; 
But  folid  pillars  of  thick  agate  flood. 
And  ebony  fupply'd  fur  common  wood. 
Ivory  the  doors,  with  Indian  tortoife  feen 
Inlaid,  and  ftudded  emerald  between. 
The  beds  too  flione,  profufe  of  gems,  on  high, 
The  coverings  Tyrian  filk,  of  double  dye, 
Embroider'd  part  with  gold,  with  fcarlet  part, 
A  curious  mixture  of  Egyptian  art. 

And  now  the  crowd  of  menial  flaves  appears, 
,    Of  various  fkin,  and  fize,  and  various  years. 
Some  fwarthy  Africans  with  frizzled  hair ; 
Black  Ethlops  thefe;  andthofe,  like  Germans,  fair, 
With  yellow  locks, which,  Cjefar  owns,  outftjine 
in  colour  cv'n  the  natives  of  the  Rhine; 


Befides  th'  unhappy  youth  by  fteel  unmann'd, 
And  foften'd  from  their  fex,  a  beardlefs  band ; 
An  abler  train  was  rang'd  in  adverfe  rows, 
Yet  fcarce  their  cheeks  did  the  firfl:  down  difclofe. 

The  princes  took  their  feats ;  amid  the  reft 
Sat  lordly  Caifar,  their  fuperior  gueft. 
Proud  Cleopatra,  not  content  alone 
T'  er.joy  a  brother-fpoufe,  and  fhare  his  throne. 
Had  llain'd  her  cheeks,  and  arm'd  with  artful") 
Her  fatal  eyes,  new  conqueft  to  prepare  ;  [care  f 
Bright  jewels  grac'd  her  neck,  and  fparkled  in  T 
her  hair.  3 

O'ercharg'd  with  fpoils  which  the  Red  Sea  fup- 
ply'd, 
Scarce  can  (he  move  beneath  the  ponderous  pride. 
Sidonian  filk  herfnowy  breafls  array 'd. 
Which    through  the   net-work   veil  a  thoufand 

charms  difplay'd. 
Here  might  be  feen  large  oval  tables  wrought 
Of  citron  from  Atlantic  forefts  brought. 
Their  treffels  ivory ;  not  fo  rich  a  fort 
Was  Caefar's  prize  in  vanquifh'd  Juba's  court. 
Blind  oflentatious  madnefs  1  to  difplay  "y 

Your  wealth  to  whom  ev'n  civil  war's  a  play,    C 
And  tempt  an  armed  gueft  to  feize  the  prey !      1 
Grant  riches  not  the  puipofe  of  his  toil. 
Nor  with  rapacious  arms  to  hunt  for  fpoil. 
Think  him  a  hero  of  that  charter  time, 
When  poverty  was  praife  and  gold  a  crime* 
Suppofe  Fabricius  prefent  at  the  fhow. 
Or  the  rough  conful  chofen  from  the  plough. 
Or  virtuous  Curius ;  each  would  wifti  to  come 
With  fuch  a  triumph  back  to  wondering  Romc^ 

What  earth  and  air,  the  fea  and  Nile  afford. 
In  golden  veffels  heaps  the  plenteous  board; 
Whate'er  ambitious  luxury  could  find  -\ 

Through  the  fearch'd  globe,   and   more  than/ 

want  enjoin'd ;  [kind.f 

Herds  of  Egyptian  gods,  and  fowl  of  various j 
In  cryllal  ewers  Nilus  fupplics  around 
His  pureft  flreams ;  vaft  glittering  bowls  abound 
With  wine  from  Mcroe's  ifle,  whofe  noble  age. 
Fermenting,  fparkles  with  ungovern'd  rage  : 
With  twilled   wreaths,   which  fragrant  flowerfr 

compofe. 
Delightful  nard,  and  ever-blooming  rofff, 
They  crown  their  brows;  and  ftrow  their  oily  hair 
With  fpice  from  neighbouring  fields,  not  yet  cx-» 

pir'd  in  air. 
Here  Cajfar  learns  the  fruitful  world  to  drain. 
While  confcious  thoughts  his  fecret  foul  arraign ; 
Blufhing  he  inward  mourns  the  dire  debate         ") 
With  his  poor  fun,  but  mourns,  alas  I  too  late,  C 
And  longs  for  war  with  Egypt's  wealthy  flatc.  j 

At  length,  the  tumult  of  the  banquet  o'er. 
When  fated  luxury  requir'd  no  more, 
Casfar  protracts  the  liknt  hours  of  night. 
And,  turning  to  Achoreus,  cloth'd  in  white. 
High  on  a  lofty  couch — Say,  holy  feer  I 
Whofe  hoary  age  thy  guardian  gods  revere, 
Devoted  to  their  rites  !  wilt  thou  relate 
rhc  rife  and  progrefs  of  the  Pharian  (late  ? 
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Defcribe  the  land's  extent,  what  humours  fway ") 
The  people's  minds,  and  to  what  powers  you  ( 

pray,  \ 

What  cuiloms  keep,  and  what  devotion  pay.     J 
Whatc'er  your  ancient  monuments  contain. 
Produce  to  light,  and  willing  gods  explain. 
If  Plato  once  obtaln'd  a  hke  requeft, 
To  whom  your  fires  their  myftic  rites  confeft^ 
This  let  me  boaft,  perhaps  you  have  not  here 
A  meaner  gueft,  or  lefs  judicious  ear. 
Fame  of  my  rival  led  me  firft,  'tis  true, 
To  Egypt's  coaft,  yet  join'd  with  fame  of  you. 
1  ftill  had  vacant  hours  amidft  my  wars. 
To  read  the  heavens,  and  to  review  the  ftars ; 
Henceforth  all  kalendars  mud  yield  to  mine, 
And  ev'n  Eudoxus  fhall  the  paim  refign. 
But  mere  than  all,  the  love  of  truth,  which  fires 
My  glowing  brcafl,  an  ardent  wifh  infpires 
To  learn  what  numerous  a<res  ne'er  could  know, 
Your  river's  fource,  and  cauffs  of  its  flow. 
Indulge  my  hope  Nile's  fecret  birth  to  view, 
No  more  in  arms  I'll  civil  flrife  purfue. 

He  paus'd  ;  when  thus  Achoreus  made  reply; 
Ye  rerercnd  fhades  of  our  great  anceflry  I 
While  I  to  Csefar  nature's  works  explain, 
And  open  ftores  yet  hid  from  eyes  profane. 
Be  it  no  crime  your  fecrets  to  reveal  I 
Let  others  hold  it  pious  to  conceal 
Such  mighty  truths,     I  think  the  gods  defign'dli 
Works  fuch  as  thcfe  to  pafs  all  human  kind,       ( 
And  teach  the  wondering  world  their  laws  andf 
heavenly  mind.  J 

At  nature's  birth,  a  various  power  was  given 
To  various  flars  that  crofs  the  poles  of  heaven. 
And  flack  the  rolling  fphere.  With  fovereign  rays 
The  fun  divides  the  months,  the  nights,  the  days, 
Fix'd  in  his  orb,  the  wandering  coarfe  reftrains 
Of  other  flars,  and  the  great  dance  ordains. 
I'he changeful  moon  attends  th'  alternate  tides,  "^ 
Saturn  o'er  ice  and  fnowy  zones  prefides ;  ( 

Mars  rules  the  winds,  and  the  v^  ing'd  thunder  C 
guides ;  J 

Jove's  is  a  fky  ferene,  and  temperate  air; 
The  feeds  of  life  are  Venus's  kindly  care. 
O'er  fpreading  ftreams,  Cyllenius,  is  thy  reign  : 
And  when  that  part  of  heaven  thou  doll  attain, 
When  Cancer  with  the  lion  mingles  rays, 
And  Sirius  all  his  fiery  rage  difplays, 
Beneath  whofe  hot  furvey,  deep  in  his  bed, 
Obfcure  from  fight,  old  Nilus  veils  his  head  ; 
When  thou,  from  thence,  in  thy  celeflial  courfe. 
Ruler  of  floods,  doft  ftrike  the  river's  courfe. 
The  confcious  ftrezms  break  out, and  flowing foon 
Obey  thy  call,  as  ocean  docs  the  moon  ; 
Nor  check  their  tide,  till  night  has  from  the  fun 
Regaia'd  thofc  hours  th'  advancing  fummer  won. 


Vain  was  the  faith  of  old,  that  melted  fnow 
From  Ethiopian  hills  produce  this  flow  ; 
For  let  the  natives  fun-burnt  ikins"declare. 
That  no  bleak  north  breathes  wintcry  tempe 

there,  [air. 

But  vapours  from  the  fouth  pofTefs  the  parching 


:fts/ 

ir.r 
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Befides,  fuch  torrents  as  by  fnows  increafr. 
Begin  to  fwell  when  fpring  does  firft  releafe 
Thofe  wintery  ftores;   Nile  ne'er  provokes  hij 

ftreams. 
Til!  the  hot  Dog-ftar  (hoot  his  angry  beams ; 
Nor  then  refumes  his  banks,  till  Libra  weight 
In  equal  fcale  the  meafur'd  nights  and  days. 
Hence  he  the  laws  of  other  ftreams  declines, 
Nor  flows  in  winter,  when  at  diftance  ihines 
The  moderate  fun  ;  commanded  to  repair, 
In  fummer's  heat,  to  cool  th'  intemperate  air. 
When  fcorch'd  Siene  feels  her  Cancer's  fire. 
Then  left  the  world,  confum'd  in  flame,  expire, 
Nile  to  its  aid  his  watery  forces  draws. 
And  fwells  againft  the  Lion's  burning  jaws, 
Moiftening  the  plains,  till  Phoebus  late  dcfcends 
I'o  autumn's  cooler  couch,  and  Meroc's  fliade  ex- 
tends. 
Who  can  the  caufe  of  fuch  great  changes  read  ? 
Ev'n  fo  our  parent  nature  had  decreed 
Nile's  conllant  courfe,  and  fo  the  world  has  need. 

As  vainly  fo  antiquity  apply'd 
Th'  Etefian  winds  to  raife  this  wondrous  tide, 
Which  blow  at  ftated  feafons  of  the  year 
For  feveral  days,  and  long  poffefs  the  air  ;         [fly 
Or  thought  vaft  clouds,  which,  driv'n  befof-e  them. 
Beyond  the  fouth,  difcharg'd  the  barden'd  flcy 
On  Nilus'  head,  and  thence  his  current  fwell'd  ; 
Or  that  thofe  winds  the  river's  courfe  repell'd. 
Which  ftopp'd,  and  prefs'd  by  th'  entering  fea 

difdains 
His  banks,  and  IfTuing  boils  along  the  plains. 

Some^hlnk  vaft  pores,  and  gaps  in  earth  aboundt 
Where  ftreams  in  filent  veins  creep  under  ground. 
Led  from  the  chilling  north,  the  line  to  meet. 
When  pointed  beams  diredt  on  Meroe  beat. 
While  the  parch'd  earth  a  watery  fuccour  craves ; 
Then  Po  and  Ganges  roll  their  fmother'd  waves 
Deep  through  the  vaults  beneath ;  and  Nile  fup-~) 

ply'd 
Difcharge  at  ene  vent  their  mingled  tide,  f 

Nor  can  the  gather'd  flood  in  one  flraightchan-  j 

nel  ride.  J 

Some  think  the  fea,  which  round  all  lands  extends 
His  liquid  arms,  thefe  gufliing  waters  fends ; 
That  length  of  courfe  the  faltnefs  wears  away; 
Or  thus ;  fince  Phoebus  and  the  ftars,  ,we  fay. 
Drink  ocean's  ftreams ;  when,  near  but  Cancer's 
The  thirfty  fun  a  larger  portion  draws,        [claws, 
That  more  than  air  digefts,  attracted  fo. 
Falls  back  by  night,  and  caufes  Nile  to  flow. 

Might  I  in  fo  perplex'd  a  caufe  engage, 
I  think,  fince  nature  grew  mature  in  age, 
Some  waters,  Caefar,  have  deriv'd  their  birth 
From  veins  by  ftrong  convulfions  broke  in  earth  ; 
And  fome  cosval  with  the  world  began, 
And  ftarting  through  appointed  rhannels  ran, 
When  thiswhole  frame  th' Almighty  Builder  reai'd, 
Ordain'd  its  laws,  and  its  firft  motions  fteer'd. 

The  kings  of  Greece,  of  Egypt,  and  the  Eaft, 
Ardent  like  you,  were  with  thiswifli  pcfTeft, 
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And  every  age  has  labourM  to  attain 

The  wondrous  truth,  but  labour'd  ftiJl  in  vain 

For  nature  lurks  obfcure,  and  mocks  their  pain 

Philip's  great  fon,  whofe  confecrated  name 

Memphis  adores,  the  firft  in  regal  fame, 

Envious  of  this,  detach'd  a  chofen  band 

To  range  th'  extreme  of  Ethiopia's  land  ! 

They  pafs  the  fcorching  foil,  and  only  view 

Where  hotter  flreams  their  conftant  way  purfuc. 

The  fartheft  weft  our  great  Sefoftris  faw, 

While  harmlefs  kings  his  lofty  chariot  draw. 

Yet  drank  your  Rhodanus  and  Padus  firft 

At  both  their  fprings,  ere  Nile  obey'd  his  thirft. 

Cambyfes,  mad  with  luft  of  power  t'  o'er-run 

The  long-Hv'd  nations  of  the  rifing  fun. 

To  promis'd  fpoils  a  numerous  army  led ;  "^ 

His  familh'd  foldiers  on  each  other  fed,  f 

Exhaufted  he   return'd,  nor  faw  great  Nilus'T 

head ; —  ,1 

Nor  boafting  fame  pretends  to  make  it  known  ;'^ 
Where'er  thou  flow'ft,  thy  fprings  poffeft  by/ 

none,  C 

And  not  one  land  can  call  thee,  Nile,  her  own.  j 
Yet  what  the  god,  who  did  thy  birth  conceal, 
Has  giv'n  to  know,  to  Caefar  I'll  reveal. 

Firft  from  the  fouthern  pole  thy  ftream  we  trace, 
Which  rolling  forward  with  a  fpeedy  pace. 
Under  hot  Cancer  is  dire(a:ly  driven 
Againft  Bootes'  wain,  far  in  the  north  of  heaven. 
Yet  winding  in  thy  courfe  from  eaft  to  weft, 
Arabia  now,  now  Libya's  fands  arebleft 
With  thy  cool  flood;  which  firft  the  Seres  fpy, 
Yet  feek  thee  too  ;  thy  current,  rolling  by. 
Through  Ethiopia  next,  a  ftranger,  flows. 
Nor  can  the  world  perceive  to  whom  it  owes 
Thy  facred  birth,  which  nature  hid  from  all. 
Left  any  nation  Ihould  behold  thee  fmall, 
And,  covering  deep  thy  infant  head,  requir'd 
That  none  Ihould  find  what  is  by  all  admir'd. 

Thou,  by  a  law  to  other  ftreants  unknown,  ~i 
In  fummer's  folftice  o'er  thy  banks  art  thrown,  (_ 
And  bring'ft  in  thy  full  tide  a  winter  of  thy  I 

own.  3 

To  thee  alone  'tis  given  thy  waves  to  roll 
Athwart  the  globe,  enlarg'd  to  either  pole; 
I'hefe  nations  feek  thy  fountain,  tholie  would "^ 

trace  [brace  ( 

Thy  gulf.  With  fpacious  arms  thou  doft  em-  T 
Hot  Meroe,  fruitful  to  a  footy  race,i  J 

And  proud  of  tbun  woods ;  yet  no  retreat 
Their  ufelefs  fliades  aiford  to  fliun  th'  excefllve  heat. 
Then  through  the  regions  of  the  fcorching  fun, 
Not  leffen'd  by  his  thirft,  thy  waters  run. 
O'er  barren  fands  they  take  a  tedious  courfe, 
Now  rolling  in  one  tide  their  gather'd  force  ; ' 
Now  wandering  in  their  way.andfprinkled  round, 
O'er  yielding  hanks  thy  wanton  billows  bound. 
Thy  channel  here  its  fcatter'd  troops  regains, 
Betweeq  th'  Egyptian  and  Arabian  plains. 
Where  Philas  bounds  the  realm  ;  with  eafy  pace 
Thy  flippery  waves  through  deferts  cut  their  race. 
Where  nature  by  a  traft  of  land  divides 
Our  fea,  diflinguifli'd  from  the  Red  Sea's  tides. 


Who  that  beholds  thee  her;  fo  gently  flbw. 
Would  think  thou  ever  couid'ft  tempeftuoiis  grow"  * 
But  when  o'er  rugged  cliiTs  and  ways  unev'a 
In  fteepy  catara«£ls  thou'rt  headlong  driv'n. 
Thy  rulhing  waves,  refifted,  fiercer  fly, 
And  batter'd  froth  rebounding  fills  the  flcy. 
The  hills  remurmur  with  the  daftiing  found,      ~% 
Thy  billows  ride  triumphant  far  around,  f 

And  rear  their  conquering  heads  with  hoary  ho-  C 
nours  crowii'd.  j 

Hence  ftiaken  Abatos  firft  feels  thy  rage, 
And  rocks,  which  in  our  great  forefathers  age 
Were  call'd  the  river's  veins;   becaufe  they  ftiovV 
His  firft  increafe,  and  fymptoms  of  his  flow. 
Vaft  piles  of  mountains  here  encompafs  wide 
His  ftreams,  to  Libya's  thirfty  lands  deny'd, 
Which  thus  enclos'd  in  a  deep  valley  glide. 
At  Memphis  firft  he  fees  the  open  plains. 
Then  flows  at  large,  and  his  low  banks  difdains. 

While  thus  fecure,  as  if  no  danger  nigh. 
Till  night's  black  fteeds  had  travcl'd  half  the  Iky, 
They  pafs  the  hours  of  reft,  Pothinus'  mind 
From  brooding  mifchicf  can  no  leifure  find. 
Seafon'd  in  facred  blood,  what  crime  can  fcare 
The  wretch,  that  late  could  fuch  a  murder  dare  ? 
Great  Pompey's  ghoft  dwells  in  his  breaft,  t'  iu- 

fpire 
New  monfters  there  ;  and  furies  add  their  fire. 
He  hopes  ignoble  hands  fhall  wear  thofe  ftains 
Which  heaven  for  injur'd  Roman  chiefs  ordains'. 
And  that  blind  fortune  to  a  flave  that  day 
The  fenate's  vengeance  ftiould  bequeath  aw; 
The  debt  for  civil  war,  which  Csefar  once 

pay. 
But  oh  !  ye  righteous  powers,  exert  your  care  ! 
The  guilty  life  in  Brutus'  abfence  fpare  ! 
Nor  let  vile  Egypt  Rome's  great  juftice  bcaft. 
And  this  example  to  the  world  be  loft ! 

Vain  is  th' attempt;  yet,  fcorning  fccret  fnarcs,. 
Steel'd  by  his  crimes,  the  defperate  villain  dares 
With  open  war  th'  nnconquer'd  chief  provoke 
And  dooms  his  head  already  to  the  ftroke 
Defijiis  to  bid  the  flaughter'd  father  go. 
And  feek  his  fon  in  dreary  fliades  below. 
Yet  firft  he  fends  a  trufty  flave,  to  bear 
This  hafty  mefl'age  to  Achilles'  ear. 
His  partner  ruffian  in  great  Pompey's  fail, 
Whom  the  weak  king  had  made  his  general 
And  thoughtlefs  of  his  own  defence,  refigu'd 
A  power  againft  himfelf  and  all  mankind. 

Go,  fluggard,  to  thy  bed  of  down,  and  fteee 
Thy  heavy  eyelids  in  luxurious  fleep! 
While  Cleopatra  does  the  court  invade, 
And  Pharos  is  not  privately  betray 'd. 
But  giv'n  away  ;  doft  thou  alone  forbear 
To  grace  the  nuptial  of  thy  miftrefs  here  ?    ■ 
Th'  inceftuous  After  ftiall  her  brother  wed, 
Ally'd  already  to  the  Roman's  bed. 
And  fliaring  both  by  turns  ;  Egypt's  her  hire, 
Already  paid,  and  Rome  llie  may  require. 
Could  Cleopatra's  fnrceries  decoy 
£v'n  Caefar's  age,  and  (ha^l  w?  truft  a  bov  I 


aams, 

vay,   / 
;  ftiall  r 
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Whom  5f  one  night  flie  fold  within  her  arms, 
Drunk  with  lewd  joys,  and  fafcinatin^  charms. 
Whatever  pious  name  the  crime  allay,  "^ 

Between  each  kifs,  he'll  give  our  heads  away,   f 
And  we  by  racks  or  flames  muft  for  her  beauty  C 

pay.  J 

In  this  diftrefs  fate  no  relief  allows ; 
Crefar's  her  lover,  and  the  king  her  fpoufe  ; 
And  (he  herfelf,  no  doubt,  the  doom  has  paft 
On  us,  and  all  who  would  have  left  her  chafte. 
Eut  by  the  deed  which  we  together  fliar'd, 
In  vain,  if  not  by  new  attempts  repair'd. 
By  that  ftriift  league  a  hero's  blood  has  bound, 
Bring  fpeedy  war,  and  all  their  joys  confound, 
Rulh  boldly  on  ;  with  flaughter  let  us  ftain 
Their  nuptial  torch;  the  cruel  bride  be  flain 
Ev'n  in  her  bed,  and  which  foe'er  fupplies 
In  prefent  turn  the  hufband's  place,  he  dies. 
Nor  Csefar's  name  our  purpofe  fhall  appall ; 
Fortune's  the  common  miftrefs  of  us  all. 
And  (he,  that  lifts  him  now  above  mankind, 
Courted  by  us,  may  be  to  us  as  kind. 
We  fhare  his  brighteft  glory,  and  are  great 
By  Pompey's  death,  as  he  by  his  defeat. 
Look  on  the  fhore,  and  read  good  omens  there, 
And  alk  the  bloody  waves  what  we  may  dare. 
Behold  what  tonib  the  wretched  trunk  fupplies, 
Half  hid  in  fands,  half  naked  to  the  Ikies  I 
Yet  this  was  Casfar's  equal  whom  we  flew  ; 
And  doubt  we  then  new  glory  to  purfue  ? 
Grant  that  our  birth's  obfcure ;  yet,  (hall  we  need 
Kings  or  rich  ftates  confederate  to  the  deed  ? 
No,  fate's  our  own,  and  fortune  in  our  way,      ~) 
Without  our  toil,  prefcnts  a  nobler  prey;  ^ 

Appeafe  we  now  the  Romans  while  we  may  1    J 
This  fecond  vitftim  (hall  their  rage  remove 
For  Pompey's  death,  and  turn  their  hate  to  love. 
Nor  dread  we  mighty  names,  which  flaves adore; 
Stripp'd  of  his  army,  what's  this  foldier  more 
Than  thou  or  I  ? — To  night  then  let  us  end 
His  civil  wars  ;  to-night  the  fates  (hall  fend 
A  facrifice  to  troops  of  ghofls  below, 
And  pay  that  head,  which  to  the  world  they  owe. 
At  Csfar's  throat  let  the  fierce  foldier's  fly,         "^ 
And  Egypt's  youth   with  Rome's  their  force  A 

apply,  C 

Thofe  for  their  king,  and  thefe  for  liberty.        J 
No  more,  but  hafle,  and  take  the  foe  fupine, 
Prepar'd  for  luft,  and  gorg'd  with  food  and  wine. 
Be  bold,  and  think  the  gods  to  thee  commend 
The  caufe  which  Brutus'  prayeis,  and  Cato's  will 

defend. 

To  mifchief  fwlft,  Achillas  fooii  obey'd 
This  fummons,  yet  his  fudden  march  betray'd 
By  no  loud  fignal,  nor  the  trumpet's  jar  : 
In  ftlent  hafte  he  led  a  barbarous  train  of  war. 
Degenerate  crowds  of  Romans"  fill  his  bands, 
So  loft  in 
That  they. 


hafte  he  led  a  barbarous  train  of  war. 
ate  crowds  of  Romans"  fill  his  bands,      "^ 
1  vice,  fo  charg'd  in  foreign  lands,         / 
:y,  who  (hould  have  fcom'd  the  king's  f 
onffrnands,  3 


Forgetful  of  their  country  and  their  fame, 
Under  a  vile  domeftic's  condufl  came. 
No  faith,  no  honour,  can  the  h^rd  reftrain, 
That  follow  c*mps,  and  fight  for  fordid  gain ; 


Like  rufiians  brib'd,  they  ne'er  the  caufe  inquira^' 
Ihat  fide's  the  juft,  which  gives  the  largeft  hire. 
If  by  your  fwords  proud  Cxfar  was  to  bleed, 
Strike  for  yourfelves,  ye  flaves  i  nor  fell  the  deed  \ 
Oh  wretched  Rome  1  where'er  thy  eagle  flies, 
New  civil  wars,  new  fury,  will  arife ; 
Ev'n  on  Nile's  banks,  far  from  Theffalian  plains, 
Amidft    thy    troops     their    country's     madnefs 

reigns. 
What  more  could  the  bold  houfe  of  Lagus  dare, 
Had  Pompcy  found  a  juft  proteilion  there  .' 
No  Roman  hand's  exempt,  but  each  muft  fpill 
His  fliare  of  blood,  and  heaven's  decrees  fulfil. 
Such  vengeful  plagues  it  pleas'd  the  gods  to  fend. 
And  with  fuch  numerous  wounds  the  Latiali  ftate 

to  rend. 

Not  for  the  fon  or  father  n»w  they  fight ; 
A  bafe  born-flave  can  civil  arms  excite, 
Achillas  mingles  in  the  Roman  ftrife ; 
And,  had  not  fate  protefted  Ca:fat's  life, 
Thefe  had  prevail'd ;  each  villain  ready  ftood, 
This  waits  without,  and  that  within,  for  blood. 
The  court,  difTolv'd  in  feafting,  open  lay 
To  treacherous  fnares,  a  carelefs  eafy  prey. 
Then  o'er  the  royal  cups  had  Csefar  bled. 
And  on  the  board  had  fall'n  his  fever'd  head. 
But  left,  amid  the  darknefs  of  the  night, 
Their  fwords  unconfcious,  in  the  huddled  fight, 
Might  flay  the  king,  the   flaves   a   while  took 

breath. 
And  flipp'd  th*  important  hour  of  Csefar's  death. 
They  thought  to  make  him  foon  the  lofs  repay, 
And  fall  a  facrifice  in  open  day. 
One  night  is  given  him ;  by  Pothinus'  grace 
He  fees  the  fun  once  more  renew  his  race. 

Now  the  fair  morning-ftar  Began  to  fhow       -y 
The  fign  of  day  from  Caffia's  lofty  brow,  C 

And  ev'n  the  dawn  made  fultry  Egypt  glow,     j 
When  from  afar  the  marching  troops  appear, 
Not  in  loofe  fquadrons  fcatter'd  here  and  there. 
But  one  broad  front  of  war,  as  if  that  day 
To  meet  an  equ».l  force,  and  fight  in  juft  array. 
While  Csefar  thinks  not  the  town-walls  fecure. 
He  bars  the  palace-gates,  compell'd  t'  endure 
Th'  inglorious  fiege,  and  in  a  corner  hide 
Enclos'd,  nor  dares  to  the  whole  court  confide. 
In  hafte  he  arms  his  friends  ;  his  anxioUs  breaft. 
Now  fir'd  with  fury,  now  with  doubt  depreft. 
Much  fears  th*  affault,  yet  more  that  fear  difdains;' 
So'when  fome  generous  favage,  bound  with  chainsV 
fs  (hut  within  his  den,  he  howls  with  rage. 
And  breaks  his  teeth  againft  the  matfy  cage  : 
And  thus,  if  by  new  weight  of  hills  impos'd 
SiciHan  Etna's  breathing  jaws  were  clos'd, 
Ev'n  thus  th'  imprifon'd  god  of  fire  would  ravf , 
And  drive  his  flames  rebellowing  round  the  cave. 
Behold  the  man,  who  lately  fcorn'd  to  dread 
The  fenate's  army  to  juft  battle  led,  [head, 

The  flower  of  Rtiman  lords,  and  Pompey  at  their  ^ 
Who,  in  a  caufe  forbidding  hope,  could  truft 
That  Providence  for  him  (hould  prove  unjuft, 
Behold  him  now  oppreft,  forlorn  of  aid, 
Driv'n  to  a  houfc,  and  of  a  ilavc  afraid  i 
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He,  whom  rough  Scythians  had  not  dar'd  abufe, 
Hot  favage  Moors,  who  batbaroufly  ufe 
In  fport,  to  try  inhofpitable  arts 
On  ftrangers  bound,  their  living  mark  for  darts 
Though  Rome's  extended  world,  though  India" 
join'd  ( 

With  Tyrian  Gades  feems  a  realm  conSn'd,  ( 

A  fpace  too  fcanty  to  his  vafter  mind,  __ 

Now,  like  a  boy  or  tender  maid,  he  flies, 
"When  fuddcn  arms  th'  invaded  works  furprife  ; 
He  traverses  the  court,  each  mom  explore^, 
His  hope  is  all  in  bars  and  bolted  doors. 
Yet  doubtful  while  he  wanders  here  and  there, 
He  leads  the  captive  kings  his  fate  to  fhare, 
Or  expiate  that  death  the  flaves  for  him  prepare 
If  darts  or  miflive  flames  (hall  fail,  he'll  throw 
Their  foytreign's  head  againft  th'  advancing  foe. 
So,  when  Medea  fled  her  native  clime. 
And  fear'd  juft  vengeance  on  her  impious  crime, 
With  ready  fteel  the  cruel  forcerefs  flood, 
To  greet  her  father  with  her  brother's  blood, 
Prcpar'd  his  head,  to  flop,  with  dire  affriglit, 
A  parent's  fpeed,  and  to  afl'ure  her  flight. 

Yet  Cffifar,  that  unequal  arms  might  ceafe, 
Sufpends  his  f^ry,  and  eflays  a  peace. 
A  herald  from  the  king  is  fent,  i  afluage 
His  rebel  feryants,  and  upbraid  their  rage, 
And  in  their  abftnt  tyrant's  name  t'  inquire 
The  fecret  author  of  this  kindled  fire. 
But,  fcornful  of  reproach,  rh'audacious  crew       ") 
The  facred  laws  of  natipns  overthrew,  S. 

And  for  hjs  fpeech  the  royal  envoy  flew.  j 

Inhuman  deed  1  that  fwells  the  guilty  fc  tc 
Of  .Egypt's  monfters,  well  increas'd  before. 
Not  I'heflaly,  not  Juba's  favage  train, 
Pharnaces'  impious' troops,  n^t  cruel  Spain, 
Nor  Pontus,  nor  the  Syrtes'  barbarous  land, 
Dar'd  an  attempt  like  this  v.oluptuous  band. 

Th'  attack  is  form'd,  the  palace  clofely  pent ; 
Huge  javelins  to  the  fliaken  walls  are  fent, 
A  florm  of  flying  fptars;  yet  from  belnw 
No  battering  rams  refiftlefs  drive  the  blow. 
No  engine's  broughc,  no  fires ;  the  giddy  crowd. 
In  parties  roam,  and  with  brute  clamours  loud, 
In  feveral  bands  their  wafted  ftrength  divide,      T 
And  here  and  there  to  force  an  entrance  try'd ;   ' 
In  vain,  for  fortune  §ghts  on  Caefar's  fide.         j 

Then,  where  the  palace  'midft  furrounding waves 
Projecfts  luxuriant,  and  their  fury  braves. 
The  fliips  too  their  united  force  apply. 
And  fwiftly  hurl  the  naval  war  on  high, 
Yet,  prefcMt  every  where  with  fword  or  fire, 
Caefarth' approaches  guards,  and  makes  the  foes 

retire. 
To  all  by  turns  he  brings  fuccefsful  aids, 
Inverts  the  war,  and  though  befieg'd,  invades. 
Fireballs,  and  torches  dreft  with  unciluous  fpoil 
Of  tar  combuftible,  and  frying  oil. 
Kindled  he  launch'd  againf^the  fleet ;  nor  flow 
The  catching  flames  invefl  the  fmouldering  tow. 
The  pitchy  planks  their  crackling  prey  become  ; 
The  painted  flerns,  a^d  rowers  feats  confume. 
V»i..  Yli, 


There,  hulks  half  burnt  fink  in  |he  main;   and 

here 
Arm«  on  the  waves  and  drowning  men  appear. 

Nor  thus  fuffi;c'd,  the  flames  from  thence   a- 

fpire. 
And  feize  the  buildings  with  contagious  fire. 
Swift  o'er  the  roofs  by  winds  increas'd,  ihcy  fly; 
So  ftiooting  meteors  blaze  along  the  Iky,  - 
And    lead    their  wandering   courfe    with   fud;ien 

glare. 
By  fulphurous  atoms  fed  in  fields  of  thinneft  air. 

Affrighted  crowds  the  growing  ruin  view  ; 
To  fave  the  city  from  the  fiege  they  flew. 
When  Csefar,  wont  the  lucky  hour  to  choofo 
Of  fudden  chance  in  war,  and  wifely  ufe, 
Lofl  not  in  flothful  refl;  the  favouring  night. 
But  fliipp'd  hi.s  men,  and  fudden  took  his  flight. 
Pharos  he  feiz'd,  an  ifland  heretofore,  '\ 

When  prophet  Proteus  Egypt's  fceptre  bore,      f 
Now    by   a   chain   of  moles  contiguous  to   theT 
fliore.  J 

Here  Cxfar's  arms  a  double  ufe  obtain  ; 
Hence  from  the  flraiien'd  foe  he  bars  the  main. 
While  to  his  friends  the  important  harbour  lies 
A  fafe  retreat,  and  open  to  fupplies. 
Nor  longer  now  the  doom  fufpendcd  flands, 
Which  juflice  on  Pothinus'  guilt  demands. 
Yet  not  as  guilt,  unmatch'd  like  his,  requires,    *> 
Not  by  the  Ihameful  crofs,  or  torturing  fires,       r 
Nor  torn  by  ravenous  beafls,  the  howling  wretch  f 
expires.  \ 

The  fword  difhonour'd  did  his  head  divide. 
And  by  a  fate  like  Roiuc's  boil  fosi  he  dy'd. 
Arfinoe  now,  by  well-concerted  fnares 
'Scap'd  from  the  palace  to  the  foe  repairs  ; 
The  trufty  Ganymede  affiks  her  flight, 
I'hen   o'er  the  camp   fhe   claim'd   a  fovereign's 

right; 
Her  brother  abfent,  fhe  afTumes  the  fword. 
And  frees  the  tyrant  froni  his  houfchold  lord ; 
By  her  juft  hand  Achilles  meets  his  fate. 
Rebel  accurs'd  1  in  blood  and  mifchief  great ! 
Another  vidlim,  Pompcy,  to  thy  fliade  ; 
But  think  not  yet  the  full  atonement  made. 
Though  iEgypt's  king,  though  all  the  royal  line 
Should  fall,  tliy  murmuring  ghoft;  would  flill  re- 
pine ; 
Still  unreveng'd  thy  murder  would  remain. 
Till  Caefar's  purple  li^e  the  fenate's  fwords  fliall 
ftain. 

Nor  does  the  fwelling  tempeft  yet  fuhfidc. 
The  chief  remov'd  that  did  its  fury  guide. 
To  the  fame  charge  bold  Ganymede  fuccccd?^ 
Profperous  awhile  in  many  hardy  deeds. 
So  long  th'  event  of  war  in  baljnce  lay. 
So  great  the  dangers  of  that  doubtful  day, 
That  Cffifar  from  that  day  alone  might  claim 
Immortal  wreaths,  and  all  the  warrior's  fame. 

Now  while   to    quit   the    ftraltcn'd   mole  he 
flrove. 
And  to  the  vacant  fliips  the  fight  removCj 
■    V  ' 
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War's  ntraoft  terrors  prefs  on  every  fide ; 
Before  tlie  flrand  bcfieging  navies  ride; 
Behind,  the  trovps  advance.     No  way  is  feen 
T'  efcape,  or  fcarce  a  glorious  death  to  win. 
No  room  with  flaughter'd  foes  to  ftrew  the  plain, 
And  bravely  fall  amidft  a  pile  of  flain. 
A  captive  to  the  place  he  now  appears. 
Doubtful  if  death  (hould  move  his  hope,  or  fears. 
In  this  diftrefs  a  fudden  thought  infpir'd 
His  hardy  breaft,  by  great  examples  fir'd ; 
Bold  5cj£va's  a&ion  he  to  mind  recalls. 


And  glory  won  rear  fam'd  Dyrrhachium's  walii ; 
Where,  whilft   his  men  a  doubtful   fight   main- 
tain. 
And  Ponipey  ftrove  the  barter'd  works  to  gain, 
Amidfl  a  field  of  foes,  that  licmm'd  him  round. 
Alone  the  brave  Centurion  kept  his  ground. 

,*,  Here  the  original  poem  breaks  oflFabruptl7, 
having  been  left  unfinifhed  by  the  author. 
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Mufe  :  'cis  enough  \  at  length  thy  labour  ends. 
And  thou  ihalt  live;  for  Buckingham  commends— 
This  more  than  paj^s  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain ; 
Time,  health,  and  fortune  are  not  loft  in  vain, 
Sheffield  approves  :  confenting  Phosbus  bends, 
And  I,  and  Malice,  from  this  hour  are  friends. 

pope's  miscellanies. 
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John  Sheffield,  Earl  of  Mulgrave,  better  known  by  liis  title  of  Duke  of  Buckirghamfbirf, 
was  born  in  1649.  His  father,  Edmund  Earl  of  Mulgrave,  was  grandfon  of  Edmund  fecnnd  Earl 
of  Mulgrave,  and  died  in  l6j8.  His  mother,  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Lionel  Earl  of  Middlefex, 
marrying  Lord  Offulfton,  foon  after  the  death  of  his  father,  the  care  of  his  education  was  left  to  a 
tutor,  who,  though  a  man  of  learning,  did  not  much  improve  him  in  his  ftudies. 

At  the  age  of  twelve,  he  was  fo  little  fatisfied  with  his  tutor,  that  he  rcfolved  to  become  his  own 
snafter,  and  to  dedicate  a  certain  number  of  hours  every  day  to  fludy, 

This  purpofc  he  profecuted  fuccefsfully;  and,  by  his  oWn  application,  acquired  a  degree  of 
learning  which  juftly  entitled  him  to  the  reputation  he  ever  after  maintained  of  a  polite  fchojar. 

His  literary  acquifitions  are  the  more  wonderful,  as  thofe  years  in  which  they  are  commonly 
made,  were  fpent  by  him  in  the  tumult  of  a  military  life,  or  the  gaiety  of  a  court. 

At  the  age  of  feventeen,  when  war  was  declared  againft  the  Dutch,  he  went  on  board  the  {hip 
In  which  Prince  Rupert  and  the  Duke  of  Albemarle  failed;  but  had  no  opportunity  of  fignalizing 
his  courage. 

His  Zeal  for  the  king's  fervice  was  rewarded  by  the  command  of  one  of  the  independent  troops 
then  raifed  to  proteft  the  coaft. 

At  the  age  of  eighteen,  he  received  a  fummons  to  parliament,  which  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land thought  at  leafl  indecent ;  and  his  objedlion  was  allowed. 

About  this  time,  he  had  a  quarrel  with  Rochefter,  for  "  having  been  reported  to  have  faid 
fomething  very  malicious  of  him."  Rochefter  denied  the  words,  and  he  was  himfelf  convinced 
he  had  never  faid  them.  "  But  a  mere  report,"  fays  he,  "  though  I  found  it  to  be  falfe,  obliged 
me  (as  I  then  foolifhly  thought)  to  go  on  with  the  quarrel."  When  Rochefter  came  upon  the 
ground,  he  refufed  to  fight  him,  urging  as  a  reafon  for  his  refufal,  that  he  was  then  fo  weak  by  a 
certain  diftempcr,  that  he  was  incapable  of  fighting. 

He  has  related  the  circumftances  of  this  quarrel  in  his  JWl'mo/rj,  perhaps  too  oftentatioufly,  asRo- 
chefter's  furviving  fiftcr.  Lady  Sandvi^ich,  is  faid  to  have  told  him  with  very  fharp  reproaches. 

When  another  Dutch  war  (167a)  broke  out,  he  went  again  a  volunteer  in  the  fhip  commanded  hy 
Lord  OfTory,  who  reprefentcd  his  behaviour,  in  the  famous  naval  engagement  at  Solbay,  fo  favourably, 
that  he  was  advanced  to  the  command  of  the  Royal  Catharine,  the  beft  fecond  rate  fhip  in  the  navy. 

He  afterwards  raifed  a  regiment  of  foot,  and  commanded  it  as  colonel.  The  land  forces  were  fent 
afliore  by  Prince  Ru'^^ert,  and  he  lived  in  the  camp  very  familiarly  with  Scomberg.  He'was  then  ap- 
pointed colonel  of  the  old  Holland  regiment,  together  with  his  own,  and  had  the  promife  of  a  garter, 
wh  ch  he  obtained  in  his  twenty-fifth  year.    He  was  likewife  made  Gentleman  of  the  Bed-chamber. 

He  afterwards  made  a  campaign  in  the  French  fervice,  under  Turenne.  Being  oppofed  by 
Monmouth  in  his  pretenfions  to  the  firft  troop  of  horfe-guards,  he,  in  return,  made  Monmouth 
fufpetSted  by  the  Duke  of  York.  He  was  not  long  after,  when  the  unfortunate  Monmouth  fell  in- 
to difgrace,  recompenfed  with  the  Lieutenancy  of  YurkJhire,  and  the  government  of  Hull. 

Coming  very  young  to  the  poifeffion  of  a  plentiful  eft^te,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure  was  more 
in  fafliion  than  bufinefs,  he  profecuted  his  ftudies  amidft  the  allurements  of  diiTipation  ;  and  in 
making  his  way  to  the  military  and  civil  gmployments  fuitable  to  his  high  birth  and  polite  accom- 
pliftiments,  he  was  never  wholly  negligent  of  literature,  but  at  leaft  cultivattd  poetry;  in  which 
he  muft  have  early  rifen  to  a  confiderable  degree  of  eminence,  if  it  be  true,  which  U  reported,  that 
when  he  was  not  yet  twenty  years  old,  his  recoromeDdation  advanced  Dryden  to  the  laurel,  vacant 
by  the  death  of  Davenant. 

In  i68o,  when  Tangier  was  befieged  by  tjie  Moots,  he  was  fent  with  two  thoufanJ  men  to  i»8 
relief.     A  ftory  is  told  of  the  danger  to  which  he  was  intentionally  expofed  in  a   leaky  veffwl,  to 
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gratify  fome  refentful  jcaloufy  of  the  king,  whofe  health  he  therefore  would  never  permit  at  his 
uble,  till  he  was  himfelf  in  a  fafer  place. 

But  MiT.  Manley,  in  her  "  Atalantis,"  and  Boyer,  in  his  "  Hiftory  of  Queen  Anne,"  at« 
tribute  it  to  the  difcovery  of  certain  overtures  of  marriage,  which  he  was  bold  enough  to  make 
to  the  Princefs  Anne,  and  which  ftie  herfelf  feemed  not  inclinable  to  difcourage. 

However  it  may  be,  this  voyage  was  profperoufly  performed  in  three  weeks,  by  the  affiftancc  of 
pumping  the  whole  time,  to  difcharge  the  water,  which  leaked  in  very  faft  ;  and  the  confequencc 
.  of  this  expedition  was  the  retreat  of  the  Moors,  and  the  blowing  up  of  Tangier. 

During  the  voyage,  he  compofed  the  Vifion,  which,  confidering  the  hourly  dangers  he  was  in, 
afford  a  ftriking  inftance  of  innate  firmnefs  and  magnanimity.  At  his  ret\irn,  he  recovered  the 
kind's  favour;  and,  forgetting  the  ill  offices  done  him,  continued  a  wit  and  a  courtier,  as  before. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  James,  with  whom  he  lived  in  great  familiarity,  he  was  immediately 
iidmitted  into  the  privy  council,  and  made  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Though  he  was,  in  fome  refpefts,  a  man  of  nice  honour,  he  "  was  apt  to  comply  with  any  thing 
that  he  thought  might  be  acceptable,"  and  went  greater  lengths  to  ferve  the  king,  than  were  con- 
£;lent  with  that,  or  any  other  fecial  principle. 

He  was  net  only  an  advocate  for  the  difpenftng  po-wer,  but  he  fat  in  the  cccleafiaftical  commiffion; 
not  with  a  view  of  introducing  Popery,  as  he  feems  to  have  been  at  lead  indifferent  to  all  religions, 
though  he  went  to  mafs,  and  kneeled  with  the  reft,  but  purely  from  a  zeal  of  ferving  his  fovcreign. 

It  muft,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  he  was  far  from  being  inclined  to  jom  the  inquilitors 
iif  that  arbitrary  court  in  all  their  illegal  proceedings.  His  pardon,  therefore,  was  procured  with 
lefs  difficulty  at  the  Revolution,  by  the  friendly  mediation  of  Dr.  Tillotfon. 

In  the  Revolution  he  acquiefced,  though  he  did  not  promote  it.  When  King  James,  in  oppofition 
to  his  advice,  quitted  the  kingdom,  he  appears  to  have  been  one  of  the  lords  who  fent  fuch  letters 
to  the  fleet,  the  army,  and  all  the  confiderable  garrifons  in  England,  as  perfuaded  them  to  continue 
ju  order  and  fubjedion  till  the  government  Ihould  be  fettled. 

To  his  humanity,  and  fpirited  behaviour  in  council  alfoj  King  James  was  indebted  for  the  pro- 
teflion  he  obtaiued  from  the  lords  in  London,  upon  his  being  feized  and  infulted  by  the  populace 
at  Feverffiani. 

When  the  crown  V^as  fettled  upon  William  and  Mary,  he  voted  for  the  conjunAive  fovereignty. 
This  vote  gratified  King  William,  yet,  either  by  the  king's  diftruft,  or  his  own  difcontent,  he  lived 
loiue  years  without  employment. 

He  was,  notwithftanding  this  averfion  or  indifference,  made  Marquis  of  Normanby,  in  Lincoln- 
fliire,  in  1694,  but  ftiH  oppcfcd  the  court  on  fome  important  queftions;  yet  at  laft  he  was  received 
into  the  cabinet-council,  with  a  penfion  of  3000 1. 

At  the  acceffion  of  Qeen  Anne,  he  was  immediately  rewarded  for  having  made  love  to  her  be- 
fore her  marriage.     Before  her  coronation   (Ijoz)  fhc  hiade  him  Lord  Privy  Seal,  and  foon  after 
Lord  Lieutenant  of  the  Weft  Riding  of  Yorkfhirc,  and  one  of  the  Governors  of  the  Charter-houfe. 
He  was  then  named  Cmmiffioner  for  treating  with  the  Scots  about  the  Union,  and  was  made,  next 
.  year,  firft  Duke  of  Normanby,  and  then  of  Buckinghamftiire,  there  being  fufpeded  to  be  fome- 
.  where  a  latent  claim  to  the  title  of  Buckingh<-\m. 

Soon  after,  becoming  jtfalous  of  Marlborough,  he  refigned  the  Privy  Seal,  and  joined  the  difcon- 
tented  Tories,  in  a  motion  for  inviting  the  Princefs  Sophia  to  England,  which  was  extremely  offen- 
live  to  ihc  Q^cen;  who,  notwithftanding,  courted  him  back  with  no  lefs  an  offer  than  that  of 
the  chancoUorihip,  which  he  refufed.  He  now  retired  from  bufinefp,  and  built  that  houfe  in  St, 
James's  Park  v.'hi>  h  is  now  the  Queen's,  upon  ground  granted  by  the  Crown. 

Wheiithc  Whig  minillry  was  removed  (1710)  to  make  room  for  Harley  and  the  Tories,  he 
was  made  Lord  Steward  of  the  Houfehold,  and  Prcfident  of  the  Council,  and  concurred  in  all  the 
mcafures  of  the  new  miniftry,  except  tlut  he  endeavoured  to  protedl  the  Catalans. 

After  the  acccCion  of  King  George,  he  became  a  conflant  opponent  of  the  court ;  and  having  no 
Piihlic  employment,  is  fuppofed  to  have  amufcd  himfejf  by  writing  his  two  tragedies,  Julius  CtBfar^ 
and  yicr:iis  Bi,itu, ;  whuh,  though  never  adlcd,  were  iutcnJcd  for  the  ftage,  and  to  be  perforaicd 
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after  the  mannner  of  the  ancients,  with  mufical  chorufes  between  the  adis.    They  are  both  taken 
from  Shakfpeare's  tragedy  of  "  Julius  C:efar ;"  but  with  great  alterations. 

In  1 719,  he  wrote  The  EhBion  of  a  Laureat,  occafioned  by  Eufden's  appointment  to  the  office  of 
poet  laureat,  on  the  death  of  Rowe.     Eufden's  promotion  gave  great  offence,  perhaps  unjuftly;  for 
as  the  firftrate  poets  were  either  in  oppofition  to  government,  or  in  higher  fituations,  it  was  neccffary 
to  beftow  the  laurel  on  one  of  infcriour  rank.  Eufden  was  probably  equal  to  any  of  his  competitors. 
His  writings,  though  they  do  not  difcoVer  great  poetical  genius,  afford  no  juft  ground  for  the  ac- 
cufation  of  dulnefs,  and  ought  to  have  exempted  him  from  the  fevere  cenfure  of  Shef5eld  and  Pope, 
In  rulh'd  Eufden,  and  cried  who  fllall  have  it, 
But  I,  the  true  laureat,  t»  whom  the  king  gave  it  ? 
Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim, 
But  vow 'd,  that  till  then  he  ne'er  heard  of  his  name. 
He  died  at  Buckingham-houfe,  a4th  February  i  720-21,  in  the  7ad  year  of  his  age,  and  was  btirl'd 
in  Weftminfter  Abbey,  where  a  moniiment  is  erefted  to  his  memory,  upon  which  the  following 
epitaph  is  infcribed,  by  his  own  direcflion,  as  appears  from  a  paffage  of  his  will.  "  Since  fomething 
is  ufually  Written   on   monuments,  I  ditedt  that  the  following  lines  ftiall  be  put  on  mine,"  viz. 

In  one  place. 
Pro  licge  fsepe,  pro  Rcpublica  femper. 

In  another. 
Dubius,  fed  non  improbus  vixi, 
Incertus  morior,  fed  inturbatus 
Humanum  eft  nefcire  et  errare, 
Chriftum  adveneror,  Deo  conSdo 
Omnipotenti,  benevolentiffimo. 
Ens  entium  mifere  mihi. 
The  fecond  line  ftands  thus  on  the  monument  :  Incertus  morioir,  non  perturbaius,  and  the  words 
Chrijlum  ad-veneror  are  omitted,  at  the  defire  of  Dr.  Atterbury,  who  thought  ad-venefor  not  ftrong 
enough  as  applied  to  Chrift.     Under  the  whole  are  the  following  words  : 

Catharina  Buckinghamicae  Duciffa  mcrens  extrui  curavit,  Anno  mdccxxi. 
He  was  thrice  married.  By  his  two  firft  wives  he  had  no  children :  by  his  third,  who  was  the  daugh- 
ter ofKing  Jame3,by  Catharine  Sedley,  Countefs  of  DorcheRer,  and  the  widow  of  the  Earl  of  Angle- 
fey,  he  had,befides  other  children  that  died  early,  a  fon,  born  in  1716,  who  died  at  Rome  in  1735, 
and  put  an  end  to  the  line  of  Sheffield.  His  epitaph  is  written  by  Pope.  The  Duchefs  died  in  1745. 
His  works,  confifting  of  Poems,  HiJiorlcitI  Memoirs ^  Speeches,  Charaaers,  Critical  Ohfervations ,  and  EJfays, 
■were  colle«5led  and  printed  by  Alderman  Barber,  in  %  volumes,  4to,i7Z3.  They  have  been  fince  reprint- 
ed in  2  volumes,  8vo,  1 729,  with  the  emifllon  of  fome  offenfive  particulars  relating  to  the  Revolution. 
Sheffield,  as  might  be  expefled  from  his  high  rank,  was  very  hberally  complimented  by  his  con- 
temporaries.    But  his  quality  can  avail  hirii  nothing  in  the  eftimation  of  the  prcfent  age.     His  me- 
rits are  now  to  be  juJgtd,  not  by  flattery  or  favour,  but  by  the  decifion  of  impartial  criticifm,  un- 
influenced by-his  bounty,  and  unawcd  by  his  fplendof. 

As  a  ftatefman,  he  is  charaderifed  by  a  fteady  attachthent  to  Tory  principles  of  government, 
which  is  principally  to  be  afcribed  to  the  perfonal  obligations  he  was  under  to  the  royal  family  of  Stuart, 
As  a  courtier,  he  is  diftinguilhed  by  perfonal  dignity,  gracefiilnefs,  and  good-breeding.  He  pof- 
fefl"ed  wit  and  fpirit,  gallantry  and  politenefs,  in  an  eminent  degree.  But  his  religion  was  the  loofe 
fcepticifm  of  Hobbes,  and  his  morality  the  grofs  libertinifm  of  the  court  of  Charles.  He  has  been 
oenfured  as  haughty,  covetous,  and  paffionate.  He  is,  however,  faid  to  have  had  much  tenderncfs 
and  generofity,  and  to'havc  been  very  ready  to  apologife  for  his  violences  of  pafiion. 

He  is  introduced  into  this  colleftion  only  as  a  poet ;  and  if  credit  is  given  to  the  eulogies  of 
Dryden,  Garth,  Prior,  Addifon,  and  Pope,  he  was  a  poet  of  no  vulgar  rank.  But  it  may  be  juftly 
doubted,  whether  he  was  not  indebted  to  his  patronage  of  men  of  genius  for  a  greater  Ihaie  of  his 
reputation,  than  was  derived  from  his  perfonal  merit. 

He  cultivated  an  early  acquaintance  with  Dryden,  whofe  help  he  was  always  fuppofed  to  have 
had  in  the  Effa^j  on  Satire,  and  the  verfion  from  Ovid;  and  who  has  degraded  himfelf  by  of- 
fc;iDg  him  the  moft  extravagant  advilatioa  in  the  dedications  to  bis  «  Virgil"  and  «  Aurengzcbe." 
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He  was  among  the  firft  ta  acknowledge  tlie  merit  of  Pope,  and  ufhered  in  the  publicatioh  of 
his  '*  Poems"  with  a  recommendatory  Cojy  of  Verfes,  which  received  the  praife,  and  excited  t'he 
emulation  of  Harcourt,  and  other  admirers  of  our  Englifh  Homer. 

Great  Sheffield's  mufe  the  long  procefTion  heads, 
And  throws  a  luftre  o'er  the  pcmp  Ihe  leads  ; 
Firft  gives  the  palm  (he  fir'd  him  to  obtain, 
Crowns  his  gay  brow,  and  fliews  him  how  to  reign. 
Pope  himfelf  appears  to  have  valued  this  Copy  of  Vtrfss  very  highly,  though  they  are  extremely 
feeble  and  profaic,  and  fpcaks  of  Sheffield's  commendation  as  the  confummation  of  his  fame. 
Mufe  !   'tis  enough  ;  at  length  thy  labour  ends;  i 
And  thou  Ihalt  li-?e,  for  Buckingham  commends,  &c. 
Befides  this  profefTed   tcftimony  of  his  gratitude,  Pope  has  incidentally   mentioned   his   obliga- 
tions to  him,  in  his  poems,  and  embellilhed  his  Tragedy  of  Brutus  with  two  chorufes. 

Of  his  other  poetical  pieces,  the  Effay  on  Poetry  is  the  mofl  diflinguiftied.  It  feems  to  have 
been  His  favourite  prodiidion  ;  for  he  was  all  his  life  in^proving  it  by  fuccefllve  revifals;  fo  that 
there  is  fcarcely  any  poem  to  be  found  of  which  the  lafl  editions  differ  more  from  the  firft.  It  is 
ranked  by  Addifon  (Speilator,  No.  253.)  with  Rofcommon's  "  Effay  on  tranflated  Verfe,"  and 
pope's  "  Effay  on  Criticifm."  Though  the  verfifitation  is  carclefs,  the  fenfe  is  always  clear, 
and  the  rules  arc  commonly  juft,  and  ofttn  delivered  with  eafe,  and  fometimes  with  energy.  It  is 
juftly  ranked  among  our  beft  didaiSic  poems. 

The  Vifwn  contains  little  invention,  or  propriety  of  fentiment.  The  EleSiion  ef  a  Ldureai  is  an 
imitation  of  Suckling's  "  Seffion  of  the  Poets,"  in  which  he  has  charadlerifed  the  contemporary 
poets,  with  fome  humour  and  vivacity.  His  Odes  are  written  with  Pindaric  liberty,  but  are  languid 
and  unharmonious.  His  Tranflations  are  fufficiently  licentious,  but  very  deficient  in  animation  and 
force,  compared  with  the  original.  His  Songs  and  amatory  pieces  are  fometimes  fprightly  and  ele- 
gant ;  but  have  neither  gallantry  nor  tendernefs. 

"  I  can  recollecfl  no  performance  of  Buckingham,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  that  ftamps  him  a  true 
genius ;  his  reputation  was  owing  to  his  rank.  In  reading  his  poems  one  is  apt  to  exclaim  with  Pope, 
What  woful  fluff  this  madrigal  would  be 
In  fome  ftarv'd  hackney  fonnetteer,  or  riie  ! 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines 
How  the  wit  brightens,  hew  the  flyle  refines !" 
"  It  is  certain,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  "  that  his  Grace's  compofitions,  in  profe,  have  nothing  ex- 
traordinary in  them  ;  his  joetry  is  moft  indifferent,  and  the  greatefl  part  of  both  is  already, fallen 
into  total  neglefl." 

"  Criticifm,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  difcovers  him  to  be  a  writer  that  fometimes  glimmers,  but 
rarely  (hines,  feebly  laborious,  and  at  beft  but  pretty.  His  fongs  are  upon  common  topics ;  he  hopes, 
and  grieves,  and  repents,  and  defpairs,  and  rejoices,  like  any  other  maker  of  little  fianzas  ;  to  be 
great  he  hardly  tries,  to  be  gay  is  hardly  in  his  power.} 

"  Of  the  Effay  on  Poetry,  which  Dryden  has  exalted  fo  highly,  it  may  be  juftly  faid  that  the  pre- 
cepts are  judicious,  fometimes  new,  and  often  happily  cxpreffed ;  but  there  are  many  weak  lines,  and 
fome  ftrange  appearances  of  negligence  ;  as,  when  he  gives  the  laws  of  elegy,  he  infifts  Upon  con- 
nt&Aon  and  coherence,  without  whith,  fays  he, 

'  ris  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will, 
But  not  an  elegy,  nor  writ  with  (kill ; 
No  Panegyric,  nor  a  Cooper's  Hill. 
Vho  would  not  fuppofe  that  Waller's  "  Panegyric,"  and  Denham's  "  Cooper's  Hill"  Were  e'cgles  ? 
"  One  celebrated  line  feems  to  be  botrowed.     The  EJfay  calls  a  perfeft  characfter 

A  faultlefs  monfter  which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 
"  Scaliger,  in  his  poems,  terms  Virgil,  Sine  late  morftum.     Sheffield  can  fcarcely  be  fuppofed  to 
have  read  Scaliger's  poetry  ;  perhaps  he  found  the  words  in  a  quotation. 

'*  His  verfes  ate  often  infipid,  but  his  memoirs  are  lively  and  agreeable;  he  had  the  perfpicuitjr 
and  elegance  of  an  hillorian,  but  not  the  fire  and  fancy  of  a  poet.'* 


POEMS, 


*«  Nee  Photbo  gratior  ulla  eft 

''  Quam  fibi  qux  Vari  pratfcripfit  paglna  nomen."  1 

VlRO, 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 

JOHN  SHEFFIELD,  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE, 

THESE,  HIS  MORE  LASTING  REMAINS, 

•■■? 
(THE  MONUMENT  OF  HIS  MIND,  AND  MORE  PERFECT  IMAGE  OF  HIMSELF) 

ARE  HERE  COLLECTED  BY  THE  DIRECTION  OF 

CAt MARINE    HIS   DUCHESS: 

Defifous  that  his  Aflies  may  be  honoured,  and  his  Fame  and  Merit  committed  to 
the  Teil  of  Time,  Truth,  and  Pofterity. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  DEATH. 

IN  IMITATION  OK  THE  FRENCH. 

In  thofe  cold  climates,  where  the  fun  appears 
Unwillingly,  and  hides  his  face  in  tears, 
A  difmal  vale  lies  in  a  defert  ifle, 
On  which  indulgent  heaven  did  never  fmilc. 
There  a  thiclc  grove  of  aged  cyprefs  trees, 
Which  none  without  an  awful  horror  fees, 
Into  its  wither'd  arms,  depriv'd  of  leaves. 
Whole  flocks  of  ill-pr^/aging  birds  receive* : 


Poifons  are  all  the  plants  that  foil  will  bear. 
And  winter  is  the  only  feafon  there  : 
Millions  of  graves  o'erfpread  the  fpacious  field. 
And  fprings  of  blood  a  thoufand  rivers  yield  ; 
Whofe  ftrcams,  opprefs'd  with  carcafles  and  bones, 
Inftead  of  gentle  murmurs,  pour  forth  groans. 
Within  this  vale  a  famous  temple  ftands, 
Old  as  the  world  itfelf,  which  it  commands ; 
Round  is  its  figure,  and  four  iron  gates 
Divide  mankind,  by  order  of  the  fates  : 
Thither  in  crowds  come  to  one  common  grave 
The  young,  the  old,  the  monarch,  and  the  Have. 
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Old  age  and  pains,  thofc  evils  man  deplores, 

Are  rigid  keepers  of  th'  eternal  doors ; 

All  clad  in  mournful  blacks,  which  fidly  load 

The  facrcd  walls  of  this  obicure  abode ; 

And  tapers,  of  a  ;itchy  fubftance  made, 

"With  clouds  of  fmoke  increafe  the  difmal  (hade, 

A  monAer  void  of  reafon  and  of  fight 
The  goddefs  is,  who  fways  this  realm  of  night : 
Her   power    extends   o'er  all   things    that  have 

breath, 
A  cruel  tyrant,  and  her  name  is  death. 
The  faired  obietft  of  our  wondering  eyes 
Was  newly  ofFer'd  up  her  facrifice  ; 
Th'  adjoining  places  where  the  altar  flood,, 
Yet  blurtiiiig  with  the  fair  Almeria's  blood, 
When  griev'd  Orontes,  whofe  unhappy  flanie 
Is  known  to  all  who  e'er  converfe  with  fame, 
His  mind  pofTefs'd  by  fury  and  defpair, 
Within  the  facred  temple  made  this  prayer  : 
Great  Deity  1  v/ho  in  thy  hands  doft  beat- 
That  iron  fceptre  which  poor  mortals  fear; 
Who,  wanting  eyes  thyfelf,  refpetSieft  none. 
And  neither  fpar'ft  the  laurel  nor  the  crown  ! 
O  thou,  whom  all  mankind  in  vain  withfland. 
Each  of  whofe  blood  mud  one  day  dain  thy  hand  ! 
O  thou,  who  every  eye  that  fees  the  light 
Clofed  for  ever  in  the  fhades  of  night '. 
Goddefs,  attend,  and  hearken  to  my  grief. 
To  which  thy  power  alone  can  give  relief. 
Alas  !  i  aflc  not  to  defer  my  fate, 
But  widi  my  haplefs  life  a  diorterdate; 
And  that  the  earth  would  in  its  bowels  hide 
A  wretch,  whom  Heaven  invades  on  every  fide  : 
That  from  the  fight  of  day  I  could  remove, 
And  might  have  nothing  left  me  but  my  love. 

Thou  only  comforter  of  minds  oppred. 
The  port  where  wearied  fpirits  are  at  red ; 
Condudor  to  Elyfium,  take  my  life. 
My  bread  I  offer  to  thy  facred  knife ; 
So  jud  a  grace  rcfufe  not,  nor  defpife 
A  willing,  though  a  worthlefs  facrifice. 
Others  {their  frail  and  mortal  date  forgot) 
Before  thy  altars  are  not  to  be  brought 
Without  conftraint ;  the  noii'e  of  dying  rag^, 
Heaps  of  the  flain  of  every  fex  und  age. 
The  blade  all  reeking  in  the  gore  it  flied. 
With  fevcr'd  heads  and  arms  confus'dly  Ipread  ; 
The  rapid  flsmes  of  a  perpetual  fire, 
The  groans  of  wretches  ready  to  exjire  : 
This  tragic  fcene  in  terror  makes  them  live, 
Till  that  is  forc'd  v/hichthey  fhould  freely  give; 
Yielding  unwillingly  what  Heaven  will  have, 
Their  fears  cclipfe  the  glory  of  their  grave  : 
Before  thy  face  they  make  indecent  moan, 
And  feci  a  himdred  deaths  in  fearing  one  : 
Thy  flame  beootnes  unhallow'd  in  their  bread. 
And  he  a  rotifderer  who  was  a  pried. 
But  againlt  tne  thy  drongcd  forces  call, 
AfMl  on  inf  head  let  all  the  temped  f:i!l ; 
fJo  nicao  retreat  fhall  any  weaktiefs  fhovv, 
Atit^ftily  rU  expert  the  fatal  b!ow; 
Sdy  limbs  not  trembling,  in  my  mind  no  fear, 
plaints  in  my  mouth,  nor  in  my  eyes  a  tear. 
"^hir.k  net  that  time,  our  wonted  fure  lelicf, 
■jThiit  univtrfal  cuic  for  cvci^  g'ief. 


Whofe  aid  fo  many  lovers  oft  have  found, 
With  like  fuccefs  can  ever  heal  my  wound : 
Too  weak  the  power  of  nature,  or  of  art. 
Nothing  but  death  can  eafe  a  broken  heart : 
And  that  thou  may'lf  behold  my  helplefs  date; 
Learn  the  extremed  rigour  of  my  fate. 

Amidd  th*  innumerable  beauteous  train, 
Paris,  the  queen  of  cities,  does  contain, 
(The  faired  town,  the  larged,  and  the  bed) 
The  fair  Almeria  fhin'd  above  the  red  : 
From  her  bright  eyes  to  feel  a  hopelefs  flame. 
Was  of  our  yduth  the  mod  ambitipus  aim  ; 
Her  chains  were  marks  of  honour  to  the  brave, 
She  made  a  prince  whene'er  file  made  a  flave. 
Love,  under  whofe  tyrannic  power  I  groan, 
Show'd  me  this  beauty  ere  'twas  fully  blown; 
Her  timorous  charms,  and  her  unpradlis'd  look, 
Their  fird  affurance  from  my  conqued  took ; 
By  wounding  me,  die  learn'd  the  fatal  art. 
And  the  fird  figh  (he  had  was  from  my  heart : 
My  eyes,  with  tears  moidening  her  fnowy  arms^ 
Render'd  the  tribute  owing  to  her  charms. 
But,  as  I  feoned  of  all  mortals  paid 
My  vows,  and  to  her  beauty  altars  made ; 
So,  among  all  thofe  flaves  that  figh'd  in  vain^ 
She  thought  me  only  worthy  of  my  chain  : 
Love's  heavy  burden  my  fubmiflive  heart 
Endur'd  not  long,  before  (he  bore  her  part; 
My  violent  flame  melted  her  frozen  breads 
And  in  foft  fighs  her  pity  Ihe  exprefs'd  ; 
Her  gentle  voice  allay'd  n\y  raging  pains. 
And  her  fair  hands  fudain'd  me  in  my  chains ; 
Ev'n  tears  of  pity  waited  on  my  moan. 
And  tender  looks  were  cad  on  me  alone. 
My  hopes  and  dangers  were  lefs  mine  than  hers, 
Thofe  fiU'd  her  foulAvith  joys,  and  thefe  with  fears; 
Our  hearts,  united,  had  the  fame  defires. 
And  both  alike  burn'd  with  impatient  fires. 

Too  faithful  memory  '.  I  give  thee  leave 
Thy  wretched  mader  kindly  to  deceive ; 
Oh,  make  me  not  pofTeffor  of  her  charmsj 
Let  me  not  find  her  languifli  in  my  arms ; 
•i^#ft  joys  are  now  my  fancy's  mournful  themes; 
[JWake  all  my  happy  nights  appear  but  dreams : 
Ltt  not  fuch  blifs  before  my  eyes  be  brought, 

0  hide  thofc  fcenes  from  my  tormenting  thought; 
And  in  their  place  difdainful  beauty  fhow ; 

If  thou  wouid'd  not  be  cruel,  make  her  fo  : 
And,  fome thing  to  abate  my  deep  defpair, 
d  let  her  feem  lefs  gentle,  or  lefs  fair. 
But  I  in  vain  flatter  my  wounded  mind; 
Never  was  nymph  fo  lovelj'  or  fo  kind  : 
No  cold  repnlfes  my  defire  fuppred, 

1  feldom  figh'd,  but  on  Almeria's  bread  : 
Of  all  the  paflions  which  mankind  dedroy, 
I  only  felt  excefs  of  love  and  joy : 
Unnumber'd  pleafiires  charm 'd  my  fenle,  and  they 
Were,  as  my  love,  without  the  lead  allay. 

As  pure,  alas!  but  not  fo  furc  to  lad. 
For,  like  a  pleafing  dream,  they  arc  all  pad. 
From  heaven  her  beauties  like  fierce  lightnings 
came,  [flame ; 

Which  break  through  darknefs  with  a  glorious 
Awhile  they  fliine,  awhile  our  nlinds  amaze. 
Our  wondering  eyes  are  dazsled  with  th?  bia^e  ; 
a    . 
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Bat  thunder  fallows,  whore  refiftlefs  rage 
None  can  withftand,  and  nothing  can  affuagc ; 
And  all  that  light  which  thofe  bright  flalhes  gave, 
Serves  only  to  condud:  us  to  our  grave. 

When  I  had  juft  begun  love's  joys  to  tafte, 
(Thofe  full  rewards  for  fears  and  dangers  paft) 
A  fever  feiz'd  her,  and  to  nothing  brought 
The  richeft  work  that  ever  nature  wrought. 
All  things  below,  alas !  uncertain  fland  ; 
The  firmcft  rocks  are  fix'd  upon  the  fand  : 
Under  this  law  both  kings  and  kingdoms  bend, 
And  no  beginning  is  without  an  end. 
A  facrifice  to  time,  fate  dooms  us  all. 
And  at  the  tyrant's  feet  we  daily  fall : 
Time,  whofe  bold  hand  will  bring  alike  to  duft 
Mankind,  and  temples  too  in  which  they  truft. 

Her  wafted  fpirits  now  begin  to  faint. 
Yet  patience  ties  her  tongue  from  all  complaint, 
And  in  her  heart  as  in  a  fort  remains; 
But  yields  at  laft  to  her  refiftlefs  pains. 
Thus  while  the  fever,  amorous  of  his  prey, 
Through  all  her  veins  makes  his  delightful  way, 
Her  fate's  like  Semele's ;  the  flames  deftroy 
That  beauty  they  too  eagerly  enjoy. 
Her  charming  face  is  in  its  fpring  decay'd, 
Pale  grow  the  rofes,  and  the  lilies  fade  ; 
Her  fkin  has  loft  that  luftre  which  furpafs'd 
The  fun's,  and  well  deferv'd  as  long  to  laft  : 
Her  eyes,  which  us'd  to  pierce  the  hardeft  hearts, 
Are  now  difarm'd  of  all  their  flames  and  darts ; 
Thofe  ftars  now  heavily  and  flowly  move; 
And  ficknefs  triumphs  in  the  throne  of  love. 
The  fever  every  moment  mere  prevails, 
Its  rage  her  body  feels,  and  tongue  bewails  : 
She,  whofe  difdain  fo  many  lovers  prove, 
Sighs  now  for  torment,  as  they  Cgh  for  love,  [air. 
And  with  loud  cries,  which  rend  the  neighbouring 
Wounds  my  fad  heart  and  weakens  my  defpair. 
Both  men  and  gods  I  charge  now  with  my  lofs, 
And,  wild  with  grief,  my  thoughts  each  other  crofs. 
My  heart  and  tongue  labour  in  both  extremes, 
This  fends  up  humble  prayers,  while  that  blaf- 

phemes : 
I  alk  their  help,  whofe  malice  I  defy. 
And  mingle  facrilege  with  piety. 
But,  that  which  muft  yet  more  perplex  my  mind, 
To  love  her  truly,  I  muft  feem  unkind ; 
(So  unconcern'd  k  face  my  forrow  wears, 
I  muft  reftrain  unruly  floods  of  tears. 
My  eyes  and  tongue  put  on  diffembling  forms, 
I  (how  a  calmnefs  in  the  midft  of  ftorms ; 
I  feem  to  hope  when  all  my  hopes  are  gone. 
And,  almoft  dead  with  grief,  diltover  none. 
But  who  can  long  deceive  a  luving  eye. 
Or  with  dry  eyes  behold  his  miftrefs  die  ? 
When  paffioH  had  with  all  its  terrors  brought 
Th' approaching  danger  nearer  to  my  thought, 
Off  on  a  fudden  fell  the  forc'd  difguife. 
And  fliow'd  a  Cghiug  heart  in  weeping  eyes : 
My  apprehenfions,  tiow  no  more  coufin'd, 
lixpus'd  my  f(  rrows,  and  betray'd  my  mind. 
'I'he  fair  affli(5led  f  ion  perceives  my  tears. 
Explains  mylighs,  and  therce  concludes  my  fears: 
With  fad  prelages  of  her  hopclcfs  cafe. 
She  reads  her  fate  in  my  dejeded  face; 
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Then  feels  my  torment,  and  negleds  her  own, 
While  I  am  fenfiblc  of  hers  alone ; 
Each  does  the  other's  burthen  kindly  bear, 
I  fear  her  death,  and  ftie  bewails  my  fear  ; 
Though  thus  we  fufFer  under  fortune's  dart?, 
*Tis  only  thofe  of  love  which  reach  our  hearts. 

Meanwhile  the  fever  mocks  at  all  our  fears. 
Grows  by  our  fighs,  and  rages  at  our  tears  : 
Thofe  vain  efFedts  of  our  as  vain  defire. 
Like  wind  and  oil,  increafe  the  fatal  fire. 

Almeria  then,  feeling  the  deftinies 
About  to  ftiut  her  lips,  and  clofe  her  eyes ; 
Weeping,  in  mine,  fix'd  her  fair  trembling  hand. 
And  with  thefe  words  I  fcarce  could  underftand. 
Her  pailion  in  a  dying  voice  exprefs'd 
Half,  and  her  fighs,  alas  I  made  out  ths  reft. 

' Tis  paft;  this  pang — Nature  gives  o'er  the  ftrifcj' 
Thou  muft  thy  miftrefs  lofe,  and  I  my  life. 
I  die  ;  but,  dying  thine,  the  fates  may  prove 
Their  conqueft  over  me,  but  not  my  lave  ; 
Thy  memory,  my  glory,  and  my  pain, 
In  fpite  of  death  itfelf  fhall  ftill  remain, 
Deareft  Orontes,  my  hard  fate  denies, 
That  hope  is  the  laft  thing  which  in  us  dies  : 
From  mygriev'd  breaft  all  thofe  foft  thoughts  are 

fled. 
And  love  furvives  it,  though  my  hope  is  dead; 
I  yield  my  hfe,  but  keep  my  paffion  yet. 
And  can  all  thoughts,  but  of  Orontes,  quit. 

My  flame  increafes  as  my  ftrength  decays  ; 
Death,  which  puts  out  the  light,  the  heat  will  raifc; 
That  ftill  remains,  though  I  from  hence  remove ; 
I  lofe  my  lover,  but  1  keep  my  love. 

The  fighs  which  fent  forth  that  laft  tender  word. 
Up  tow'rds  the  heavens  like  a  bright  meteor  foar'd  •, 
And  the  kind  nymph,  not  yet  bereft  of  charms, 
Fell  cold  and  breatlilefs  in  her  lover's  arms. 

Goddefs,  who  now  my  fate  haft  undciftood,' 
Spare  hut  my  tears,  and  freely  take  my  blood  : 
Here  let  me  end  the  ftory  of  my  cares ; 
My  difmal  grief  enough  the  reil  declares. 
Judge  thou  by  all  this  mifery  difplay'd, 
Whether  I  ought  not  to  implore  thy  aid  ; 
Thus  to  furvivc,  ieproaches  c:)  nie  draws; 
Never  fad  wifties  had  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

Come  then,  my  only  hipe;  iii  every  place 
Thou  vifiteft,  men  tremble  at  thy  face. 
And  fear  thy  name  :   once  let  thy  fatal  hand 
Fall  on  afwain  that  does  the  blow  demand. 
Vouchfafe  thy  dart ;  I  need  not  one  of  thofe, 
With  which  thou  doft  unwilling  kings  dep.ife  : 
A  welcome  death  the  flighteft  wound  can  briug. 
And  free  a  foul  already  on  her  wing< 
Without  thy  aid,  moft  miferable  I 
Muft  ever  wilh,  yet  not  obtain  to  die. 


ODE   ON   LOVE, 


Let  others  fongs  or  fatires  write, 
Piovok'd  by  vanity  or  fpite  ; 
My  mule  a  nobler  caufe  (liall  mcve» 
To  found  aloud  the  praife  of  lave  -. 
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That  gentle,  yet  rcGftlefs  heat, 
Which  riifes  men  to  all  things  good  and  great : 
While  other  paflions  of  the  mind  "^ 

To  low  brutality  debafe  mankind,  > 

By  love  we  are  above  ourfelve";  refin'd.  J 

Oh  love,  thou  trance  divine  !  in  which  the  foul, 
TJnclogg'd  with  worldly  cares,  may  range  without 

.  control; 
And  fearing  to  her  heaven,  from  thence  infpir'd  can 

teach 
High  myfteries,  above  poor  reafon's  feeble  reach. 

II. 
•y©  weak  old  age,  prudence  feme  aid  may  prove,*! 
And  curb  thofe  appetites  that  faintly  move  }        ( 
But  wild,  impetuous  youth  is  tam'd  by  nothing  C 
lefs  than  love.  J 

Of  men  too  rough  for  peace,  too  rude  for  arts. 
Love's  power  can  penetrate  the  hardeft  hearts ; 
And  through  the  clofeft  pores  a  pafTage  find, 
Like  that  of  light,  to  (hine  all  o'er  the  mind. 
The  want  of  love  does  both  extremes  produce ; 
Maids  are  too  nice,  and  men  as  much  too  loofe  ; 
While  equal  good  an  amorous  couple  find, 
She  makes  him  conftant,  and  he  makes  her  kind. 

JIcw  charms  in  vain  a  lover's  faith  would  prove; 

Hermits  or  bedrid  men  they'll  fooner  move  : 
The  fair  inveighr  will  but  fadly  find 

There's  no  fuch  eunuch  as  a  man  in  love. 
But  when  by  his  chafte  nymph  embrac'd, 
(For  love  makes  all  embraces  chafte) 
"Then  the  tranfported  creature  can 
Do  wonders,  and  is  more  than  man. 
Both  heaven  and  earth  would  our  dcfires  con-') 
fine;  f 

But  yet  in  vain  both  heaven  and  earth  combine,  C 
Unkfs  where  love  blefles  the  great  defign.  J 

Hymen  makes  faft  the  hand,  but  love  the  heart ; 
He  the  fool's  god,  thou  nature's  Hymen  art; 
Whofe  laws  once  broke,  we  arc  not  held  by  force, 
But  the  falfe  breach  itfelf  is  a  divorce. 

III. 
For  Irve  the  mifer  will  his  gold  defpife, 
Xhe  falfe  grow  faithful,  and  the  foolifh  wife  ; 
Cautious  the  young,  and  complaifant  the  old, 
The  cruel  gentle,  and  the  coward  bold. 

Thou  glorious  fun  within  our  fouls, 

Whofe  influence  fo  much  centrols; 

F.v'n  dull  and  heavy  lumps  of  love, 

Quicktn'd  by  thee,  more  lively  move; 
And  if  their  heads  but  any  fuhflance  hold. 
Love  ripens  all  that  drofs  into  the  pureft  gold." 

In  heaven's  great  work  thy  part  is  fuch, 
That  mailer-like  thou  giv'li  the  lafl  great  touch 

To  heaven's  own  mafttr-piece  of  man; 
And  Snifheft  what  nature  but  began  : 
Thy  happy  ftroke  can  into  foftnefs  bring 
Rcafon,  that  rough  ?nd  wranglinc;  thing. 

From  childhood  upwards  wc  decay, 
And  grew  but  greater  children  every  day  ; 
So,  rcalon.kow  can  we  be  faid  to  rife  ?  ~\ 

So  many  cares  attend  the  being  wife,  C 

'  f'is  rather  falling  down  a  precipice.  j 

From  fenfc  to  reafon  unimprov'd  we  move; 
We   only  then   advance,  when  reafon  turns  to 
leve. 


Thou  reigned  o'er  our  earthly  gods : 
Uncrowrn'd  by  thee,  their  other  crowns  are  loads; 
One  beauty's  fmilc  their  meanefic  courtier  brings 
Rather  to  pity  than  to  envy  kings ; 
His  fellow  flaves  he  takes  them  now  to  be, 
Favout'd  by  love  perhaps  much  lefs  than  he. 

For  love,  the  timorous  bafliful  rt>aid 
Of  nothing  but  denying  is  afraid  ; 

For  love  fhe  overcomes  her  ftiame, 
Forfakes  her  fortune,  and  forgets  her  fame  j 
Yet,  if  but  with  a  conftant  lover  bleft, 
Thanks  heaven  for  that,  and  never  minds  the  reft. 
v. 

Love  is  the  fait  of  life  ;  a  higher  tafte 
It  gives,  to  pleafure,  and  then  makes  it  laft. 
Thofe  flighted  favours  which  cold  nymphs  difpenfe. 
Mere  common  counters  of  the  fenfe. 
Defective  both  in  metal  and  in  meafure,  , 

A  lover's  fancy  coins  into  a  trcafure. 
How  vaft  the  fubjcdl  1  what  a  boundlefs  ftore 
Of  bright  ideas  fliining  all  before  1 
The  mufe's  fighs  forbid  me  to  give  o'er  ! 
But  the  kind  god  incites  us  various  ways. 
And  now  I  find  him  all  my  ardour  raife. 
His  precepts  to  perform,  as  well  as  praife. 


ELEGY  TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  R- 


Thou  lovely  flave  to  a  rude  hufband's  will. 
By  nature  u*'d  fo  v^'elI,  by  him  fo  ill ! 
FiT  all  that  grief  we  fee  your  mind  endure, 
Your  glafs  prefents  ydu  with  a  pleafing  cure. 
Thofe  maids  you  envy  for  their  happier  ftate, 
To  have  your  form,  would  gladly  have  your  fate; 
And  of  like  flavery  each  wife  complains, 
Without  fuch  beauty's  help  to  bear  her  chains. 
Hufoands  like  him  we  every  where  may  fee  ; 
But  where  can  we  behold  a  wife  like  thee  ? 

While  to  a  tyrant  you  by  fate  are  ty'd. 
By  love  you  tyrannize  o'er  all  bfefide  : 
Thofe  eyes,  though  weeping,  can  no  pity  move  ; 
Worthy  our  grief !  more  worthy  of  our  love  ! 
You,  while  fo  fair  (do  fortune  what  flie  pleafe) 
Can  be  no  more  in  pain  than  we  at  eale  ; 
Unlefs,  unfatisfied  with  all  our  vows, 
Yoi'r  vain  ambition  fo  unbounded  grows, 
That  you  repine  ahufband  fliould  cfcape 
Th'  united  force  of  fuch  a  face  and  fliape. 
If  fo,  alas!  for  all  thofe  charming  powers, 
Your  cafe  is  juft  a«  defperatc  as  curs. 
Expetil  that  birds  fiiould  only  iing  to  you. 
And,  as  you  v^alk,  that  ev'ry  tree  fliould  bow  ; 
ExpccSt  thofe  ftatue?,  as  you  pafs,  fliould  burn  ; 
And  that  wi:h  wonder  m^n  fliould  flatties  turn ; 
Such  beauty  is  enough  to  give  things  liie. 
But  not  to  make  a  hufband  love  his  wife  : 
A  hiifl)and,  worfe  fiian  flatiies,  or  than  trees; 
Colder  than  thofe,  lefs  fenfible  than  thefe.- 
I'htn  from  fo  dull  a  care  your  thoughts  remove. 
And  wafte  not  fighs  you  only  owe  to  love. 
'Tis  pity,  fighs  from  fuch  a  breaft  fbould  part, 
Unltfs  to  eafe  fome  doubtful  lover'*  heart; 
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Who  dies  becaufe  he  mult  too  juftly  prize 
what  yet  the  dull  poffeffor  does  defpife. 
Thus  precious  jewels  among  Indians  grow, 
Who  nor  their  ufc,  nor  wondrous  value  know; 
But  we  for  thofe  bright  treafurcs  tempt  the  main, 
And  hazard  life  for  what  the  fools  difJain. 


A  LETTER  FROM  SEA. 

FAiREST,  if  time  and  abfence  can  incline 

Your  heart  to  wandering  thoughts  no    more  than 

mine  ; 
Then  (hall  my  hand,  as  changelefs  as  my  mind, 
From  your  glad  eyes  a  kindly  welcome  find  ; 
Theri,  while  this  note  my  conftancy  affures, 
You'll  be  almoft  as  pleas'd,  as  I  with  yours. 
And  truft  nie,  when  I  feel  that  kind  relief, 
Abfence  itfelf  awhile  fufpcnds  its  grief: 
So  may  it  do  with  you,  but  ftrait  return  ; 
For  it  were  cruel  not  ibmecimes  to  mourn 
His  fate,  who  t'his  long  time  he  keeps  away, 
Mourns  all  the  night,  and  fij^hs  out  all  the  day; 
Grieving  yet  more,  when  he  refleds  that  you 
Mull  not  be  happy,  or  mufc  not  be  true. 
But  fince  to  me  it  feems  a  blacker  fate 
To  be  ioconftant,  than  unfontiiiatc; 
Remenib'er  all  thofe  vows  between  us  part, 
When  I  from  all  I  value  parted  laft ; 
May  you  alike  with  kind  impatience  burn. 
And  fomeihing  mifs,  till  I  with  joy  return  ; 
And  foon  may  pitying  heaven  that  blefling  giv?! 
As  in  the  hopes  of  that  alone  I  live.- 


LOVE'S  SLAVERY. 


Grave  fops  my  envy  now  beget, 

■U'«3  did  my  pity  move; 
They,  by  the  right  of  wanting  wit, 

Arc  frte  from'  cares  of  love. 

Turks  honour  fools,  becaufe  they  are 

By  that  defe<5t  fecure 
From  fl'avery  apd  toils  of  war, 

Which  all  the  reft  endure. 

So  T,  who  fuffer  cold  neglect 
And  wounds  from  Celia's  eyes, 

Begin  extremely  to  refpedl 
Thefc  fools  that  feems  fo  wife. 

•Tis  true,  they  fondly  fee  their  hearts 

On  things  of  no  delight ; 
To  pafs  all  day  for  men  of  parts, 

They  p^fs  alone  the  night. ' 

But  Celia  never  breaks  their  reft ; 

Such  fervants  {he  difdains  ; 
And  fo  the  fops  are  dully  bleft. 

While  I  enShJre  her  chains. 


THE   PREAI!^. 


Ready  to  throw  me  at  the  feet 
Of  that  fair  nymph  whom  I  adore, 

Impatient  thofe  delights  to  meet 
Which  I  enjoy 'd  the  night  before ; 

By  her  wonted  fcornful  brow. 

Soon  the  fond  miftake  I  find  ; 
[xion  mourn'd  his  error  fo. 

When  Juno's  form  the  cloud  rcCgn'd. 

Sleep,  to  make  its  charms  more  priz'd 
Than  waking  ji^ys,  which  moll  prevail. 

Had  cunningly  itfelf  difguis'd 
In  a  ihape  that  could  not  fail. 

There  my  Celia's  fnowy  arms. 

Breads,  and  other  parts  more  dear, 

Expofing  new  and  unknown  charms. 
To  my  tranfported  foul  appear. 

Then  you  fo  much  kindnefs  fliow. 

My  defpair  deluded  flies  ; 
And  indulgent  dreams  beftow 

What  your  cruelty  denies.   " 

Blufli  not  that  your  image  love 

Naked  to  my  fancy  brought ; 
'Tis  hard,  methinks,  to  difapprove 

The  joys  I  feci  withouc  your  fault. 

Wonder  not  a  fancy'd  blifs 

Can  fuch  griefs  as  mine  remove; 

That  honour  as  fantaftic  is, 

Which  makes  you  flight  fuch  conftant  love. 

The  virtue  whjch  you  value  fo, 

Is  but  a  fancy  frail  and  vain  ; 
Nothing  is  folid  htre  below. 

Except  my  love  and  your  difdain. 


TO  ONE  WHO  ACCUSED  HIM  OF  BEING 
TQO  SENSUAL  IN  HIS  LOVE. 

Think  not,  my  fair,  'tis  fin  or  fhame. 

To  blefs  the  man  v/ho  fo  adores ; 
Nor  give  fo  hard,  upjufl  a  name 

To  all  thofe  flavours  he  implores. 
Beauty  is  heaven's  moft  bounteous  gift  efteem'd, 
Becaufe  by  love  men  are  froin  vice  iredeem'J. 

Yet  wifli  not  vainly  for  a  love 

From  all  the  force  of  nature  clear : 
That  is  refcrv'd  for  thofe  above. 

And  'tis  a  fault  to  claim  it  here- 
For  fenfual  joys  ye  fcorn  that  we  fliould  love  ye^ 
But  love  without  them  is  as  much  above  ye. 


TjiE  WARNING. 


LsvERs,  who  wafte  your  thoughts  and  youth 
In  paffion's  fond  extremes. 


« 
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Who  dream  of  wemcn's  love  and  truth, 
And  doat  upon  your  dreams : 

I  fliould  not  here  your  fancy  take 

From  fuch  a  pleafing  ftate, 
Were  you  not  fure  at  laft  to  wake, 

And  find  your  fault  too  late. 

Then  learn  betimes,  the  love  which  crowiu 

Our  cares  is  all  but  wiles, 
Compos'd  of  falTe  fantaftic  frowns, 

And  foft  dilfembling  fniiles. 

With  anger,  which  fometimes  they  feign, 

They  cruel  tyrants  proye ; 
And  then  turn  flatterers  again. 

With  as  affedcd  love. 

As  if  fome  injury  was  meant 

To  thofe  they  kindly  us'd, 
Thofe  lovers  are  the  moft  content 

That  have  been  ftill  refus'd. 

iSnce  each  has  in  his  bofom  nurft 

A  falfe  and  fawning  foe, 
»Ti'  juft  and  wife,  by  ftriking  firft. 

To  'fcape  the  fatal  blow. 


TO  AMORETTA. 


When  1  held  out  againft  your  eyes. 

You  took  the  fureft  courfe 
A  heart  unwary  to  furprife. 

You  ne'er  could  take  by  force. 

However,  though  I  drive  no  more, 
The  fort  will  now  be  priz'd, 

Which,  if  furrender'd  up  before. 
Perhaps  had  been  defpis'd. 

But,  gen'le  Amoretta,  though 

I  cannot  love  refift, 
Think  not,  when  you  have  caught  mc  foj 

To  ufe  me  as  you  lift. 

Inconftancy  or  coldnefs  will 

My  foolifh  heart  reclaim  : 
Then  I  come  off  with  honour  ftill, 
'   But  you,  alas !  with  fliame. 

A  heart  by  kindnefs  only  gain'd. 

Will  a  dear  conqueft  prove  ; 
And,  to  be  kept,  muft  be  maintain'd 

At  vaft  cxpencc  of  love. 


THE  VENTURE. 


Oh,  how  I  languifli !  what  a  ftrange 

Unruly  fierce  defire  ! 
My  fpirits  feel  fome  wondrous  change, 

My  heart  is  all  on  fire. 


OF   SHEFFIELB. 

Now,  all  ye  wifer  thoughts,  away. 

In  vain  your  tale  ye  tell 
Of  patient  hopes,  and  dull  delay, 

Love's  foppilh  part ;  farewell. 

Suppofe  one  week's  delay  would  give 
All  that  my  wilhes  move ; 

Oh,  who  fo  long  a  time  can  live, 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  love  i 

Her  foul  perhaps  is  too  fublime. 
To  like  fuch  flayilh  fear; 

Difcretion,  prudence,  all  is  crime. 
If  once  condemn'd  by  her. 

When  honour  does  the  foldier  call 

To  fome  unequal  fight, 
Refolv'd  to  conquer,  or  to  fall, 

Before  his  general's  fight ; 

Advanc'd  the  happy  hero  lives; 

Or  if  ill  fate  denies. 
The  noble  raflinefs  heaven  forgives, 

And  glorioufty  he  dies. 


INCONSTANCY  EXCUSED. 
SONG. 

I  MOST  confefs,  I  am  untrue 

To  Gloriana's  eyes; 
But  he  that's  fmil'd  upon  by  you, 

Muft  all  the  world  defpifc. 

In  winter,  fires  of  little  worth 

Excite  our  dull  defire ; 
But  when  the  fun  breaks  kindly  forth, 

Thofe  fainter  flames  expire. 

Then  blame  me  not  for  flighting  now 

What  I  did  once  adore ; 
O,  do  but  this  one  change  allow. 

And  I  can  change  no  more  : 

Fixt  by  your  never-failing  charms^ 

Till  I  with  age  decay, 
Till  languifliing  within  yeur  arms, 

I  figh  my  foul  away. 


SONG. 


Oh,  conceal  that  charming  creature 
From  my  wondering,  wifhing  eyes  '. 

Every  motion,  every  feature 

Docs  fome  raviih'd  heart  furprife  ; 

But  oh,  I  *ehing    fighinp,  fee 

The  happy  fwain  !  Ihe  ne'er  can  ^s 

Falfe  to  bim,  or  kbd  ;o  me. 
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Yet,  If  I  could  humbly  fliow  her. 

Ah !  how  wretched  I  remain  : 

'Tis  not,  fure,  a  thing  below  her, 

Still  to  pity  to  much  pain. 
The  gods  fome  pleafure,  pleafure  tate, 
Happy  as  themfelves  to  make 
Thofe  whp  fuffer  for  their  fake. 

Since  your  hand  alone  was  given 
To  a  wretch  not  worth  your  care  ; 

Like  fome  angel  fent  from  heaven, 
Come,  and  raife  me  from  defpair. 

Your  heart  I  cannot,  cannot  mifs, 

And!  defire  no  other  blifs; 

Let  all  the  world  befides  be  his. 


DESPAIR. 


All  hopelefs  of  relief. 

Incapable  of  reft. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  vent  a  grie| 

That's  not  to  be  expreft. 

This  rage  within  my  veins 

No  reafon  can  remove ; 
Of  all  the  minds's  moft  cruel  pains, 

The  fliarpeft,  fure  is  love. 

Yet  while  I  languilh  fo. 

And  on  thee  vainly  call; 
Take  head,  fair  caufe  of  all  my  woe, 

What  fate  may  thee  befall. 

Ungrateful,  cruel  faults 

Suit  not  thy  gentle  fex ; 
Hereafter,  how  will  guilty  thoughts 

Thy  tender  confcience  vex  ! 

When  welcome  death  fhall  bring 

Relief  to  wretched  me, 
My  foul  enlarg'd,  and  once  on  wing. 

In  hafte  will  fly  to  thee. 

When  in  thy  lonely  bed 

My  ghoft  its  moan  fhall  make,     . 
With  faddeft  figns  that  I  am  dead. 

And  dead  for  thy  dear  fake ; 

$truck  with  that  confcious  blow, 

Thy  very  foul  will  ftart  ; 
Pale  as  my  fliadow  thou  wilt  groWj 

And  cold  as  is  thy  heart. 

Too  late  remorfe  will  then 

Untimely  pity  (how 
To  him,  who,  of  all  mortal  men, 

Did  moft  thy  value  know. 

Yet,  with  this  broken  heart, 

I  wifti  thou  never  be 
Tormented  with  the  thoufandtb  pwt 

pf  what  I  feel  for  thee. 


ON  APPREHENSION  OF  LOSING  WHAT 
HE  HAD  NEWLY  GAINED. 

IN  IMITAITON  OF  OVID. 

Sure  I  of  all  men  am  the  firft 
That  ever  was  by  kindnefs  curft. 
Who  muft  my  only  blifs  bemoan, 
And  am  by  happinefs  undone. 

Had  I  at  diftance  only  feen 
That  lovely  face,  I  might  have  been 
With  the  delightful  objedt  pleas'd. 
But  not  with  all  this  paflion  feiz'd. 

When  afterwards  fo  near  I  came 
As  to  be  fcorch'd  in  beauty's  flame  ; 
To  fo  much  foftnefs,  fo  much  fenfe, 
Reafon  itfelf  made  no  defence. 

What  pleafing  thoughts  pofTefs'd  my  mindly 
When  little  favours  fhow'd  you  kind  I 
And  though,  when  coldnefs  oft'  prevall'd, 
My  heart  would  fink,  and  fpirits  fail'd. 
Yet  willingly  the  yoke  I  bore. 
And  all  your  chains  as  bracelets  wore  : 
At  your  lov'd  feet  all  day  would  lie, 
Defiring,  without  knowing  why ; 
For,  not  yet  bleft  within  your  arms, 
Who  could  have  thought  of  half  your  charms  I 
Charms  of  fuch  a  wondrous  kind. 
Words  we  cannot,  muft  not  find, 
A  body  worthy  of  your  mind. 
Fancy  could  ne'er  fo  high  refledl, 
Nor  love  itfelf  fuch  joys  expe<5l. 

After  fuch  embraces  paft, 
Whofe  memory  will  ever  laft, 
Love  is  ftill  refledling  back ; 
All  my  foul  is  on  a  rack  : 
To  be  in  hell's  fuflicient  curfe. 
But  to  fall  from  heaven  is  worfe. 
I  liv'd  in  grief  ere  this  I  knew. 
But  then  1  dwelt  in  darknefs  too. 
Of  gains,  alas  1   I  could  not  boaft  ; 
But  little  thought  how  much  I  lo{^. 

Now  heart-devouring  cagernefs. 
And  (harp  impatience  to  polTefs; 
Now  rcftiefs  cares,  confuming  fires, 
Anxious  thoughts,  and  fierce  dcfires, 
Tear  my  heart  to  that  degree. 
For  ever  fix'd  on  only  thee : 
Then  all  my  comfort  is,  I  fhall 
Live  in  thy  arms,  or  not  at  all. 


THE  RECONCILEMENT. 
SONG. 


Come,  let  us  now  rcfolve  at  laft 
To  live  and  love  in  quiet ; 

We'll  tic  the  knot  fo  very  faft. 
That  time  fhall  ne'er  untie  it. 

The  trueft  joys  they  feldom  prove, 
Who  free  from  quarrels  live  j 
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THE    WORKS   OF   SHEFFIELD. 


Tig  the  moft  tender  part  of  love, 
Each  other  to  forgive. 

When  leaft  I  feem'd  concern'd,  I  took 

No  pleafure,  nor  no  reft  ; 
And  when  I  feign'd  an  angry  look, 

Alas  !  I  lov'd  you  beft. 

Own  but  the  fame  to  me,  y«u'll  fin4 
How  bleft  will  be  our  fate; 

Oh,  to  be  happy,  to  be  kind. 
Sure  never  is  too  late. 


SONG. 


Fkom  all  uneafy  paflions  free. 
Revenge,  ambition,  jcaloufy, 
Contented  I  had  been  ^o  ble{^. 
If  love  and  you  had  let  me  reft; 
Yet  that  dull  life  I  now  defpife  ; 

Safe  from  your  eyes, 
I  fear'd  no  griefs,  but  then  I  found  no  joy*. 

Amidft  a  thoufand  kind  defires, 
Which  beauty  moves,  and  love  infpires  | 
Such  pangs  I  feel  of  tender  fear. 
No  heart  fo  fofc  as  mine  can  bear  : 
Yet  I'll  defy  the  worft  of  harms ; 

Such  are  your  charms, 
.Tis  worth  a  life  to  die  within  your  arms. 


TO  A  COQUET  BEAUTY. 

Fkom  wars  and  plagues  come  no  fuch  harms, 

As  from  a  nymph  fo  full  of  charms, 

So  much  fwcetnefs  in  her  face. 

In  her  motions  fuch  a  grace, 

In  her  kind  inviting  eyes 

Such  a  foft  enchantment  lies ; 

That  we  pleafe  ourfelves  too  foon. 

And  are  with  empty  hopes  undone. 

After  all  her  foftnefs,  we 
Are  but  flaves,  while  (he  is  free ; 
Free,  alas  !  from  all  defire, 
Except  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 

Thou,  fair  diffembler,  doft  but  thus 
Deceive  thyfelf,  as  well  as  us. 
Like  a  reftlefs  monarch,  thou 
Wouldft  rather  force  mankind  to  bow. 
And  venture  round  the  world  to  roam, 
Than  govern  peaceably  at  home. 
But  truft  me,  Cclia,  truft  mc  when 
Apollo's  felf  infpires  my  pen, 
One  hour  of  love's  delight  outweighs 
Whole  years  of  universal  praifc  ; 
And  one  adorer,  kindly  us'd, 
Gives  truer 'joys  than  crowds  refus'd. 
tor  what  does  youth  and  beauty  ftrvc  ? 
Why  more  than  all  your  fex  defervc  ? 
Why  fuch  foft  alluring  arts  -    . 

To  charm  our  •yec,  and  melt  our  hearts  ? 


By  our  lofs  you  nothing  gain  ? 
Unlefs  yoQ  love,  you  pleafe  in  vain. 


THE  RELAPSE. 


Like  children  in  a  ftarry  night. 
When  I  beheld  thofe  eyes  before, 

I  gaz'd  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Infenlible  of  all  their  power. 

I  play'd  about  the  flame  fo  long. 
At  laft  I  felt  the  fcorching  fire  ; 

My  hopes  were  weak,  my  paffion  ftropg^ 
And  I  lay  dying  with  defire. 

By  all  the  helps  of  human  art, 
1  juft  recover'd  fo  much  fenfe. 

As  to  avoid,  with  heavy  heart. 
The  fair,  but  fatal,  influence. 

But,  Cnce  you  Ihine  away  defpatr, 
And  now  my  fighs  iio  longer  Ihun, 

No  Perfian  in  his  zealous  prayer 
So  much  adores  the  rifmg  iun. 

If  once  again  my  vows  difpleafe. 
There  never  was  fo  loft  a  lover  ; 

In  love,  that  languiftiing  difeafe, 
A  fad  relapfe  we  ne'er  recover. 


THE  RECOVERY, 


Sighing  and  languiftiing  I  lay, 
A  ftranger  grown  to  all  delight, 

Faffing  with  tedious  thoughts  the  day. 
And  with  unquiet  Yearns  the  night. 

For  your  dear  fake,  my  only  care 
Was  how  my  f^tal  love  to  hide; 

For  ever  drooping  with  defpair, 
Negleding  all  the  world  befide  : 

Till,  like  fome  angel  from  above, 
Cornelia  came  to  my  relief; 

And  then  I  found  the  joys  of  love 
Can  make  amends  for  all  the  grief. 

Thofe  pleafing  hopes  I  now  purfue 
Might  fail  if  you  could  prove  unjuft  j 

But  promifes  from  heaven  and  you. 
Who  is  fo  impious  to  miftruft  .> 

Here  all  my  doubts  and  troubles  end. 
One  tender  word  my  foul  aflures  ; 

Nor  am  I  vain,  fince  I  depend 
Not  on  my  own  defert,  but  yours. 


THE  CONVERT. 

Dejected,  as  true  converts  die, 

But  yet  with  fervent  thoughts  inflam'd, 
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So,  faireft  '.  at  your  ftet  I  lie, 
Of  all  my  fex's  faults  aftam'd. 

Too  long,  alas '.  have  I  abus'd 
Love's  innocent  and  (acred  flamC, 

And  that  divinefl.  power  have  us'd 
To  laugh  at,  as  an  idle  name. 

But  fince  fo  freely  I  confefs 

A  crime  which  may  your  fcorn  produce. 
Allow  me  now  to  make  it  lefs 

By  any  juft  and  fair  cxcufe. 

I  then  did  vulgar  joys  purfuc, 

Variety  Was  all  my  biifs ; 
But  ignorant  of  love  and  you, 

How  could  l»(hoofe  but  do  amils  ? 

If  ever  now  my  wandering  eyes 
Seek  out  aniufements  as  before  ; 

If  e'er  I  look,  but  to  dcfpife 

Such  charms,  and  value  yours  the  more ; 

May  fad  remoife,  and  guiify  fliame. 
Revenge  your  wrongs  on  faithlefs  me  ; 

And,  what  I  tremble  even  to  name. 
May  I  lofc  all  in  lofing  thee  ! 


THE    PICTURE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  ANACREON. 

Thou  flatterer  of  all  the  fair, 
Come  with  all  your  Ikill  and  care; 
Draw  me  fuch  a  Ihape  and  face, 
As  your  flattery  would  dilgrace, 
Willi  not  that  fhe  would  appear, 
'  Tis  well  for  you  fhe  is  n^t  here; 
Scarce  can  you  with  fafcty  fee 
All  her  charms  defcrib'd  by  nte : 
I,  alas  !  the  danger  know, 
I,  alas!  have  felt  the  blow; 
Mourn,  as  loft,  my  former  days, 
That  never  fung  of  Celia's  praife  ; 
And  thofe  few  that  are  behind 
I  fliall  bleft  or  wretched  find. 
Only  juft  as  fhe  is  kind. 

With  her  tempting  eyes  begin, 
Eyes  chat  would  draw  angels  in 
To  a  fecrnd  fweeter  fin. 
Oh,  thofe  wanton  rolling  eyes  1 
At  each  glance  a  lover  dies: 
Make  them  bright,  yet  make  them  willing, 
Let  them  hiok  both  kind  and  killing. 

Next,  draw  her  forehead;   then  her  nofe. 
And  lips  juft  opening,  that  difclofe 
Teeth  fo  bright,  and  breath  fo  fweet, 
So  much  bea\!ty,  fo  much  wit, 
To  our  very  foul  they  ftrike, 
All  our  fenfes  pkas'd  alike. 

But  fo  pure  a  white  and  red. 

Never,  never,  can  be  laid  : 
Vol.  VII. 


What  are  words  in  fuch  4  cafe  ? 
What  is  paint  to  fuch  a  face  ? 
How  Ihould  cither  art  avail  us  ? 
Fancy  hei^e  itfelf  niuft  fail  us. 

In  her  look',  and  in  her  mien, 
Such  a  graceful  air  is  feen, 
That  if  you,  with  all  your  art. 
Can  but  reach  the  fmalleft  part ; 
Next  to  her,  the  matchlefs  fhe, 
We  fliall  wonder  moft  at  thee. 

Then  her  neck,  and  breafts,  and  hiir. 

And  her but  my  charming  fair 

Does  in  a  thoufand  things  excel. 
Which  I  niuft  not,  dare  not  tell. 

Hi)W  go  on  then  ?  Oh  !  I  fee 
A  lovely  Venus  drawn  by  thee  ; 
Oh  how  fair  flic  does  appear  1 
Touch  it  ordy  here  and  there. 
Make  her  yet  feem  more  divine, 
Your  Venus  then  may  look  like  mine, 
Vf  hbfe  bright  form  if  once  you  law, 
You  by  her  would  Venus  draw. 


ON  DON  ALONZO'S  BEING  lilLLED  IN  PORTORAt, 
UPON  ACCOUNT  Off  THE  INFANTA,  IN  THE 
YEAR   1683. 

In  fuch  a  caufe  no  mufe  (hould  fail 

To  bear  a  mouriiful  part ; 
'Tis  juft  and  n.  ble  to  bewail 

The  fate  of  fall'n  defcrt. 

In  vain  ambitious  hopes  defign'd 

To  make  his  foul  afpire, 
If  love  and  beauty  had  not  join'd, 

To  raife  a  brighter  fire. 

Amidft  fo  many  dangerous  foes 

How  weak  the  wifeft  prove  ! 
Rcafon  itfelf  would  fcarce  oppofe. 

And  feenis  agreed  with  love. 

If  from  the  glorious  height  he  falls. 

He  greatly  daring  dies; 
Or  mounting  where  bright  beauty  call*,. 

An  empire  is  the  prize. 


THE    SURPRISE. 


Safely  perhaps  dull  crowds  admire; 
But  I,  alas  !  am  all  on  fire. 
Like  him  who  thought  in  childhood  pad 
That  dire  difeafe  which  kill'd  at  laft, 
I  durft  have  fworn  I  lov'd  before. 
And  far.cy'd  all  the  danger  o'er; 
Had  felt  the  pangs  of  jealous  pain. 
And  bot-ne  the  blafts  of  cold  difdain  ; 
Then  reap'd  at  length  the  mighty  gains, 
That  full'reward  of  all  our  pains  ! 

But  what  was  all  fuch  grief  or  joy. 
That  did  my  hcedlefj  ears  employ  ? 
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Mere  drtams  of  ftiJgn'd  fantaftic  powers, 
But  the  difeafe  of  idle  hours ; 
i\iiiufement.  htimnur,  affeiftation, 
Compar'd  with  this  fublimer  paflion, 
Whofe  raptures,  bright  as  thofe  abovi,' 
Outfliine  the  flamas  of  zeal  or  love. 

Yet  think  not,  faireft,  what  I  fing^ 
Can  from  a  love  Platonic  fpring  j 
That  formal  foftnefs  (falfc  and  vain) 
Not  of  the  heart,  but  of  the  brain. 
Thou  art  indeed  above  all  nature ;  * 
But  I,  a  wretched  human  creature. 
Wanting  thy  gentle  generous  aid, 
Of  huiband,  rivals,  friends,  afraid  I 
Amidft  all  this  feraphic  fire, 
Am  almoft  dying  with  defirtf, 
With  eager  wilhcs,  ardent  thoughts, 
Prone  to  commit  love's  wildeft  faults  ! 
And  (as  we  are  on  Sundays  told 
The  lufty  patriarch  did  of  old) 
Would  force  a  blefling  from  thofe  charms, 
And  grafp  an  angel  in  my  arm's. 


A    DIALOGUE, 

SIJNG  ON  THir  STAGE, 

Setineen  an  Elderly  SbepberJ  and  a  very  Tow;g  Nymph. 

SHEPHERD. 

Bright  and  blooming  as  the  fpring, 

Univerfal  love  infpiring ; 
All  our  fwains  thy  praifes  fing, 

Ever  gazing  and  admiring. 

NYMPH. 

Praifes  in  fo  high  a  ftrain, 

And  by  fuch  a  fliepherd  fung, 
Are  enough  to  make  me  vain, 

Yet  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  young. 

SHEPHERD. 

I  ftiould  have  defpair'd  among 

Rivals  that  appear  fo  gaily  : 
But  your  eyes  have  made  me  young, 

By  their  fmiling  on  me  daily. 

NYMPH. 

Idle  boys  admire  us  blindly, 

Are  inconftant,  wild,  and  bold; 
And  your  ufing  me  fo  kindly 

Is  a  proof  you  are  not  old. 

SHEPHERD. 

With  thy  pleafing  vuice  and  faftiion. 

With  thy  humour  and  thy  youth, 
Cheer  my  foul,  aiid  crown  my  paflion  : 

Oh  '.  reward  my  love  and  truth. 

NTMPH. 

With  thy  careful  arts  to  cover 

That  which  fools  will  count  a  fault, 
Trued  friend  as  well  as  lover. 

Oh  ;  deferve  fo  kind  a  thought. 

Each  a^art  firjl,  and  then  both  together, 
Happy  we  fhall  lie  poffefling, 

Folded  in  each  other's  arms, 
J,ove  and  Nature's  chiefeft  blefling 

In  the  fliil  incrcafing  charms. 


So  the  deateft  joys  of  loving. 

Which  fcarce  heaven  can  go  beyonCj 
We'll  be  every  day  improving. 

SHEPHERD. 

You  more  fair,  and  I  more  fond. 

NYMPH. 

I  more  fair,  and  you  more  fond. 


ON  ONE  WHO  DIED  DISCOVERING  HEil 
KINDl^ESS. 

Some  vex  their  fouls  with  jealous  pais. 

While  others  figh  for  cold  difdain ; 

Love's  various  flaves  we  daily  fee ! 

Yet  happy  all,  compar'd  with  me. 

Of  all  mankind,  I  lov'd  the  beft 

A  nymph  fo  far  above  the  refl, 

That  we  outfhin'd  the  bleft  above. 

In  beauty  flie,  and  I  in  love. 

And  therefsre  they  who  could  not  bear' 

To  be  outdone  by  mortals  here, 

Among  themfelvcs  have  plac'd  her  now,: 

And  left  fne  wretched  here  below. 

All  other  fate  T  could  have  borne. 

And  ev'n  endur'd  her  very  fcorn  ; 

But  oh  }  thus  all  at  once  to  find  ,ir 

That  dread  account !  both  dead  and  kind  f 

What  heart  can  hold  1  if  yet  I  live, 

'Tis  but  to  (how  how  much  I  grieve. 


ON  LUCINDA's  DEATH. 

Come  all  ye  doleful,  difmal  cares, 
That  ever  haunted  guilty  mind  ! 
The  pangs  of  love  when  it  defpairs. 

And  all  thofe  flings  the  jealous  find  : 
Alas  !  heart  breaking  though  ye  be, 
Yet  welcome,  welcome  all  to  me  ! 
Who  now  have  loft — but  oh  !  how  much  ? 

No  language,  nothing  can  expref?, 
Except  my  grief !  for  flie  was  fuch, 

That  praifes  would  but  make  her  Icfs. 
Yet  who  can  ever  dare  to  raife 
His  voice  on  her,  unlefs  to  praife  ? 
Free  from  her  fex's  fmalleft  faults. 

And  fair  as  womankind  can  be ; 
Tender  and  warm  as  lover's  thoughts. 

Yet  cold  to  all  the  world  but  me. 
Of  all  tliis  nothing  now  remains. 
But  only  fighs  and  endlcfs  pains ! 


to     A     L  A  D  V 

RETIRING  INTO  A  MONASTERY. 

What  breaft  but  your's  can  hold  the  double  fire 
Of  fierce  devotion,  and  of  fond  defire  ? 
Love  would  fhine  forth, were  notyour  zeal  fo  brigli* 
Whofe  glaring  flames  eclipfe  his  gentler  light : 


P     0     EMS, 


35S 


i>«fs  fe.ems  the  faith  that  mountains  can  remove. 
Than  this  which  triumphs  over  youth  and  love. 

But  (ball  fome  threatening  prieft  divide  bs  two? 
What  worfc  than  that  ?ould  all  his  curfes  do  ? 
Thus  with  a  fright  fome  have  refign'd  their  breath. 
And  poorly  dy'd,  only  for  fear  of  death. 

Heaven  fees  our  paffions  with  indulgence  ftill, 
And  they  who  lov'd  well,  can  do  nothing  ill. 
"ivhile  to  us  nothing  but  ourfelves  is  dear, 
Should  the  world  frown,  yet  what  have  we  to  fear  ? 
Fame,  wealth,  and  power,  thofe  high-priz'd  gifts  of 

fate, 
The  low  concerns  of  a  lefs  happy  flate, 
^rc  far  beneath  us  :  fortune's  ieif  may  take 
Her  aim  at  us,  yet  no  impreffion  make ; 
Let  worldings  afk  her  help,  or  fear  her  harms; 
We  can  lie  fafc,  lock'd  in  each  other's  arms. 
Like  the  bleft  faints,  eternal  raptures  know, 
And  flight  thofe  fldrms  that  vainly  reft  below. 

Yet  this,  all  this  you  are  refolv'd  to  quit ; 
1  fee  iny  ruin,  and  I  mud  fubmit : 
But  think,  O  think,  before  you  prove  unkind, 
How  lofl  a  wretch  you  leave  forlorn  behind. 
Malignant  envy,  mix'd  with  hate  and  fear, 
Revenge  for  wrongs  too  burdenfome  to  bear, 
£v'n  zeal  itfelf^  from  whence  all  mifchiefs  fpring. 
Have  never  done  fo  barbarous  a  thing. 

With  fuch  a  fate  the  heavens  decreed  to  vex 
Armida  once,  though  of  the  fairer  fex; 
Rinaldo  flie  had  charm'd  with  fo  much  art. 
Hers  was  his  power,  his  perfon,  and  his  heart : 
Honour's  high  thoughts  no  more  his  mind  could 

move ; 
She  footh'd  his  rage,,  and  turn'd  It  all  to  love  : 
When  ftraight  a  guft  of  fierce  devotion  blowsi 
And  in  a  moment  all  her  joys  o'crthirows  : 
l^he  poor  Armida  tears  her  golden  hair, 
Matchlefs  till  now,  for  love  or  for  defpair. 
Who  is  not  mov'd  while  the  fad  nymph  roni- 

plains? 
Yet  you  now  aft  what  Taffo  only  feigns : 
And  after  all  our  vows,  our  fighs,  out  tears, 
My  baniih'd  forrows,  and  your  conquer'd  fears; 
So  many  doubts,  fo  many  dangers,  paft, 
Vifions  of  zeal  muft  vanquiih  me  at  laft. 

Thus,  in  great  Homer's  war,  throughoizt  the 
field 
Some  hero  flill  made  all  things  mortal  yield ; 
But  when  a  god  oflce  took  the  vanquifh'd  fide, 
The  weak  prevaii'd,  and  the  vivSlorious  dy'd. 


.  T  H  E    V  I  S  I  O  N. 

IVrilten  during  a  Sea  Voyage,  ivhen  fent  to  command 
the  Forces  for  the  Relief  of  Tangier. 

Within  the  filent  Ihades  of  foft  repofe. 
Where  fancy's  boundlefs  ftream  fot  ever  flows; 
Where  the  infranchis'd  foul  at  eafe  can  play, 
Tir'd  with  the  toilfome  bufinefs  of  the  day; 
Where  princes  gladly  reft  their  weary  heads. 
And  change  uiieafy  thrones  for  downy  beds ; 
Where  feeming  joys  delude  defpairinp;  minds  j 
And  where  ev'n  jcaloufy  fome  quiet  finds ; 


There  I  and  forrow  for  a  while  could  part, 
Sleep  clos'd  my  eyes,  and  eas'd  a  fighing  hearts 

But  here  too  foon  a  wretched  lover  found 
In  deepeft  griefs  that  fleep  can  ne'er  be  for  id; 
With  ftrange  furprife  my  tfoubled  fancy*  brings 
Odd  antick  filapes  of  wild  unheard-of  things; 
Difnnal  and  terrible  they  all  appear, 
My  foul  was  fhi  ok  with  an  unufual  fear. 
But  as  when  vifions  glad  the  eyes  of  faint?, 
And  kind  relief  attends  devout  complaints, 
Some  beautebus  angel  in  bright  chartns  will  fhinei 
And  fpread  a  glory  round,  that'?  all  divine  ; 
Juft  fuch  a  bright  and  beauteous  iorm  appears, 
The  monfters  vanifli.  and  with  them  my  fears. 
The  faireft  fhape  was  then  before  mc  brought^ 
That  eyes  e'er  faw,  or  fancy  ever  thought ; 
How  weak  are  words  to  fliew  fuch  excelknce. 
Which  ev'n  confounds  the  foul,  as  wc-il  as  lenfe  J 
And,  while  our  eyes  tranfporting  pleafure  find. 
It  flops  not  here,  but  ftrikes  the  very  mind. 
Sorne  angel  fpeaks  her  praife ;  'no  human  tongnCj 
But  with  its  utmoft  art  muft  do  h'r  wrong. 
The  only  worrian  that  has  puv.'er  t  -■  hill, 
And  yet  is  good  enouijh  to  wan'  '.'^e  will ; 
Who  needs  no  foft  alluring  wore  repeat 
Nor  ftudy'd  looks  of  languifhing  deceit. 

Faotaftic  beauty,  always  in  the  wrong, 
Still  thinks  fome  pride  muft  to  its  prwer  belong  j 
An  air  affe6ted,  and  ain  haughty  mien. 
Something  that  feems  to  fay,  I  would  be  feen. 
Biit  of  all  womankind  this  only  (he, 
Full  of  its  charms,  and  from  its  frailty  free, 
Deferves  fome  nobler  mufe  her  fame  to  raife,- 
By  making  the  whole  fex  befide  her  pyramid  of 
She,  ihe  appear'd  the  fource  of  all  my  joys,  [praife 
The  deareft  care  that  all  my  thought  employs  : 
Gently  (he  look'd,  as  when  I  left  her  laft, 
When  firft  (he  feiz'd  my  heart,  and  held  it  faft : 
When;  if  my  vows,  alas !  were  made  too  late, 
I  faw  my  doom  came  not  from  her,  but  fate. 
With  pity  then  ihe  eas'd  my  raging  pain, 
And  her  kind  eyes  could  fcarce  from  tears  refrain  : 
Why,  gentle  fvvain,  faid  (he,  why  do  ye  grieve 
In  words  I  (hould  not  hear,  much  lefs  believe  J 
I  gaze  on  that  which  is  a  fault  to  mind, 
And  ought  to  fly  the  danger  which  I  find  ; 
Of  falfe  mankind  though  you  may  be  the  heft, 
Ye  all  haTe  robb'd  poor  wumen  ot  their  reft. 
I  fee  your  pain,  and  fee  it  too  with  grief, 
Becaufe  I  would,  yet  muft  not,  give  relief. 
Thus,  for  a  hufband's  fake,  as  well  as  yours, 
My  fcrupUlous  foul  divided  pain  endures; 
Guilty,  alasl   to  both  :  for  thus  I  do 
Too  much  for  him,  yet  not  enough  for  you. 
Give  over  then,  give  over,  haplefs  fwain, 
A  paffion  moving,  but  a  pr.ffiop  vain  : 
Not  chance  nor  time  fhall  eve-  cliange  my  thought 
*Tis  better  much  to  die,  than  do  a  fault. 
•  Ob,  worfe  than  ever  !  Is  it  then  my  doom 
Juft  to  fee  heavjn.  where  I  muft  never  come  ? 
Your  foft  compuirion,  if  not  fomething  more ;     "> 
Yet  I  remain  as  wretched  as  before,  *► 

The  wind  indeed  isiair,  butah!  no  fight  of  (bore.  J 
Farewell,  too  fcrupulous  fair  one;  oh,  farewell; 
What  tormsBts  I  endure,  no  tongue  can  tell . 
itii 
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Thank  heaven,  my  fatetranfportsme  now  where  I, 
Your  martyr,  may  with  eafe  and  fafety  die. 

With  that  I  kneel'd,  and  feiz'd  her  trembling 
hand, 
While  flie  impo&'d  this  cruel  kind  command  : 
Live,  and  love  on  ;  you  will  be  true,  I  know, 
But  live  then,  and  conic  back  to  tell  me  fn  j 
For  though  I  blufh  at  this  laft  guilty  breiith, 
I  can  endure  that  better  than  your  death. 

TormenrtPig  kindnefs !  barbarous  reprieve  ! 
Gcndcmn'J  to  die,  and  yet  compell'd  to  live ! 
This  tender  fccne  my  dream  repeated  o'er, 
Juft  as  itpafs'd  in  real  truth  before. 
Methought  I  then  fell  grovelling  to  the  grbund, 
Till,  on  a  fudden  rais'd,  I  wondering  found 
A  flrange  appearance  all  in  taintlefs  whiie; 
His  form  gave  reverence,  and  his  face  delight, 
Goodnefs  and  g-earnefs  in  his  eyes  were  feen, 
Gentle  his  Irok,  and  affable  his  mien. 
A  kindly  notice  of  me  thus  he  took  : 
•«  What  mean  thefe  flowing   eyes,    this   ghaftly 

look  I 
"  Thefe  trembling  joints,  this  loofe  dilhevell'd  hair, 
*'  And  this  cold  dew,  the  drops  of  deep  defpair  ?" 

With  grief  and  wcnder  firft  my  fpirits  faint, 
But  thus  at  laft  I  vented  my  complaint : 
Behold  a  wretch  whom  cruel  fate  has  found, 
And  in  the  dep'h  of  all  misfortune  drown'd. 
There  Ihines  a  nymph,  to  whom  an  envy'd  fwain 
Is  ty'd  in  Hymen's  ceremonious  chain  ; 
But,  cloy'd  with  charms  of  fuch  a  marriage-bed. 
And  fed  with  manna,  yet  he  longs  for  bread  ; 
And  will,  moft  hufband-like,  not  only  range, 
For  love  perhaps  of  nothing  elfe  but  change. 
But  to  inferior  beauty  proftrate  lies, 
And  courts  her  love  in  fcorn  of  Flavia's  eyes. 
All  this  I  knew,  (the  form  divine  reply'd) 
And  did  but  afk  to  have  thy  temper  try'd. 
Which  prove  fmcere.    Of  both  I  know  the  mind; 
She  is  too  fcrupulous,  and  thou  too  kind  : 
But  Cnce  thy  fatal  love's  f -  r  ever  fix'd. 
Whatever  time  or  abfence  come  betwixt : 
Since  thy  fond  heart  ev'n  her  difdain  prefers 
To  others'  love,  I'll  fomething  foften  hers  : 
Elfe  in  the  fearch  of  virtue  fhe  may  ftray: 
Weil-meaning  mortals  fhould  not  lofe  their  way. 
She  now  indeed  Gns  on  the  fafer  fide, 
For  hearts  too  loofe  are  never  to  be  ty'd ; 
But  no  exfremes  are  either  good  or  wife, 
And  in  the  tnidH  alone  true  virtue  lies. 
When  marriage-vows  uf^ite  an  equal  pair, 
'Tis  a  mtre  contraifl  made  by  human  care. 
By  which  they  both  are  for  convenience  ty'd, 
The  bridegroom  yet  more  flridiy  than  the  bride 
For  circumftances  alter  every  ill. 
And  woman  meets  with  moft  temptation  ftill; 
S.he  a  forfaken  bed  muft  often  bear, 
While  he  can  never  fail  to  find  her  there 
j\.ad  therefore  Icfs  cxcus'd  to  range  elfewhere 
Yet  tliis  Ihe  ought  to  fufttr,  and  fubmit  : 
Btit  when  no  logger  for  each  other  fit. 
If  ufage  bafc  (hal!  juft  rcfentment  move, 
Or,  what  is  worfc,  affronts  of  -.vandering  love  ; 
No  obligation  after  that  remains, 
*l'i$  mekn,  not  juft,  to  wear  a  rival's  chains. 


where,   j 


Yet  decency  requires  the  wonted  care* 
Of  intereft,  children,  and  remote  affairs ; 
But  in  her  love,  that  dear  concern  of  life. 
She  all  the  while  may  be  another's  wife :       [bed, 
Heaven,  that  beholds  her  wrong'd  and  widow'd 
Permits  a  lover  in  her  hufband's  ftead. 

I  flung  me  at  his  feet,  his  robes  would  kifs, 
And  cry'd — Ev'n  our  bafe  world  is  juft  in  this  ; 
Amidft  our  cenlures,  love  we  gently  blame, 
And  love  fometimes  preferves  a  female  fame. 
What  tie  lefs  ftmng  can  woman's  will  rtftrain  ? 
When  honour  checks,   and  confcienee  plead*  in 

vain  ; 
When  parents'  threats,  and  friends'  perfuafions  fail, 
When  intereft  and  ambition  fcarce  prevail, 
To  bound  that  fex  when  nothing  eife  can  move. 
They'll  live  referv'd,  to  pleafe  the  man  they  love  I 

1  he  fpirit  then  reply'd  to  all  I  faid, 
She  may  be  kind,  but  not  till  thou  art  dead  ; 
Bewail  thy  memory,  bemoajr  thy  fate  : 
1  hen  ftie  will  love,  when  'tis,  alas  ;  too  late  : 
Of  ail  thy  pains  ftie  will  no  pity  have, 
Till  fad  defpair  has  fent  thee  to  the  grave. 

Amaz'd,  I  wak'd  in  hafte. 

All  trembling  at  my  doom  ; 
Dreams  oft'  repeat  adventures  pafl. 

And  tell  our  ills  to  come. 


HELEN    TO    PARIS. 


FROM  OVIB. 


IranJlaUd  by  the  Earl  of  Mulgrave  and  Mr.  Xf'ydin. 

When  loofe  epiftles  violate  chafte  eyes, 

She  half  C(;nfents,  who  filently  denies; 

How  dares  a  ftranger,  with  defigns  fo  vain, 

Marriage  and  hofpitable  rights  profane  ? 

Was  it  for  this  your  fate  did  fhelter  find 

From  fwelUng  feas  and  every  faithlefs  wind  ? 

( For  though  a  diftant  country  brought  you  forth. 

Your  ufe  here  was  equal  to  your  worth  ) 

Does  this  deferve  to  be  rewarded  fo  ? 

Did  you  come  here  a  ftranger,  or  a  foe  I 

Your  partial  judgment  may  perhaps  complaip, 

And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  juft  difdain; 

Ill-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  unchafte. 

Nor  my  clear  fame  with  any  fpot  defac'd. 

Though  in  my  face  there's  no  affefted  frown, 

Nor  in  my  carriage  a  fcign'd  nicenefs  ftjown, 

1  keep  my  honour  ftill  without  a  ftain, 

Nor  has  my  love  made  any  coxcomb  vain. 

Your  boldnefs  I  with  admiration  fee  : 

What  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  ? 

Becaufc  a  hero  forc'd  me  once  away. 

Am  I  thought  fit  to  be  a  fecond  prey  ? 

Had  I  been  won,  I  had  deferv'd  your  blame. 

But  fure  my  part  was  nothing  but  the  (hame ; 

Yet  the  bafe  theft  to  him  no  fruit  did  bear, 

I  'fcap'd  unhurt  by  any  thing  but  fear  : 

R.ude  force  might  feme  unwilling  kiffes  gain. 

But  that  was  all  he  ever  could  obtain. 


POEMS. 
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You  on  fuch  terms  would  ne'er  have  let  me  go  ; 

Were  he  like  you,  we  had  not  parted  fo. 

Untouch'd  the  youth  reftor'd  me  to  my  friends, 

And  modeft  ufage  made  me  fome  amends. 

'  ris  virtue  to  repent  a  vicious  deed  : 

Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  fucceed  ? 

Sure  'tis  feme  fate  that  fets  me  above  wrongs. 

Yet  ftill  expofes  me  to  bufy  tongues. 

I'll  not  complain,  for  who's  difpleas'd  with  love, 

If  it  fincere,  difcreet,  and  conflant  prove  ? 

But  that  I  fear — not  that  I  think  you  bafe, 

Or  doubt  the  blooming  beauties  of  my  face  ; 

But  all  your  fex  is  fubjedl  to  deceive. 

And  ours,  alas  !  too  willing  to  believe. 

Yet  others  yield,  and  love  o'ercomes  the  beft— » 

But  why  ihould  I  not  {hine  above  the  reft  i 

Fair  Ledi's  ftory  feems  at  firft  to  be 

A  fit  example  ready  found  for  me  : 

But  (he  was  couzen'd  by  a  borrow'd  Ihape, 

And  under  harmlefs  feathers  felt  a  rape  : 

If  I  Ihould  yield,  what  reafon  could  1  ufe  I 

By  what  miilake  the  loving  crime  excufe  ? 

Her  fault  was  in  her  powerful  lover  loft ; 

But  of  what  Jupiter  have  I  to  boaft  ? 

Though  you  to  heroes  and  to  kings  fucceed. 

Our  famous  race  does  n:»  addition  need ; 

And  great  alliances  but  ufelefs  prove 

To  one  that  firings  herfelf  from  mighty  Jove. 

Go  then,  and  boaft  in  fome  lefs  haughty  place 

Your  Phrygian  bloud,  and  Priam's  ancient  race. 

Which  I  would  (how  I  valued,  if  I  durft; 

You  are  the  tifth  from  Jove,  but  I  the  firft. 

The  crown  of  Troy  is  powerful,  I  confcfs, 

But  I  have  reafon  ta  think  ours  no  Icfs. 

Your  letter,  fill'd  with  promifes  of  all 

That  men  can  good,  and  women  pleafant  call, 

Gives  expcdtation  fuch  an  ample  field 

As  would  move  goddeffes  themfelves  to  yield  : 

But,  if  I  e'er  nffend  great  Juno's  laws, 

Yourfelf  fhall  be  the  dear,  the  only  caufe; 

Either  my  honour  I'll  to  death  maintain. 

Or  follow  you  without  mean  thoughts  of  gain  : 

Not  that  fo  fiiir  a  prefent  1  defpife ; 

We  like  the  gift,  when  we  the  giver  prize  ; 

But  'tis  your  love  moves  me,  which  made  you  take 

Such  pains,  and  run  fuch  hazards  for  my  lake. 

I  have  perceiv'd,  (though  I  diffembled  too) 

A  thoufand  things  that  love  has  made  you  do  : 

Your  eager  eyes  would  almoft  dazzle  mine. 

In   which   (wild   manl)    your  wanton  thoughts 

would  fhine. 
Sometimes  you'd  figh,  fometames  diforder'd  ftand, 
And  with  unufual  ardour  prefs  my  hand  ; 
Contrive  juft  after  me  to  take  the  glafs, 
Hor  would  you  let  the  leaft  occafion  pafs  ; 
Which  oft  I  fear'd  I  did  not  mind  alone, 
And  bluftiing  fat  for  things  which  you  have  done  ; 
Then  muimur'd  to  myfeU,  He'll  fur  my  fake 
Do  any  thing,  1  hope  'twas  no  miftake. 
Oft  have  I  read  within  this  pleafant  grove. 
Under  my  name,  thefe  charming  words,  I  love. 
I,  frowning,  feem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame, 
But  now,  alas !  am  come  to  write  the  fame. 
If  I  were  capable  to  do  amifs, 

I  i^oul4  not  bu;  b$  fcnilble  of  thi». 


For  oh !  your  face  has  fuch  peculiar  charms, 
That  who  can  hold  from  flynig  to  your  arms ! 
But  what  I  ne'er  can  have  without  offence. 
May  fome  bleft  maid  pofiefs  with  innocence. 
Pleafure  may  tempt,  but  virtue  more  (liouid  move  J 
Oh  !  learn  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  love. 
What  you  defire  is  fought  by  all  mankind; 
As  you  have  eyes,  fo  others  arc  not  blind  : 
Like  you  they  fee,  like  you  my  charms  adore ; 
They  wifti  not  lefs,  but  you  dare  venture  more. 
Oh  1  had  you  then  upon  our  coafts  been  brought. 
My  virgin  love  when  thoufund  rivals  fought, 
You  had  I  feen,  you  fhould  have  had  my  voice. 
Nor  could  my  hufband  juftly  blame  my  choice. 
For  both  our  hopes,  alas  1   you  came  too  ♦.[€, 
Another  now  {'■  mafter  of  my  fate  ; 
More  to  my  wifli  I  could  have  liv'd  with  you. 
And  yet  my  prefent  lot  can  undergo. 
Ceafe  to  folicit  a  weak  woman's  will. 
And  urge  not  her  you  love  to  fo  n^uch  ill  j 
But  let  me  live  contented  as  I  may. 
And  n^.ake  not  my  unlpotted  fame  your  prey : 
Some  right  your  claim,  iince  naked  to  your  eye« 
Three  goddeffes  difputed  beauty's  prize : 
One  oftcr'd  valour,  t'other  crowns;  but  £he 
Obtain'd  her  caufe,  who  fmiling  promis'd  me. 
But,  firft,  I  am  not  of  belief  fo  light,         [fight: 
To  think  fuch   nymphs  would  fnew  you  fuch  % 
Yet,  granting  this,  the  other  part  is  feign'd, 
A  bribe  fo  mean  your  fentence  had  not  gain'd. 
With  partial  eyes  I  ftiould  myfclf  regard, 
To  think  that  Venus  made  me  her  reward; 
I  humbly  am  content  with  human  praife, 
A  goddefs's  applaufe  would  envy  raife;) 
But  be  it  as  you  fay;  for  'tis  confeft. 
The  men  who  flatter  higheft  pleafe  us  beft  t 
That  I  jufpecl  it  ought  not  to  difplcafe, 
For  miracles  are  not  heliev'd  with  eafe. 
One  joy  I  have,  that  I  had  Venus'  voice ; 
A  greater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  choice  j 
That  proffer'd  laurels,  promis'd  fovcreigncy, 
Juno  and  Pallas  you  contemn'd  for  me. 
Am  1  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  ? 
What  heart  of  rock  but  mufi  by  this  be  won  i 
And  yet  bear  witnefs,  O  ye  powers  above. 
How  rude  1  am  in  all  the  arts  of  love ! 
My  hand  is  yet  untaught  to  write  to  men. 
This  is  th'  efTay  nf  my  unpraSis'd  pen ; 
Happy  thofe  nymphs,  whom  ufe  hasperfecJl  made, 
I  think  all  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  (hade  : 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  my  fearful  confcious  eyes 
Look  often  back,  mifdoubtiiig  a  furpiife  ; 
For  novv  the  rumour  fpreads  among  the  crowd, 
At  court  in  whifpers,  but  in  town  aloud. 
Diffemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  them  fay  :      "> 
Ti)  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  way  ;  > 

Yet,  if  you  will  diflemhle  it,  you  may.  ji 

IjOVc  fecretly  :  the  abfence  of  my  lord 
More  freedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afford : 
Long  is  his  journey,  long  will  be  his  ftay, 
Call'd  by  affairs  of  confequence  away. 
To  go  or  not,  when  unrelolv'd  he  ftood, 
1  bid  him  make  what  fwift  return  he  could  : 
Then  kiffmg  me,  he  faid,  I  recommend 
AlPto  thy  care,  Butmoft  my  Trojan  friend. 

Z  iij 
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I  fniil'd  at  what  he  innocen'tljr  {aid, 
And  only  anfwer'd,  You  fliall  be  obey'd. 
Propitious  winds  have  borne  him  far  from  hence, 
Eut  iot  not  this  fecure  your  confidence  : 
Abfent  he  is,  yet  abfent  he  commands  : 
You  know  the  proverb, "  Princes  have  long  hands." 
My  fame's  my  burden,  for  the  more  I'm  prais'd, 
A  jufler  ground  of  jealoufy  is  rais'd  : 
Were  I  lefs  fair,  I  might  have  been  more  bleft, 
Great  beauty  through  great  danger  is  pofTeft. 
To  leave  me  here,  his  venture  was  not  hard, 
Becaufe  he  thought  my  virtue  was  my  guard  : 
He  fear'd  my  face,  but  trufted  to  my  life. 
The  beauty  doubted,  but  believ'd  the  wife. 
You  bid5,.e  ufe  th'  occafion  while  I  can, 
put  in  your  hands  by  the  good  eafy  man. 
I  would,  and  yet  I  doubt  'twixt  love  and  fear  ; 
One  draws  me  from  you,  and  one  brings  me  near. 
Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  hufband's  gone  : 
The  nights  are  long;   1  fear  to  lie  alone; 
One  houfe  contains  us,  and  weak  walls  divide, 
And  you're  too  prefling  to  be  long  deny'd. 
3Let  me  not  live,  but  every  thing  confpires 
To  juin  our  Ibvcs,  and  yet  my  fear  retires. 
You  court  with  words,  when  you  ihould  force  cm- 
ploy; 
A  rape  is  requiCte  to  fhame-fac'd  joy ; 
Indulgent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive, 
Our  fex  can  fuffer  what  we  dare  not  give. 
What  have  I  faid  !  for  both  of  us  "cwere  befi, 
Our  kindling  ^re  if  each  of  us  fuppreft. 
The  faith  of  flrangers  is  too  prone  to  change, 
And,   like  themfeives,   their  wandering  pafBons 
HypGpylaand  the  fond  Minoian  maid,        [range. 
Were  both,  by  trufting  of  their  gueft,  betray'd  :' 
How  can  1  doubt  that  other  men  deceive, 
When  you  yourfelf  did  fair  Oenone  leave  ? 
But,  left  I  (hould  upbraid  your  treachery, 
You  pial'je  a  merit  of  that  cr^ne  to  me. 
You  grant  you  were  to  faithful  love  Inclin'd, 
Your  weary  Trojans  wait  but  for  a  wind. 
Should  you  prevail,  while  1  affign  the  night. 
Your  fails  are  hoifted,  and  you  take  your  flight ; 
Sonie  bewailing  mariner  our  love  deftroys. 
And  breaks  afunder  our  unfinifh'd  joys. 
But  I  with  you  may  leave  the  Spartan  port, 
To  view  the  Trojan  wealth  and  Priam's  court. 
Shown  while  1  fee,  I  fhall  espofe  my  fame. 
And  fill  a  foreign  country  with  my  fhame. 
In  Afia  what  reception  fhall  I  find! 
And  what  difhonour  leave  in  Greece  behind  '. 
What  will  your  brothers,  Priam,  Hecuba, 
And  what  will  all  your  modell  ma'rons  fay  ? 
Ev'n  you,  when  on  this  adion  you  refledk, 
jMy  future  condu(5l  juftly  may  fufpeil; 
And  whate'er  ft:.nger  lands  upon  your  coaft. 
Conclude  me,  by  your  own  example,  loit. 
1,  from  your  rage,  a  ftrumpet's  name  fhall  hear, 
While  you  forget  what  part  in  it  you  bear  : 
You,  my  crime's  author,  v.  ill  my  crime  upbraid  : 
Deep  undei  ground,  oh  !  let  nie  fir  ft  be  laid  ! 
yoi  boaft  the  pomp  and  plenty  of  your  land. 
And  promife  all  fhall  be  at  n.y  command  : 
Your  Trojan  wealth,  believe  me,  I  dcfpife ; 
p/ly  fifiti  Door  native  land  has  deaicr  tie«. 


Should  I  be  injur'd  on  your  Phrygian  fiior^, 
What  help  of  kindred  could  I  there  implore  ? 
Medea  was  by  Jafon's  flattery  won; 
I  rftay,  like  her,  believe  and  be  undone. 
Plain  honeft  hearts,  like  mine,  fufpeft  no  cheats 
And  love  contributes  to  its  own  deceit. 
The  fliips,  about  whofe  fides  loud  tempefts  roar, 
With  gentle  winds  were  wafted  from  the  Ihore. 
Your  teeming  mother  dreamt  a  flamiiig  brand. 
Sprung  from  her  womb,  confum'd  the  Trojai^ 
To  fecond  this,  old  prophecies  confpire,      [landj 
That  Ilium  fhall  be  burnt  with  Grecian  fire  : 
Both  give  me  fear,  nor  is  it  much  allay 'd. 
That  Venus  is  oblig'd  our  loves  to  aid. 
For  they  who  loft  their  caufe,  revenge  will  take, 
And  for  one  friend,  two  enemies  you  make. 
Nor  can  1  doubt,  but,  fhould  1  follow  you, 
The  fword  would  foon  our  fatal  crime  purfuc; 
A  wrong fo  great  my  hufband's  rage  would  roufe^ ' 
And  my  relations  would  his  caufe  cfpoufe. 
You  boaft  your  ftrength  and  courage  ;  but,  alas  1 
Your  words  receive  fmall  credit  from  your  face. 
Let  heroes  in  the  dulVy  field  delight, 
Thofe  limbs  were  fafhion'd  for  another  fight. 
Bid  Heflor  fally  from  the  walls  of  Troy; 
,  A  fweeter  quarrel  fhould  your  arms  employ. 
Yet  fears  like  thefe  fhould  not  my  mind  perplex, 
Were  I  as  wife  as  many  of  my  fex : 
But  time  and  you  may  bolder  thoughts  infpire ; 
And  I,  perhaps,  may  yield  to  your  defire. 
You  laft  demand  a  private  conference  : 
Thefe  are  your  words,  but  I  can  guels  your  fenfe^ 
Your  unripe  hopes  their  harveft  muft  attend : 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  time  may  be  your  friends 
This  is  enough  to  let  you  undcrftand. 
For  nbw  my  pen  has  tir'd  my  tender  hand; 
My  woman  knows  the  fecrct  of  my  heart. 
And  may  hereafter  bcttet  news  impait. 


PART  OF  THE  STORY  OF  ORPHEUS. 

J^ing  a  Iranjlation  out  tf  the  fourth  Boot  ofVitgir* 
Ceorgic. 

'T|s  not  for  nothing  when  juft  heaven  does  frown ; 
The  injur'd  Orpheus  calls  thefe  judgments  down; 
Whofe  fpoyfe,  avoiding  to  become  thy  prey. 
And  all  his  joys  at  once  were  fnatch'd  away ; 
The  nymph,  forcdoom'd  that  fatal  way  to  pafs, 
Spy'd  not  the  ferpent  lurking  in  the  grafs : 
A  mournful  cry  the  fpacious  valley  fills.       [hills  j 
With  echoing  groans  from  all  the  neighbouring 
The  Dryades  roar  out  in  deep  defpair. 
And  with  united  voice  bewail  the  fair. 

For  fufti  a  lofs  he  fought  no  vain  relief. 
But  with  his  lute  indulg'd  the  tender  grief; 
Along  the  fhore  he  oft  would  wildly  ftray. 
With  doleful  notes  begin  and  end  the  day. 
At  length  to  hell  a  frightful  journey  made, 
Pafs'd  the  widc-gapi:ig  gulf  and  difmal  fhade; 
Vifits  t'he  ghofts,  and  to  that  king  repairs 
Whofe  heart's  i^«^ibl«  to  human  prayers. 


OEMS. 


■3i3 


AH  hell  Is  ravJfii'd  with  fo  fwcet  a  fong ; 
iLight  fouls  and  airy  fpirits  glide  along 
In  troops,  like  millions  of  the  feather'd  kind, 
Driven    home    by  night,   or  fome    tempeftuous 

wind : 
Matrons  and  men,  raw  youths  and  unripe  maids ; 
And  mighty  heroes'  more  majeftic  fliades  ; 
And  fons  entomVd  before  their  parents  face ; 
Thefe  the  black  waves  of  bounding  Styx  embrace 
Nine  times  circumfluent;  clogg'd  with  noifome 

weeds, 
And  all  that  filth  which  ftanding  water  breeds. 
Amazement  reach'd  ev'n  the  deep  caves  of  death  ; 
The  fitters  with  blue  fnaky  curls  took  breath; 
Jxion's  wheel  awhile  unmov'd  remain'd, 
And  the  fierce  dog  his  thrce-mouth'd  voice  re- 
ftrain'd. 
When  fafe  return'd,  and  all  thefe  dangers  paft. 
His  wife,  reftor'd  to  breathe  frefh  air  at  lafl, 
Following  (for  fo  Proferpina  was  pleas'd), 
A  fudden  rage  th'  unwary  lover  feiz'd  ; 
He,  as  the  firft  bright  glimpfe  of  day- light  fhin'd, ") 
Could  not  refrain  to  call  one  look  behind  ;  > 

A  fault  of  love  '.  could  hell  compaflion  find.        j 
A  dreadful  found  thrice  fhook  the  Stygian  coafl:, 
His  hopes  quite  fled,  and  all  his  labour  loft  1 
Why  haft  thou  thus  undone  thyfelf  and  me  ? 
What  rage  is  this  ?  oh,  I  am  fnatch'd  from  thee  1 
^She  faintly  cry'd)  Night  and  the  powers  of  hell 
iSurround  my  fight;  oh,  Orpheus!  oh,  farewell! 
My  hands  ftrctch  forth  to  reach  thee  as  before  ; 
But  all  in  vain,  for  I  am  thine  no  more ; 
No  more  allowed  to  view  thy  face,  or  day  !— 
Then  from  his  eyes,  like  fmoke,  ffae  fleets  away. 
Much  he  would  fain  have  fpoke  :  but  fate,  alas '. 
Would  ne'er  again  confcnt  to  let  him  pafs. 
Thus  twice   undone,    what  courfe   remain'd  to 

take. 
To  gain  her  back,  already  pafs'^  the  lake  ? 
What   tears,  what  patience,    could  procure  him 

eafe  ? 
Or,  ah  !  what  vows  the  angry  powers  appeafe  ? 
'Tis  faid,  he  feven  long  moons  bewail'd  his  lofs 
To  bleak  and  barren  rocks,  on  whofe  cold  mofs, 
While  languilhing  he  fung  his  fatal  flame, 
H€  mov'd  ev'n  trees,  and  made  fierce  tigers  tame- 
So  the  fad  nightingale,  when  childlefs  made 
By  fome  rough  Twain  who  ftoie  her  young  away, 

Bewails  her  lofs  beneath  a  poplar  Ihade, 
Mourns  all  the  night,  in   murmurs  waftes  the 

day; 
Her  mehing  fongs  a  doleful  pleafure  yield, 
And  melancholy  mufic  fills  the  field. 

Marriage  nor  love  could  ever  move  his  mind; 
But  all  alone,  beat  by  the  nothern  wind. 
Shivering  on  Tanais'  banks  the  bard  remain'd. 
And  of  the  god's  unfruitful  gift  complain'd. 
Circonian  dames,  enrag'd  to  be  defpis'd, 
As  they  the  feaft  of  Bacchus  folemniz'd. 
Slew  the  poor  youth,  and  ftrew'd  about  his  limbs; 
His  head,  torn  off"  from  the  fair  body,  fwiras 
Down  that  fwift  current  where  the  Heber  flows, 
And  ft  ill  its  tongue  in  doleful  accents  gee?. 
Ah,  poor  Eurydice  1  he  dying  cry'd  j 

liurydiGc  refounds  from  every  fidct 


AN  ESSAY  ON  POETRY  *. 


Of  all  thofe  arts  in  which  the  wife  excel, 
Nature's  chief  mafter-piece  is  writing  well : 
No  writing  lifts  exalted  man  fo  high, 
As  facred  and  foul-moving  poefy  : 
No  kind  of  work  requires  fo  nice  a  touch,. 
Af)d,  if  well  finifh'd,  nothing  fhines  fo  much. 
But  heaven  forbid  wc  fhould  be  fo  profane. 
To  grace  the  vulgar  with  that  noble  name. 
'Tis  not  a  flafh  of  fancy,  which  fometimes, 
Dazzling  our  minds,  fets  off  the  flighteft  rhymes ; 
Bright  as  a  bla?e,  but  in  a  moment  done  : 
True  wit  is  everlafting,  like  the  fun. 
Which,  though  fometimes  behind  a  cloud  rctir'd, 
Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admir'd. 
Number  and  rhyme,  and  that  harmonious  found, 
Which  not  the  niceft  ear  with  harihnefs  wound, 
Are  neceflary,  yet  but  vulgar  arts ; 
And  all  in  vain  thefe  fuperficial  parts 
Contribute  to  the  ftrudure  of  the  whole. 
Without  a  genius  too  ;  for  that's  the  foul : 
A  fpirit  which  infpires  the  work  throughout,     ^ 
As  that  of  nature  moves  the  world  about ; 
A  Jlaipe  that  glows  amidft  conceptions  fit ; 
Ev'n  fomething  of  diyine,  and  more  than  wit; 
Itfelf  unfeen,  yet  all  things  by  it  fhown, 
Defcribing  all  men,  but  defcrib'd  by  none. 
Where  doft  thou  dwell  ?  what  caverns  of  the  brala 
Can  fuch  a  vaft  and  mighty  thing  contain  ? 
When  I,  at  vacant  hours,   in   vain  thy  abfencc 
mourn,  [return. 

Oh  !  where  doft  thou  retire  ?  and  why  doft  thou 
Sometimes  with  powerful  charms   to   hurry  mc 
away,  [day! 

From  pleafures  of  the  night,  and  bufinefs  of  the 
Ev'n  now,  too  far  tranfported,  I  am  fain 
To  chpck  thy  courfe,  and  ufe  the  needful  rein. 
As  all  is  dulnefs,  when  the  fancy's  bad; 
So,  without  judgment,  fancy  is  but  mad  : 
And  judgment  has  a  boundlefs  influence 
Not  only  in  the  choice  of  words,  or  fenfe. 
But  on  the  world;  on  manners,  and  on  men  ; 
Fancy  is  but  the  feather  of  the  pen ; 
Reafon  is  that  fubft'antial  ufeful  part. 
Which  gains  the  fiead,  while  t'other  v/ins  the  heart. 

Here  1  ftiall  all  the  various  forts  of  verfe, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  rehearfe; 
But  who  that  talk  wov.ld  after  Horace  do  ? 
The  beft  of  mafters,  and  examples  too  '. 
Echoes  at  beft,  all  we  can  fay  is  vain  ; 
Dull  the  defign,  and  fruitlefs  were  the  pain.. 
'Tis  ftue,  the  ancients  we  may  rob  with  eafe; 
But  who  with  that  mean  fliift  himfelf  can  pleafCj 
Without  an  amor's  pride  ?,  A  player's  art 
Is  above  his,  who  writes  a  borrow'd  part. 
Yet  modern  laws  are  made  for  later  faults, 
And  new  abfurdities  infpire  new  thoughts : 
What  need  has  fatire  then  to  live  on  theft. 
When  fo  much  frefli  occafion  ftill  is  left  ? 
Fertile  our  foil,  and  full  of  rankeft  weeds. 
And  monfters  wotfe  than  ever  Nilus  breeds. 

♦  The  "  Effavon  Satire,"  wliicli  was  written  by  Sheri 
field  andDryilen,  a  printed  among  tUc  pBcras  oL-  lUp 
Utter. 
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But  hold,  the  fools  ftall  have  no  caufe  to  fear ; 
'  ris  wit  and  fenfe  that  is  the  fuhjed:  here : 
Deftifts  fo  witty  men  defcrve  a  cure, 
And  thofe  who  are  fo,  will  ev'n  this  endure. 

Firft  then,  of  fongs;  which  now  fo  much  abound, 
Without  his  fong  no  f  ^p  is  to  he  found  ; 
A  mod  offc'ofivc  weapon,  which  he  draws 
On  ail  he  meets,  againll:  Apollo'»  law«. 
Though  nothing  feems  more  eafy,  yet  no  part 
Of  poetry  requi'es  a  nicer  art ; 
For  as  in  row;:  nf  richeft  pearl  there  lies 
Many  a  blenjift  that  efcapes  our  eyes, 
•The  lead  of  which  defe(5ts  is  pl.iinly  fliown 
In  onefmall  ring,  and  brings  the  value  down  : 
So  fongs  (hould  be  to  juft  perfeftion  wmught ; 
Yet  where  can  one  be  feen  without  a  fault  ? 
3ixa(5t  propriety  of  word'  and  thought ; 
Exprcffion  eafy,  and  the  fancy  high; 
Yet  that  not  feem  to  creep,  nor  this  to  fly ; 
J«fo  words  tranfpos'd,  but  in  fuch  order  all, 
As  wrought  with  care,  yet  feem  by  chance  to  fall. 
Here,  as  in  all  things  elfc,  is  moft  unfit, 
!Pare  ribaldry,  that  poor  pretence  to  wit ; 
Psuch  nafcous  fongs  by  a  late  author  ■}•  made, 
Call  an  unwilling  cenfure  on  his  {hade. 
Not  that  wr.rm  thoughts  of  the  tranfporting  iqy 
Can  fbock  the  chaftcft,  or  the  niceft  cloy; 
l3ut  words  obfcene,  too  grofs  to  m-ive  defire, 
Like  heaps  of  fuel,  only  choke  the  fire. 
On  other  themes  he  well  deferves  our  praife; 
But  palls  that  appetite  he  meant  to  raife. 

Next,  elegy,  ni  iweet,  but  (olemn  voice. 
And  of  a  fubjeft  grave,  exaCis  the  choice ; 
The  praife  ot  beauty,  valour,  wit  contains  ; 
And  there  too  ofi"  defpairing  love  complains ; 
}r\  vain,  alas  '.  for  who  by  wit  is  mov'd? 
That  phoenix  fbe  deferves  to  be  belov'd; 
But  noify  nonfenfe,  and  fuch  fops  as  vex 
Mankind,  take  molt  with  that  fantaflic  fex. 
This  to  the  praife  of  thofe  who  be'tcr  Itnew; 
The  many  raife  the  value  of  the  few. 
But  lierc  (as  all  our  fex  too  oft'  have  try'd) 
Women  have  drawn  my  wandering  thoughts  aGde. 
Their  greateft  fault,  who  in  this  kind  have  writ, 
Is  not  deffcdl  in  words,  or  want  of  wit ; 
But  Ihould  this  mufe' harmonium  numbers  yield. 
And  every  couplet  be  with  fancy  fiU'd; 
If  yet  a  juft  c  ihercnce  be  not  made 
Between  each  thought;   and  the  whole  model  laid 
So  right,  that  every  line  may  higher  rife, 
JLike  g  lodly  mountains,  till  they  reach  the  fkies  : 
bucli  trifles  may  perhaps  of  late  have  paft, 
And  may  be  iik'd  awhile,  but  never  laft  ; 
'  I'is  epigram,  'tis  point,  'tis  what  you  will, 
But  not  an  elegy,  nor  writ  with  fciil, 
No  II  panegyric,  i:or  a  ^  Cooper's-hill. 

A  higher  flight,  and  of  a  hap}Mer  force, 
Arc  odes  :  the  niufes'  moft  unruly  horfc. 
That  bounds  fo  fierce,  the  rider  has  no  reft, 
Here  foams  at  mouth,  and  moves  like  one  poflcfs'd 
The  poet  here  muft  be  indeed  infpir'd^ 
With  fury  too,  as  well  as  fancy  fir'd. 


♦  1  he  Karl  of  Rcchefter; 
I  Waller 'i. 
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Cowley  might  boaft  to  have  perfi^rm'd  this  parj. 
Had  he  with  nature  jojn'd  the  rules  of  art ; 
But  fomctimes  difti-n  mean,  or  verfe  ill-wrougl>tj 
Deadens,  or  clouds,  his  noble  frame  of  thought. 
Thouj:;h  all  appear  in  heat  and  fury  done. 
The  language  ftill  muft  foft  and  eafy  i'jh. 
Thefe  laws  may  found  a  little  too  fevere  ; 
But  judgment  yields,  and  fancy  governs  here, 
Which,  though  extravagant,  this  mufe  allows, 
And  makes  the  work  much  cafier  than  it  ftiowf. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  wifeft  men  could  find 
To  mend  the  age,  and  mortify  mankind. 
Satire  well- writ  has  moft  fuccefsful  prov'd. 
And  cures,  becaufe  the  rerpedy  is  lov'd. 
'  ris  hard  to  write  on  fuch  a  fubjedl  more. 
Without  repeating  things  faid  oft'  before  1 
Some  vulgar  errors  only  we'll  remove, 
That  ftain  a  beauty  which  we  fo  much  love. 
Of  chofen  words  fjme  take  not  care  enough. 
And  think  they  ftioujd  be  as  the  fubje(5l  rojtghj 
This  poem  muft  be  more  exadly  made. 
And fharpeft  thoughts  in  fmootheftwi'rds convey' ji|. 
Some  think,  if  flir.rp  enough,  they  cannot  fail. 
As  if  their  only  bufinef>  was  to  fail  : 
Bur  human  frailty  nicely  to  unfiyld, 
Diftinguifhes  a  fatyr  from  a  fcold. 
Rage  yiu  muft  hide,  and  prejudice  lay  down  ; 
A  fatyr's  fmile  is  fliarper  than  his  frown  ; 
So  while  you  feem  to  flight  f.  me  rival  youth. 
Malice  itfelf  may  pafs  fometimes  for  truth. 
The  Laureat  +  here  may  juftly  claim  our  praife, 
Crown'd  by  Mack  Fleckno  jj  with  immortal  b^y^j 
Yet  once  his  Pegafus  ^  has  borne  dead  weight,      ' 
Rid  by  fome  lumpifh  minifter  of  ftate. 

Here  reft,  my  mufe,fafpeiKi  thy  cares  awhile, 
A  more  important  tdik.  attends  thy  toil. 
As  fome  young  eagle,  that  defigns  to  fly 
A  long  unwonted  journey  through  the  fky, 
Weighs  all  the  dMigerous  enterprife  before. 
O'er  what  wide  lands  and  feas  ihe  is  to  fear. 
Doubts  her  own  ftrength  fo  tar,  and  juftly  fears 
The  iofty  road  of  airy  travellers  ;  ' 

But  yet  incited  by  fome  bold  deCgn, 
That  does  her  hopes  beyond  her  fears  incline. 
Prunes  every  feathtr,  views  herfelf  with  care. 
At  laft,  refolv'd,  Ike  cleaves  the  yielding  air~; 
Away  ftie  files,  fo  ftrong,  fo  high,  fo  fall. 
She  leffcns  to  us,  and  is  loft  at  laft  : 
So  (though  too  weak  .for  fuch  a  weighty  thing) 
The  mufe  infpires  a  Iharper  note  ti)  fing. 
And  why  Ihould  truth  cffcnd,  when  only  told 
To  guide  the  ignorant,  and  warn  the  bold  ? 
On  then,  my  mufe,  adventuroufly  engage 
To  give  inftru(il;ions  that  concern  the  ftage. 

Ihe  unities  of  a61r.  n,  time,  and  place. 
Which,  if  oblerv'd,  give  plays  fo  great  a  grace. 
Arc.  though  but  I.ttle  piadlis'ii,  too  wcllknow^i 
To  be  taught  here,  where  we  pretend  alone 
From  nicer  faults  to  purge  the  prefent  age, 
Lefs  obvious  errors  </f  the  Englifti  ftage. 

Firft  then,  foliloquies  had  ueed  be  tew. 
Extremely  ftiort,  and  fpoke  iu  paflion  too. 

f  Dry den. 

^  A  lamnusC-tiricn!  poem  ofliis- 

i  A  pucm  caiic;i,  'Vl\£  UirA  in<lPiCthcr, 
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Our  lovers  talking  to  thcmfelves,  for  want 
Of  others,  make  the  pit  their  confidapt  { 
Nor  is  the  matter  men<l',  d  yet,  if  thus 
They  truft  a  friend,  only  to  tell  it  us; 
Th'  occafi'  n  l^'.uld  as  uarurally  fall, 
As  when  Bellario  f  confeile.;  all. 

Figures  of  fpecch,  wh.ch  poets  think  fo  fine, 
(Arc^s  neediefs  v^rnifti  to  nv.ike  nature  Ihine) 
All  are  but  j)a)iit  upon  a  beauteous  face, 
And  in  defcrjptions  only  claim  a  pL.ce  : 
But,  to  make  rage  declaim,  and  grief  difcourfe, 
From  lovers  in  defp^ir  fine  things  to  force, 
Mijfl:  needs  fucceed;  for  who  can  choofe  but  pity 
A  dying  hero,  miferably  wicty  ? 
But  oh  '■  the  dialogues,  where  jell:  and  mock 
Is  held  up  like  a  reft  at  fhittlc-cock  ; 
Or  eife,liUe  bells,  eternally  they  chime, 
They  figh  in  fimile,  and  die  in  rhyme. 
What  things  arc  thefe  who  would  he  poets  thought, 
By  nature  not  infpir'd,  nor  learning  taught  ? 
Some  wit  they  have,  and  therefore  may  deferve 
A  better  courfe  than  this,  by  which  they  flarve  : 
But  to  writ  J  plays  !  why,  'tis  a  bold  pretence 
To  judgment,  breeding,  wit,  and  eloquence  ; 
Nay  more;  for  they  mult  look  within,  to  find 
Thofe  fecret  turns  of  nature  in  the  mind  : 
Without  this  part,  in  vain  would  be  the  whol?, 
And  but  a  body  all,  without  a  foul. 
All  this  united  yet  but  makes  a  part 
Of  dialogue,  that  great  and  powerful  art, 
Now  aimoft  lolt,  which  the  old  Grecians  knew,  ") 
From  whom  the  Romans  fainter  copies  drew,      > 
Scarce  comprehended  fince,  but  by  a  few.  J 

Plato  and  Lucian  are  the  bed  remains 
Of  all  the  wonders  which  this  art  contains ; 
Yet  to  ourfelves  we  juflice  muft  allow, 
Shakfpeare  and  Fletcher  arc  the  wondeis  now  :^ 
Confider  them,  and  read  them  o'er  and  o'er. 
Go  fee  chem  play'd ;  then  read  thtm  as  before ; 
For  thouih  in  many  things  thty  grofsly  fail, 
Over  our  piiBTions  flill  tliey  fo  prevail. 
That  our  own  grief  by  theirs  is  rock'd  afleep  ; 
The  dull  are  forc'd  to  feel,  the  wile  to  weep. 
Their  beauties  imitate,  avoid  ihtir  faults; 
f  irlt,  on  a  plot  employ  thy  careful  thoughts; 
Turn  it,  with  time,  a  thouiand  feveral  ways; 
This  oft',  alone,  has  given  iucctfs  to  plays. 
RtjecSl  that  vulgar  erior  (vvhich  appears 
So  fair)  of  making  perfccft  charadlers; 
There's  no  fuch  thing  in  nature,  and  yoli'll  draw 
A  faultlefs  monfter  which  the  world  ne'er  faw. 
Som-e  faults  muft  be,  that  his  misfortunes  drew, 
But  fuch  as  may  deferve  compaffion  too. 
BcCdes  the  main  dcfign  compos'd  with  art, 
Each  mijving  Icenemull  be  a  plot  apart ; 
Contrive  each  little  turn,  mark  every  place, 
As  painters  fiift  chalk  oBt  the  future  face  : 
Yet  be  not  fondly  your  own  Have  for  this, 
But  change  hereafter  what  appears  amifs. 

Think  not  fo   much  where  fliining  thoughts  to 
As  what  a  man  would  fay  iu  fuch  a  cafe  :      [place, 
Neither  in  comedy  wili  this  luflice. 
The  player  too  muft  be  before  your  eyes ! 

f  In  Philafter, »  play  of  Beaumoat  smd  Fktclier' 
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And,  though  'tis  drudgery  ^o  floop  fo  low, 
I'o  him  you  muft  your  fecret  meaning  fliow. 

Expofe  no  fingle  fop,  but  lay  the  load 
More  equally,  and  fpread  the  folly  broad* 
Mere  coxcombs  are  too  obvious;  oft'  we  fee 
A  fool  derided  by  a-  bad  as  he  : 
Hawks  fly  at  nobler  game  ;  in  this  low  way 
A  very  owl  may  prove  a  bii  d  of  prey. 
Saull  poets  thus  will  one  ;  oor  fop  devour 
But  to  colLett,  like  bees,  from  every  flower. 
Ingredients  to  compofe  that  precious  juice, 
Which  itrvei  the  world  for  pleafure  and  for  ufe 
In  fpite  of  faction  this  would  favour  gtt ; 
But  Falftaff  f  ftands  iaimitubie  yet. 

Another  fault  which  often  may  befall, 
Is,  when  the  wit  of  lome  great  poet  Ihall 
So  overflow,  that  is,  be  none  at  all, 
Thatev'n  his  fccjls  fpeak  fenfe,  as  if  pofTeft, 
And  each  by  infpiration  breaks  his  ieft. 
If  once  the  juftnefs  of  each  part  be  loft. 
Well  may  we  laugh,  but  at  the  poet's  coft. 
That  filly  thing  men  call  (heer-wit  avoid. 
With  which  cur  age  fo  naufeoufly  is  c!oy"d  : 
Humour  is  all ;  wit  fliould  be  only  brought 
To  turn  agreeably  fome  proper  thought. 

But  fince  the  poets  wc  of  late  have  knowR 
Shine  in  no  drefs  fo  much  as  in  their  own. 
The  better  by  example  to  convince, 
Caft  but  a  view  on  this  wrong  fide  of  fenfe. 

Firft,  a  folilcquy  is  calmly  made, 
Where  every  rcafon  is  exadlly  weigh'd; 
Which  once  perform'd,  moil  opportunely  comes 
Some  hero  frighted  at  the  noife  of  drums; 
For  her  fweet  fake,  whom  at  firft  fight  he  Igves 
And  all  in  metaphor  his  pafTion  proves : 
But  fome  fad  accident,  though  yet  unknown, 
Parting  this  pair,  to  leave  the  fwain  alone; 
He  ftrait  grows  jealous,  though  we  know  not  why- 
Then,  to  oblige  his  rival,  needs  will  die  : 
But  firft  he  makes  a  fpeech,  wherein  he  cells 
The  abfent  nymph  how  much  his  flame  excels  • 
And  yet  bequeaths  her  gencroufly  now 
To  that  lovd  rival  whom  he  does  not  know  I 
Who  ftrait  appears;  but  who  can  fate  withfta-adj 
Too  late,  alag  !  to  hold  his  hafty  hand. 
That  juft  has  gi?en  himfelf  the  cruel  ftroke  '. 
At  which  his  very  rival's  heart  it  broke  : 
He,  more  to  his  new  friend  than  miftrefs  kind, 
Moft  fadly  mourns  at  being  left  behind, 
Of  fuch  a  death  prefers  the  pleafing  charms 
To  love,  and  living  in  a  lady's  arms.  [thcfe  '. 

What    Ihameful   and  what  monftrous  things  are 
And  then  they  rail  at  thofe  they  cannot  pleafb ; 
Conclude  us  only  partial  to  the  dead. 
And  grudge  the  fign  <,[  eld  Ben  Jonfon's  headj 
When  the  intrinfic  value  of  the  ftage 
Can  fcaree  be  jUdg'd  but  by  a  f  Jlowinir  a^-e  : 
For  dances,  fluits,  Italian  fongs,and  rhyme. 
May  keep  up  Cnliing  nonfenie  for  a  time ; 
But  that  muft  fail,  which  now  fo  much  o'er-jules 
And  fer.fe  no  longer  will  fubmit  to  fooJj. 

By  painful  fteps  at  laft  we  labour  up 
P^rnaffus'  hill,  on  whofc  bright  airy  top 
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The  ef/fc  poets  fo  divinely  fliow. 

And  "vith  juft  pride  behold  the- reft  below. 

iHeroic  roems  have  a  juft  pretence 

To  be  '.he  utnoft  ftretch  of  hunir'n  fenfe  ; 

A  work  of  fucn  ioeftimable  worth, 

There   are  but   two  the  world  has  yet  brought 

forth; 
Homer  and  Vireil  '■  with  what  facred  awe, 
Do  thofe  mere  founds  the  world's  attention  drawl 
Jnfl  36  a  changeling  feems  below  the  reft 
Of  men,  or  rather  is  a  two-legg'd  beaft  ; 
Sothefe  gigantic  fouls  atnaz'd  we  find 
As  much  above  the  reft  of  human  kind  ! 
nature's  whole  ftrength  united  '■  endlefs  fame, 
And  univerfal  Ihouts  attend  their  name  ' 
jtead  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more, 
JFcr  all  books  elfe  appear  fo  mean,  fo  poor, 
Verfe  .will  feem  profe ;  but  ftill  perfift  to  read, 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 
Had  Boffu  never  writ,  the  world  had  ftill, 
like  Indians,  view'd  this  wondrous  piece  of  {kill; 
As  fomefhing  of  divine  the  worit  admir'd; 
Hot  hop'd  to  be  inftrudted,  but  infpir'd  : 
Bathe,  difclofing  facred  myfteries, 
Has  Ihown  where  all  the  mighty  magic  lies ; 
Bcfcrib'd  the  feeds,  and  in  what  order  fown. 
That  have  to  fuch  a  vaft  proportion  grown. 
Sure  from  fome  angel  he  the  fecret  knew, 
Who  through  this  labyrinth  has  lent  the  clue. 

But  what,  alas!  avails  it  poor  mankind, 
To  fee  this  promis'd  land,  yet  ftay  behind  } 
Tiic  way  is  fhown,  but  who  has  ftrength  to  go  ? 
Who  can  all  fciences  profoundly  know  ? 
Whofe  fancy  flies  beyond  weak  reafon's  fight, 
And  yet  has  judgment  to  diredl  it  right  ? 
Whofe  juft  difcernment,  Virgil-like,  is  fuch 
Never  to  fay  too  little  or  too  much  ? 
i*et  fuch  a  man  begin  without  delay ; 
But  he  muft  d©  beyond  what  I  can  fay; ' 
Muft  above  TaiTo's  lofty  flights  prevail, 
Succeed  where  Sperfer,  and  cv'n  Milton  fail. 


ODE  ON  BRUTUS. 


Tis  faid,  that  favourite,  mankind. 

Was  made  the  lord  of  all  below ; 

3But  yet  the-  doubtful  arc  concern'd  to  find, 

"Tis  only  .one  man  tells  another  fo. 

And,  for  this  great  dopiinion  here. 

Which  over  other  beafts  we  claim, 
R^afon  our  beft  credential  does  appear. 

By  which  indeed  we  domineer, 
3Bat  hov/  alifurdly,  we  may  fee  with  ftiame. 

Reafon,  that  foiemn  trifle  I  light  as  air. 
Driven  up  and  down  by  cenfurc  or  applaufe; 

By  partial  love  away  'tis  blown, 
V     Or  the  Icaff  prejudice  can  weigh  it  dov/n ; 
Thus  our  high  privilege  becomesour  fnare. 

In  any  nice  and  weighty  caufe, 
How  weak,  at  beft,  is r<:.fon  .  yet  the  grave 
^pofe  on  tfxat  fmall  judgment  which  wc  have- 


In  all  thofe  wits,  whofe  names  have  fpread  fo  Widf  j 
And  ev'n  the  force  ef  time  defy'd. 
Some  failings  yet  may  be  defcry'd. 
Among  the  reft,  with  wonder  be  it  told, 
Tliuit  Brutus  is  admir'd  for  Caefar's  death ; 
By  which  he  yet  furvives  in  fame's  immortal  breath. 
Brutus,  ev'n  he,  of  all  the  reft, 
In  whom  we  fhould  that  deed  the  moft  deteftj 
Is  of  mankind  efteem'd  the  beft. 
As  fnow,  defcending  from  fome  lofty  hill. 
Is  by  its  rolling  courfe  augmenting  ftill, 
So  from  illuftrious  authors  down  have  roll'd  • 
Thofe  great  encomiums  he  receiv'd  of  old : 
Republic  orators  will  fliow  efteem. 
And  gild  their  eloquence  with  praife  of  him  J 
But  truth,  unveil'd,  like  a  bright  fun  appears. 
To  fhine  away  this  heap  »f  feventefen  hundred 
years. 

III. 
In  vain  'tis  urg'd  by  an  illuftrious  wit, 
(To  whom  in  all  hefides  I  willingly  fubmit) 
That  Csefar's  life  no  pity  could  deferve 
From  one  who  kill'd  himfelf,  rather  than  ferve.. 
Had  Brutus  chofe  rather  himfelf  to  flay. 

Than  any  mafter  to  obey, 
Hajjpy  for  Rome  had  been  that  noble  pride ; 
The  world  had  then  remain'd  in  peace,  and  only 
Brutus  dy'd. 
For  he,  whofe  foiil  difdains  to  own 
Subjection  to  a  tyrant's  frown. 
And  his  own  life  would  rather  end, 
Would  fure  much  rather  kill  himfelf,  than  onl| 
hurt  his  friend. 
To  his  own  fword  in  the  Philippian  field 

Brutus  indeed  at  laft  did  yield  : 
But  in  thofe  times  felf-kiiling  was  not  rare, 
And  his  proceeded  only  from  defpair  : 

He  might  have  cholen  elfe  to  live. 
In  hopes  another  Csfar  would  forgive ; 
Then,  fcr  the  good  of  Rome,  he  could  once  mors 
Coirfpire  pgainft  a  life  which  had  fpar'd  his  before. 

IV.'  '■ 
Our  country  challenges  oiir  utmoft  care, 
And  in  our  thoughts  deferves  the  tehdereft  (harei 
Her  to  a  thoufand  fi'iends  we  fhould  prefer, 
Yet  not  betray  them,  though  it  be  for  her. 
Hard  is  his  heart,  whonl  no  defert  can  move, 

A  miftrtfs  or  a  friend  to  love. 
Above  whate'er  he  does  hefides  enjoy ; 
But  may  l;e,  for  their  fakes,  his  fire  or  fons  dellroyl 
For  facred  juftice,  or  for  public  good, 
Scorr'd  be  our  wealth,  our  honour,  and  our  bloo4< 
111  inch  a  caufe,  want  is  a  happy  ftate, 
Ev'n  low  difgrace  would  be  a  glorious  fate; 
And  death  itfelf,  when  n.^blt  fame  furvives, 
Mci  e  to  be  valued  than  a  thoufand  lives. 

Bur  'tis  not  furely  of  fo  fair  renown 
To  fpill  another's  blood,  as  to  expofe  our  own  : 

Of  all  that's  ours  we  cannot  give  too  much. 
But  wliat  belongs  to  friendfhip,  oh  1  'tis  facrilcg^ 
to  touch. 

V. 

Can  we  ftand  by  unmov'd,  and  fee 
Our  mother  robb'd  and  ravifli'd  ?  Can  wc  bs 
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Ixcus'd,  if  In  hcf  caufe  we  never  ftir, 
|»]cas'dwith  the  ftrength  and  beautyof  the  rayiflier  ? 

Thus  fings  our  bard  with  heat  almoft  divine ; 
'Tis  pity  that  his  thought  was  not  as  ftrong  as  fine. 
Would  it  more  juftly  did  the  cafe  exprefs. 
Or  that  its  beauty  and  its  grace  were  lefs. 
(Thus  a  nymph  fometimes  we  fee, 
Who  fo  charming  feems  to  he, 
That,  jealous  of  a  foft  furprife, 
We  fcarce  durft  truft  our  eager  eyes) 
Such  a  fallacious  ambufh  to  efcape, 
It  were  but  vain  to  plead  a  willing  rape; 
A  valiant  fon  would  be  provok'd  the  more ; 
A  force  we  therefore  muft  confefs,  but  at^ed  long 
before ; 
A  marriage  fince  did  intervene, 
With  all  the  folemn  and  the  facred  fcene ; 

Loud  was  the  Hymencan  fong ; 
The  violated  dame  *  walk'd  fmilingly  along, 
And  in  the  midft  of  the  moft  facred  dance. 

As  if  enamour'd  of  his  fight. 
Often  fhe  cad  a  kind  admiring  glance 
On  the  bold  ftruggler  for  delight ; 
Who  afterwards  appear'd  fo  moderate  and  cool. 
As  if  fur  public  good  alone  he  fo  defir'd  to  rule. 

VI. 

But,  ©h !  that  this  were  all  which  we  can  urge 
Againft  a  Roman  of  fo  great  a  foul ! 
And  that  fair  truth  permitted  us  to  purge 

His  fa<ft,  of  what  appears  fo  foul  1 
Friendfhip,  that  facred  and  fublimeft  thing  I 
The  nobkft  quality,  and  chiefeft  good, 
(In  this  dull  age  fcarce  underftood) 
Infpires  us  with  unufual  warmth  her  injur'd  ritess 
to  fing. 
Aillft,  ye  angels  1  whofe  immortal  blifs, 
Though  more  refin'd,  chiefly  conlifts  in  this. 
How  plainly  your  bright  thoughts  to  one  another 

(hine! 
Oh  I  how  ye  all  agree  in  harmony  divine  \ 
The  race  of  mutual  love  with  equal  zeal  ye  run, 
A  courfe,  as  far  from  any  end,  as  when  at  firft  begun. 

Ye  faw,  and  fmil'd  upon  this  matchlefs  pair, 
Who  ftill  betwixt  them  did  fo  many  virtues  Ihare, 
Some  which  belong  to  peace,  and  fome  to  ftrife, 
Thofe  of  a  calm,  and  of  an  adive  life, 

#  Rome. 


That  all  the  excellence  of  human-kind 
Concurr'd  to  make  of  boih  but  one  united  mind, 

Which  friendfhip  did  fo  faft  and  clofely  bind, 
Not  the  lead  cement  could  appear  by  which  tbei|r 
fouls  were  join'd. 

That  tie  which  holds  our  mortal  frame. 
Which  poor  unknowing  we  a  foul  and  body  name, 

Seems  not  a  compofition  more  divine,      [fliine. 
Or  more  abftrufe,  than  all  that  docs  in  friendihip 

VII. 

From  mighty  Csefar  and  his  boundlefs  grace. 
Though  Brutus,  once  at  leafl,  his  life  receiv'dj 
Such  obligations,  though  fo  high  bellev'd. 

Are  yet  but  flight  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
Where  friendihip  fo  poflcfles  all  the  place. 
There  is  no  room  for  gratitude ;  fince  he. 
Who  fo  obliges,  is  more  pleas'd  thaa  his  fav'd  Irieai 
can  be. 
Juft  in  the  midft  of  all  this  noble  heat, 
While  their  great  hearts  did  both  fo  kindly  beat| 
That  it  amas'd  the  lookers-on, 
And  forc'd  them  to  fufpedt  a  father  and  a  fon  *  ; 
(Though  here  ev'n  Nature's  felf  ftill  feem  to  be 
outdone) 
From  fuch  a  friendihip  unprovok'd  to  fall 
Is  horrid,  yet  I  wifli  that  fadl  were  all         [call. 
Which  does  with  too  much  caufe  ungrateful  Brutup 

VIII. 

In  cooleft  blood  he  laid  a  long  defign 
Againft  his  beft  and  deareft  friend ; 
Did  ev'n  his  foes  in  zeal  exceed. 
To  fpirit  others  up  to  work  fo  black  a  deed  ; 
Himfelf  the  centre  where  they  all  did  join. 
Csfar,  meantime,  fearlefs,  and  fond  of  him. 

Was  as  induftrious  all  the  while 
To  give  fuch  ample  marks  of  fond  efteem. 
As  made  the  graveft  Romans  fmile      [gulle^ 
To  fee  with  how  much  eafe  love  can  the  wife  be= 
He,  whom  thus  Brutus  doom'd  to  bleed, 
Did,  letting  his  own  race  afide. 
Nothing  lefs  for  him  provide. 
Than  in  the  world's  great  empire  to  fucceed  : 
Which  we  are  bound  in  juftice  to  allow. 
Is  all-fufiicient  proof  to  fliow 
That  Brutus  did  not  ftrikc  for  his  own  fake  | 
And  if,  alas  !  he  fail'd,  'twa»  only  by  miftakc, 

♦  Caefar  was  fufpefted  to  have  begotten  Brutu*.. 
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THE  RAPTURE. 

J  yiBLD,  I  yield,  and  can  no  longer  ftay 
My  eager  thoughts,  that  force  themfelves  away. 
Sure  none  infpir'd  (whofe  heat  tranfports  them  illll 
Above  their  reafon,  and  beyond  their  will) 
Can  firm  againfl  the  ftrong  impulfe  remain ; 
Ccnfure  itfelf  were  not  fo  fharp  a  pain. 
Let  -vulgar  minds  fubmit  to  vulgar  fway ; 
What  ignorance  fhall  think,  or  malice  fay, 
To  me  are  trifles;  if  the  knowing  few, 
Who  can  fee  fault?,  but  can  fee  beauties  too, 
Applaud  that  genius  which  themfelves  partake, 
And  fpare  the  poet  for  the  mufe's  fake. 

The  mufe,  who  raifes  me  frotn  humble  ground, 
To  view  the  vaft  and  various  world  around ; 
How  faft  I  mount !  in  what  a  wondrous  way 
I  grow  tranfported  to  this  large  furvey  { 
I  value  earth  no  more,  and  far  below 
Methinks  I  fee  the  biify  pigmies  go. 
My  foul  entranc'd  is  in  a  rapture  brought 
Above  the  common  tracks  of  vulgar  thought : 
With  fancy  wing'd,  I  feel  the  purer  air, 
And  with  contempt  look  down  on  human  care. 

Airy  ambition,  ever  foarlng  high, 
Stands  firft  expos'd  to  my  cenforious  eye. 
Behold  fome  toiling  up  a  flippery  hill, 
Where,  though  arriv'd,  they  muft  be  toiling  ftill : 
Some,  with  unfteady  feet,  juft  fallen  to  ground. 
Others  at  top,  whofe  heads  are  turning  round. 
To  this  high  fphere  it  happens  ftill  that  fome, 
The  moft  unfit,  are  forwardeft  to  come  ; 
Yet  among  thefe  are  princes  forc'd  to  choofe, 
Or  feek  out  fuch  as  would  perhaps  refufe. 
Favour  too  great  is  fafely  plac'd  on  none. 
And  foon  becomes  a  dragon  or  a  drone; 
Either  remifs  and  negligent  of  all, 
Or  elfe  imperious  and  tyrannical- 

The  mufe  infpires  me  now  to  loek  again, 
And  fee  a  meaner  fort  of  fordid  men 
Doating  on  little  heaps  of  yellow  dufl ; 
For  that  defpifing  honour,  eafe,  and  luft. 
JLct  other  bards,  cxprefling  how  it  fliines, 
Defcribe  with  envy  what  the  mifer  finds ; 
Only  as  heaps  of  dirt  it  fcems  to  me, 
Where  we  fuch  defpicable  vermin  fee. 
Who  creep  through  filth  a  thoufand  crooked  ways, 
infcnfible  of  iafaniy  or  praifc : 


Loaded  with  guilt,  they  ftill  |Njrfue  their  courfc. 
Not  ev'n  reftrain'd  by  love  or  friendfliip's  force. 

Not  to  enlarge  on  fuch  an  obvious  thought, 
Behold  their  folly,  which  tranicends  their  fault! 
Alas  1  their  cares  and  cautions  only  tend 
To  gain  the  means,  and  then  to  lofe  the  end. 
Like  heroes  in  romances,  ftill  in  fight 
For  miftrefles  that  yield  them  no  delight. 
This,  of  all  vice,  does  moft  debafe  the  mind, 
Gold  is  itfelf  th'  allay  to  human-kind. 
Oh,  happy  times !  when  no  fuch  thing  as  coiri 
E'er  tempted  friends  to  part,  or  foes  to  join  J 
Cattle  or  corn,  among  thofe  harmlefs  men, 
Was  all  their  wealth,  the  gold  and  filver  then  : 
Corn  was  too  bulky  to  corrupt  a  tribe, 
Apd  bellowing  herds  would  have  betray'd  the  bribe* 

Ev'n  traffic  now  is  intercourfe  of  ill, 
And  every  wind  brings  a  new  mifchief  ftill ; 
By  trade  we  flourifti  in  our  leaves  and  fruit, 
But  avarice  and  excefs  devour  the  root. 

Thus  far  the  mufe  unwillingly  has  been 
Fix'd  on  the  dull,  Icfs  happy  forts  of  fin  ; 
But  now,  more  pleas'd,  fhe  views  the  diiFerent  way| 
Of  luxury,  and  all  its  charms  furveys. 
Dear  luxury  '.  thou  foft,  but  fure  deceit  I 
Rife  of  the  mean,  and  ruin  of  the  great ! 
Thou  fure  prefage  of  ill-approaching  fates. 
The  bane  of  empires,  and  the  change  of  ftates ', 
Armies  in  vain  reCft  thy  mighty  power ; 
Not  the  worft  condudl  would  confound  them  more. 
Thus  Rome   herfeif,  while   o'er   the  world  flif 

flew. 
And  did  by  virtue  all  that  world  fubdue, 
Was  by  her  own  vidtorious  arms  opprefs'd. 
And  catch'd  infe<ftion  from  the  conquer'd  eaft; 
Whence  all  thofe  vices  came,  which  foon  devour 
The  heft  foundations  of  renown  and  power. 

But  oh  !  what  need  have  we  abroad  to  roam, 
Who  feel  too  much  the  fad  efiedls  at  home, 
Of  wild  excefs  ?  %Nhich  we  fo  plainly  find 
Decays  the  body,  and  impairs  the  mind. 
But  yet  grave  fops  muft  not  prefume  from  henca 
To  flight  the  facred  pleafures  of  the  fenfe  : 
Our  appetites  are  Nature's  laws,  and  given 
Under  the  broad  authentic  feal  of  heaven. 
Let  pedants  wrangle,  and  let  bigots  fight,  "i 

To  put  reftraint  on  innocent  delight,  i- 

Buc  heaven  and  Nature'i  always  in  (he  right ;  j 
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They  would  not  draw  poor  mortals  in, 
Or  give  defires  that  fliall  be  doom'd  for  fin. 
Yet,  that  in  height  of  harmlefs  joy  we  may 
Laft  to  old  age,  and  never  lofe  a  day, 
Amidft  our  pieafures  we  ourfelves  (hould  fpare, 
And  manage  all  with  temperance  and  care. 
The  god»  forbid  but  we  fometimes  may  fteep 
Our  joys  in  wine,  and  lull  our  cares  afleep : 
It  raifes  nature,  ripens  feeds  of  worth, 
As  moiftening  pidlures  calls  the  colours  forth; 
But  if  the  varnifh  we  too  oft  apply, 
Alas  I  like  colours,  we  grow  faint,  and  die. 
Hold,  hold,  impetuous  mufe  :   I  would  reftrain 
Her  over-eager  heat,  but  all  in  vain ; 
Abandon'd  to  delights,  Ihe  longs  to  rove ; 
I  check'd  her  here,  and  now  fhe  flies  to  love; 
Shows  me  fome  rural  nymph,  by  fhepherd  chas'd, 
Soon  overtaken,  and  as  foon  embrac'd  : 
The  grafs  by  her,  as  fhe  by  him,  is  prefs'd  ; 
For  fliame,  my  mufe,  let  fancy  guefs  the  refl : 
At  fuch  a  point  fancy  can  never  flay, 
But  flies  beyond  whatever  you  can  fay. 
Behold  the  filent  (hades,  the  amorous  grove, 
The  dear  delights,  the  very  adl  of  love. 
This  is  his  loweft  fpherc,  his  country  fcene, 
Where  love  is  humble,  and  his  fare  but  mean  ; 
Yet  fpringing  up  without  the  help  of  art, 
Leaves  a  fincerer  relilh  in  the  heart. 
More  healthfully,  though  not  fo  finely  fed, 
And  better  thrives  than  where  more  nicely  bred. 
But  'tis  in  courts  where  moft  he  makes  a  fhow. 
And,  high  enthron'd,  governs  the  world  below; 
For  though  in  hiflories  learn'd  ignorance 
Attributes  all  to  cunning  or  to  chance. 
Love  will  in  thofe  difguifes  often  fmilc, 
And  knows  the  caufe  was  kindncfs  all  the  while. 
What  flory,  place,  or  perfon,  cannot  prove 
The  boundlefs  influence  of  mighty  love  ? 
Where'er  the  fun  can  vigorous  heat  infpire, 
Both  fexes  glow,  and  languifli  with  defire. 
The  wcary'd  fwain,  faft  in  the  arms  of  fleep, 
Love  can  awake,  and  often  fighingkeep; 
And  bufy  gown-men,  by  fond  love  difguis'd, 
Will  leifure  find  to  make  themfelves  defpis'd. 
rhe  proudefl  kings  fubmit  to  beauty's  fway; 
Beauty  itfelf,  a  greater  prince  than  they. 
Lies  fometimes  languifhing  with  all  its  pride 
By  a  belov'd,  though  fickle  lover's  fide,  ^ 
I  mean  to  flight  the  faft  enchanting  charm, 
But,  oh  !  my  head  and  heart  are  both  too  warm. 
I  doat  on  woman-kind  with  all  their  faults. 
Love  turns  my  fatire  into  foftefl:  thoughts; 
Df  all  that  pafllon  which  our  peace  deftroys 
nftead  of  mifchiefs,  I  defcribe  the  joys, 
Sut  fliort  will  be  his  reign  (I  fear  too  fliort), 
ft.nd  prefent  cares  fliall  be  my  future  fport. 
Then  love's  bright  torch  put  out,  his  arrows  broke, 
Loofe  from   kind  chains,  and  from  th' engaging 

yoke. 

To  all  fond  thoughts  I'll  fing  fuch  counter-charms, 
rhe  fair  fliall  liden  in  their  lovers  arms. 
Now  the  enthufiafl:ic  fit  is  fpent, 
feel  my  weaknefs,  and  too  late  repent. 
\s  they  who  walk  in  dreams  oft  climb  too  high 
'or  fenfe  to  follow  with  a  waking  eye  ; 


And  in  fuch  wild  attempts  are  blindly  bold 
Which  afterwards  they  tremble  to  behold  : 
So  I  review  thefe  failles  of  my  pen. 
And  modeft  reafon  is  return'd  again  j 
My  confidence  1  curfe,  my  fate  accufe, 
Scarce  hold  from  cenfuring  the  facred  mufe. 

No  wretched  poet  of  the  railing  pit. 
No  critic  curs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit 
Is  more  fevere  from  ignorance  and  fpite. 
Than  I  with  judgment  againfl:  all  I  write. 
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ON  MR.  HOBBES,  AND  HIS  WRITINGS. 

ScjcH  is  the  mode  of  thefe  cenforious  days. 
The  art  is  loft  of  knowing  how  to  praife  • 
Poets  are  envious  now,  and  fools  alone 
Admire  at  wit,  becaufe  themfelves  have  none. 
Yet  w-hatfoever  is  by  vain  critics  thought, 
Praifing  is  harder  much  than  finding  fault  • 
In  homely  pieces  ev'n  the  Dutch  exec] 
Italians  only  can  draw  beauty  well. 

As  ftrings,  alike  wound  up,  fo  equal  prove 
That  one  refounding  makes  the  other  move  ; ' 
From  fuch  a  caufe  our  fatires  pleafe  fo  much 
We  fympathize  with  each  ill-natur'd  touch ;  * 
And  as  the  fharp  infedion  fpreads  about. 
The  reader's  malice  helps  the  writer  out. 
To  blame,  is  eafy  ;  to  commend,  is  bold  ; 
Yet,  if  the  mufe  infpires  it,  who  can  hold  I 
To  merit  we  are  bound  to  give  applaufe, 
Content  to  fuffer  in  fo  juft  a  caufe. 

While  in  dark  ignorance  we  lay  afraid 
Of  fancies,  ghofts,  and  every  empty  fliade  ; 
Great  Hobbes  appear'd,  and  by  plain  reafon's  light 
Put  fuch  fantaftic  forms  to  fliameful  flight. 
Fond  is  their  fear,  who  think  men  needs  mufl  be 
To  vice  enflav'd,  if  from  vain  terrors  free; 
The  wife  and  good  morality  will  guide, 
And  fuperftition  all  the  world  befide. 
^    In  other  authors  though  the  thought  be  good 
Tis  not  fometimes  fo  eafily  underflood  ;  * 

That  jewel  oft'  unpolifli'd  has  remain'd'; 
Some  words  fliould  be  left  out,  and  fome  explain'd  • 
So  that,  in  fearch  of  fenfe,  we  either  ftray,  ' 

Or  elfe  grow  weary  in  fo  rough  a  way. 
But  here  fweet  eloquence  does  always  fmile 
In  fuch  a  choice,  yet  unaflTeded  flyle. 
As  muft  both  knowledge  and  delight  impart. 
The  force  of  reafon,  with  the  flowers  of  art'; 
Clear  as  a  beautiful  tranfparent  {kin, 
Which  never  hides  the  blood,  yet  holds  it  in ; 
Like  a  delicious  ftream  it  ever  ran. 
As  fmooth  as  wom.an,  but  as  ftrong  as  man. 

Bacon  himfelf,  whofe  univerfal  wit 
Does  admiration  through  the  world  beget. 
Scarce  more  his  age's  ornament  is  thought, 
Or  greater  credit  to  his  country  brought. 

While  fame  is  young,  too  weak  to  fly  awaj-. 
Malice  purines  her,  like  fome  bird  of  prey  ; 
But  once  on  wing,  then  all  the  auarrels  ceafe; 
Envy  herfelf  is  glad  to  be  at  peace, 
Gives  over,  weary'd  with  fo  high  a  flight. 
Above  her  reach,  and  fcarce  within  her  fight,  ■ 
4 


iiW 


:^66 


THE    WORKS    OF    SHEFFIELD. 


Hobbes,  to  this  happy  pitch  arriv'd  at  laft, 
Might  have  look'  d  down  with  pride  on  dangers  paft : 
But  fuch  the  frailty  is  of  human  kind, 
J/Ien  toil  for  fame,  which  no  man  lives  to  find; 
Long  ripening  under  ground  this  China  lies ; 
pame  bears  no  fruit,  till  the  vain  planter  dies. 
Thus  Nature,  tir'd  with  his  unufual  length 
Of  hfe,  which  put  her  to  her  utmoft  ftrength, 
Such  flock  of  wit  unable  to  fupply, 
To  fpare  herfelfj  was  glad  to  let  him  die. 


WRITTEN  OVER  A  GATE, 

Here  lives  a  man,  who,  by  relation, 
Depends  upon  predeflination ; 
Tor  which  the  learned  and  the  wife 
His  underflanding  much  defpife  : 
But  I  pronounce  with  loyal  tongue 
Him  in  the  right,  them  in  the  wrong  5 
Por  how  could  fuch  a  wretch  fuccced, 
Sut  thjit,  alas,  it  was  decreed  i 


THE  MIRACLE,  17C7. 


Merit  they  hate,  and  wit  they  flight; 
They  neither  ad  nor  reafon  right, 

And  nothing  mind  but  pence. 
Unlkilful  they  vidorious  are, 
Conduft  a  kingdom  without  care, 

A  council  without  fenfc. 
So  Mofes  once,  and  Jofliua, 
And  that  virago  Debora, 

Bedrid  poor  Ifrael : 
Like  reverence  pay  to  thefe !  for  wh* 
Could  ride  a  nation  as  they  do, 

Without  a  miracle  i 


ODE 

ON  THE  DEATH  OV   HENRT  PURCEIL. 

Good  angels  fnatch'd  him  eagerly  on  high  ;    [ficy. 

Joyful  they  flew,  finging  and  foaring  through  the 

Teaching  his  new-fledg'd  foul  to  fly  ; 

While  we,  alas !  lamenting  lie. 
He  went  mufing  all  along 
Compofing  new  their  heavenly  fong. 

A  whije  his  fkilful  notes  loud  hallelujahs  drown'd ; 

But  foon  they  ceas'd  their  own,  to  catch  his  plcaf- 
ing  found. 
David  himfelf  improv'd  the  harmony, 
David,  in  facred  ftory  fo  renown'd 
No  lefs  for  mufic,  than  for  poetry  1 
Genius  fublime  in  either  art '. 

-Crown'd  with  applaufe  furpafling  all  defert '. 
A  man  juft  after  God's  own  heart  1 

If  human  cares  are  lawful  to  the  bleft. 

Already  fettled  in  eternal  reft  ; 

Needs  muft  he  widi  that  Purccll  orly  might 

Have  liv'd  to  fet  what  he  vouchfaf'd  to  write; 


For,  fure,  the  noble  thlrfl  of  fame 
With  the  frail  body  never  dies ; 
But  with  the  foul  afcends  the  flcies, 

From  whence  at  firft  it  came. 
'Tis  fure  no  little  proof  we  have 
That  part  of  us  furvives  the  grave, 
Ajpd  in  our  fame  below  flill  bears  a  fhare : 
Why  is  the  future  elfe  fo  much  our  care, 
Ev'n  in  our  lateft  moment  of  defpair  ?        [brave  ? 
And  death  defpis'd  for  fame  by  all  the  wife  and 
Oh,  all  ye  blefl  harmonious  choir !        [mire  • 
Who  power  almighty  only  lave,  and  only  that  ad- 
Look  down  with  pity  from  your  peaceful  bower, 
On  this  fad  ifle  perplex'd. 
And  ever,  ever  vex'd 
With  anxious  care  of  trifles,  wealth  and  power» 
In  our  rough  minds  due  reverence  infufe 
Far  fweet  mejodious  founds,  and  each  harmonious 
mufe. 
Mufic  exalts  man's  nature,  and  iqfpires 
High  elevated  thoughts,  or  gentle,  kind  defires. 


ON  THE  LOSS  OF  AN  ONLY  SON, 

ROBERT  MARqUIS  OF  NORMANDY. 

Odr  morning'*  ga^y  and  fhining ; 

The  days  our  joys  declare ; 
At  evening  no  repining  ; 

And  night's  all  void  of  care. 

A  fond  tranfported  mother 

Was  often  heard  to  cry. 
Oh,  where  is  fuch  an  other 

So  blefs'd  by  Heaven  as  I  ? 

A  child  at  firft  was  wanting  j 

Now  fuch  a  fon  is  fent, 
As  parents  moft  lamenting 

In  him  would  find  content. 

A  child  of  whom  kind  Heaven' 

Not  only  hope  beftows, 
But  has  already  given 

Him  all  our  hopes  propofc. 

The  happy  fire's  pofTefling 

His  fhare  in  futh  a  boy. 
Adds  ftill  a  greater  blcfling 

To  all  my  other  joy. 

But  ah  1  this  fhiny  weather 

Became  too  hot  at  laft ; 
Black  clouds  began  to  gather. 

And  all  the  fky  o'ercaft. 

So  fierce  a  fever  rages, 

We  all  lie  drownM  in  tears ; 
And  difnial  fad  prefagcs 

Come  thundering  in  our  ears. 

The  doubts  that  made  us  languifh 

Did  worfe,  far  worfe  than  kill. 
Yet,  oh,  with  all  their  anguifli. 

Would  we  had  doubted  ftill  I 
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Sat  why  fo  much  digreffion, 
This  fatal  Jofs  to  fliow  ? 

Alas,  there's  no  expreffion 
Can  teU  a  parent's  woe ! 
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ON  MR.  POPE,  AND  HIS  POEMS. 

■With  age  decay'd,  with  courts  and  bufineiJs  tir'd, 
Caring  for  nothing  but  what  eafe  requir'd. 
Too  ferious  now  a  wanton  mufe  to  court, 
And  from  the  critics  fafe  arriv'd  in  port ; 
I  little  thought  of  launching  forth  again, 
Amidft  adventurous  rovers  of  the  pen ; 
And,  after  fome  fmall  undeferv'd  fuccefs. 
Thus  hazarding  at  laft  to  make  it  lefs. 

Encomiums  fuit  not  this  cenforious  time, 
Itfelf  a  fubjedl  for  fatiric  rhyme ; 
Ignorance  honour'd,  wit  and  worth  defam'd, 
Folly  triumphant,  and  ev'n  Homer  blam'd. 
But  to  this  genius,  join'd  with  fo  much  art, 
Such  various  learning  mix'd  in  every  part. 
Poets  are  bound  a  loud  applaufe  to  pay; 
Apollo  bids  it,  and  they  muft  obey. 

And  yet  fo  wondrous,  fo  fublime  a  thing. 
As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarce  could  make  me  fing'; 
Except  I  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend. 
One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed. 
Can  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed. 

'Tis  great  delight  to  laugh  at  fome  men's  ways ; 
But  a  much  greater  to  give  merit  praife. 


STANZAS. 


Whene'er  my  foolifh  bent  to  public  good, 
Or  fonder  zeal  for  fome  mifguided  prince, 

Shall  make  my  dangerous  humour  underftood, 
For  changing  minifters  for  men  of  fenfe  : 

When,  vainly  proud  to  Ihow  ray  public  care, 
And  ev'n  afliam'd  to  fee  three  nations  fool'd, 

I  Ihall  no  longer  bear  a  wretched  fiiare 
In  ruling  ill,  or  being  over-rul'd  : 

Then,  as  old  lechers  in  a  winter's  night 

To  yawning  hearers  all  their  pranks  difclofe ; 

And  what  decay  deprives  them  of  delight, 
Supply  with  vain  endeavours  to  impofe  : 

Juft  fo  fhall  I  as  idly  entertain 

Some  ftripling  patriots,  fond  of  feeming  wife ; 
Tell,  how  1  ftill  could  great  employments  gain. 

Without  concealing  truths,  or  whifpering  lies  f 

Boaft  of  fucceeding  in  my  country's  caufe 

Ev'n  againft  fome  almoft  too  high  to  blame ; 

Whom,  when  advanc'd  beyond  the  reach  of  laws, 
I  oft'  had  ridicui'd  to  fenfe  and  Ihame ; 

Say,  I  refifted  the  moll  potent  fraud  ; 

But  friendlefs  merit  openly  approv'd; 
And  that  I  was  above  the  being  aw'd 

^ot  only  by  my  prince,  but  thofc  he  lov'd : 


Who  knows  but  my  example  then  may  pleafe 
Such  noble,  hopeful  fpirits  as  appear 

Willing  to  flight  their  pleafures  and  their  eafc. 
For  fame  and  honour .  till  at  laft  they  hear. 

After  much  trouble  borne,  and  danger  run. 
The  crown  aflifted,  and  my  country  ferv'd  ; 

Without  good  fortune  I  had  been  undone. 
Without  a  good  eftate  I  might  have  ftarv'di 


THE  ELECTION  OF  A  POET  LAUREAT 

IN  M.OCC.XIX. 

A  TAMOvi  affembly  was  fummon'd  of  late: 
To  crown  a  new  laureat,  came  Phoebus  in  ftatei 
With  all  that  Montfaucon  himfelf  could  defire,. 
His  bow,  laurel,  harp,  and  abundance  of  fire. 

At  Bartlemewfair  ne'er  did  bullies  fo  juftle. 
No  country  eletftion  e'^er  made  fuch  a  buftle: 
From  garret,  mint,  tavern,  they  all  poft  away. 
Some  thirfting  for  fack,  fome  ambitious  of  bay. 

All  came  with  full  confidcnce,flu{h'd  with  vain  h^^. 
From  Gibber  and  Durfey,  to  Prior  and  Pope. 
Phoebus  fmil'd  on  theCe  laft,  but  yet  ne'erthelef^ 
Said,  he  hop'd  they  had  got  enough  by  the  prefe. 

With  a  huge  mountain-load  of  heroical  lumber. 
Which  froniTonfon  toCurll  everyprefs  hadgroan^d 
under,  Hays- 

Came  Blackmore,  and  cry'd,  Look,  all  thefe  are  my 
But  at  prefent  I  beg  you'd  but  read  my  Effays. 

Lampooners  and  critics  ruft'd  in  like  a  tide. 
Stern  Dennis  and  Gildon  came  firft  fide-by-fide. 
Apollo  confefs'd  that  their  laflies  had  ftings,  "< 

But  beadles  and  hangmen  were  never  chofe  kings, 

Steele  long  had  fo  cunningly  manag'd  the  town. 
He  could  not  be  blam'd  for  expecfting  the  crowa; 
Apollo  demurr'd  as  to  granting  his  wifh, 
But  wilh'd  him  good  luck  in  his  projeca  of  fi£i. 

Lame  Congreve,  unable  fuch  things  to  endure. 
Of  Apollo  begg'd  either  a  crown  or  a  cure  ; 
To  refufe  fuch  a  writer,  Apollo  was  loth, 
And  almoft  inclin'd  to  have  granted  him  both. 

When  Buckingham  came,  he  fcarce  car'd  to  be  feen, 
Till  Phoebus  defir'd  his  old  friend  to  walk  in; 
But  a  laureat  peer  had  never  been  known, 
The  commoners  claim'd  that  place  as  their  own* 

Yet  if  the  kind  god  had  been,  ne'er  fo  inclin'd 
To  break  an  old  rule,  yet  he  well  knew  his  mindj 
Who  of  fuch  preferment  would  only  make  fport. 
And  laugn'd  at  all  fuitorsfor  jriaces  at  court. 

Notwithftanding   this   law,   yet  Lanfdowne  was 

nam'd, 
But  Apollo  wuh  kindnefs  his  indolenqe  I^I^oi'd, 
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And  faid  hewotild  choofe  him, but  that  he  fhould  fear 
An  employment  of  trouble  he  never  could  bear. 


ON  rut  TIMES. 


A  prelate  •  for  wit  and  for  eloquence  fam'd, 
Apollo  foon  mifs'd,  and  he  needs  not  be  nam'd; 
Since  amidft  a  whole  bench,  of  which  fome  are  fo 

bright, 
Ko  one  of  them  Ihines  fo  learn'd  and  polite. 

To  Shippen,  Apollo  was  cold  with  refpetft, 
Since  he  for  the  ftate  could  the  mufes  negieia  : 
But  faia,  in  a  greater  affcmbly  he  (hin'd, 
And  places  were  things  he  had  ever  dcclin'd. 

Trap,  Young,  and  Vanbrugh,  expeded  reward. 
For  fome  things  writ  well :  but  Apollo  declar'd 
That  one  was  too  flat,  the  other  too  rough. 
And  the  third  fure  already  had  places  enough. 

Pert  Budgeil  came  next,  and,  demanding  the  bays, 
Said,  thofe  works  muft  be  good,  which  had  Addi- 

fon's  praifc  ; 
But  Apollo  reply'd,  Child  EuRace,  'tis  known, 
Moft  authors  will  praife  whaifoever's  their  own. 

•When  Philips  came  forth,  as  {larch  as  a  Quaker, 
Vhofe  fimple  profeflion's  a  pafloral-maker ; 
Apollo  advis'd  him  from  playhoufe  to  keep. 
And  pipe  to  nought  elfc  but  his  dog  and  his  Iheep. 

Hughes,  Fenton,  and  Gay,  came  laft  in  the  train. 
Too  modeft  to  afk  for  the  crown  they  would  gain  : 
Phffibus  thought  them  too  bafhful,  and  faid  they 

would  need 
Slore  boldnefs,  if  ever  they  hop'd  to  fucceed. 

Apollo,  now  driven  to  a  curfed  quandary, 

"Was  wifhing  for  Swift,  or  tlie  fam'd  Lady  Mary  : 

Nay,  had  honeft  Tom  Southerne  but  been  within 

call—  ^       ^ 

But  at  laft  he  grew  wanton,  andlaugh'd  at  them  all : 

And  fo  fpying  one  who  came  only  to  gaze, 
A  hater  of  verfe,  and  defpifer  of  plays ; 
To  him  in  great  form,  without  any  delay, 
(Though  a  zealous  fcinatic)  prefcnted  the  bay. 

All  the  wits  flood  aflonifh'd  at  hearing  the  god 
So  gravely  pronounce  an  eleiftion  fo  odd; 
And  though  Prior  and  Pope  only  laugh'd  in  his  face, 
Moft  others  were  ready  to  link  in  the  place. 

Yet  fome  thought  the  vacancy  open  was  kept. 
Concluding  the  bigot  would  never  accept : 
But  the  hypocrite  told  them,  he  well  underflood. 
Though  the  fundlion  was  wicked,  the  ftipend  was 
good. 

At  laft  in  rulh'd  Eufden,  and  cry'd,  "  "UHio  (hall 
have  it,  [if  ?" 

•«  But  I,  the  true  laureat,  to  whom  the  king  gave 

Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim  ; 

But  vow'd,  though,  till  then,  he  ne'er  heard  of  liis 
name. 

•  Dr.  Atterbwry,  Bifliop  of  Rochcfter. 


Since  In  vain  our  parfons  teach^ 
Hear,  for  once,  a  poet  preach. 
Vice  has  loft  its  very  name, 
Skill  and  cozenage  thought  the  fame; 
Only  playing  well  the  game. 
Foul  contrivances  we  fee 
Call'd  but  ingenuity  : 
Ample  fortunes  often  made 
Out  of  fraud'  in  evefy  trade, 
Which  an  aukivard  child  afford 
Enough  to  wed  the  greateft  lord. 
The  mifer  ftarves  to  raife  a  fon, 
But,  if  once  the  fool  is  gone. 
Years  of  thrift  fcarce  ferve  a  day< 
Rake-hell  fquanders  all  aWay. 
Hulbands  feeking  for  a  place, 

Or  toiling  for  their  pay  ; 
While  their  wives  undo  their  race 

By  petticoats  and  play  : 
Breeding  boy*  to  drink  and  dice. 
Carrying  girls  to  comedies, 

Where  mama's  intrigues  are  fho\*fl< 
Which  ere  long  will  be  their  own. 

Having  fir  ft  at  fcrmon  flept. 

Tedious  day  is  weekly  kept 

By  worfe  hypocrites  than  m€rt. 

Till  Monday  comes  to  cheat  agaitto 

Ev'n  among  the  noblcft-borii, 

Moral  virtue  is  a  fcorn ; 

Gratitude,  but  rare  at  beft, 

And  fidelity  a  jeft. 

All  our  wit  but  party-mocks. 

All  our  wifdom  raifing  ftocks  ; 

Counted  folly  to  defend 

Sinking  fide,  or  falling  friend. 

Long  an  officer  may  ferve, 

Prais'd  and  wounded,  he  may  flarvc  : 

No  receipt,  to  make  him  rife, 

Like  inventing  loyal  lies. 

We,  whofe  anceftors  have  Ihin'd 
In  arts  of  peace,  and  fields  of  fame. 

To  ill  and  idlenefs  inclin'd. 

Now  are  grown  a  public  fhamc 

Fatal  that  inteftine  jar, 

Which  produc'dour  civil  war  \ 

Ever  fince,  how  fad  a  race  '. 

benfelcfs,  violent,  and  bafe  ! 


ON  THE  DUKE  OF  YORK 

BANISHED  TO   BRUSSELS. 

I  FEEL  a  flrange  impulfe,  a  ftrong  defire, 

(For  what  vnin  tliou.-jhts  will  not  a  mufe  infpire  ?) 

To  fiiig  •  n  lotty  fubje^s,  and  to  raife ^ 

My  <  wn  low  fame,  by  writing  James's  praifc. 

OP'  have  wc  hear."  the -vvonders  of  his  youth, 
Ohicrv'd  thofe  feeds  of  fortitude  and  truth. 
Which  fine?  iiave  fpread  fo  wide,  io  wondrous  high. 
The  good  dillrcfs'd  beneath  that  fticlter  lie. 
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In  arms  more  aAive  than  ev'n  war  requir'd. 
And  in  the  midfl  of  mighty  chiefs  adniir'd. 
Of  all  Heaven's  gifts,  no  temper  isfo  rare, 
As  fo  much  courage  niix'd  w.th  fo  much  care. 
When  martial  fire  maki.s  all  the  fpirits  boil, 
And  forces  youth  to  military  toil ; 
No  wonder  it  (hould  fi  Tcely  then  engage  : 
Women  themfclves  will  venture  in  a  rage  : 
But  in  the  midd  of  all  that  furious  heat, 
While  ib  intent  on  adlions  brave  and  g''eat, 
For  other  lives  t-i  feel  fuch  tender  fears. 
And,  carelefs  of  his  own,  to  care  for  theirs, 
Is  that  compofure  which  a  hero  makes, 
And  which  illuilrious  York  alone  partakes, 
With  that  great  man  ',  whofe  fame  has  flown  fo  far, 
Who  taught  him  firil  the  noble  art  of  war. 

Oh,  wondrous  pair!  whom  equal  virtues  crown, 
Oh  worthy  of  each  other's  vaft  renown  ! 
None  but  Turenne  with  York  could  glory  (hare, 
And  none  but  York  deferve  fo  (jreat  a  mafter's  care. 

Scarce  was  he  cume  to  blels  his  native  ifle. 
And  reap  the  fo.f^t  reward  of  glorious  toil, 
But,  like  Ajcides,  ftill  new  dangers  call 
His  courage  forth,  and  ftill  he  vanquifh'd  all. 
At  fea,  that  bloody  fccne  of  boundlefs  rage, 
Where  floating  callles  in  fierce  flames  engage 
(Where  Vla-^s  himfelf  does  frowningly  command, 
And  by  lieutenants  only  fights  at  land)  ; 
For  his  own  fame  howe'er  he  fought  before. 
For  England's  honour  yet  he  ventur.'d  more. 

In  thofe  black  times,  when,  fadtion  raging  high, 
ValoLirand  Innocence  were  forc'dtofly, 
With  York  they  fled  ;   but  not  depreft  his  mind, 
Still,  like  a  diamond  in  the  dull,  it  fliin'd. 
When  from  afar  hib  drooping  friends  beheld 
Ho/.r  in  diflrefs  he  ev'n  himleif  excell'd  ; 
How  to  his  envious  fate,  his  country's  frown, 
His  brother's  will,  he  facrific'd  his  own; 
They  rais'd  their  hearts,  and  never  doubted  more 
But  that  juft;  Heaven  would  all  our  joys  reftore. 
So  when  black  clouds  furround  heaven's  glori- 
ous face, 
Tempeftuous  darknefs  covering  all  the  place. 
If  we  difcern  but  the  lead  glimmering  ray 
Of  that  bright  orb  of  fire  which  rules  the  dav. 
The  cheerful  fight  r.ur  fainting  courage  warms  : 
Fix'd  upon  that  we  fear  no  future  harms. 


ON  THE  DEITY. 

W»ETCHtD  mankind  1  void  of  both  ftrength  and 
Dextrous  at  nothing  but  at  doing  ill !  [Ikilll 

In  merit  humble,  in  pretenfions  high, 
Among  them  none,  alas  !  more  weak  than  I, 
And  none  more  blind  :  though   ilill  I  worthlefs 

thought 
The  beft  I  ever  fpoke,  or  ever  wrote. 

But  zealous  heat  exalts  the  humbled  mind  ; 
Within  my  foul  fuch  flroiig  impulfe  I  find 
The  heavenly  tribute  of  due  praife  to  pay: 
Perhaps  'tis  facred,  and  I  mufl  obey. 

♦  The  Marefdial  de  Turtnae, 
Vol.  Vir, 


Yet  fuch  the  fubjetSs,  various,  and  fo  high, 
Stupendous  wonders  of  the  Deity! 
Miraculous  efTecSi-i  of  boundlefs  power  ! 
And  that  as  boundlefs  gnodnefs  fhining  mnre  1 
All  thefe  fo  numberlefs  ray  thoughts  attend. 
Oh  where  fhall  I  begin,  or  ever  end  ? 

But  on  that  theme  which  ev'n  the  wife  abufe,^ 
So  facred,  fo  fublime,  and  I'o  abflrufe.  C 

Abruptly  to  break  off,  wants  no  excufe.  j 

While  others  vainly  drive  to  know  thee  more. 
Let  me  in  filent  reverence  adore; 
Wifning  that  human  power  were  higher  rai«'d, 
Oiily  that  thine  migiit  be  more  nobly  prais'd  '. 
Thrice  happy  angels  in  their  high  degree, 
Created  worthy  of  extolling  thee  1 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

ALTERATION  OF  JULIUS  CJESAR. 

Hope  to  mend  Shakfpearc  !  or  to  match  his  ftjle  ! 
'  ris  fuch  a  jed  would  make  a  Stoic  fmile. 
Too  fond  of  fame,  our  poet  foars  too  high, 
Yet  freely  Oivns  he  wants  the  wings  to  fly !    . 
Sofenfible  of  his  prefumptuous  thought, 
That  he  coufcfTes  while  he  does  the  fault  : 
I'his.to  the  fair  will  no  great  wonder  prove, 
Who  oft  in  blufhes  yield  to  what  they  love. 

Of  greated  adlions,  and  of  nobled  men. 
This  dory  mod  defcrves  a  poet's  pen  : 
For  who  can  widi  a  fcene  more  jultly  fam'd. 
When  R  ime  and  mighty  Julius  are  but  nam'd  I 
That  dace  of  heroc-s  who  the  world  had  brav'd  ! 
That  wondrous  man  who  fuch  a  l^^te  enflav'd  I 
Yet  1'  th  he  was  to  take  fo  rough  a  way. 
And  after  govern'd  with  fo  mild  a  fway. 
At  diftance  now  of  feventeen  hundred  ye^rs, 
Methinks  a  lovely  raviiher  appears; 
Whom,  though  forbid  by  virtue  to  excufe, 
A  nymph  might  pardon  and  ci-uld  fcarce  refufe. 


CHORUSES  IN  JULIUS  C-ESAR,. 


CHORUS  I. 


Whither  is  Roman  honour  gone? 

Where  is  your  ancient  virtue  now  ? 
That  valour,  which  fo  bright  has  fhone, 
And  with  the  wmgs  of  conqucd  flown, 

Mud  to  a  haughty  mader  bow  :  [befide. 

Who,  with  our  tod,  our   blood,  and  all  we  have 
Gorges  his  ill-got  power,  his  humour,  aViu  his  pride, 
II. 
Fearlefs  he  will  his  life  expofe  ; 

So  does  a  lion  or  a  bear. 
His  very  virtues  threaten  thofe. 
Who  more  his  bold  ambition  fear. 
How  ftupid  wretches  we  appear, 
A% 
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Who  round  the  Werld  for  wealth  and  empire  roam, 
Yet  never,  never  think  what  flaves  we  are  at  home ! 
III. 
Did  men  for  this  together  join, 

Quitting  the  free  wild  life  of  Nature  ? 
What  other  beaft  did  e'er  defign 
The  fettmg  up  his  ft  How-creature, 
And  of  two  mifchiefs  choofe  the  greater  ? 
Oh  !  rather  than  be  flaves  to  bold  imperious  men, 
Give  us  our  wildrtefs,  and  our  woods,  our  huts  and 
caves  again. 

IV. 

There,  fecure  from  lawlefs  fway. 

Out  of  pride  or  envy's  way ; 

Living  up  to  nature's  rules. 

Not  deprav'd  by  knaves  and  fools ;  [fheep, 
Happily  w-e  all  fhould  live,  and  harmlefs  as  our 
And  at  laft  as  calmly  die  as  infants  fall  afleep. 


CHORUS   IL 


Lo  I  to  prevent  this  nfiighty  empire's  doom, 
Prom  bright  unknown  abodes  of  blifs  I  come, 
The  awful  genius  of  majeftic  Rome. 

Great  is  her  danger  :  but  I  will  engage 
Some  few,  the  mafter-fouls  of  all  this  age, 
To  do  an  afi  of  juft  heroic  rage. 

'Tis  hird,  a  man  fo  great  fhould  fall  fo  low  ; 
More  hard  to  let  fo  brave  a  people  bow,       [now. 
To  one  themfelves  have  rais'd,  who  fcorns  them 

Yet  oh  I  I  grieve  that  Brutus  fhould  be  flain'd, 
Whofe  life,  excepting  this  one  adl,  remain'd 
So  pure,  that  future  times  will  think  it  feign'd. 

But  only  he  can  make  the  reft  combine; 
The  very  life  and  foul  of  their  defign. 
The  centre,  where  thofe  mighty  fpirits  join. 

Unthinking  men  no  fort  of  fcruple  make ; 
Others  do  ill,  only  for  mifchiefs  fake  ; 
But  ev"n  the  beft  are  guilty  by  njiilake. 

Thus  foJhe  for  envy,  or  revenge,  intend 
To  bring  the  bold  ufurper  to  his  end  ; 
But  for  his  country  Brutus  ftabs  his  friend. 


CHORUS    III. 

BT  TWO  AERIAL  SPIRITS. 


Trtr.  me,  oh  !  tell  me,  whence  arife 
Thele  diforucrs  in  our  Ikies  ? 
Rome's  great  genius  wildly  gaz'd, 
And  the  gods  fcem  all  amaz'd. 

II. 
Know,  in  fight  of  this  day's  fun. 
Such  a  deed  is  to  be  done, 


Black  enough  to  ftiroud  the  lighe 
Of  all  this  world  in  difmal  night. 

I. 
What  is  this  deed  ? 

ir. 

To  kill  a  niat»V 
The  greateft  fince  mankind  began  : 
Learned,  eloquent  and  wife, 
Genei'ous,  merciful,  and  brave  ? 
I. 
Yet  not  too  great  a  facrifice. 
The  liberty  of  Rome  to  fave. 
II. 
But  will  not  goodnefs  claim  regard, 
And  dues  not  i^orth  deferve  reward '. 

I. 
Does  not  their  country  lie  at  ftake  ? 
Can  tihey  do  too  much  fdr  her  fake  f  j 

Soib  spirits  together. 

Though  dreadful  be  this  doom  of  fate, 
Juft  is  that  power  which  governs  all : 
Better  this  wondrous  man  fhould  fall) 

Than  a  moft  glorious,  virtuous  ftate. 


CHORUS    IV. 


How  great  a  curfe  has  Providence 
Thought  fit  to  caft  on  human  kind  ! 

Learning,  courage,  eloquence. 

The  gentleft  nature,  nohfeft  mind, 

Were  intermixt  in  one  alone  ; 

Yet  in  one  moment  overthrown. 

Could  (fhance,  or  fenfelefs  atoms,  join 
To  form  a  foul  fo  great  as  his  ? 

Or  would  thofe  powers  we  hold  divine 
Deftroy  their  own  chief  mafter-piece  ? 

V/here  fo  much  difficulty  lies, 

The  doubtful  are  the  only  wife. 

And,  what  muft  more  perplex  our  thoughts. 

Great  Jove  the  beft  of  Romans  fends, 
To  do  the  very  worft  of  faults, 

And  kill  the  kisdeft  of  his  friends. 
All  this  is  far  above  our  reach, 
Whatever  priefts  prefume  to  preach. 


PROLOGUE  TO  MARCUS  BRUTUS. 

Our  fcene  is  Athens.     And,  great  Athens  naiu'd-. 
What  foul  fo  dull  as  not  to  be  inflam'd  ? 
Methiuks,  at  mentioning  thai  facrcd  place, 
A  reverend  awe  appears  in  every  face, 
For  men  fo  fam'd,  of  fuch  prodigious  parts, 
As  taught  the  world  ail  fcicncee  and  arts. 
Amidft  all  thefe  ye  fh all  behold  a  man 
The  moft  applauded  fince  mankind  began, 
Outftiining  ev'n  thofe  Greeks  who  moft  excelj 
Whole  life  was  oiiz  lix'd  courfe  of  doing  Weil'. 
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Oh  !  wlio  can  therefore  without  tears  attend 
On  fuch  a  life,  and  fuch  a  fatal  end  ? 

But  here  our  author,  bcfides  other  faults 
Of  ill  expreflions,  and  of  vulgar  thoughts, 
Commits  one  crime  that  needs  an  a<5l  of  grace. 
And  breaks  the  law  of  unity  of  place  : 
Yet  to  fuch  noble  patriots,  overcome 
By  fadious  violence,  and  banifh'd  Rome, 
Athens  alone  a  fit  retreat  could  yield; 
And  where  can  Brutus  fall,  but  in  Philippi  field  ? 

Some  critics  judge  ev'n  love  itfelf  too  mean 
A  care  to  mix  in  fuch  a  lofty  fqene, 
And  with  thofe  ancient  bards  of  Greece  believe 
Friendlhip  has  ftronger  charms  to  pleafe  or  grieve; 
But  our  more  amorous  poet,  finding  love 
Amildfl  ail  other  cares,  ftill  Ihines  above, 
Lets  not  the  beft  of  Romans  end  their  lives 
Without  juft  foftnefs  for  the  kindeft  wives. 
Yet,  if  ye  think  his  gentle  nature  fuch 
As  to  have  foftcn'd  this  great  tale  too  much. 
Soon  will  your  eyes  grow  dry,  and  paflion  fall. 
When  ye  refledl  'tis  all  but  conjugal. 
.  This  to  the  few  and  knowing  was  addreft; 
And  now  'tis  fit  t  (hould  falute  the  reft. 

Moft  reverend  dull  judges  of  the  pit. 
By  nature  ciirs'd  with  the  wrong  fide  of  wit  I 
You  need  not  care,  whate'er  you  fee  to-night. 
How  ill  fome  players  adl,  or  poets  write ; 
Should  our  miftakes  be  never  fo  notorious. 
You'll  have  the  joy  of  being  more  cenforioas : 
Show  your  fmall  talent  then,  let  that  faffice  ye; 
But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,  I  advife  ye  : 
Each  petty  critic  can  obje<ftions  raife, 
The  greateft  ikiil  is  knowing  when  to  praife. 


CHORUSES  IN  MARCUS  BRUTUS. 


t  CHORUS    III. 

i. 

Dark  is  the  maze  poor  mortals  tread  j 

Wifdom  itfelf  a  guide  will  need  : 
iVe  Httle  thought,  when  Csefar  bled, 

That  a  worfe  Csfar  would  fucceed. 
And  are  we  under  fuch  a  curfe, 
We  cannot  change  but  for  the  worfe  ? 

With  fair  pretence  of  foreign  force, 
By  which  Rome  n.uft  herfelf  enthral ; 

Thefe,  without  blufaes  or  remorfe, 
Profcribs  the  beft,  impoverilh  all. 

f  See  the  firft  afld  f«s«n<J  shorufes,  in  the  Poemi  of  Mr. 
S»pe. 


Jhe  Gauls  thejnfelves,  aur  gf eateft  foes, 
Could  adb  no  mifchiefs  worfe  than  thofe. 

III. 
That  Julius,  with  ambitious  thoughts. 

Had  virtues  too,  his  foes  could  find; 
Thefe  equal  him  in  all  his  faults, 

But  never  in  his  noble  mind. 
That  free-born  fpirits  fbould  obey 
Wretches,  who  know  not  how  to  fway! 

Late  we  repent  our  hafty  choice. 
In  vain  bemoan  fo  quick  a  turn. 
Hark  all  to  Rome's  united  voice!? 

Better  that  yvs  a  while  had  borne 
Ev'n  all  thofe  ills  which  moft  difpleafc. 
Than  fought  a  cure  far  worfe  than  the  difea{^> 


CHORUS    IV. 


Our  vow;s  thus  cheerfully  we  fing, 

While  martial  mufic  fires  our  blood  ; 
Let  all  the  neighbouring  echoes  ring 
With  clamours  for  our  country's  good: 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claini 
A  life  with  freedom,  or  a  death  with  fame. 

May  Rome  be  freed  from  war's  alarmsj 

And  taxes  heavy  to  be  borne  ; 
May  flie  beware  of  foreign  arms, 

Aud  fend  them  back  with  noble  fcora  : 
And,  for  reward,  ice. 

May  {he  no  more  confide  in  friends, 
Who  nothing  farther  underftood, 
"Than  only,  for  their  private  ends. 

To  wafle  her  wealth,  and  fplll  her  blood  : 
And,  for  reward,  &;c. 

Our  fenators,  great  Jove,  reftrain 

From  private  piques,  they  prudence  call| 

From  the  low  thoughts  of  little  gain. 
And  hazarding  the  loUng  all : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

The  fliining  arms  with  hafte  prepare, 
Then  to  the  glorious  combat  fly;        ' 

Our  minds  unclogg'd  with  farther  cafej 
Except  to  overcome  or  die  : 
And,  for  reward,  &c. 

They  fight,  oppreflion  to  increafe. 
We  for  our  liberties  and  laws;- 
It  were  a  fin  to  doubt  fucccfs, 

When  freedom  is  the  noble  caufe  r 
And,  for  reward,  of  the  juft  gods  we  claini 
A  life  with  freedom^  or  t  death  with  famCd 
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THE   LIFE   OF  PRIOR. 


KJT  Matthew  Prior,  eminent  as  he  was,  both  as  a  poet  and  a  ftatcfman,  the  tnendorials  that  have 
been  left  by  his  contemporaries,  are  difproportionatc  to  the  dignity  of  his  employments,  and  the 
extent  of  his  reputation. 

He  was  born  July  21.  1664,  according  to  fome,  at  Winborne  in  Porfetfliire,  of  parents  wjiofc 
rank  is  unfettled ;  others  fay,  that  he  was  the  fon  of  Mr.  George  Prior,  a  joiner  and  citizen  ot 
XtondoD. 

In  the  regifter  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  he  is  defigned,  at  his  admiffion,  by  the  preC- 
dent,  of  Winborne  in  Middlefex ;  by  himfelf,  next  day,  of  Borfetfilre,  in  which  county  Winhorne  it 
found.  When  he  flood  candidate  for  his  fellowfhip,  five  years  afterwards,  he  was  regiftered  agaia 
By  himfelf  as  of  Middlefex.  The  laft  record  ought  to  be  preferred,  becaufe  it  was  made  upon 
oath. 

k  is  obfervable,  that,  as  a  native  of  Winbormy  he  is  f^yled,  Filius  Georgii  Priory  Gemrofi,  not  con- 
fiftently  with  the  common  account  of  the  meannefs  of  his  birth. 

jHis  father,  dying  when  he  was  very  young,  is  fuppofed  to  have  left  him  to  the  care  of  an  uncle,- 
Mr.  Samuel  Prior- a  vintner,  near  Chaiing-crofs;  who  difcharged  the  truli  repofed  in  him  with, 
paternal  tendernef?,  as  he  himfelf  always  acknowledged  with  filial  gratitude. 

He  placed  him  for  fome  time  at  Weftminfter  fchool,  under  Dr.  Bufby ;  but  not  intending  to 
give  him  any  education  beyond  that  of  the  fchool,  took  him,  when  he  was  well  advanced  in 
claffical  learning,  to  his  own  houfe  (the  Rummer  Tavern),  where  the  Earl  of  Dorfet  found  him 
PY  chance,  as  Burnet  relates,  reading  Horace,  and  was  fo  well  pleafed  with  bis  proficiency,  that 
^e  undertook  the  care  and  expence  of  his  academical  education. 

He  was  admitted  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  April  a.  1683  ;  and  on  the  3d  of  that  month 
•was  appointed  d^fdmlar  of  the  hosfe,  on  the  Duchefs  of  Somerfet's  foundation,  by  her  own  nomi^ 
Ration. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  copy  of  Latin  Verfef  on  the  Marriare  of  George  Prince  of  Denmark,  and 
tie  Lady  Anne,  printed  in  the  "  Hymenaeus  Cantabrigenfis"  1683,  with  the  Cgnature  of  ^^.  Prior  • 
j5robably  from  the  prefident  of  the  college  not  knowing,  or  miftaking  his  Chriflian  name,  when 
.he  gave  them  in  to  the  Univerfity  InfpeSiors  for  their  approbation.  They  bear  internal  evidence  of 
ieing  written  by  one,  though  a  Frefhman,  ufed  to  write  Latin  verfe  in  agreat  fchool  under  a  great 
maimer.  There  is  a  claiScal  terfenefs  in  the  dicftion,  and  eafe  and  haxniony  in  the  numbers.  The 
allufion  to  Martial's  admirable  lines  on  the  happy  married  fairy  (for  it  can  hardly  be  called  an  imita- 
tion), fhows  the  ta.le  of  a  mai5er  at  the  years  of  a  boy. 

In  1686,  he  was  admitted  to  his  bachelor's  degree  ;  and  two  years  afterwards,  wrote  an  Ode  on 
Exodus  iii.  14.  lam  that  I  am,  as  a  college  exercife,  to  beprefented  agreeable  to  the  eflabiifhed  prac- 
tice of  St.  John's  College,  to  the  Earl  of  jExetcr,  in  acknowledgment  of  a  benefatftion  enjoyed  by 
them  from  the  bounty  of  his  anceftor.  This  ode,  though  nothing  is  faid  of  its  fuccefs,  feems  to 
have  recommended  him  to  the  notice  of  the  Earl  of  Exeter  ;  for  his  verfes  to  the  Countefs  of  Exeter 
flaying  on  the  Lute,  the  Epiflle  to  Sir  Fleetwood  Shephard,  May  14.  1 689.,  and  his  lines  on  the  famous 
fiSiure  of  Seneca  dying  in  a  Baib  at  Burleigh-houfe,  aiFord  rcafon  for  imagining,  that  he  was  more  or 
lefs  converfant  with  that  family. 

The  year  before,  he  wrote,  in  conjundion  with  Charles  Montague,  Efq.  of  Trinity  College,  The 
Hind  and  Panther,  tranfverted  to  the  Story  of  the  Countiy  RIeufe  und  City  lileuf,  printed  1687,  to  ridicule 

Dryden's "  Hind  and  Panther,"  publilbtd  in  i086 

A  a  iilj 
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This  humorous  performance  procured  its  author  more  folid  advantages  than  the  pleafure  of  fret-^ 
ting  Drydcn,  who  thought  it  hard,  that  "  an  old  man  fh  'uld  be  fo  treated  by  thofe  to  whom  he 
had  always  been  civil,"  for  they  were  both  fpeedily  preferred.  MjDtague  obtained  the  firft  notice, 
Ti-ith  fome  degree  of  difcontei.t,  as  it  feems,  in  Prior. 

My  friend  Charles  Montague's  prefen'd. 

Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 

That  one  Moufe  eats,  while  t'other'*  ftarv'.d. 

He  had  not  much  reafon  to  complain,  for  having  been  invited  to  London  by  hi=  patron,  the  Earl 
of  Dorfet,  he  obtained  lach  notice,  that  in  1691,  he  wa«  made  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Berkeley, 
Anibaffador  and  Plenipotentiary  from  King  William  at  the  Congrcfs  at  the  Hague,  in  which  was 
formed  the  grand  alliance  againft  Lewis  XIV. 

In  this  fplendid  initiation  into  public  bufinefs  his  conduA  was  fo  pleafing  to  the  King,  that  he 
made  him  one  cf  the  Gentlemen  tf  his  Bed-chamber;  and  he  is  fuppofcd  to  have  paffed  fome  of 
the  next  years  in  the  quiet  cultivation  of  literature  and  poetry.  . 

On  the  death  of  Queen  Mary,  in  169J,  when  an  emulation  of  elegy  was  univerfal,  he  brought  hia 
tribijts  of  tuneful  forrow,  among  the  reft,  in  a^ong  Ode preJcnUd to  the  King  on  Hi:  Majcfty^s  arrival 
in  HaifanJ,  of  which  the  language  might  be  cenfured  as  encomiaftic,  if  Mary's  virtues  did  not 
juftify  the  moft  unquali£ed  praife. 

In  1697,  he  was  appointed  Secretary  to  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Jerfey,  and  Sir  Jcfeph  Wil- 
liamion.  Plenipotentiaries  at  the  treaty  of  Ryfwitk-  When  the  treaty  was  Cdncluded,  he  received 
a  prefent  of  ico  guineas  frcm  the  Lords  Julices,  for  the  trouble  of  bringing  it  over  to 
England.     The  fame  year  he  was  made  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

In  1698,  he  was  appointed  Secretary  to  the  Earl  of  Portland,  Ambaflador  at  the  Court  of  France, 
■^here  he  is  faid  to  have  been  confidered  with  great  diftinftion. 

As  he  was  one  day  furveying  the  apartnients.at  Verfailles,  being  fhown  the  viftories  of  Lewis, 
painted  by  Le  Brun,  and  alked,  whether  the  King  of  England's  palace  had  any  fuch  decorations : 
"  The  monuments  of  my  Mafter's  adlions,"  faid  he,  "  are  to  be  feen  every  where  but  in  his  own 
houfe." 

In  1699,  he  went  to  the  King  at  Loo,  from  whom,  after  a  long  audience,  he  carried  orders  to 
England  ,  and,  upon  his  arrival,  was  made  Under  Secretary  in  the  office  of  the  Earl  of  Jerley ;  a 
place  which  he  did  not  retain  1'  ng,  having  been  ordered  back  to  Paris,  to  affifl  the  Anibaffador  in 
the  buGnefs  of  the  partition-treaty. 

In  1700,  he  was  created  Mafler  of  Arts,  by  Mandamus,  and  appointed  one  of  the  Conimiffioncrs 
of  rrade. 

The  fame  year,  he  publilhed  the  Carmen  Seeulare,  one  of  his  largel  and  mofl  fplendid  ccnipofi- 
tJons.  In  praife  of  King  William  he  exhaufls  all  his  powers  <  f  celebiation.  William  lupplied  co- 
j'ious  materials  for  either  vtrfe  rr  profe.  His  whole  life  had  been  aiSion  :  and  he  pofftffed  the 
lefpkndent  qualities  cf  flendy  refolution  and  perfonal  courage.  After  defending  his  own  country 
from  foreign  invafiofi,  and  delivering  ours  from  domeftic  ufurpation,  he  headed  a  confederacy, 
ft,rn•^ed  by  his  wifdcm  and  his  vigour,  againft  Lewis,  who  wilhed  to  reduce  England  under  the 
aibitrary  fway  of  a  tyrant  depending  on  himfelf,  and  to  fubjugate  the  re'l  of  Europe.  By  his  ef- 
forts, Lewis  was  flopped  in  his  ambitious  career,  ar;d  conifelled  to  acknowledge  that  man  as  Ciiicf 
Alagi.rate  of  England,  on  whtm  the  people  were  plesled  to  confir  tbe  cffice.  Ends  more  nuble 
than  he  puifued,  or  fuccefs  more  glorious  than  their  att?inrr»ciit,  cannot  well  be  imagined.  He 
was  really  in  Prior's  mind  what  he  rcprclents  him  in  his  vtrfes;  he  confidered  him  as  a  hero,  and 
was  accuftomed  to  fay,  that  he  prccifed  others  in  compliance  with  the  fsfhion ;  but  that  in  celebrat- 
ing William,  he  followed  his  inclinati<:ns.  •• 
In  the  parliament  that  met  in  1 701,  he  was  chofen  rerrefentativc  of  Eaft-Grinflead.  His  cTctflioA 
■was  followed  by  a  change  of  his  jiarty;  for  he  joined  the  Tories  in  voting  for  the  impeachment 
of  Lord  Sonicrs,  and  the  other  Lords  charged  wi:h  adviCng  the  pailition  treaty,  in  which  he  him- 
felf had  been  niiniflcrially  emf  loycd. 


THE   LIFE   OP    PRhQB..  pi 

By  abandoning  the  Whigs,  with  whom  he  bad  hitherto  avowedly  acflcd  upon  principle,  and  to 
whom  he  owed  his  promotion,  his  characfler  and  conduifl  were  chargeable  with  apparent  inconfift- 
cncy  and  ingratitude,  which  ingenuity  has  laboured  in  vain  to  juftify  or  explain. 

To  whatever  caufe  the  notorious  defertion  of  bis  party  may  have  been  owing,  he  ftuck  at  no- 
thing to  ferve  his  new  friends;  and,  with  the  zeal  of  a  convert,  became  a  Tory,  fo  ardent  and  da- 
terminate,  that  he  did  not  willingly  alTociate  with  men  of  the  oppofite  party. 

Upon  the  fuccefs  of  the  war  with  France,  after  the  acceflion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  fhowed  his  de- 
light, with  the  poets  of  both  parties,  in  the  incrcafing  honour  of  his  country,  by  a  Letter  to  JH. 
BoiUau,  occjfioned  by  the  v-£iory  at  Blenheim,  1704.  On  this  occalion  he  had  two  formidable  rivals  ia 
Addifon  and  Philips. 

He  foon  after  publilhed  a  volume  of  poems,  with  a  dedication  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dorfet  an<} 
Aliddlefex,  containing  an  elegant  but  encomiaftic  chara<£ler  of  his  deceafed  patrqn,  Charles  Earl  of 
Dorfet,  which  dues  honour  to  his  gratitude-  It  began  with  the  College  Exercife,  and  ended  with 
Henry  and  Emma. 

As  no  profperous  event  of  that  reign  paiTcd  undignified  by  poetry,  the  battle  of  Ramillies  foon  af^^ 
terwards  excited  him  to  another  poetical  effort  in  honour  of  his  country,  in  his  Ode  on  thi  glorious 
Succefs  of  her  Myejiy's  Arms  in  1706.  It  is  written  in  Spenfer's  ftanza,  and  is  peihaps  the  only 
comp'  fition,  produced  by  the  battle  of  Ramjllies,  which  is  now  remembered. 

Yet  he  afterwards  concurxcd  with  Harley  and  his  friends,  in  condemning  the  war  as  burdenfome, 
and  the  conduSi  of  the  Allies  as  unreafonable. 

The  intelligence  of  minifterial  abufcs,  the  avarice  of  generals,  the  tyranny  of  favourites,  and  tha 
general  danger  of  approaching  ruin,  was  conveyed  in  a  paper,  called  the  Examiner,  written  by 
King,  Swift,  and  other  wits  of  the  party,  and  fomctimes  by  Mrs.  Manley,  One  paper,  in  ridicule  of 
Garth's  vcrfes  on  Godolphin,  was  written  by  Prior,  and  anfwered  by  Addifon,  in  the  Whig-EK-» 
aminer. 

The  Tories,  having  driven  the  Whigs  from  court  and  from  power,  were  in  hafte  to  end  the 
war,  and  Prior  was  fent  (July  1711)  privately  to  Paris  with  propofitions  of  peace  ;  and,  after  return- 
ing with  Mefnager,  the  French  Plenipotentiary,  was  much  employed  in  the  negotiations  at  London; 
and  again  fent  to  Paris,  in  Augull  1 7 13,  to  accommcdare  fuch  matters  as  then  remained  unfettled 
in  the  Congrefs  at  Utrecht.  From  the  end  of  Auguft  1713,  he  had  the  appointment  and  rank  of 
an  Ambaflador,  though  attended  with  fome  perplexities  and  mortifications,  and  continued  till  the 
Qutfen's  death. 

He  remained  at  Paris  alfo,  in  the  charadler  of  a  public  Minifler,  fome  months  after  the  accefiion 
of  George  1.,  and  then  was  fucceeded  by  the  Earl  of  Stair. 

He  returned  to  England  as  foon  as  he  was  enabled  to  difcharge  the  debts  which  he  had  found  it 
neccffary  to  contradi  ;  and,  upon  his  arrival  on  the  ajth  March  1 715,  was  immediately  taken  up 
by  an  order  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  and  foon  after  examined  by  a  committee  of  the  Privy 
Council. 

On  the  loth  of  June,  Walpole  moved  the  Houfe  for  an  impeachment  againfl;  him,  on  a  charge 
of  high-treafon,  fc-r  holding  clandefline  conferences  with  the  French  Plenipotentiary ;  and  on  the 
17th,  he  was  ordered  into  clcfc  cuftcdy,  which  he  made  lefs  tedious  by  writing  his  Alrna^or  the  Fra- 
gref  of  the  Mind. 

In  J  71  7,  when  an  adl  of  grace  was  pafled,  he  was  excepted  ;  but,  at  the  clofe  of  the  year,  he  wis 
difcharged. 

He  had  now,  at  the  age  of  fifty-three,  his  liberty  ;  but  he  had  nothing  elfe  ;  having  yet  no  folid 
revenue,  but  from  the  fellowfliip  of  his  college,  which,  when,  in  his  exaltation,  he  was  cenfared  for 
retaining,  he  faid,  he  could  live  on  at  laft. 

I  Having  finiflied  his  SJcmon^  he  was  encouraged  to  make  a  coIk*Sion  of  his  poems,  and  to  publifli 
them  in  folio  by  fubfcription.  The  expedient  fucceeded  by  the  induftryand  kindnefs  of  his  friends. 
The  price  of  the  volume  was  two  guineas ;  the  whole  colledion  was  four  ihoufand  ;  to  which  Lord 
Harley,  fon  of  the  Earl  cf  Oxford,  to  whom  he  had  invariably  adhered,  added  an  equal  fum  for 
the  purchafe  of  Downhall  in  It^^x^  which  Prior  was  to  enjoy  during  hii  life,  and  hiailey  after  his 
deceafe.  4 
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Of  any  occTirrcBces  In  his  remaining  life  there  is  no  account,  except  that  he  formed  a  deCgn  of 
writing  a  Hifory  of  bis  otun  Time  ■  but  had  made  very  little  progrefs  in  it,  when  a  lingering  fever 
carrisd  him  off,  the  l8th  of  September  1721,  in  the  57th  year  of  his  age. 

'  He  died  at  Wimpole,  a  feat  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford  near  Cambridge,  and  was  hurried  in  Weftmin- 
fter  Abbey,  where,  on  a  monument,  for  which  he  left  five  hundred  pounds,  is  engraven  this  epitaph, 
written  by  Dr.  Robert  Freind. 

Sui  temporis  Hiftoriam  meditantis 

Paulatim  obrepens  Febris 

Operi  fimul  et  virae  £iluin  abrupit, 

Sept.  18.  An.  Dom.  1721.  iEtat.  57. 

H.  S.  E. 

Vir  eximius 

Sereniffimis 

Regi  GuLiELMo  Reginasquc  Maris, 

■  In  Congreflione  Fsederatorum  ^ 

Hagai,  anno  1690  celebrata, 

Deindc  Magnse  Britannis  Legatis, 

Turn  iis, 

.Qui  annd  1697,  Pacem  Rvswicki  confecernnt. 

Turn  iis. 

Qui  apud  Gallos  annis  proximis  legationem  obierunt 

Eodem  etiam,  anno  1697,  in  Mibernia, 

Secretartus; 

Ncc  non  in  utroque  Honorabili  coneelTu 

Eorurn, 

Qui  anno  i7«o,  ordinandiscommercii  negotiis, 

Quique  anno  1711,  diregendis  Portorii  rebus, 

Prefidebant, 

COMMISSIONARIOS; 

Portremo 

Ab  Anna 

Feliciffims  memoriEe  Regina 

Ad  LuDovicuM  XIV.  GallijB  Regem 

Miffus  anno  171 1, 

De  Pace  ftabilienda, 

(Pace  etiamnum  durante 

JSiuque  ut  boni  jam  omnes  fperant  duratur^) 

Cum  fumma  poteftate  Legatus 

Mathe^us  Prior,  Armiger; 

Hos  omnes,  quibus  cumulatus  eft,  Titulos 
Humanitatis,  Ingcnii,  Eruditionis  laude 
.  S>ipe:\ivit; 

Cui  enim  nafcenti  faciles  arriferant  Mufa^. 

Hunc  Puerum  Schola  hie  Regia  perpolivit; 

Juvenem  in  Cellegio  Sti.  Johannis 

Cantabrigla  optimis  fcientiis  inftruxit ; 

Virum  denique  anxit ;  et  perfecit 

Multa  cum  viris  Principibus  confnctudo  ; 

Ita  natus,  ita  inftitutus, 

A  Vatum  Choro  avelli  nunquam  potuit, 

Sed  folebat  fsepe  rerum  civilium  gravitateni 

Amaeniorum  Literarum  ftudiis  condirc; 

Et  cum  omne  adeo  Poetices  genus 

Haud  infeliciter  tentaret, 

Turn  in  FaSellis  concinne  lepideqwe  texendis 

Mirus  Artifex 

Neminem  habuit  parem. 

Haec  liberalis  animi  oblcfftamenta;  .^ 

Quani  nuUo  Illi  labore  conftiterent, 

Facile  ii  pcrfpexere  quitus  ufus  eft  aniici, 

^pud  quos  Urbanitatei/uct  leporum  plenu« 

\.  Cum  ad  rem,  qua3cunque  forte  incider^j; 

Apte  varie  copiofeque  alluderet, 
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'•  Interea  nihil  quxfitum,  nihil  vi  expreflum 

VidebatUr, 

Sed  omnia  ultro  eSluere, 

Ec  quafi  jugi  e  fontt.  .(rAtini  exuberare, 

Ita  fuos  tancl  r.i  f'ubir:;  reliquit, 

Effetne  in  fcrlptis,  \:^j:^v^  elegantior 

An  io  convidu  comes  jticundior. 

His  poems  were  reprinted,  with  additions,  by  Samuel  Humphreys,  Efq.,  in  3  volumes  8vo.,  1^33  ; 
and  in  I74»,  came  out  The  Hilary  of  his  oua  Time;?,  performance  little  worthy  ofhim,  and  undoubt- 
edly little  of  it  is  his. 

The  charadler  of  Prior  as  a  ftatefman  belongs  to  general  hiflory.  Of  his  private  chara<5er, 
and  familiar  habits,  very  little  is  known.  Tradition  reprefents  him  as  uniting  the  elegance  and 
politenefs  of  a  courtier  with  the  fcholar  and  the  man  of  genius ;  yet  willing  to  defcend  from 
fhe  dignity  of  thfe  poet  and  ftatefman  to  the  low  delights  of  mean  company.  The  Chloe,  whom  he 
celebrates,  was  probably  fometimes  ideal;  but  the  woman  with  whom  be  cohabited  was  of  the 
loweft  rank.  "  His  opinions,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  as  far  as  the  means  of  judging  are  left  us, 
icem  te  have  been  right ;  but  his  life  was,  it  feems,  irregular,  negligent,  and  fenfual." 

As  a  poet,  he  holds  the  firft  rank  for  elegance  and  corredlnefs,  by  the  fuffrage  of  all  men  of  tafte. 

His  works  may  be  diftindlly  confidered  as  comprifing  Tales,  L^ve  Ferjes,  Occafmnal  Poems,  Almt, 
end  Salomon.  His  Tales  are  univerfally  admired,  being  written  with  great  familiarity  and  great 
iprightlinefs ;  the  language  is  eafy,  but  feldom  grofs,  and  the  numbers  fmooth  without  the  appear- 
ance of  care> 

In  his  Low  Verfts  he  is  kfs  happy ;  for  they  are  not  didated  by  nature  or  by  paflion.  They  have 
the  coldnefs  of  Cowley,  without  his  wit,  and  abound  in  mythological  fi&.\ov\%,  which  excite  no  tcn- 
dernefs.  From  this  cenfure,  however,  the  diftrefsful  dramatic  dialogue  of  Henry  and  Emma,  para- 
phrafed  from  the  "  Not-browne  Mayde,"  muft  be  excepted. 

'  The  "  Not-browne  Mayde"  firft  appeared  injArnolde's  "  Chronicle  or  Cuftoras  of  London,"  print- 
ed ia  15ZI.  It  was  revived  in  a  colledlion,  called,  "  The  Monthly  Mifcellany,  or  Memoirs  for  the 
Curious,"  printed  in  1707,  with  a  preface,  in  which  it  is  faid  to  have  been  three  hundred  years  old. 
Fortunately  for  modern  poetry,  this  republication  I'uggefted  it  to  the  notice  of  Prior,  who,  perhaps 
from  the  fame  fource,  might  have  adopted  this  hafly  eonjefture,  that  it  was  coeval  with  the  com- 
miencement  of  the  fifteenth  century. 

The  author  of  this  ancient  ballad,  has  fiiown  no  common  Ikill  in  contriving  a  dialogue,  whicb 
powerfully  (ietains  the  attention,  and  interefts  the  paffions  by  a  conftant  fucceffion  of  fufpenfe  and 
pleafure,  of  anxiety  and  fatisfa<ftion.  N»r  is  his  invention  lefs  commendable  in  imagining  the  modes 
of  trying  the  Lady's  patience,  and  in  feigning  fo  many  new  fituations;  which,  at  the  fame  time, 
4Bpens  a  way  to  defcription,  and  to  a  variety  of  new  fcenes  and  images. 

Prior  has  not  clofely  copied  the  caft  of  the  original.  He  prefuppofes  a  long  connexion  between 
the  lovers,  which  is  attended  with  the  warmeft  profeffions  of  a  reciprocal  paflion,  Henry  %  hypo- 
c?rify  is  not  chara<fteriftically  nor  confiftently  fuftained.  He  frequently  talks  in  too  refpedlfal  and 
complaifant  a  ftyle.  After  fo  many  mutual  promifes  and  proteftations,  to  have  made  him  more  ob^ 
durate,  would  have  enhanced  the  fufFeringsand  the  fincerity  of  the  amiable  Emma. 

Dr.  Johnfon  has  called  Henry  and  Emma  "  a  dull  and  tedious  dialogue,  which  excites  neither  efteem 
for  the  man,  nor  tendernefs  for  the  woman."  The  writer  of  this  narrative  is  not  alhamed  to  con- 
fefs  that  it  has  made  him  weep  ;  nor  prevented,  by  the  appearance  of  fome  flight  defe<Ss,  from  rank- 
ing it  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  intereftirg  poems  in  the  Englifli  language. 

His  occafional  poems  neceffarily  loft  part  of  their  popularity  with  the  fludiuation  of  public  opi- 
nion ;  but  the  burlefque  of  Boikau  on  Namur,  the  Epiflle  to  Boileau,  the  Ods  to  the  King,  the  poem 
on  the  Battle  of  RamilUes,  and  the  Carmen  Seculare,  are  preferved  by  their  inherent  excellence;  the 
Jaft  was  tranflated  into  Latin  by  Mr.  Dibben. 

'The  Epilogues  to  Smith's  "  Phsedra  and  Hippolitus,"  and  to  Mrs.  Manley's"  Lucius,"  are  happily 
facetious.  The  Epiflles  to  Sir  Fleetwood  Shephod  are  humorous  and  familiar.  His  Epigrams  and 
Kghter  pieces  are  fometimes  elegant  and  fometimes  trifling.  Among  the  beft  are  the  Camelion,  and 
the  epitaph  on  Jehn  and  Joan,    The  Ode  on  ti/t  death  of  Colonel  f^illters  is  tender  and  jnterefting.    The 
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vetfion  of  Callintachut  is  Aifficiently  licentious.     The  paraphrafe  on  Si.  FmuI's  exhortation  f»  Clarity  is 

eminently  beautiful. 

His  Jlma  is  a  profeffed  imitat:on  of  Hudibras,  which  it  excels  in  verfification,  and  is  fcarcely  in- 
ferior to  it  in  exuberance  of  matter  and  variety  of  illuftration.  It  has  as  many  admirers  as  readers, 
and  was  the  only  poem  of  Prior's,  of  which  Pope  faid,  that  he  fliould  wifli  to  be  the  author. 

Solomon  U  his  largeft  and  mod  elaborate  performance,  and  to  which  he  cntrufted  the  protedioa 
«>f  his  name.  It  cannot  be  denied,  that  he  has  infufed  into  it  much  knowledge  and  much  thought ; 
that  he  ha>  often  pulilhed  it  to  elegance,  often  dignified  it  with  fplendor,  and  fomctimes  heightened 
it  to  fubliniity;  but  the  power  oj  engaging  attention  and  alluring  curiofity  is  wanting.  This  defedl  docs 
not  proceed  from  the  uniformity  of  the  fubjed;,  for  it  is  fufficiently  diverfified,  but  from  the  conti- 
caed  terour  of  the  narration,  in  which  Solomon  relates  the  fucceffive  viciffitudes  of  his  own  mind, 
without  the  intervention  of  any  other  fpeaker,  or  agent,  except  Abra. 

"  Yet  is  the  work,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  far  from  dcferving  to  be  negledted.  He  that  fhall  perufc 
it  will  be  able  to  mark  many  paffages,  to  which  he  may  recur  for  inftruftion  or  delight ;  many 
from  which  the  poet  may  learn  to  wrKs  and  the  philofopher  to  reafon. 

Of  Pr  01-  it  is  remarkable,  that  no  eulogy  is  to  be  found  in  the  writings  of  the  contemporary 
poets.  1  he  profe  writers,  however,  have  made  him  ample  amends_for  the  envy  or  negleft  of  hi« 
tn-thren. 

"  Mr.  Prior,"  fays  Dr.  Felton,  "  enjoys  the  freed  and  eafiefl  mufe  in  the  world,  and  perhaps  is 
the  enly  man  who  may  rival  Horace  in  an  admirable  felicity  of  expreffion,  both  in  the  fublime  an<* 
familiar  way.  Like  our  celebrated  Cowley  he  hath  excelled  in  all  kinds  of  poetry.  In  his  works 
we  meet  an  aflembly  of  the  mufes.  Since  the  Roman  Sivan  expired,  none  hath  taken  bolder  and 
happier  flights,  or  touched  the  lyre  with  a  more  mafterly  hand;  and  iince  Chaucer's  days,  none 
r.ath  to'd  a  merry  or  heroic  tale  fc  well." 

His  tharafler  is  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon  lefs  favourably;  but  with  admirable  precifion,  difcrimina- 
tion,  and  force.  He  allows  him  wit,  art,  and  laboured  metre,  but  not  genius  ;  a  judgment  in  which, 
ft  i=  belie%ed,  the  readcrsi  of  poetry  will  not  generally  acqulefce, 

"  If  Frior's  poetry  be  generally  confidered,"  fays  our  great  poetical  biographer,  "  his  praife  will 
he  that  of  corredlnefs  and  indiiftry,  rather  than  of  compafs  of  comprehenfion  or  aiSivity  of  fancy, 
^e  never  made  any  effort  of  invention;  his  greater  pieces  arc  only  tilTues  of  common  thoughts; 
and  his  fmalier,  which  coufift  of  light  images  or  fingle  conceits,  are  not  always  his  own.  What  he 
has  valuable,  he  owes  to  his  diligence  and  his  judgment.  His  diligence  has  juftly  placed  him  amongft 
the  mod  corrciSt  of  the  Englifh  poets;  and  he  was  one  of  the  firft  that  rcfolutely  endeavoured  at 
correiflnefi.  He  never  facrifices  accuracy  to  hade,  nor  indulges  himfelf  in  contemptuous  negligence, 
or  impatient  idlenefs  ;  he  has  no  carclefs  hnes,  or  entangled  fcjitimcnts ;  his  words  are  nicely  feiedcd, 
and  his  thoughts  fully  expanded. 

"  Prior  is  never  lew,  nor  very  often  fublime.  Whatever  he  obtains  above  mediocrity,  feemi  the 
effort  of  fir  upgle  and  of  t(  il.  He  has  masiy  vigorous,  but  few  happy  lines  ;  he  has  every  thing  by 
purchafe,  and  nothing  by  gift ;  he  had  no  mghdyiifitathns  of  the  mufe,  no  infufions  of  fentiment  or 
felicities  of  fancy.  His  didicn,  however,  is  more  his  own  than  that  of  any  among  the  fuccefTors  of 
pryden  ;  he  borrows  no  lucky  turns,  or  commodious  modes  of  language  from  his  predeceffors.  His 
phrafesare  original ;  but  tl.ey  tre  fometimes  harfli;  as  he  inherited  no  elegancies,  none  has  he  be- 
queathed. His  cxprejllon  has  every  mark  of  laborious  fludy;  the  line  feldom  feems  to  have  been 
formed  at  once;  the  wofd;.  did  not  come  till  they  were  called,  and  were  then  put  by  conftraint 
into  their  places,  where  they  do  their  duty,  but  do  it  fullenly.  In  his  greater  compofitions  there 
may  be  found  more  rigid  ftatelinefs  than  graceful  dignity. 

"-  His  numbers  are  fuch  as  mere  diligence  may  attain;  they  feldom  offend  the  ear,  and  feldom- 
foothe  it ;  they  commonly  want  airinefs,  lightnefs,  and  facility ;  what  is  fmooth  is  not  foft.  His 
«crlcs  aihvays  roll  ;  but  they  fek'oni  flow  '. 

*'  A  furvey  of  the  life  and  w  ritings  of  Prior  may  exemplify  a  fentence  which  he  doubtlefs  undcr- 
floodjtell  when  he  read  Horace  at  his  uncle's :  "  The  velTel  long  retains  the  fcent  which  it  firft  re- 
ceive?." In  his  private  relaxation,  he, revived  the  tavern  ;  and  in  his  amorous  pedantries  he  exhi- 
bited the  college ;  but  on  higher  occafions,  and  nobler  fubjedls,  when  habit  was  overpowered  by 
Che  DtccCiiy  of  rcficflion,  he  wanted  not  wifdoin  as  a  ftatcfnian,  nor  elegance  as  a  poet.'' 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

LIONEL  EARL  OF  DORSET  AND  MIDDLESEX. 


It  looks  like  no  great  compliment  to  your  Lord- 
fiiip,  that  I  prefix  your  name  to  this  epilnle ;  when, 
in  the  preface,  I  declare  the  book  is  publifhcd  al- 
moft  againft  my  inclination.  But,  in  all  cafes,  my 
Lord,  you  have  an  hereditary  right  to  whatever 
may  be  called  mine.  Many  of  the  following  pieces 
were  written  by  the  command  of  your  excellent 
father ;  and  moft  of  the  reft,  under  his  protedion 
and  patronage. 

The  particular  felicity  of  your  birth,  my  Lord; 
the  natural  endowments  of  your  mind,  which, 
without  fufpicion  of  flattery,  I  may  tell  you,  are 
■very  great ;  the  good  education  with  which  thefe 
parts  have  been  improved  ;  and  your  coming  into 
the  world,  and  feeing  men  very  early ;  make  us 
expedl  from  your  Lordlhip  all  the  good,  which 
our  hopes  can  form  in  favour  of  a  young  nobleman. 
*'  Tu  Marcellus  eris — "  Our  eyes  and  our  hearts 
are  turned  on  you.  You  muft  be  a  judge  and 
mafter  of  polite  learning ;  a  friend  and  patron  to 
men  of  letters  and  merit ;  a  faithful  and  able  coun- 
fellor  to  your  prince  ;  a  true  patriot  to  your  coun- 
try; an  ornament  and  honour  to  the  titles  you 
poffefs;  and,  in  one  word,  a  worthy  fon  to  the 
great  Earl  of  Dorfet. 

It  is  as  impoflible  to  mention  that  name,  without 
defiring  to  commend  the  perfon,  as  it  is  to  give 
him  the  commendations  which  his  virtues  deferved. 
But  I  affure  myfelf,  the  moft  agreeable  compliment 
I  can  bring  your  Lordlhip ,  is  to  pay  a  grateful  re- 
fpedl  to  your  father's  memory  :  and  my  own  obli- 
gations to  him  were  fuch,  that  the  world  muft 
pardon  my  endeavouring  at  his  chara6ler,  however 
I  may  mifcarry  in  the  attempt. 

A  thoufand  ornaments  and  graces  met  in  the 
compofition  of  this  great  man,  and  contributed  to 
make  him  univerfally  beloved  and  efteemcd.  The 
figure  of  his  body  was  ftrong,  proportioable,  beau- 
tiful :  and  were  his  pifture  we'll  drawn,  it  muft 
deferve  the  praife  given  to  the  portraits  of  Ra- 
phael;  and,  at  once,  create  lore   and  refpcd. 


While  the  greatnefs  of  his  mien  informed  mni, 
they  were  approaching  the  nobleman  ;  the  fwect- 
nefs  of  it  invited  them  to  come  nearer  to  the  pa- 
tron. There  was  in  his  look  and  gefture  fome- 
thino'  that  is  more  eafily  conceived  than  defcribed; 
that  gained  upon  you  in  his  favour,  before  hefpake 
one  word.  His  behaviour  was  eat'y  and  courteoa* 
to  all ;  but  diftinguilhed  and  adapted  to  each  man 
in  particular,  according  to  his  ftation  and  quality. 
His  civility  was  free  from  the  formality  of  rule, 
and  flowed  immediately  from  his  good  fenfe. 

Such  were  the  natural  faculties  and  ftrength  of 
his  mind,  that  he  had  occafion  to  borrow  very  little 
from  education  ;  and  he  owed  thofe  advantages  t« 
his  own  good  parts,  which  others  acquire  by  ftudy 
and  imitation.  His  wit  vi'as  abundant,  noble,  bolsi. 
Wit  in  moft  writers  is  like  a  fountain  in  a  garden, 
fupplicd  by  feveral  ftreams  brought  through  art- 
ful pipes,  and  pl-y'^g  fometimes  agreeably.  But- 
the  Eatl  of  Dorfet's  was  a  fource  rifmg  from  the 
top  ef  a  mountain,  which  forced  its  own  way,  and 
with  inexhauftible  fupplics  delighted  and  enriched 
the  country  through  which  it  pafled.  This  extra- 
ordinary genius  was  accompanied  with  fo  true  a 
judgment  in  all  parts  of  fine  learning,  that,  what- 
ever fubjed:  was  before  him,  he  difcourfed  as  pro- 
perly of  it,  as  if  the  peculiar  bent  of  his  ftudy  had 
been  applied  that  way  :  and  he  perfeded  his  judg- 
ment by  reading  and  digefting  the  beft  authors, 
though  he  quoted  them  very  feldom. 

"  Contemnebat  potius  literas,  quam  nefclebat ;" 

and  rather  feemed  to  draw  his  knowledge  from  his 
own  ftores,  than  to  owe  it  to  any  foreign  afliftance. 
The  brightnefs  of  his  parts,  the  folidity  of  hb 
judgment,  and  the  candour  and  gencrofity  of  hi» 
temper,  diftinguifned  him  in  an  age  of  great  po- 
litenefs,  and  at  a  court  abounding  with  men  of  the 
fineft  fenfe  and  learning.  The  moft  eminent  maf- 
ters,  in  their  feveral  ways,  appealed  to  his  detet- 
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anlnatJon.  Waller  tliOTiglit  it  an  honour  to  con- 
fult  him  in  the  foftnefs  and  harmony  of  his  verfe  : 
and  Dr.  Sprat,  in  the  delicacy  and  turn  of  his 
profe.  Dryden  determines  by  him,  under  the 
«hara(Ser  of  Eugenius,  as  to  the  laws  of  dramatic 
poetry.  Butler  owed  it  to  him,  that  the  court 
tafted  his  Hudibras:  Wycherley,  that  the  town 
liked  his  Plain  Dealer  :  and  the  late  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham deferred  to  publifh  his  Rehearfal,  till  he 
was  fure  (as  he  expreffed  it)  that  my  Lord  Dorfet 
would  not  rehearfe  upon  him  again.  If  we  want- 
ed a  foreign  teftimony.  La  Fontaine  and  St.  Evre- 
mond  have  acknowledged,  that  he  was  a  perfedl 
niafter  in  the  beauty  and  finenefs  of  their  language, 
and  of  all  that  they  call  les  Belles  Lettrei.  Nor 
was  this  nicety  of  his  judgment  confined  only  to 
fcooks  and  literature ;  but  was  the  fame  in  ftatuary, 
painting,  and  all  other  parts  of  art.  Bermmi 
■would  have  taken  his  opinion. upon  the  beauty  and 
attitude  of  a  figure;  and  ISing  Charles- did  not 
agree  with  Lely,  that  my  Lady  Cleveland's  pidlure 
was  finiihcd,  till  it  had  the  approbation  of  my 
Lord  Buckhurft. 

As  the  judgment  which  he  made  of  others  writ- 
wgs  could  not  be  refuted,  the  mannel*  in  vvhich  he 
wrote  will  hardly  ever  be  equalled.  Every  one  of 
kis  pieces  is  an  ingot  of  gold,  intrinfically  and  fo- 
Kdly  valuable ;  fuch  as,  wrought  or  beaten  thin- 
jner,  would  Ihine  through  a  whole  book  of  any 
•ther  author.  His  thought  was  always  new  ;  and 
the  expreffion  of  it  fo  particularly  happy,  that 
every  body  knew  immediately  it  could  only  be  my 
Lord  Dorfet's :  and  yet  it  was  fo  eafy  too,  that 
every  body  was  ready  to  imagine  himfelf  capable 
of  writing  it.  There  is  a  Inftrc  in  his  verfes,  like 
that  of  the  fun  in  Claude  Lorrairi's  landflcips :  it 
looks  natural,  and  »s  inimitable.  His  love  verfes 
kave  a  mixture  of  delicacy  and  ftrength  :  they 
convey  the  wit  of  Fetronius  in  the  foftnefs  of  Ti- 
kullus.  His  fatire  indeed  is  fo  feverely  pointed, 
that  in  it  he  appears,  what  his  great  friend  the 
earl  of  Rochefter  (that  other  prodigy  cf  the  age) 
lays  he  was, 

"  The  bed  good  man,   with  the  worfl-natur'd 
"  mufe :  i 

Yet  even  here,  that  charader  may  juftly  be  applied 
to  him,  which  Perfius  gives  of  the  bell  writer  of 
this  kind  that  ever  lived  : 

"  Omne  vafer  vitium  ridenti  FlaccKs  amico 
♦*  Taugit,  ct  admilTus  circum  prscordia  ludit  :'* 


And  the  gentleman  had  always  fo  much  the  better 
©f  the  fatirift,  that  the  perfons  touched  rfid  not 
know  where  to  fix  their  refentments;  and  were 
forced  to  appear  rather  afhamed  than  angry.  Yet 
fo  far  was  this  great  author  from  valuing  himfelf 
Bpon  his  works,  that  he  cared  nyt  what  became  of 
them,  though  every  body  elfe  did.  There  are 
'"^"y  things  of  his  not  extant  in  writing,  which, 
however,  are  always  repeated  :  like  the  verfes  and 
faylngs  of  the  ancient  Druids,  they  retain  an  uai- 
verfal  veneration,  thtagh  they  ar;  yrelerved  only 
by  m^niory^ 
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As  it  is  often  feen,  that  thofc  men  who  arc  Icafc 
qualified  for  bufinefs  love  it  mofl  ;  my  Lord  Dor- 
fet's charaiSter  was,  that  he  certainly  underftood  it, 
but  did  not  care  for  it 

Coming  very  young  to  the  pofleflion  of  two 
plentiful  eftates,  and  in  an  age  when  pleafure  was 
more  in  fafliion  than  bufmefs,  he  turned  his  parts 
rather  to  books  and  converfation,  than  to  politics 
and  what  mnre  immediately  related  to  the  public 
But,  whenever  the  fafety  of  his  country  demanded 
his  afFiilance,  he  readily  entered  into  the,  mod 
adlive  parts  of  life ;  and  underwent  the  greateft 
dangers,  with  a  conftancy  of  mind,  which  Ihowed, 
that  he  had  not  only  read  the  rules  of  philofophy, 
but  underflood  the  pradice  of  them. 

In  the  fipft  Dutch  war,  he  went  a  volunteer  un- 
der the  Duke  of  York  :  his  behaviour,  during  that 
campaign,  was  fuch,  as  diftinguifhed  the  Sackvillc 
defcended  fiom  that  Hildebrand  of  the  name,  who 
was  one  of  the.greatefl  captains  that  cime  into; 
England  with  the  Conqueror.  But  his  making  a 
fong  the  night  before  the  engagement  (and  it  was 
one  of  the  prettieft  that  ever  was  made)  carries 
wifh  it  fo  fedate  a  prefence  of  mind,  and  fuch  a^ 
unufual  gallantry,  that  it  deferves  as  much  to  bs 
recorded,  as  Alexander's  jefting  with  his  foldiers 
before  he  paited  the  Granicus ;  or  William  the 
Firft  of  Orange  giving  orders  over-night  for  a 
battle,  and  defiring  to  be  called  in  the  mornings 
left  he  (hould  happen  to  fleep  too  lon^.   .. 

Frorn  hence,  during  the  remaining  part  of  King 
Charles's  reign,  he  continued  to  live  in  honourable 
leifure.  He  was  of  the  bed-chamber  to  the  king';, 
and  pofTefTed  not  only  his  maflcr's  favour,  but  (in 
a  great  degree)  his  familiarity;  never  leaving  the 
court,  but  when  he  was  fent  to  that  of  France,  on 
fonie  ftiort  commiffions  and  embaflies  of  compli- 
ment :  as  if  the  king  defigned  to  {how  the  French' 
(who  would  be  thought  the  pollteft  nation)  that 
one  of  the  finefl  gentlemen  in  Europe  was  his  fub- 
je(fl ;  and  that  we  had  a  prince  who  underftood 
his  worth  fo  well,  as  not  to  fuffer  him  to  be  long' 
out  of  his  pfefence. 

The  fiicceding  reign  neither  relilhed  my  Lord's* 
wit,  nor  approved  his  maxims:  fo  he  retired  al- 
together from  court.  But,  as  the  irretrievable 
miilakes  of  that  unhappy  government  went  on  to 
threaten  t)ie  nation  with  fomething  more  terrible 
than  a  Dutch  war,  he  thought  it  became  him  to 
refume  the  courage  of  his  youth,  and  once  more 
to  engage  himfelf  in  defending  the  liberty  of  his 
country.  He  entered  in  the  Prince  of  Orange's 
interefi,  and  carried  on  his  part  of  that  great  en- 
terprife  here  in  London,  and  under  the  eye  of  the 
court,  with  the  fame  refolution,  as  his  friend 
and  fellow-patriot,  the  late  Duke  of  D?vonfhirc,- 
did  in  open  arms  at  Nottingham,  till  the  dangers 
of  thole  times  increafed  to  extremity,  and  juft  ap- 
prtheHfions  arofe  for  the  fafefy  of  the  princefs, 
our  prefent  glorious  queen  :  then  the  Earl  of 
Dorfet  was  thought  the  propereft  guide  of  her 
riecelfary  flight,  and  the  pcrfon  under  wruife  cou- 
rage and  dirediion  the  nation  might  moft  fafely 
truft  a  charge  fo  pre(;ious  and  important. 

After  the  eftahlilhment  of  their  late  majeftieS 
upon  the  throne,  there  was  room  again  at  court 
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for  meri  of  my  Lord's  cbara^fter.  He  had  a  part 
in  the  councils  of  thofe  princes,  a  great  Ihare  in 
iheir  friendfhip,  and  all  the  marks  of  diftinAion 
with  which  a  good  government  could  reward  a 
patriot.  He  was  made  chamberlain  of  their  ma- 
jefties  houfehold,  a  place  which  he  fo  eminently 
adorned  by  the  grace  of  his  perfon,  the  finenefs  of 
his  breeding,  and  the  knowledge  and  pradice  of 
what  was  decent  and  magnificent,  that  he  could 
only  be  rivalled  in  thefe  qualifications  by  one  great 
man,  who  has  fince  held  the  fame  ftafF. 

The  laft  honours  he  received  from  his  fovereign 
(and  indeed  they  were  the  greateft  which  a  fub- 
jecft  could  receive)  were,  that  he  was  made  knight 
of  the  garter,  and  conftituted  one  of  the  regents 
of  the  kingdom  during  Lis  majefty's  abfopce.  But 
his  health,  about  that  time,  feufibly  declining,  and 
the  public  affairs  not  threatened  by  any  imminait 
danger,  he  left  the  bufinefs  to  thofe  who  delighted 
more  in  the  ftate  of  it,  and  appeared  only  fume- 
tirtics  at  council,  to  fhow  his  refped  to  the  com- 
miffion  ;  giving  as  much  leifure  as  he  could  to  the 
relief  of  thofe  pains  with  which  it  pleafed  God 
to  affli<ft  him,  and  indulging  the  reflexions  of 
a  mind,  that  had  looked  through  the  world 
with  too  piercing  an  eye,  and  was  grown  weary 
of  the  profpecS.  Upon  the  whole,  it  may  very 
juftly  be  faid  of  this  great  man,  with  regard  to 
the  public,  that  through  the  courfe  of  his  life,  he 
aded  like  an  able  pilot  in  a  long  voyage ;  con- 
tented to  fit  quiet  in  the  cabin,  when  the  winds 
were  allayed,  and  the  waters  fmooth ;  but  vigi- 
lent  and  ready  to  refume  the  helm  when  the  florm 
^rofe,  and  the  fea  grew  tumultuous. 

I  alk  your  pardon,  my  Lord,  if  I  look  yet  a 
little  more  nearly  into  the  late  Lord  Dorfet's  cha- 
radler  :  if  I  examine  it  not  without  fome  inten- 
tion of  finding  fault,  and  (^which  is  an  odd  way 
of  making  a  panegyric)  fet  his  blemiflies  and  ini- 
perfeAions  in  open  view. 

The  fire  of  his  youth  carried  hJm  to  fome  ex- 
teffes ;  but  they  were  accompanied  with  a  moll 
lively  invention,  and  true  humour.  The  little  vio- 
lences and  eafy  miftakes  of  a  night  too  gaily  fpent 
(and  that  too  in  the  beginning  of  life)  were  al- 
ways fet  right  the  next  day,  with  great  humanity, 
and  ample  retribution.  His  faults  brought  their 
excufe  with  them  ;  and  his  very  failings  had  their 
beauties.  So  much  fweetnefs  accompanied  what 
he  faid,  and  fo  great  generofity  what  he  did,  that 
people  were  always  prepoflefled  in  his  favpur :  and 
it  was  in  fadl  true,  what  the  late  earl  of  Rochefter 
faid  in  jeft  to  King  Charles,  that  he  did  not  know 
how  it  was,  but  my  Lord  Dorfet  might  do  any 
thing,  yet  was  never  to  blame. 

He  was  naturally  very  fubjed  to  pafTion  :  but 
the  ftiort  guft  was  foon  over,  and  ferved  only  to 
fet  off  the  charms  of  his  temper,  when  more  com- 
pofed.  That  very  paflion  broke  out  with  a  force 
of  wit,  which  made  even  anger  agreeable  :  while 
it  lafted,  he  faid  and  forgot  a  thoufand  things^ 
which  other  men  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
ftudied  and  wrote ;  but  the  impetuolity  was  cor- 
jsded  upon  a  moment's  rcflcdlion,  and  the  mea. 
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fure  altered  with  fuch  grace  and  delicacy,  that  yoi« 
could  fcarce  perceive  where  the  key  was  changed. 

He  was  very  (harp  in  his  refle(5lions ;  but  never 
in  the  wrong  place.  His  darts  were  fure  to  wound ; 
bi*t  they  were  f»re  too  to  hit  none,  but  thofe  whofc 
follies  gave  him  very  fair  aim.  And,  when  he  al- 
lowed no  quarter,  he  had  certahily  been  provoked 
by  more  than  common  error;  by  men's  tedioui 
and  circumftantial  recitals  of  their  affairs ;  or  by 
their  multiplied  queftions  about  his  own ;  by  ex- 
treme ignorance  and  impertinence  ;  or  the  mixture 
of  thefe,  an  ill-judged  and  never-ceafing  civility  j 
or,  laftly,  by  the  two  things  which  were  his  utter 
averfion,  the  infinuation  of  a  flatterer,  and  the 
Whifper  of  a  tale-bearer. 

If  therefore  we  fet  the  piece  in  its  worft  pofi- 
tion,  if  its  faults  be  moft  expofcd,  the  fhades  will 
ftill  appear  very  finely  joined  with  their  lights,  and 
every  imperfc6lion  will  be  diminiflied  by  the  luflrc 
of  fome  neighbouring  virtue.  But,  if  we  turn  the 
great  drawings  and  wonderful  colourings  to  their 
true  light,  rlie  whole  mud  appear  beautiful,  nobler- 
admirable. 

He  poffeffed  all  thofe  virtues,  in  the  highefl  de- 
gree, upon  which  the  pleafure  of  fociety,  and  the 
happinefs  of  life,  depend :  and  he  exercifed  thent 
with  the  greateft  decency,  and  beft  manners.  A» 
good-nature  is  faid,  by  a  great  *  author,  to  belong^ 
more  particularly  to  the  Englifh,  than  any  other 
nation ;  it  may  again  be  faid,  that  it  belonged  mors 
particularly  to  the  late  Earl  of  Dorfet,  than  to  any 
other  Engliihman. 

A  kind  hufband  he  was,  without  fondnefs :  and 
an  indulgent  father,  without  partiality.  So  extra- 
ordinary good  a  mafter,  that  this  quality  ought  in- 
deed to  have  been  numbered  among  his  defefts; 
for  he  was  often  ferved  worfe  than  became  his 
Itaticn,  from  his  unwillingnefs  to  affume  an  autho- 
rity too  fevere.  And,  during  thofe  little  tranfports 
of  paffion,  to  which  I  juft  now  faid  he  was  fubje<S, 
I  have  known  his  fcrvants  get  into  his  way  that 
they  might  make  a  merit  of  it  immediately  after  j 
for  he,  that  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  chid,  wa»' 
fure  of  being  rewarded  for  it. 

His  table  was  one  of  the  lad  that  gave  us  an 
example  of  the  old  houfe-l»eeping  of  an  Englifli 
nobleman.  A  freedom  reigned  at  it,  which  made 
every  one  of  his  guefts  think  himfelf  at  home ;  and' 
an  abundance,  which  fliowed  that  the  matter's  hof'- 
pitality  extended  to  many  more  than  thofe  wha 
had  the  honour  to  fit  at  the  table  with  him. 

Ij3  hi*  dealings  with  others,  his  care  and  exaft- 
nefs,  that  every  man  fhould  have  his  due,  was  fuch, 
that  you  would  think  he  had  never  feen  a  court ; 
the  politenefs  and  civility,  with  which  tJiis  juftice 
was  admiaiftercd,  would  convince  you  he  never 
had  lived  out  of  one. 

He  was  fo  ftricSl  an  obferver  of  his  word,  that 
no  confideration  whatever  could  make  him  break 
it ;  yet  fo  cautious,  left  the  merit  of  his  acft  fii'UJd 
arife  from  that  obligation  only,  that  he  u(ual!>  did 
the  greateil  favours,  without  >■  aking  any  previoi  s 
promife.    So  inviolable  was  he  in  his  friendlhipj 
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afidfo  kind  to  the  charaifler  of  thofe  whom  he  had 
once  honoured  with  a  more  intimate  acquaintance, 
that  nothing  lefs  than  a  demonftration  of  fome  ef- 
fential  £auk  could  make  him  break  with  them  ; 
and  then  too,  his  good-nature  did  not  confent  to  it, 
without  the  greateft  reludance  and  diftlcuUy.  Let 
me  give  one  mllance  of  this  amonjjft  many.  When, 
its  lord  chamberlain,  he  was  obliged  to  take  the 
king's  penfion  from  Mr.  Dryden,  who  had  long 
before  put  himfelf  out  of  a  pollibility  of  receiving 
any  favour  from  the  court ;  my  Lord  allowed  him 
an  equivalent  out  of  his  own  eflate.  However 
difpleafed  with  the  condudl  of  his  old  acquaint- 
ance, he  relieved  his  neceffities;  and,  whili  he  gave 
him  his  affidance  in  private,  in  public  he  extenu- 
ated and  pitied  his  error. 

The  foundation  indeed  of  thefe  excellent  quali- 
ties, and  the  perfection  of  my  Lord  Dorfet's  cha- 
rafter,  was  that  unbounded  charity  which  ran 
through  th»  whole  tenour  of  his  life,  and  fat  as 
vifibly  predominant  over  the  other  faculties  of  his 
foul,  as  fhe  is  faid  to  do  in  heaven  above  her  fifter- 
virtues. 

,  Crowds  of  poor  daily  thronged  his  gates,  expeft- 
jng  thence  their  bread  ;  and  were  ftill  leiTened  by 
his  fending  the  moft  proper  obje<5ls  of  his  bounty 
to  apprenticefliips  or  hofpitals.  The  lazy  and  the 
Cck,  as  he  accidentally  law  them,  were  removed 
from  the  flreet  to  the  phyfician  ;  and  many  of 
them  not  only  reftored  to  health,  but  fupplied  with 
■what  might  enable  them  to  refumc  their  former 
callings,  and  make  their  future  life  happy.  The 
prifoner  has  often  been  releafed,  by  my  Lord's 
paying  the  debt ;  and  the  condemned  has  been 
laved,  by  his  interceffion  with  the  fovereign,  where 
he  thought  the  letter  cf  the  law  too  rigid.  To 
thofe  whofc  circumflauces  were  fiich  as  made  them 
afhamed  of  their  poverty,  he  knew  how  to  bellow 
his  munificence,  without  offending  their  modefty; 
and,  under  the  notion  of  frequent  prefents,  gave 
them  what  amounted  to  a  fubfiftence.  Many  yet 
aji\.'e  know  this  to  be  true ;  though  he  told  it  to 
none,  nor  ever  was  more  uneafy  than  when  any 
«ne  mentioned  it  to  him. 

We  may  find,  among  the  Greeks  and  Latins, 
TibuUus  and  Gallus,  the  noblemen  that  writ  poet- 
ry; Auguftus  and  Msecenas,  the  protetflors  of 
learning;  Ariftides  the  good  citizen;  and  Atti- 
cus,  the  well-bred  friend  ;  and  bring  them  in  as 
examples  of  my  Lord  Dorfet's  wit,  his  judg- 
men"-,  his  juftice,  and  his  civility.  But  for  his 
charity,  my  Lord,  we  can  fcarce  find  a  parallel  in 
hiftory  itfelf. 

I'itus  was  not  more  the  "  delicixhumani  gene- 
ris," on  tlus  account,  than  my  Lord  Dorfet  was. 


And,  without  any  exaggeratloo,  that  prince  did  not' 
do  more  good  in  proporti<)n  out  of  the  revenue  of 
the  Roman  empire,  than  your  father,  out  of  the 
income  of  a  private  eftate.  Let  this,  my  Lord, 
remain  to  you  and  your  pofterity  a  pcfTc-fTion 
for  ever ;  to  be  imitated,  and,  if  poffible,  to  be  ex- 
celled. 

As  to  my  own  particular,  I  fcarce  knew  what 
life  was,  fooner  than  I  found  myfelf  obliged  to 
his  favour  ;  'nOr  have  had  reafon  to  feel  any  forrow 
fo  fenfibly  as  that  of    his  death. 

"  Ille  dies — quern  femper  acerbum 

"  Semper  honoratum  (_fic  Dl  volutftis)  habebo." 

j^neas  could  not  reflecSl  upon  the  lofs  of  his 
own  father  with  greater  piety,  my  Lord,  than  I 
muft  recal  the  memory  of  your's ;  and,  when  ( 
think  whofe  fon  I  am  writing  to,  the  leaft  I  pro- 
mife  myfelf  from  your  goudnefs,  is  an  uninter- 
rupted continuance  of  favour,  and  a  friendfliip  for 
life.  To  which,  that  I  may  with  fome  juftice 
entitle  myfelf,  1  fend  your  Lordfhip  a  dedication, 
not  filled  with  a  long  detail  of  your  praifcs,  but 
with  my  Qncereft  wifhes  that  you  may  deferve 
them  ;  that  you  may  employ  thofe  extraordinary 
parts  and  abilities,  with  which  heaven  has  blelTedyou, 
to  the  honour  of  your  family,  the  benefit  of  your 
friends,  and  the  good  of  your  country ;  that  all 
your  adions  may  be  great,  open,  and  noble,  fuch 
as  may  tell  the  world  whofe  fon  and  whofe  fuc- 
ceffor  you  are. 

What  I  now  offer  to  your  Lordfhip  is  a  cqllec- 
tion  of  poetry,  a  kind  of  garland  of  goodywill. 
If  any  verfes  of  my  writing  fhould  appear  in 
print  under  another  name  and  patronage  than  that 
of  an  Earl  of  Dorfet,  people  might  fufpeCl  them 
not  to  be  geniune.  I  have  attained  my  prefent 
end,  if  thefe  poems  prove  the  diverfion  of  fomtf 
of  yrur  youthful  hours,  as  they  have  been  occa- 
Conally  the  amufement  of  fome  of  mine  ;  and  1 
humbly  hope,  that,  as  I  may  hereafter  bind  up 
my  fuller  fneaf,  and  lay  fome  pieces  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent nature  (the  produifl  of  my  feverer  ftudies) 
at  your  I  -ordiliip's  feet,  1  ihall  engage  your  mote  fe  • 
ri.jus  reflecftion;  happy,  if  in  all  my  endeavours 
r  may  contribute  to  your  delight,  or  to  your  in- 
flrudion. 

I  ^m,  with  all  duty  and  refpeft. 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lnrdfhip's 

moft  obedient,  and 
m'jR.  humble  fervant. 
MAT.  PRIOR. 
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Th'e  greateft  part  of  what  I  have  written  liaving: 
been  already  publiftied,  either  fingly  or  in  forr.e  of 
the  mifcellanies,  it  would  be  too  late  for  ine  to 
make  any  excufe  for  appearing  in  print  But  a 
colle(5lion  of  poems  has  lately  appeared  under  my 
name,  though  without  my  knowledge,  in  which 
the  publiiher  has  given  me  the  honour  of  fome 
things  that  did  not  belong  to  me  ;  and  has  tran- 
fcribed  others  fo  imperfedly,  that  I  hardly  knew 
thenx  to  be  mine.  This  has  obliged  me,  in  itiy 
own  defence,  to  look  back  upon  fome  of  thofe 
lighter  fludies,  which  F  ought  long  fince  to  have 
iquitted  ;  and  to  publilh  an  indifferent  collection 
of  poems,  for  fear  of  being  thought  the  author 
of  a  worfe. 

Thus  I  bfeg  pardon  of  the  public  far  reprinting 
ibmc*  pieces,  which,  as  they  came  fingly  from 
their  firft  impreffion,  have  (I  fancy)  lain  long  and 
quietly  in  Mr.  Tonfon's  fhop;  and  adding  others 
to  them,  which  were  never  before  printed,  and 
might  have  lain  as  quietly,  and  perhaps  morefafe- 
ly,  in  a  corner  of  my  own  ftudy. 

The  reader  will,  I  hope,  make  allowance  for 
their  having  been  written  at  very  diftant  times, 
a*id  on  very  different  occafions ;  and  take  them  as 
they  happen  to  come.  Public  panegyrics,  amo- 
rous odes,  ferious  refledlions,  or  idle  tales,  the 
produdl  of  his  leifure  hours,  who  had  bufmefs 
enough  Upon  his  hands,  and  was  only  a  poet  by 
accident. 

I  own  myfelf  muth  obliged  to  Mrs.  Singer,  who 
has  given  me  leave  to  print  a  pafloral  of  her 
writing,  that  poem  having  produced  the  verfcs 
immediately  following  it.  I  wifh  fhe  might  be 
prevailed  upon  to  publifh  fome  other  pieces  of 
*that  kind,  in  which  the  foftncfs  of  her  fex,  and 
the  finenefs  of  her  geiuus,  confpire  to  give  her  a 
very  diftinguifhing  charadler. 
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I  MOST  help  my  preface  by  a  poftfcript,  to  tell 
the  reader,  that  there  is  ten  years  diflance  between 
my  writing  one  and  the  other;  and  that  (what- 
ever I  thought  then,  and  have  lomewhere  faid,  that 
1  would  publifh  no  more  poetry)  he  will  find  fe- 
veral  copies  of  vetfes  fcattered  through  this  edi- 
tion, which  were  not  i>rinted  in  the  firft,  Thofe 
relating  to  the  public,  ftand  in  the  order  they  did 
before,  according  to  the  feveral  years  in  which 
they  were  written ;  however  the  difpofition  of 
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our  national  affairs,  the  aillons  or  the  fortunes  of 
fonne  men,  and  the  ojiininns  of  others,  may  have 
changed.  Profe  and  other  human  things  may 
take  what  turn  they  can  ;  l)ut  poetry,  which  pre- 
tends to  have  fomething  of  divinity  in  it,  is  to  be 
more  permanent.  Odes  once  printed  cannot  well 
be  altered,  when  the  author  has  already  faid,  that 
he  expedls  his  worlc^  fliould  live  for  ever  :  and  it 
had  been  verj'  foollfii  in  my  friend  Horace,  if, 
fome  years  after  his  "  Exegi  Monumentum,"  he 
(hould  have  dcfired  to  fee  his  building  taken  dowu 
again. 

The  dedication  likewife  is  reprinted,  to  the  Earl 
of  Dorfet,  in  the  foregoing  leaves,  without  any 
alteration,  though  I  had  the  faireft  opportuniiy^ 
and  the  ftrongeft  inclination,  to  have  added  a 
great  deal  to  it.  The  blooming  hopes,  which  I 
faid  the  world  expected  from  my  then  very  young 
patron,  have  been  confirmed  by  moft  nnble  and 
diftinguifhed  firft-fruits  ;  and  his  life  is  goiDg  oq 
towards  a  plentiful  harveft  of  all  accumulated  vir- 
tues. He  has,  in  fad,  exceeded  whatever, the 
fondnefs  of  my  wilht-s  could  invent  in  his  favour; 
his  equally  good  and  beautiful  lady  enjoys  in  him, 
an  indulgent  and  obliging  hufband ;  his  children, 
a  kind  and  careful  father ;  and  his  acquaintance, 
a  faithful,  generous,  and  polite  friend.  His  fel- 
low-peers have  attended  to  the  perfuafion  of  his 
elnqueiice;  and  have  been  convinced  by  the  foli- 
dity  of  his  rtafoning.  He  has  long  fince  defcrvecl 
and  attained  the  honour  of  the  garter.  He  has 
managed  fome  of  the  greateft  charges  of  the 
kingdom  wich  known  ability;  and  laid  them  down 
with  entire  difinterelTment.  And  as  he  continues 
the  exercifes  of  thefe  eminent  vfrcuts  (tvHich  that 
he  may  to  a  very  old  age,  fhall  be  my  perpetual 
wifli)  he  may  be  one  of  the  greateft  men  that  out" 
age,  or  p<  ffibly  our  nation,  has  bred;  and  leave 
materials  for  a  pantg*j-ric,  not  unworthy  the  pen 
of  feme  future  Pliny. 

From  fo  noble  a  fubjed  as  the  Earl  of  Dorfef, 
to  fo  mean  a  man  as  myfelf,  is  (I  confels)  a  very 
Pindaric  tranfition  :  I  fhall  only  fay  one  word, 
and  trouble  the  reader  no  further.  I  publiftied 
m.y  poems  formerly,  as  Monfieur  Jourdan  fold  his 
fiik  :  he  would  not  be  thought  a  tradefmen  ;  buc 
ordered  fome  pieced  to  be  meafured  out  to  his  par- 
ticular friends.  Now,  I  give  up  my  fhop,  and 
difpofe  of  all  my  poetical  goods  at  once  :  I  muft 
therefore  defire,  that  the  public  would  pleafe  ta 
take  them  in  the  grofs ;  and  that  every  bodj 
would  turn  over  what  he  does  not  like. 

fib 
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ON   THE  MARRIAGE  OF 

GEORGE  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK,  AND 
THE  LADY   ANNE.  * 

£y  Mr.  Prior,  1 683. 

CoNjoNCTUM   Veneri   Martem,   Danofqiie  Bri- 
tannis 

Dum  canit  alfifonis  do6la  caterva  modis, 
Affero  fincerum  culto  pro  carmine  v(.tum, 

Quod  minus  ingenii,  plus  pietatis  habet. 
Vivaut  Ambo  diu,  vivant  felicitur  opto; 

Diligathic  Sponlam,  diligat  ilia  Virum. 
Jundtos  perpetua  teneas,  Hymensee,  cate;  a; 

JunAos,  Juno,  die  protege ;  n  sfle,  Venus ! 
Exultent  fimili  felices  prole  Parentes, 

Ut  petat  hinc  multos  natio  bina  duces  '. 
Cumque  fenes  pariter  cupiant  valedicere  terris, 

Ne  mors  auguftum  dividat  atra  jugura  : 
Sed  qualis  raptum  tranfvexit  curris  Elijam, 

Tranfvehat  ad  fupcras  talis  utrumquc  domos  I 

A.  Prior,  Coll.  D'tv.  Jah.  JiLmn. 


AN  ODE. 

ON  EXODUS  III.  14.    "  1  AM  THAT  I  AM." 

Written  1688,  as  an  Exercife  at  St.  yohn's   Collide, 
Cambridge, 


Man  I  foollfh  man  '. 
Scarce  know'ft  thou  how  thyfelf  began ; 
Scarce  hall  thou  thought  enough  to  prove  thou  art ; 
Yet,  {becl'd  with  ftudy'd  boldnefs,  thou  dar'ft  try 
To  fend  thy  doubting  reafon's  dazzled  eye 
Through  the  niyftcrious  gulf  of  vaft  immenfity. 
Much  thou  canft  there  difcern,  much  thence  im- 
part. 
Vain  wretch  !  fupprefs  thy  knowing  pride ; 
Mortify  ihy  learned  luft. 
Vain  arc  thy  thoughts,  while  thou  thyfelf  art  dull. 

*  Fromtbc"Ilfnietiacuf  CantaWigicnfis.  Cantabrigiae, 


Let  wit  her  fails,  her  oars  let  wifdom  lend ; 
The  helm  let  politic  experience  guide  : 
Ytt  ceafe  to  hope  thy  Ihort-liv'd  bark  Ihall  ride 
Down  fpreading  fate's  unnavigable  tide. 

What  though  ftill  it  farther  tend, 

Still  'tis  farther  from  its  end  ; 
And,  in  the  bofom  of  that  boundlefs  fea, 
Still  finds  its  error  lengthen  with  its  way.     * 

III. 
With  daring  pride  and  infolent  delight. 
Your    doubts    refolv'd  you  boaft,   your   labours 

crown'd, 
And.'ETPHKA  1  your  God,  forfooth,  is  found 
Incomprehenfible  and  infinite. 
But  is  he  therefore  found  ?  vain  fearcher  !  no  : 
Let  your  imperfedl  definition  fhow 
That  nothing  you,  the  weak  definer,  know. 

IV. 

Say,  why  ftiould  the  collecSled  main 

Itfelf  within  itfelf  contain  1 
Why  to  its  caverns  (hould  it  fometimes  creep, 

And  with  delighted  (ilence  flcep, 
On  the  lov'd  bofom  of  its  parent  deep  ? 

Why  fhould  its  numerous  waters  flay 
In  comely  difcipline,  and  fair  array, 
Till  winds  and  tides  exert  their  high  commands  \ 

1  hen,  prompt  and  ready  to  obey, 

Why  do  the  rifing  furges  fpread 
Their  opening  ranks  o'er  earth's  fubmifllve  head. 
Marching   through   different   paths    to  different 
lands !   . 

V, 

Why  does  the  conftant  fun 
With  meafur'd  fteps  his  radiant  journies  run  ? 
Why  does  he  order  the  diurnal  hours 
To  leave  earth's  other  part,  and  rife  in  ours  ? 
Why  does  he  wake  the  correfpondent  moon. 
And  fill  her  willing  lamp  with  liquid  light,  1 
Commanding  her  with  delegated  powers 
To  beautify  the  world,  and  blefs  the  night  ? 

Why  ices  each  animated  flar 
Love  the  jull  limits  of  its  proper  fpherc  ? 

Why  does  each  confenting  fign 

With  prudent  harmony  combine 
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Til  turns  to  move,  and  fubfequent  appca--, 
To  gird  the  globe,  and  regulate  the  yeai.*.-" 

VI. 

M;;n  docs  with  dan(jerous  curiofitjr 
ThtCe  unfathom'd  wonders  try  ; 
With  fancied  rules  and  arbitrary  laws 
Matter  and  motion  he  reftrains  ;  ^ 

And  lludied  lines  and  fit5>ious  circles  drass  : 
Then  with  imagin'd  I'overeigiuy 
Lord  of  his  new  hypothefls  he  reigns., 
He  reigns :  how  lonor  ?  till  feme  ufui^j^er  rife  ; 
And  he  too,  misjhty  thouphtful,  mig.'ii  y  wife. 
Studies  new  line-;,  and  other  circles  fcij;ns. 
'       From  this  lafi:  toil  again  what  knowltd^e  flows  ? 
Juft  as  much,  perhaps,  as  fhows 
That  all  his  predecelTor's  rules 
Were  empty  cant,  all  jargon  of  the  fch  lojs; 
That  he  on  t'o'her's  ruin  rears  his  thriijie  ; 
And  fliows  his  friend's  miilake,  and  th.aice  con- 
firms his  own. 

VII. 

On  earth,  in  air,  amidll  the  feas  and  IkiCs, 
Mountainous  heaps  of  wonders  rife ; 
Whofe  towering  ftrength  will  ne'er  fibmit 
To  reafon's  batteries,  or  the  mines  of  wit  ; 
Yet  ftill  inquiring,  ftill  miftalicn  man. 
Each  hour  repuls'd,  each  hour  dares  onwartlprefs; 
And,  levelling  at  God  his  wandering  gUii's 
(That  feeble  engine  of  his  reafo/iing  war, 
Which  guides  his  doubts,  and  combats  his  def- 

pair), 
Laws  to  his  Maker  the  learn'd  wretch  caa  give: 
Can  bound  that  nature,  and  prefcribe  that  will, 
Whofe  pregnant  word  did  either  ocean  fi!l : 
Can  tell  us  whence  all  beings  are,  and  hoT/  they 
move  and  live. 
Through  either  ocean,  foolifh  man  ! 
That  pregnant  word  feiit  forth  again, 
,  Might  to  a  world  extend  each  atom  thero  ; 
for  every  drop  call  forth  a  fea,  a  heaven  for  every 
flar.  \ 

,,...;  .vrn. 

Let  cunning  earth  her  fruitful  wonders  h'tie ; 
.  And  only  lift  thy  ftaggering  reafon  up, 
To  trembling  Calvary's  aftoniih'd  top  ; 
Then  mock  thyknowledf^e,and  confound  thy  ^ride, 
Jilxplaining  how  Perfedtion  fufFer'd  pain, 
Almighty  languilh'd,  and  Eternal  died  : 
How  by  her  patient  vi(5lor  death  was  flain  ; 
And  earth  profan'd,.yet  blels'd,  with  Deicide. 
Then  down  with  all  thy  boafled  volumes,  down ; 
Oiily  referve  the  facred  one  : 

Low,  reverently  low, 
Make  thy  ftubborn  knowledge  bow ; 
Weep  out  thy  reafon's  and  thy  body's  eyes; 

Dejed:  thyfelf,  that  thou  niay'fl  rife ; 
"To  look  to  heaven,  be  blind  to  all  below. 

IX. 

Then  faith,  for  reafon's  glimmering  light,  fliail  give 

Her  immortal  perfpedtive  ; 
And  grace's  prefence  nature's  Ibfs  retrieve  : 
Then  thy  enliven'd  foul  fhall  fee. 
That  all  the  volumes  of  philofophy, 
With  all  their  comments,  never  could  invent 

So  politic  an  inltrument, 


To  reach  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  high  abode. 
Where  Mofes  places  his  myfterious  God, 
.A.s  was  the  ladder  v/hich  old  Jacob  rear'd, 
When  light  divine  had  human  darknefs  clear'd ; 
And  his  enlarg'd  Ideas  found  the  road. 
Which  faith  had  dilated,  and  angels  trod. 


CONSIDERATIONS  ON 


PART  OF  THE  EIGHrY-EIGHTH  PSALM, 

A  COLLEGE  EXERCISE,  1699. 


Heavt,  O  Lord,  on  rne  thy  judgments  lie, 

Accuril  I  am,  while  G-.d  reji;6ts  my  cry. 
O'erv.heim'd  in  darknefs  and  defpair  I  groan; 
And  every  place  is  hell;  for  God  is  gone. 
O  1  Lord,  anfe,  and  let  thy  beams  control 
Thofe  horrid  clouds,  that  prcfs  my  frighted  foul; 
Save  the  poor  wanderer  from  eternal  night, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  light. 
II. 

Downward  I  hafleri  to  my  deftin'd  place  ; 
There  none  obtain  thy  aid,  or  fing  thypraife. 
S  lon  I  (hall  lie  in  death's  deep  ocean  drown'd  : 
Is  mercy  there,  or  fweet  forgivenefs  found  ? 
O  fave  nie  yet,  whilft  on  the  brif.k  1  fland; 
P-cbuke  the  dorm,  and  waft  my  foul  to  land. 
O  let  her  reft  beneath  thy  wing  fecure, 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  power. 
III. 

Behold  the  prodigal  1   to  thee  I  come, 
To  hail  my  father,  and  to  feek  my  home. 
Nor  refuge  duld  I  find,  nor  friend  abroad. 
Straying  in  vice,  and  deftitute  of  Ged. 
O  let  thy  terrors,  and  my  anguifh  end  ! 
Be  thou  my  refuge  and  be  thou  my  friend  : 
Receive  tjie  fon  thou  djdft  fo  long  reprove. 

Thou  that  art  the  God  of  Love. 


"1*0  THE  REV.  DR.  F.  TURNER, 

BISHOP  OF  ELY, 
IVho  had  advifcd  a  iranjlation  of  Prudentius. 

I?  poets,  ere  they  cloth'd  their  infant  thought, 
And  the  rude  work  to  juft  perfe<Slion  brought, 
Did  ftill  fome  god,  or  godlike  man  invoke, 
Whofe  mighty  name  their  facred  filence  broke  : 
Your  goodnefs,  Sir,  will  eafily  excufe 
The  bold  requ^s  of  an  afpiring  mufe  ; 
Who,  with  your  blefiing,  would  your  aid  implorej^ 
And  in  her  weaknefs  juftify  your  power. — 
From  your  fair  pattern  ihe  would  ftrive  to  write, 
And  with  unequal  ftrength  purfue  your  flight; 
Yet  hopes  (he  ne'er  can  err  that  follows  you,  [too. 
Led  by  your  bleft  commands,  and  great  exampkf 

Then  fmihng  and  afpiring  influence  give. 
And  make  the  niufe  and  her  endeavours  live; 
Claim  all  her  future  labours  as  your  due. 
Let  every  fong  begin  and  end  with  yot*  : 
Bb  ij 
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So  to  the  Weft  rttreat  flie'li  gladly  g'o, 
Where  the  faints'  palm  and  mufes'  laurel  grow  ; 
Where  kindly  both  in  glad  embrace  (hall  join. 
And  round  your  brow  their  mingled  honours  twine; 
Both  to  the  virtue  due,  which  could  excel, 
Ai  much  in  writing,  as  in  living  well  — 
So  (hall  (he  proudly  prefs  the  tuneful  firing. 
And  mighty  things  in  mighty  numbers  fing  ; 
Nor  doui)t  to  ftrihe  Prudentius'  daring  lyre. 
And  humbly  bring  the  verfe  which  you  infpire. 


A  PASTORAL. 


TO   TUE   BISHOP  OF  ELY,  ON   HIS  DEPARTURE 
FROM  CAMBRIDGE. 

DAMON. 

Tell,  dear  Alexis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 
Doft  thou  in  mournful  (hades  obfcureiy  lie? 
Why  di)ft  thou  ftgh,  why  ftrike  thy  panting  breafl .'' 
And  (teal  from  life  the  needful  hours  of  reft  ? 
Are  thy  kids  ftarv'd  by  winter's  early  froft  ? 
Are  any  of  thy  bleating  (Iragglers  loll:  ?  [groun'd.' 
Have    ftrangers'    cattle    trod    thy    new-plough'd 
Has  great  Joanna,  or  her  greater  fliepherd  frown'd? 

ALEXIS. 

See  my  kidsbrowfe,  my  lambs  fecurely  play  : 
(Ah  I  were  their  mafter  unconcern'd  as  they  I) 
No  beafts  (at  noon  I  look'd)  had  trod  my  ground; 
Nor  has  Joanna,  or  her  fhepherd,  frown'd. 

DAMON. 

Then  flop  the  lavlfli  fountain  of  your  eyes. 
Nor  let  thofe  fighs  from  your  fwoln  bofom  rife  ; 
phafe  fadnefs,  friend,  and  folitude  away  ; 
And  once  again  rejoice,  and  once  again  look  gay. 

ALEXIS. 

Say  what  can  more  our  tortur'd  fouls  annoy, 
Than  to  behold,  admire,  and  lofe  our  jov  .' 
"Whofe  fate  more  hard  than  thofe  who  fadly  run. 
For  the  laft  glimpfe  of  the  departing  fun  ? 
Or  what  fevercr  fentence  can  be  given. 
Than,  having  feen,  to  be  excluded  heaven  ? 

DAMON. 

None,  fh^pherdj  none — 

ALEXIS. 

Then  ceafe  to  chide  my  cares  ! 
And  rather  pity  than  redrain  my  tears; 
Th'ife  tears,  my  Damon,  which  I  juflly  Ihed, 
1"o  think  how  great  my  joys  ;  how  foon  they  fled. 
I  told  thee,  friend  (now  blef:^  the  fhephcrd's  name, 
From  whofe  dear  care  the  kind  occafion  came). 
That  1,  even  I,  might  happily  receive  [give: 

The  facred  wealth,  which   Heaven  and  Daphnis 
That  I  might  fee  the  lovely  awful  f-^vain, 
Whofe  holy  crofier  guides  our  willing  plain; 
Whofe  pleafing  power  and  ruling  goodncfs  keep 
Our  fouls  with  equal  care  as  wc  our  (beep  ; 
Whofe   praife   excites   each    lyre,   employs  each 

tongue  : 
Whilft  only  he  who  cau«'d,diflikcs  the  fong. 
To  this  great,  humble,  parting  man  I  gain'd 
Acccfs,  and  happy  for  an  houf  F  rei.^n'd  ; 
Happy  as  new-form'd  man  in  paradife, 
Ere  fill  dcbauch'd  his  inoffcnfive  blifs ; 


Happy  as  heroes  after  battles  won, 
Prophets  entranc'd,  or  monarchs  on  the  throne; 
But  (oh,  my  friend  1)  thofe  joys  with  Daphnis  flew  J 
To  them  thefe  tributary  tears  are  due. 

DAMON. 

Was  he  fo  humble  then  ?  thofe  joys  fo  vafl  ? 

Ceafe  to  admire  that  both  fo  quickly  pad. 

Too  happy  ihould  we  be,  would  fmiling  fate 

Render  one  blelTing  durable  and  great  ; 

But  (oh  the  fad  vIciiTitude  !)  how  foon 

Unwelcom<;  night  fucceeds  the  cheerful  noon  ; 

And  rigid  winter    nips  the  flowery   pomp 
June ! 

Then  grieve  not,  friend,  like  you,  fince  all  man- 
kind 

A  certain  change  of  joy  and  forrow  find. 

Supprefs  your  figh,  your  down-caft  eyelids  raife. 

Whom  prtfent  you  revere,  him  abfent  praife. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  EXETER, 

PLAYING  ON  THE  LUTE. 

What  charms  you  have,  from  what  high  race 

you  (prung,"" 
Have  been  the  pleafmg  fubjeils  of  my  fong  : 
Unfkill'd  and  young,  yet  fomething  ftiil  I  writ, 
Of  Ca'idifh'  beauty  join'd  to  Cecil's  wit. 
But  wlien  you  pleafe  to  (how  the  labouring  mufe. 
What  Greater  theme  y^ur  mufic  can  produce  ; 
My  babbling  praifes  1  repeat  no  more. 
But  hciir, rejoice,  (land  filent,  and  adore. 

The  Perfians  thus,  firft  gazing  on  the  fun, 
Admir'd  how  high  'twas  plac'd,    how  bright  it 

Ihone  : 
But,  as  his  power  was  known,  their  thoughts  were 

rais'd; 
And  fo  )n  they  worfhip'd,  what  at  firft  thcyprais'di 

Eliza's  glory  lives  in  Spenfer's  fong; 
And  Cowley's  verfe  keeps  fair  Orinda  young. 
That  it  in  birth,  in  beauty  you  excel. 
The  niufe  might  dicSate,  and  the  poet  tell  : 
Your  art  no  other  art  can  fpeak  ;  and  you, 
To  fhovv  how  well  you  play,  mud  play  anew  ; 
Your  mufic's  power  your  mufic  mufl.difclole  ; 
For  what  light  is,  "tis  only  liglu  that  (hows. 

Strange  force  of  harmony,  that  thus  controls 
Our  thoughts,  and  turns  and  fanAifies  our  fouls  : 
While  with  itsutmofl  art  your  fex  could  move 
Our  wonder  only,  or  at  bed  our  love  : 
You  far  above  borh  thefe  your  God  did  place. 
That  your  high  power  might  worldly  thoughts 
deflroy ; 
That  with  your  numbers  you  our  zeal  might  raife, 

And,  like  himftlf,  communicate  your  joy. 
When  to  your  native  heaven  you  (hall  repair. 
And  with  your  prtfence  ctown  the  blcfTings  there,. 
Your  lute  may  wind  its  drings  but  little  higher, 
To  tune  their  notes  lo  that  immortal  quire. 
Your  ait  is  perfedt  here  ;  your  nun.bers  do. 
More  than  our  books,  make  the  rude  Athi 

know 
That  there's  a  heaven  by  what  he  hears  below. 


lieft/ 
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As  in  Came  piece,  while  Luke  his  flcill  expreft, 
A  cunning  angel  came,  and  drew  the  reft  : 
So  when  you  play,  fome  godhead  does  impart 
Harmonious  aid,  divinity  helps  art; 
Some  cherub  finifties  what  you  begun, 
And  to  a  miracle  improves  a  tune. 

To  burning  Rome,  when  frantic  Nero  play'd, 
Viewing  that  face,  no  more  he  had  furvcy'd 
The  raging  flames;  but,  ftruck  with  ftrange  fur- 

prife, 
Confefs'd  them  lefs  than  thofe  of  Anna's  eyes: 
But,  had  he  heard  thy  lute,  he  foon  had  found 
His  rage  eluded,  and  his  crime  aton'd  : 
Thine,  like  Amphion's  hand,  had  wak'd  the  flone, 
And  from  deftrudlion  call'd  the  rifing  town  : 
Malice  to  mufic  had  been  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
Nor  could  he  burn  fo  faft,  as  thou  could'ft  build. 


ON  A 

PICTURE  OF  SENECA  DYING  IN  A  BATH; 

BY  JORDAIN  : 

^t  the  Earl  of  Exeter's,  at  Burhigh-^tufe. 

While  cruel  Nero  only  drains 

The  mortal  Spaniard's  ebbing  veins, 

By  ftudy  worn,  and  flack  with  age. 

How  dull,  how  thoughtlefs,  is  his  rage  ! 

Heighten'd  revenge  would  he  have  took. 

He  fhould  have  burnt  his  tutor's  book; 

And  lt>ng  have  reign'd  fuprenie  in  vice  : 

One  nobler  wretch  can  only  rife ; 

' Tis  he  whofc  fury  fhall  deface 

The  ftoic's  image  in  this  piece ; 

For  while  unhurt,  divine  Jordain, 

'I'hy  work  and  Seneca's  remain, 

^ie  ftill  has  body,  flill  has  foul, 

^nd  lives  and  fpeaks,  rellor'd  and  whqle^ 


AN    ODE. 


While  blooming  youth  and  gay  delight 

Sit  on  thy  roly  cheeks  confeft. 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  undoubted  right 
To  triumph  o'er  this  dcflin'd  breait. 
My  reafon  bends  to  what  thy  eyes  ordain ; 
i'or  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign, 
n. 
But  would  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power  you  know  I  muft  obey  ? 
Exert  a  legal  tyranny. 

And  do  an  ill  becaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  muft  1  thee,  as  Atheifts  Heaven,  adore; 
Not  fee  thy  mercy,  and  yet  dread  thy  power  ? 
III. 
Take  heed,  my  dear  :  youth  flies  apace ; 

As  well  as  Cupid,  time  is  blind: 
Soon  muft  thofe  glories  of  thy  face 
The  fate  of. vulgar  beauty  find  ; 


The  thoufand  loves,  that  arm  thy  potent  eye, 
Muft  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die. 

IV. 

Then  wilt  thou  figh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears; 
And  putting  peevifli  humours  on. 
Seems  but  the  fad  effed:  of  years  : 
Kindnefs  itfelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 
v. 
Forc'd  compliments,  and  formal  bows. 
Will  fliow  thee  juft  above  negle<5t : 
The  heat  with  which  thy  lover  glows, 
Will  fettle  into  cold  refpedl  : 
A  talking  dull  Platonic  I  Ihall  turn  : 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn. 

VI. 

Then  Ihun  the  ill,  and  know,  ray  dear,  ) 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars,  fit  to  bear 

So  vaft  a  weight  as  that  of  love. 
If  thou  canft  wifh  to  make  ray  flames  endure. 
Thine  muft  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure. 

VII. 

Hafte,  Cclia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites, 

Obey  kind  Cupid's  preleiit  voice; 
Fill  every  fenfe  with  foft  delights, 
And  give  thy  foul  a  loofc  to  joys  ; 
Let  millions  of  repeated  bliffes  prove 
That  thou  all  kindnefs  art,  and  f  all  love. 

VIII. 

Be  mine,  and  only  mine ;  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams,  tu 
guide 
To  me  alone ;  nor  come  fo  far. 
As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  them,  and  believe 
They're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve. 

IX. 

So  fliall  I  court  thy  deareft  truth, 
When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  ; 
So,  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth, 
I'll  love  it  o'er  again  in  age  : 
So  time  itfelf  our  raptures  fhall  improve. 
While  ftill  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love. 


AN    EPISTLE 

TO 

FLEETWOOD  S  HEP  HARD,  Efq. 

When  crowding  folks,  with  ftrange  ill  faces. 
Were  making  legs,  and  begging  places. 
And  fome  with  patents,  fome  with  merit, 
Tir'd  out  my  good  Lord  Dorfct's  fpirit : 
Sneaking  I  flood  amongft  the  crevv, 
Defiring  much  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  waited  while  the  clock  ftruck  thrice, 
And  footman  brought  out  fifty  lies ; 
Till,  patience  vext,  and  legs  grown  weary, 
I  thought  it  was  in  vain  to  tarry  : 
But  did  opine  it  might  be  better, 
Bv  penny-poft  to  fend  a  letter ; 
B  b  iij 
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Now,  if  you  m'lfs  of  this  epiflic, 
I'm  baulk'd  a^ain,  and  may  Z"  v/hiftle. 
My  bufinefs.  Sir,  you'll  quickly  gutfs, 
Is  to  defire  fome  little  place ; 
And  fair"  pretehfions  I  have  for't. 
Much  need,  and  very  fmall  defert. 
Whene'er  I  writ  to  ydu,  I  wanted ; 
I  always  begg'd,  you  always  granted. 
Now,  as  you  took  me  up  when  little, 
Gave  me  my  learning  and  my  vittlc ; 
Aflc'd  for  me,  from  my  lord,  things  fitting, 
Kind  as  I  'ad  been  your  own  begetting ; 
Confirm  what  frrmerly  you've  given, 
Nor  leave  me  now  at  fix  and  ieven, 
As  Sunderland  has  left  Mun.Stephen. 

No  family,  that  takes  a  whelp 
When  firft  he  laps,  and  fcarce  can  yelp, 
Negle(5ls  or  turns  him  out  of  gate 
When  he's  grown  up  to  dog's  cAate  : 
Nor  parifli,  if  they  once  adept 
The  I'purious  brats  by  ftroUers  dropt, 
Licavc  them,  when  grown  up  lufty  fellows, 
To  the  wide  world,  that  is,  rhe  gallows : 
No,  thank  them  for  their  love,  that's  worfe, 
Than  if  they  'ad  throttled  them  at  nurfe. 
My  uncle,  reft  his  foul !  when  living, 
Might  have  contriv'd  me  ways  of  thriving  ; 
Taught  me  with  cyder  to  replenilh 
My  vats,  or  ebbing  tide  of  Rhenifh. 
So  when  for  hock  I  drew  prickt  white-wine. 
Swear 't  had  the  flavour,  and  was  right  wine. 
Or  fent  me  with  ten  pounds  to  Furni- 
val's  inn,  to  fome  good  rogue-attorney; 
Where  now,  by  forging  deeds,  and  cheating, 
I  'ad  found  fome  handfome  ways  of  getting. 

All  this  you  made  me  quit,  to  follow 
That  fneaking  whey-fac'd  god  Apollo ; 
Sent  me  among  a  fiddling  crew 
Of  folks,  I  'ad  never  feen  nor  knew. 
Calliope,  and  God  knows  who. 
To  add  no  more  invectives  to  it. 
You  fpoil'd  the  youth,  to  make  a  poet. 
In  common  juftice,  Sir,  there's  no  man 
That  makes  the  whore,  but  keeps  the  woman. 
Among  al!  honeft  Chriftian  people, 
Whoe'er  breaks  limbs,  maintains  the  cripple. 

The  fum  of  all  I  have  to  fay. 
Is,  that  you'd  put  me  in  fome  way ; 
And  your  petitioner  fhall  pray — 

There's  one  thing  more  I  had  almoft  flipt, 
But  that  may  do  as  well  in  poftfcript : 
My  friend  Charles  Montague's  prefcrr'd ; 
Nor  would  I  have  it  long  obferv'd. 
That  one  moufc  eats,  while  t'  other's  ftarv'd. 


ANOTHER  EPISTLE  TO  THE  SAME. 


Sir, 


Burleigh,  May  I4.  1689. 


As  once  a  twelvemonth  to  the  prieft, 
Holy  at  Rome,  here  Antichrift, 
The  bpuuifh  king  prefeiUs  a  jennet. 
To  fliow  his  love  i— that's  all  that's  in  it 


FiT  if  his  holinefs  would  thump 

His  reverend  bum  'gainft  horfe's  riimp, 

He  mi;;Iit  b'equipt  from  his  own  {labia 

With  one  more  white,  and  eke  more  able. 
Or  rs,  with  gondolas  and  men,  his 

Good  'jxcellence  the  Duke  of  Venice 

(1  wifa,  for  rhyme,  't  had  been  the  king) 

Sails  out,  and  gives  the  gulf  a  ring  ; 

Which  trick  of  ftate,  he  wifely  maintains, 
.Keeps  kindnefs  up  'twixt  old  acquaintance  ; 

For  ylfe,  in  honeft  tri^th,  the  fea 

Has  much  Icfs  need  of  gold  than  he. 
Or,  not  to  toye,  and  pump  one's  fancy 

For  Popifii  Cmiles  beyond  fea ; 

As  folks  f(Om  mud-waird  tenement 

Bring  landlerds  pepper-corn  for  rent; 

Prefent  a  tufkey,  or  a  hen, 

To  thofe  mi^ht  better  fpare  them  ten  ; 

Ev'n  fo,  witb  all  fubn,;ifiion,  I 

(For  firft  mtin  inftance,  then  apply) 

Send  you  each  year  a  homely  letter. 

Who  may  njturn  me  much  a  better. 
Then  take  it.  Sir,  as  it  was  writ, 

To  pay  Tti]3t&.,  and  not  fhow  wit : 

Nor  look  aCcew  at  what  it  faith; 

There's  no  petition  in  it — 'faith. 

Here   fome    would   fcratch   their    heads,    and 
try   ■ 

\yhat  the/  (hould  write,  and  how,  and  why  ; 

But  I  conceive,  fuch  folks  are  quite  in 

Miftakes,  jn  theory  of  writing. 

If  once  for  principle  'tis  laid. 

That  thought  is  trouble  to  the  head^ 

I  argue  thus  :  the  world  agrees 

That  he  writes  well,  who  writes  with  eafe  : 

Then  he,  by  fequel  logical, 

Writes  l>tft,  who  never  thinks  at  all. 

Verfe  comes  from  heaven,  like  inward  light ; 
Mere  human  pains  can  ne'er  come  by  't ; 
The  god,  not  we,  the  poem  makes ; 
We  only  tefl  folks  what  he  fpeaks. 
Hence,  when  anatomills  di.^courfe. 
How  like  brutes'  organs  are  to  ours  ; 
They  grant,  if  higher  powers  think  fit, 
A  bear  might  iuon  be  made  a  wit ; 
And  that,  for  any  thing  in  nature, 
Pigs  might  fqueak  love-odes,  dogs  bark  fatlre. 

Meitinon,  though  ftone,  was  counted  vocal; 
But  'tWcis  the  god,  meanwhile,  that  fpokeall. 
Rome  oft  has  heard  a  crofs  liaranguiiig. 
With  prompting  prieft  behind  the  hanging  : 
The  wooden  head  relolv'd  the  quefiion; 
While  you  and  Pettis  help'd  the  jeft  on. 

Your  crabbed  rogues,  that  read  Lucretius, 
Are  againft  gods,  you  know ;  and  teach  us. 
The  gods  make  not  the  poet ;  but 
The  thefis,  vice-vcrfa  put. 
Should  Hebrew-wife  be  underllood ; 
And  means,  the  poet  makes  the  god. 
Egyptian  gardeners  thus  are  faid  to 
Have  fet  the  leeks  they  after  pray'd  to  : 
And  Romifh  bakers  praife  the  deity 
They  chipp'd  while  yet  in  its  paneity. 

That  whon  you  poets  fwear  and  cry. 
The  god  infpires ;  1  rave,  I  die; 
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Tf  inward  wind  does  truly  fwell  ye, 
'T  muft  be  the  cholic  in  your  belly  : 
That  writing  is  but  juft  like  dice, 
And  lucky  mains  make  people  wife  : 
That  jumbled  words,  if  fortune  throw  'em. 
Shall,  well  as  Dryden,  form  a  poem  ; 
Or  make  a  fpeech,  corred  and  witty. 
As  you  know  who — at  the  committee. 

So  atoms  dancing  round  the  centre. 
They  urge,  made  all  things  at  a  venture. 

But,  granting  matters  fliould  be  fpoke 
By  method,  rather  than  by  luck  ; 
This  may  confine  their  younger  ftyle?, 
Whom  Dryden  pedagogues  at  Will's ; 
But  never  could  be  meant  to  tie 
Authentic  wits,  like  you  and  I : 
For  as  young  children,  who  are  tied  in 
Go-carts,  to  keep  their  fteps  from  Aiding; 
When  members  knit,  and  legs  grow  ftronger, 
Make  ufe  of  fuch  machine  no  longer ; 
But  leap/ro  likitu,  andfcout 
On  horfe  call'd  hobby,  or  without ; 
So  when  at  fchool  we  firft  declaim, 
Old  Bufby  walks  us  in  a  theme, 
Whofe  props  fupport  our  infant  vein, 
And  help  the  rickets  in  the  brain  : 
But,  when  our  fouls  their  force  dilate, 
And  thoughts  grow  up  to  wit's  eftate  ; 
In  verfe  or  profe,  we  write  or  chat, 
Not  fixpence  matter  upon  what. 

'Tis  not  how  well  an  author  fays; 
Eut  'tis  how  much,  that  gathers  praile. 
Tonfon,  who  is  himfelf  a  wit, 
Counts  writers'  merits  by  the  Iheet, 
Thus  each  fhould  down  with  all  he  thinks, 
As  boys  eat  bread,  to  fill  up  chinks. 

Kind  Sir,  1  fhould  be  glad  to  fee  you ; 
1  hope  y'  are  well ;  fo  God  be  wi'  you ; 
Was  all  I  thought  at  firft  to  write  ; 
But  things  fince  then  are  alter'd  quite  ; 
Fancies  flow  in,  and  mnfe  flies  high  : 
So  God  knows  when  my  clack  will  lie  : 
1  muft.  Sir,  prattle  on,  as  afore. 
And  beg  your  pardon  yet  this  half-houi . 

So  at  pure  barn  of  loud  Non-con, 
Where  with  rny  granani  I  have  gone, 
When  Lobb  had  lifted  ail  his  text. 
And  I  well  hop'd  the  pudding  next ; 
"  Now  to  apply,"  has  plagu'd  me  more 
Than  all  his  villain  cant  before. 

For  you  religion,  firft,  of  her 
Your  friends  do  favoury  things  aver  : 
Th<y  fay,  file's  honeft  as  your  claret. 
Not  four'd  with  cant,  nor  ftumm'd  with  merit ; 
Your  chamber  is  the  fole  retreat 
Of  chaplains  every  Sunday  night  : 
Of  grace,  no  doubt,  a  certain  iign, 
When  layman  herds  with  man  divine; 
For  if  their  fame  be  juftly  great. 
Who  would  no  Popifti  nuncio  treat ; 
That  his  is  greater,  we  muft  grant, 
Who  will  treat  nuncios  Proteftant. 
One  fingle  pofitive  weighs  more. 
You  kno^,  than  negatives  a  {core- 


In  politics,  I  hear,  you're  ftanch, 
Dire6lly  bent  againft  the  French; 
Deny  to  have  your  free-born  toe 
Dragoon'd  into  a  wooden  Ihoe  : 
Are  in  no  plots ;  but  fairly  drive  at 
The  public  welfare,  in  youf  private  ; 
And  will  for  England's  glory  try 
Turks,  Jew",  and  Jefuits,  to  defy, 
And  keep  your  places  till  you  die. 

For  mc,  whom  wandering  fortune  threw 
From  what  I  lov'd,  the  town  and  you  : 
Let  me  juft  tell  you  how  my  time  is 
Paft  in  a  country  life. — Imprimis, 
As  foon  as  Phoebus'  rays  infpedt  us, 
Firft,  Sir,  I  read,  and  then  I  breakfaft; 
So  on,  till  forefaid  god  does  fct, 
1  fometlmes  ftudy,  fometimes  cat. 
Thus,  of  your  heroes  and  brave  boys, , 
With  whom  old  Homer  makes  fuch  nolfe. 
The  greateft  acSions  I  can  find, 
Are,  that  they  did  their  work,  and  din'd. 

The  books,  of  which  I'm  chiefly  fond. 
Are  fuch  as  you  have  whilom  conn'd; 
That  treat  of  China's  civil  law. 
And  fubjedls'  right  in  Golconda  ; 
Of  highway  elephants  at  Ceylan, 
That  rob  in  clans,  like  men  o'  th'  Highland; 
Of  apes  that  ftorm,  or  keep  a  town, 
As  well  almoft  as  Count  JLauzun; 
Of  unicorns  and  alligators, 
£ik«,  mermaids,  mummies,  witches,  fatyrs. 
And  twenty  other  ftranger  matters; 
Which,  though  they're  things  I've  no  concern  in. 
Make  all  our  grooms  admire  ray  learning. 

Critics  I  read  on  other  men. 
And  hypers  upon  them  again ; 
From  whofe  remarks  I  give  opinion 
On  twenty  books,  yet  ne'er  look  in  one. 

Then  all  your  wits  that  fleer  and  fliam, 
Down  from  Don  Quixote  to  Tom  Tram; 
From  whom  I  jefts  and  puns  purloin. 
And  flily  put  them  off  for  mine  : 
Fond  to  be  thought  a  country  wit : 
The  reft — when  fate  and  you  think  fit. 

Sometimes  I  climb  my  mare,  and  kick  her 
To  bottled  ale,  and  neighbouring  vicar ; 
Sometimes  at  Stamford  take  a  quart. 
Squire  Shephard's  health — With  all  my  heart- 
Thus,  without  much  delight  or  grief, 
I  fool  away  an  idle  life  : 
Till  Shadwell  from  the  town  retires 
(Chok'd  up  with  fame  and  fea-coal  fires). 

To  blefs  the  wood  with  peaceful  lyric  : 
Then  hey  for  praife  and  panegyric ; 
Juftice  reftor'd,  and  nations  freed. 
And  wreaths  round  William's  glorious  head. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  DORSET. 

WRITTEN  IN   HER  MILTON. 

By  Mr.  BraSury. 

See  here  how  bright  the  firft-born  virgin  flioufj 
And  how  the  firft  fond  lover  was  undone, 
B  b  iiij 
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Such  charming  words,  our  beauteous  mother  fpoke, 
As.  Milton  wrote,  and  fuch  as  yours  her  look. 
Yours,  the  heft  copy  of  th'  original  face, 
Whofe  beauty  was  to  furnifh  all  the  race  : 
Such  chai.ns  no  auth<;r  could  efcape  but  he; 
There's  no  way  to  be  fafe,  but  not  to  fee. 


TO  THE  LADY  DURSLEY. 

ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

Here  reading  how  fond  Adam  was  betray'd. 
And  how  by  fm  Eve's  hlafled  charms  decay'd  ; 
Oiir  common  lofs  unjuftly  you  complain ; 
So  fmall  that  part  of  it,  which  you  ful^ain. 

You  ftill,  fair  mother,  in  your  offspring  trace 
The  flock  of  beauty  deftin'd  for  the  race  : 
Kind  nature,  forming  them,  the  pattern  took 
From  Heaven's  firfl  work,  and  Eve's  original  look. 

You,  happy  faint,  the  ferpent's  power  control : 
Scarce  any  a(9:ual  guilt  defiles  your  foul : 
And  hell  does  o'er  that  mind  vain  triumph  boafl:, 
Which  gains  a  Heaven,  for  earthly  Eden  loft. 

With  virtue  ftrong  as  yours  had  Eve  been  arm'd, 
In  vain  the  fruit  had  blufli'd,  or  ferpent  charm'd  ; 
Nor  had  our  blifs  by  penitence  been  bought ; 
Nor  had  frail  Adam  fall'n,  nor  Milton  wrote. 


TO  MY  LORD  BUCKHURS*r, 

VERY   YCnNG,    PLAYING  WITH  A  CAT. 

The  am.orous  youth,  whofe  tender  breaft 
Was  by  his  darlirg  cat  poffeft, 
Obtain'd  of  Venus  his  dcfire, 
Howe'er  irregular  his  fire  : 
Mature  the  power  of  love  obey'd. 
The  cat  became  a  blufhing  maid  ; 
And,  on  the  happy  change,  the  boy 
Enaploy'd  his  wonder  and  his  joy. 

Take  care,  O  beauteous  child,  take  care, 
Left  thou  prefer  fo  rafli  a  prayer : 
Nor  vainly  hope,  the  queen  of  love 
Will  e'tr  thy  favourite's  charms  improve. 
O  quickly  from  her  ftirine  retreat ; 
Or  tremble  for  thy  darling's  fate. 

The  queen  of  love,  who  foon  will  fee 
Her  own  Adonis  live  in  thee. 
Will  lightly  her  firft  lofs  deplore; 
Will  cafily  forgive  the  boar  : 
Her  eyes  with  tears  no  more  will  flow ; 
With  jealous  rage  her  breaft  will  glow  : 
And,  on  her  tabby  rival's  face. 
She  deep  will  mark  her  new  difgrace. 


AN    ODE. 


My  heavy  eyes,  you  fay,  confefs 

A  heart  to  love  and  grief  inclin'd. 
II. 
There  needs,  alas  I   but  little  art, 

To  hiive  this  fatal  fccret  found  ; 
With  the  fame  eafe  you  threw  the  dart. 

'Tis  certain  you  can  fhow  the  wound. 
III. 
How  can  I  fee  you,  and  not  love, 

While  you  as  opening  eaft  are  fair  ? 
While  cold  as  nothern  blafts  you  prove, 

How  can  I  love,  and  not  defpair  ? 

IV. 

The  wretch  in  double  fetters  bound 
Your  potent  mercy  may  releafe  : 

Soon,  if  my  love  but  once  were  crown'd. 
Fair  prophetef?,  my  grief  would  ceafe, ' 


A    SONG. 


In  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover, 
You  wifh  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 
Alas  1   what  winds  can  happy  prove, 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  1  love  i 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  thofe  that  I  fuftain. 
From  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain  ? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choofe 
To  wilh  the  wildeft  tempeft  loofe  : 
That,  thrown  again  upon  the  coaft. 
Where  firft  my  fhipwreck'd  heart  was  loft, 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 


BiLf  from  our  looks,  fair  nymph,  you  guefs 
The  fecret  paflioiis  of  our  mind ; 


THE  DESPAIRING  SHEPHERD. 

Alexis  fhunn'd  his  fellow-fwains. 
Their  rural  fports,  and  jocund  ftrains  : 

(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow!) 
He  loft  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks ; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocks, 

He  nourifti'd  endlefs  woe. 

The  nymphs  and  fliepherds  round  him  came  : 
His  grief  fome  pity,  others  blame  ; 

The  fatal  caufe  all  kindly  feek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears; 

He  figh'd,  but  would  not  fpeak. 

Clorinda  came  among  the  reft; 
And  fhe  too  kind  concern  expreft, 

And  allc'd  the  reafon  of  his  woe  : 
She  afk'ti,  but  with  an  air  and  mien, 
I'hat  made  it  eafily  forefeen. 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  fliepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head|  . 
And  will  yoj^  pardon  iv.e,  he  faid, 
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While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
Which  nothing  from  my  breaft  Ihould  tear  ; 
ilVhich  ('.ever  fliould  offend  your  ear. 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

'Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain; 

You  are  the  caufe  of  all  my  care  ; 
Yi.'ur  eyes  ten  thoufand  dangers  dart; 
I'en  thoufand  torments  vex  my  heart : 

I  love,  and  I  licfpair. 

Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  : 

'Tis  what  I  thought ;  'tis  what  I  fear'd  : 

And  yet  I  pardon  you,  Qie  cried  : 
But  you  Ihall  promife  ne'er  again 
*J'o  breathe  your  vows,  or  fpeak  your  pain  : 

Jtlc  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  died. 


TO  THE 

HON.  CHARLES  MONTAGUE,  ESQ^ 

AFTERWARDS   EARL  OF  HALIFAX. 
I. 

Howe'er,  'tis  well,  that  while  mankind 

Through  fate's  perverfe  meander  erre. 
He  can  imagin'd  pleafures  find. 

To  combat  againfl  real  cares. 
II. 
Pancies  and  notions  he  purfues. 

Which  ne'er  had  being  but  in  thought; 
Each,  like  the  Grecian  artift,  woos 

The  image  he  himfelf  has  wrought. 
III. 
Againfl:  experience  he  believes ; 

He  argues  againft  demonllration  ; 
pleas'd,  when  his  reafon  he  deceives ; 

And  fets  his  judgment  by  his  pafiion. 

IV. 

The  hoary 'fool,  who  many  days 

Has  ftruggled  with  continued  forrow, 

Renews  his  hope,  and  blindly  lays 
The  defperate  belt  upon  to-morrow. 

V. 

To-morrow  comes;  'tis  noon,  'tis  night; 

This  day  like  all  the  former  flies  : 
Yet  on  he  runs,  to  feek  delight 

To-morrow,  till  to-night  he  dies. 

VI. 

Our  hopes,  like  towering  falcons,  aim 

At  objeds  in  an  airy  height : 
The  little  pleafure  of  the  game 

Is  from  afar  to  view  the  flight. 

Vll. 

Our  anxious  pains  we,  all  the  day. 

In  fearch  of  what  we  like,  employ  ; 
Scorning  at  night  the  worthlefs  prey, 

We  find  the  labour  gave  the  joy. 
vui. 
At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appear  : 
■Thev  Icfe  their  forms,  and  make  a  mafs 

Conftjb'd  and  black,  if  brought  tQO  near. 
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If  we  fee  right,  we  fee  our  woes: 
Then  what  avails  it  to  have  eyes  ? 

Frciii  ignorance  our  comfort  flows  : 
I'he  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

X. 

We  wearied  (hould  lie  down  in  death  : 
This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more. 

If  you  thought  fame  but  empty  breath, 
1,  Philllsbut  a  perjur'd  whore. 
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Our  hopes,  like  towering  falcons^  aim 

At  obje6ls  in  an  airy  height ; 
But  all  the  pleafure  ot  the  game 

Is  afar  off  to  view  the  flight. 

The  worthlefs  prey  hut  only  (hows 

The  joy  conhrted  in  the  ftrife  ; 
Whate'er  we  take,  as  foon  we  lofe 

la  Homer's  riddle  and  in  life. 

So,  whiifl  in  feverilh  fleeps  we  think 

We  tafle  what  waking  we  defirc. 
The  dream  is  better  than  the  drink, 

Which  only  feeds  the  fickly  fire. 

To  the  mind's  eye  things  will  appear. 
At  diftance  through  an  artful  glafs  ; 

Bring  but  the  flattering  objedls  near, 
They're  all  a  fenfelefs  gloomy  maf;. 

Seeing  aright,  we  fee  our  woes; 

Then  what  avails  it  to  have  €yes  ? 
From  ignorance  our  comfort  flows, 

1  he  only  wretched  are  the  wife. 

We  wearied  fhould  lie  down  in  death. 

This  cheat  of  life  would  take  no  more; 
If  you  thought  fame  but  ftinking  breath. 

And  Phillis  but  a  perjur'd  whore. 


AD  VIRUM  DOCTISSIMUM  DOMINOM  SAMrtLUXJ 
SHAW,  CUM  THESES  DE  ICTERO  PRO  GRADQ 
DOCTORIS  DEFENDERET,   4    JUNII,  1692. 

Phoebe  potens  favis  morbis  vel  Isdere  gentes, 

i.jefas  folerti  vel  relevare  manu, 
Afpice  tu  decus  hoc  noftrum,  placidufque  fatere 

Indomitus  quantum  profit  in  arte  labor  :  j 

Non  iderum  poflhac  pollemve  minaberis  orbi. 

Fortius  hie  juvenis  dum  medicamen  habet : 
Mitte  dehinc  iras,  et  nato  carmina  dona  ; 

Negledtum  teluna  dejice,  fume  lyram. 


TRANSLATION. 

BY  MR.  COOKE. 

O  '.  Phoebus,  deity,  whofe  powerful  hand 
Can  fpread  difeafes  through  the  joyful  laud; 
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Alike  all  powerful  to  relieve  the  pain, 
And  bid  the  groaning  nations  fmiie  again  ; 
When  this  our  price  you  fee,  confefs  you  find 
In  kjm  what  an  can  do  with  labour  join'd  : 
No  more  the  world  thy  direful  threats  (liall  fear. 
While  he,  the  youth,  our  remedy,  is  near; 
Supprefs  thy  rage  ;  with  verfe  thy  fon  infpire, 
The  dart  negleded,  to  affume  the  lyre. 


ON  THE  TAKING  OF  NAMUR. 

The  town  which  Louis  bought,  NafTau  recla  ms, 
And  brings  inftead  of  bribes  avenging  flames. 
Now,  Louis,  take  thy  titles  from  above, 
Boileau  (hall  fing,  and  we'll  believe  thee  Jove  : 
Jove  gain'd  his  miftrefs  with  alluring  gold, 
But  Jove  like  thee  was  impotent  and  old  I 
Adtivc  and  young  did  he  like  William  (land, 
He  'ad  ftunn'd  the  dame,  his  thunder  in  hit  hand. 


ODE, 

IM  IMITATION    OF    HORACE,   III.  OD.  II. 

IVritten  in  1692. 


How  long,  deluded  Albion,  wilt  thou  lie 
In  the  lethargic  fleep,  the  fad  repofe. 
By  which  thy  clofe,  thy  conflant  enemy, 
Has  foftly  luU'd  thee  to  thy  woes  ? 
Or  wake,  degenerate  ifle,  or  ceafe  to  own 
What  thy  old  kings  in  Gallic  camps  have  done; 
The  fpoils  they  brought  thee  back,  the  crowns 

they  won ; 
William  (fo  fate  requires)  again  is  arm'd ; 

Thy  father  to  the  field  is  gone  : 
Again  Maria  weeps  her  abfent  lord, 
For  thy  repofe  content  to  rale  alore. 
Are  thy  enervate  fons  not  yet  alarm'd  .' 
When  William  fights,  dare  they  look  tamely  on, 
So  flow  to  get  their  ancient  fame  reftor'd, 
As  not  to  melt  at  beauty's  tears,  nor  follow  va- 
lour's fword  ? 

n. 
Sec  the  repenting  ifle  awakes, 
Htr  vicious  chains  the  generous  goddefu  breaks  : 
The  fogs  around  her  te.-nplcs  are  difpell'd  ; 
Abroad  flic  looks,  and  fees  arm'd  Beigia  fland 
Prepar'd  to  meet  their  common  Lord's  command; 
Her  lions  roaring  by  her  fide,  her  arrow  in  her 
hand : 
And,  blufliing  to  have  been  fo  long  with-held, 
Weeps  off  her  crime,  and  haftens  to  the  field. 
Henceforth  her  youth  ftiall  be  innur'd  to  bear 

Hazardous  toil  and  aiftive  war; 
T"  march  beneath  the  dog-ftar's  raging  heat. 
Patient  of  fummer's  drought,  and  martial  fweat; 
>\nd  <nly  grieve  in  winter's  camp  to  find 
Its  days  too  ftiort  for  labours  they  defign'd  : 
All  night  beneath  hard  heavy  arms  to  watch  ; 
Alidayto  mount  the  trench, to ftorm  the  breach; 
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And  all  the  rugged  paths  to  trea^, 
Where  William  and  his  virtue  led. 

HI. 

Silence  is  the  foul  of  war ; 

Deliberate  counfel  muft  prepare 
The  mighty  work,  which  valour  muft  complete  ; 
Thus  William  refcued,  thus  preferves  the  ftate  : 

Thus  tenches  us  to  think  and  dare. 
As  whilfl  his  cannon  juft  prepar'd  to  breathe 

Avenging  ariger  and  fwift  death, 
In  the  tried  metal  the  clofe  dangers  glow, 

And  now,  too  late,  the  dying  foe 
Perceives  the  flame,  yet  cannot  ward  the  blow; 
So  whilft  in  William's  breaft  ripe  cotmfcls  Ue, 

Secret  and  fure  as  brooding  fate. 

No  more  of  his  defign  appears. 

Than  what  awakens  Gallia's  fears; 
And  (though  guilt's  eye  can  Iharpty  penetrate) 

Dlfirafted  Louis  can  defcry 
Only  a  long  unmeafur'd  rain  nigh. 

IV. 

On  Norman  coafts  and  banks  of  frighted  Seine 

1,0  '.  the  impending  florms  begin  : 
Britannia  fafely  through  her  mailer's  fea 

Plows  up  her  vi(5lorious  way. 
The  French  Salmoneus  throws  his  bolts  in  vain, 
Whilft  the  true  thundercr  afl"erts  the  main: 
'Tis  done  !  to  {helves  and  rocks  his  fleets  retire. 

Swift  vicflory  in  vengeful  flames 
Burns  down  the  pride  of  their  prefumptuous  names 

They  run  to  ftiipwreck  to  avoid  our  fire. 
And  the  torn  veflels  that  regain  their  coaft 
Are  but  fad  marks  to  fliow  the  reft  are  loft  : 
All  this  the  mild,  the  beauteous  Queen  has  done, 
And  William's  fofter  half  fnakes  Louis's  throne  ; 

Maria  does  the  fea  command 
Whilft  Gallia  flies  her  hulband's  arms  by  land. 
So,  the  fun  abfent,  with  full  fway  the  moon 
Governs  the  ifles,  and  rules  the  waves  alone  : 
So  Juno  thunders  when  her  Jove  is  gone, 
lo  Britannia  !  loofe  thy  ocean's  chains, 
Whilft  Rufl"el  ftrikes  the  blow  thy  queen  ordains ; 
Thus  rtfcued,  thus  revcr'd,  for  ever  ftand. 
And  blefs  the  counfel,  and  reward  the  hand, 

lo  Britannia  !  thy  Maria  reigns. 

V. 

From  Maiy's  conquefts,  and  the  refcued  main, 
I^et  France  look  forth  to  Sambre's  armed  fliore. 
And  boaft  her  joy  for  William's  death  no  more. 
He  lives ;  let  France  confefs,  the  vidor  lives  : 
Her  triumphs  for  his  death  were  vain. 
And  fpoke  her  terror  of  his  life  too  plain. 
The  mighty  years  begin,  the  day  draws  nigh. 
In  which  that  one  of  Louis'  many  wives. 
Who,  by  the  baleful  force  of  guilty  charms. 
Has  long  enthrall'd  him  in  her  wither'd  arms, 
Shall  o'er  the  plains,  from  diftant  towers  on  high, 

Caft  around  her  mournful  eye, 

And  with  prophetic  forrow  cry  ; 
"  Why  does  my  ruin'd  lord  retard  his  flight  ? 
Why  does  defpair  provoke  his  age  to  fight  ? 
As  well  the  wolf  may  venture  to  engage 
The  angry  lion's  generous  rage ; 
The  ravenous  vulture,  and  the  bird  of  night, 
As  fafely  tempt  the  flooping  eagle's  flight ; 
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As  Louis  to  unequal  arms  defy 
Yon'  hero,  crown'd  with  blooming  visSpry, 
Juft  triumphing  o'er  rebel-rage  reftrain'd. 
And  yet  unbreath'd  from  battles  gain'd. 
See  1   all  yon'  dufty  field's  quite  cover'd  o'er 
With  hollile  troops,  and  Orange  at  their  head ; 
Orange,  deftin'd  to  complete 
The  great  defigns  of  labouring  fate; 
Orange,  the  name  that  tyrants  dread; 
He  comes ;  our  ruin'd  empire  is  no  more : 
Down,  like  the  Perfian,  goes  the  Gallic  throne ; 
Darius  flies,  young  Amnion  urges  on." 

VI. 

Now  from  the  dubious  battle's  mingled  heat. 
Let  fear  luok  back,  and  ftretch  her  hafly  vving. 
Impatient  to  fecure  a  bnfe  retreat : 
Let  the  pale  coward  leave  his  wounded  king, 

For  the  vile  privilege  to  breathe. 
To  live  with  fhame  in  dread  of  glorious  death! 
In  vain  ;  for  fate  has  fwifter  wi.-lgs  than  fear, 
She  follows  hard,  and  ftrikeshim  in  the  rear; 
Dying  and  mad  the  traitor  bites  the  ground. 
His  back  transfix'd  with  a  diflionefl  wound; 
Whilll  through  the  fiercefl  troops,  and  thickeft 
prefs, 

Virtue  carries  on  fuccefs ; 
■Wbilft  equal  heaven  guards  thedlftinguifli'd  brave, 
And  armies  cannot-  hurt  whom  angels  fave. 

VII. 

Virtue  to  verfc  iirmortal  luftre  gives, 

Each  by  the  other's  mutual  freindfhip  lives ; 

./Eneas  fuffer'd,  arid  Achilles  fought, 

The  hero's  aifls  enlarg'd  the  poet's  thoughtj 

Or  Virgil's  majeily,  and  Homer's  rage, 

Had  ne'er,  like  lailing  nature,  vanquiih'd  age. 

Whilft  Louis  then  his  rifmg  terror  drowns 

With  drums'  alarms,  and  trumpets'  founds, 
Whilft,  hid  in  arm'd  retreats,  and  guarded  towns, 

From  danger  as  from  honour  far. 
He  bribes  clofe  murder  againft  open  war : 

In  vain  you  Gallic  mufes  ftrive 
With  labour'd  verfe  to  keep  his  fame  alive  : 
Your  mouldering  monuments  in  vain  ye  raife 
On  the  weak  bafis  of  the  tyrant's  praife  : 
Your  fongs  are  fold,  your  numbers  are  profane, 

'Tis  incenfc  to  an  idol  given. 

Meat  offer'd  to  Prometheus'  man 

That  had  no  foul  from  heaven. 
Againft  his  will,  you  chain  your  frighted  king 

On  rapid  Rhine's  divided  bed; 

And  mock  your  hero,  whilft  ye  fing 

The  wounds  for  which  he  never  bled  ; 
Falfehood  does  poifon  on  your  praife  difFufe, 
And  Louis'  fear  gives  death  to  Boileau's  mufe. 

VIII. 

Od  its  own  worth  true  majefty  is  rear'd. 

And  virtue  is  her  own  reward ; 
With  folid  beams  and  native  glory  bright. 
She  neither  darknefs  dreads,  nor  covets  light ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  fix'd  to  inborn  laws, 
Nor  funk,  by  fpite,  not  lifted  by  applaufe. 
She  from  her  fettled  orb  looks  calmly  down. 
On  life  or  death,  a  prifon  or  a  crown. 
When  bound  in  double  chains  poor  Belgia  lay, 
To  foreign  arms  and  inward  lUife'a  prey, 


Whilft  one  good  man  buoy'd  up  her  finking  ftatei 
And  virtue  labour'd  againft  fate; 
When  fortune  bafely  with  ambition  joiu'd. 
And  all  was  conquer'd  but  the  patriot's  mind ; 

When  ftorms  let  loofe,  and  raging  feas, 
Juft  ready  the  torn  veffel  to  o'erwhelm, 
Forc'd  not  the  faithful  pilot  from  his  helm, 
Nor  all  the  Syren  fongs  of  future  peace. 
And  dazzling  profpedl  of  a  promis'd  crown. 

Could  lure  his  ftubborn  virtue  down; 
But  againft  charms,  and  threats,  and  hell,  he  flood, 

To  that  which  was  feverely  good ; 
Then,  had  no  trophies  juftifiedhis  fame. 
No  poet  bleft  his  fong  with  Naffau's  name. 
Virtue  alone  did  all  that  honour  brinf, 
And  heaven  as  plainly  pointed  out  the  king. 

As  when  he  at  the  altar  ftood 

In  all  his  types  and  robes  of  power, 
Whilft  at  his  feet  religious  Britain  bow'd, 
And  own  him  next  to  what  we  there  adore. 

IX. 

Say,  joyful  Maefe,  and  Boyne's  vidorious  flood, 
(For  each  has  mixt  his  waves  with  royal  blood) 
When  William's  armies  paft,  did  he  retire, 
Or  view  from  far  the  battle's  diftant  fire  ? 
Could  he  believe  his  perfon  was  too  dear  * 
Or  ufe  his  greainefs  to  conceal  his  fear  ? 
Could  prayers  or  fighs  the  dauntlefs  hero  move  ? 
Arm'd  with  heaven's  jufticc,  and  his  people's  lore. 
Through  the  firft  waves  he  wing'd  his  venturous 
way, 
And  on  the  adverfc  fliore  arofe, 
(Ten  thoufand  flying  deaths  in  vain  oppofe). 

Like  the  great  ruler  of  the  day. 
With  ftrength  and  fwiftnefs  mounting  from  the  fea: 
Like  him  all  day  he  toil'd;   but  long  in  night 
The  god  has  eas'd  his  wearied  light. 
Ere  vengeance  left  the  ftubborn  foes. 
Or  William's  labours  found  repofe  ? 
When  his  troops  faulter'd,  ftept  not  he  between  ? 
Reftor'd  the  dubious  fight  again, 
Mark'd  out  the  coward  that  durft  fly. 
And  led  the  fainting  brave  to  victory  ? 
Still  as  (he  fled  him,  did  he  not  o'ertake 
Her  doubtful  courfe  ftill  brought  her  bleeding  back? 
By  his  keen  fword  did  not  the  boldefi  fall .'' 

Was  he  not  king,  commander,  foldier,  all? 

His  dangers  fuch  as,  with  becoming  dread. 
His  fubjeifts  yet  unborn  ftiall  weep  to  read  : 
And  were  not  thofe  the  only  days  that  e'er 

The  pious  prince  refus'd  to  hear 
His  friends'  advices,  or  his  fubjeds'  prayer  ? 

X. 

Where'er  old  Rhine  his  fruitful  water  turns. 
Or  fills  his  vaffals'  tributary  urns ; 
To  Belgia's  fav'd  dominions,  and  the  fea, 
Whofe  righted  waves  rejoice  in  William's  fway ; 
'f  there  a  town  where  children  are  not  taught. 
Here  Holland  profper'd,  for  here  Orange  fought; 
Through  rapid  waters,  and  through  flying  fire ; 
Here  rufli'd  the  prince,  here  made  whole  France 

retire  ? 
By  different  nations  be  his  valour  bleft. 

In  different  languages  confeft ; 

And  then  let  Shannon  fpeak  the  reft  : 
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Let  Shannon  fpeak,  how  on  her  wondering  ftiore, 
\Vhen  conqutft  licvering  on  his  arms  did  wait. 
And  only  aCc'd  fome  lives  to  bribe  her  o'er; 
The  god-like  man,  the  more  than  conqueror, 
With  high  contempt  font  back  thefpecious  bait: 
And,  fcorning  glory  at  a  price  too  great, 
"With  fo  much  power,  fuch  piety  did  join, 
As  made  a  perfcift  virtue  foar 
A  pitch  unknown  to  man  before; 
And  lifted  Shannon's  waves  o'er  thofe  of  Boyixe. 

Xi. 

Nor  do  his  fubjcAs  only  fhare 
The  pri.fj  erous  fruits  of  his  indulgent  reign  ; 
H-.s  enemies  approve  the  pious  war. 
Which,  with  their  weapon,  takes  away  their  chain. 
More  than  his  fword  his  goodncfs  ftrikes  his  foes  ; 
They  blefs  his  arms,  and  figh  they  muft  oppofe. 
Jufti'ce  and  freedom  on  his  conquefls  wait  ; 
And  'tis  for  man's  delight  that  he  is  great : 
Succeeding  times  flia.l  with  long  joy  contend, 
If  he  were  more  a  viiflcr,  or  a  friend  : 
So  much  his  courage  and  his  mercy  flrive, 
He  wounds,  to  cure;  and  conquers,  to  forgive. 

XII. 

Ye  heroes,  that  have  fought  your  country's  caufe, 
Redrefs'd  her  injuries,  or  form'd  her  laws. 
To  my  adventurous  fong  juft  witnefs  bear, 
Aflift  the  pious  mufe,  and  hear  her  fwear ; 
That  'ris  no  poet's  thought,  no  flight  of  youth, 
■     But  folid  ftory,  and  fevereft  truth. 
That  William  treafures  up  a  greater  name, 
1  han  any  country,  any  age,  can  boaft  •. 

And  all  that  ancient  flock  of  fame 

He  did  from  his  fore-fathers  take, 
He  has  improv'd,  and  gives  with  intereft  back ; 
And  in  his  conftellation  does  unite 
Their  fcatter'd  rays  of  fainter  light : 
Above  or  Envy's  lalh,  or  Fortune's  wheel 

That  fettled  glorj'  fhall  for  ever  dwell  : 
Above  the  rolling  orbs,  and  common  Iky, 

Where  nothing  comes  that  e'er  fhall  die. 

XIII. 

Where  roves  the  mufe  ?  Where,  thoughtlcfs  to  re- 
turn, 

Is  her  fhortliv'd  veffel  borne, 
By  potent  winds  too  fubjedl  tfe  be  toft. 
And  in  the  lea  of  William's  praifes  loft  ? 
Nor  let  her  temj^t  that  deep,  nor  make  the  fhore, 

Where  our  abandon'd  youth  flie  fees, 
Shipwreck'd  in  luxury,  and  loft  in  eafe  ; 
Whom  nor  Britannia's  danger  can  alarm, 

Nor  William's  exemplary  virtue  warm  : 
Tell  them,  howe'er,  the  king  can  yet  forgive 
Their  guilty  floth,  their  homage  yet  receive. 

And  let  their  wounded  honour  live  : 
But  fnre  and  fuddcn  be  their  juft  remorfe ; 
bwift  be  their  virtue's  rife,  and  ftrong  its  courfe  ; 
For  though  for  certain  years  and  deftin'd  times, 

Merit  has  lain  confus'd  with  crimes ; 
Though  Jove  feem'd  negligent  of  human  cares, 
Tier  fcourg'd  our  follies,  nor  return'd  our  prayers, 
His  juftice  now  demands  the  equal  fcales, 
Sedition  is  fupprefs'd,  and  truth  prevails  : 
Fate  its  great  ends  by  flow  degrea*  attains, 
And  Europe  is  redeein'd,  and  WUliam  reigns. 


HYMN   TO   THE    SUN. 
Set  by  Br.  H.  Purcell. 

AND  INTCNHED    TO   BE    SUMC.  BEFORE    THEIR    MAfl, 
JESTIES   ON    new-year's  DAY,  l693-4. 


Light  of  the  world,  and  ruler  of  the  year. 
With  happy  fpeed  begin  thy  great  career ; 
And,  as  thou  doft  thy  radiant  journies  run, 
Ihrough  every  diftant  climate  own 
That  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  feen 
The  greateft  prince,  the  brighteft  queen, 
That  ever  fav'ft  a  land,  or  bleft  a  throne. 
Since  firft  thy  beams  were  fpread,  or  genial  powef 
was  known. 

II. 
So  may  thy  godhead  be  confeft. 
So  the  returning  year  be  bleft, 
As  his  infant  months  beftow 
Springing  wreaths  for  William's  brow: 
As  his  fummer's  youth  fhall  fhed 
Eternal  fvveets  around  Maria's  head. 
From  the  bleflir.gs  they  beftow, 

Our  times  are  dated,  and  our  jeras  move  : 
They  govern  and  enlighten  all  below. 
As  thou  doft  all  above. 

III. 
Let  our  hero  in  the  war 
Active  and  fierce,  like  thee,  appear  ; 
Like  thee,  great  fon  of  Jove,  like  thee 
When,  clad  in  rifing  majefty, 
Thou  marcheft  down  o'er  Delos'  hill  confeft. 
With  ail  thy  arrows  arm'd,  in  all  thy  glory  dreft. 
Like  thee,  the  hero  does  his  arms  employ, 

The  raging  Pychon  to  deftroy. 
And  give  the  irjur'd  nations  peace  and  joy. 

IV. 

From  faireft  years,  and  time's  more  happy  flores- 

Gather  all  the  fmiling  hours; 
Such  as  with  friendly  care  have  guarded 

Patriots  and  kings  in  rightful  wars ; 
Such  as  %vith  conqueft  have  rewarded 

Triumphant  viiftors'  happy  cares; 
Such  as  ftory  has  recorded 
Sacred  to  Nafl'au's  long  renown, 
For  countries  fav'd,  and  battles  won. 

V. 

March  them  again  in  fair  array. 
And  bid  them  form  the  happy  day. 
The  happy  day  dcfign'd  to  wait 
On  William's  fame,  and  Europe's  fate. 

Let  the  happy  day  be  crown'd 
With  great  event,  and  fair  fuccefs: 

No  brighter  in  the  year  be  found, 
But  that  which  brings  the  viiSor  home  in  peace, 

VI. 

Again  thy  godhead  we  implore. 
Great  in  wifdom  as  in  power; 
Again,  for  good  Maria's  fake,  and  ours, 

Choofe  out  other  fmiling  hours  ; 
Such  as  with  Joyous  wings  have  fled. 

When  happy  counfds  weic  advifingj 
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SucTi  as  have  lucky  omens  fhcd 

O'er  forming  laws,  and  empires  rlfing; 
Such  as  many  courfes  ran, 
Hand  in  hand  a  goodly  train,  r 

To  blefs  the  great  Eliza's  reign ; 
And  in  the  typic  glory  fliow 
IVhat  fuller  blifs  Maria  fliall  beftovr. 

Vll. 

As  the  folemn  hours  advance. 
Mingled  fend  into  the  dance 
Many  fraught  with  all  the  treafures. 

Which  thy  eaftern  travel  views ; 
Many  wing'd  with  all  the  pleafures, 
Man  can  a(k,  or  heaven  diffufe  : 
That  great  Maria  all  thofe  joys  may  know. 
Which,  frcm  her  cares,  upon  her  fubjeifts  flow. 

VIII. 

For  thy  own  glory  fmg  our  fovereign's  praifc, 
God  of  verfes  and  of  days  : 
Let  all  thy  tuneful  fons  adorn 

Their  lading  work  with  William's  name  ; 
JLet  chofen  mufes  yet  unborn 
Take  great  Maria  for  their  future  theme  : 
Eternal  ftrudtures  let  them  raife 
On  William's  and  Maria's  praife  : 
Nor  want  new  fubjedl  for  the  fong. 

Nor  fear  they  can  exhauft  the  flore, 
Till  nature's  mufic  lies  unftrung; 
Till  thou,  great  god,  fhait  lofe  thy  double  power. 
And  touch  thy  lyre,  and  ftioot  thy  beams  no  more. 


THE  LADY'S  LOOKING-GLASS. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    A    GREEK    IDYLLIUM. 

Celia  and  I  the  other  day 
Walk'd  o'er  the  fand-hitls  to  the  fea : 
The  fctting  fun  adorn'd  the  coaft, 
His  beams  entire,  his  fiercenefs  loft  : 
And,  on  the  furfacc  of  the  deep, 
The  winds  lay  only  not  afleep  : 
The  nymph  did  like  the  fcene  appear, 
Serenely  pleafant,  calmly  fair  : 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 
With  fecret  joy  I  heard  her  fay, 
That  fhe  would  never  mifs  one  day 
A  walk  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change  !  the  winds  grow  high  ; 
Impending  tempefts  charge  the  fky; 
The  lightning  flies,  the  thunder  roars; 
And  big  waves  lalh  the  frighten'd  fhores. 
Struck  with  the  horror  of  the  fight. 
She  turns  her  head,  and  wings  her  flight : 
And,  trembling,  vows  fhe'll  ne'er  again 
Approach  the  fhore,  or  view  the  main. 

Once  more  at  leaft  look  back,  faid  I, 
Thyfelf  in  that  large  glafs  defcry  : 
When  thou  art  in  good-humour  dreft  ; 
When  gentle  reafon  rules  thy  breaft  ; 
The  fun  upon  the  calmefl  fea 
Appears  not  half  fo  bright  as  thee  : 
'  fis  then  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  the  boundlcfs  depth  of  love  : 


I  blefs  my  chain  ;  I  hand  my  oar  ; 
Nor  thisk  on  all  I  left  on  fliore. 

But  when  vain  doubt  and  groundIe£s  fear 
Do  that  dear  foolifh  bofom  tear; 
When  the  big  lip  and  watery  eye 
Tell  me,  the  rifing  ftorm  is  nigh ; 
'Tis  then,  thou  art  yon'  angry  main, 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  dalh'd  by  rain  j 
And  the  poor  failor,  that  muft  try 
Its  fury,  labours  lefs  than  I, 

Shipwreck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I  make. 
While  love  and  fate  ftill  drive  me  back : 
Forc'd  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  firft,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd  when  nigh, 
I  with  thee,  or  without  thee,  die. 
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LOVE  AND  FRIENDSHIP: 

A  PASTORAL. 
By  Mrs,  Elizabeth  Singer,  afterivards  Rozve, 

AMARYLLIS. 

V/hile  from  the  ikies  the  ruddy  fun  defcends. 
And  rifing  night  the  evening  (hade  extends ; 
While  pearly  dews  o'erfpread  the  fruitful  field. 
And  clofing  flowers  reviving  odours  yield  : 
Let  us,  beneath  thefe  fpreading  trees,  recite 
What  from  our  hearts  our  mufes  may  indite. 
Nor  need  we,  in  this  clofe  retirement,  fear. 
Left,  any  fwain  our  amorous  fecrets  hear. 

SYLVIA. 

To  every  (hepherd  I  would  mine  proclaim  ; 

Since  fair  Aminta  is  my  fofteft  theme  : 

A  ftranger  to  the  loofe  delights  of  love, 

My  thoughts  the  noblerwarmth  of  friendfliip  prove: 

And,  while  its  pure  and  facred  fire  I  fing, 

Chafte  goddefs  of  the  groves,  thy  fucconr  bring. 

AMARYLLIS. 

Propitious  god  of  love,  my  breaft  infpire 
With  all  thy  charms,  with  all  thy  pleafing  fire ; 
Propitious  god  of  love,  thy  fuccour  bring, 
Whilft  I  thy  darling,  thy  Alexis  fing  ; 
Alexis,  as  the  opening  bloflbms  fair. 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  yielding  air. 
For  him  each  virgin  fighs ;  and  on  the  plains 
The  happy  youth  above  each  rival  reigns. 
Nor  to  the  echoing  groves,  and  whi/pering  fpring, 
In  fweeter  ftrains  does  artful  Conon  fing  ; 
When  loud  applaufes  fill  the  crowded  groves, 
And  Phcebus  the  fuperior  fong  approves. 

SYLVIA. 

Beauteous  Aminta  is  as  early  light, 
Breaking  the  melancholy  flfiades  of  night. 
When  ftie  is  near,  all  anxious  trouble  flies. 
And  our  reviving  hearts  confefs  her  eyes. 
Young  love,  and  blooming  joy,  and  gay  defires 
In  every  breaft  the  beauteous  nymph  infpires; 
And  on  the  plain  when  flie  no  more  appears. 
The  plain  a  dark  and  gloomy  profpeA  wears. 
In  vain  the  ftreams  roll  on  :  the  eaftern  breeze 
Dances  in  vain  among  the  trembling  trees  : 
In  vain  the  birds  begin  their  evening  fong, 
And  to  the  filent  night  their  notes  prolong  : 
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fioT  groves,  nor  cryftal  flreams,  nor  verdant  field, 
Docs  wonted  plcafure  in  her  abfence  yield. 

AMARTLLIS. 

And,  in  his  abfence,  all  the  penfive  day 
In  fome  obfcure  retreat  I  lonely  ftray ; 
All  day  to  the  repeating  caves  complain, 
In  mournful  accents,  and  a  dying  ftrain  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  I  cry  to  all  around  ; 
Dear  lovely  youth,  the  flattering  vales  refound. 

SYLVIA. 

On  flowery  banks,  by  every  murmuring  (IreatB, 
Aminta  is  my  mufe's  fofteft  theme  : 
'Tis  flie  that  does  my  artful  notes  refine  :       [fhlne. 
With  fair  Aminta's  name  my  nobleft  verfc  fliall 

AMARYLLIS. 

I'll  twine  frefli  garlands  for  Alexis'  brows, 
Aiid  confecrate  to  him  eternal  vows  : 
The  charming  youth  fliall  my  Apollo  prove; 
He  fliall  adorn  my  fongs,and  tune  my  voice  to  love. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  FOREGOING 
PASTORAL. 

By  Sylvia  if  thy  charming  fclf  be  mea^it ; 
Jf  friendfliip  be  thy  virgin  vows  extent : 
Oh  1  let  me  in  Aminta's  praifes  join  : 
Her's  my  efteem  fliall  be,  my  paflion  thine. 
When  for  thy  head  the  garland  I  prepare, 
Afecond  wreath  fliall  bind  Aminta's  hair; 
And,  when  thy  choiceft  fongs  thy  worth  proclaim, 
Alternate  verfe  fliall  blefs  Aminta's  name ; 
My  heart  fliall  own  the  juftice  of  her  caufe, 
And  love  himfelf  fubmit  to  friendfliip's  laws. 

But  if,  beneath  thy  number's  foft  difguife. 
Some  favour'd  fwain,  fome  tiue  Alexis  lies; 
If  Amaryllis  breathes  thy  fecret  pains, 
And  thy  fond  heart  beats  meafure  to  thy  ftrains; 
May'ft  thou,  howe'er  I  grieve,  for  ever  find 
The  flame  propitious,  and  the  lover  kind  1 
May  Vsnus  long  exert  her  happy  pawer, 
And  make  thy  beauty,  like  thy  verfe,  endure  I 
May  every  god  his  friendly  aid  afford. 
Pan  guard  thy  flock,  and  Ceres  blefs  thy  board  '■ 

But,  if  by  chance  the  feries  of  thy  joys 
Permit  one  thought  lefs  cheerful  to  arife, 
Piteous  to  transfer  it  to  the  mournful  fwain. 
Who,  loving  much,  who,  not  belov'd  again. 
Feels  an  ill-fated  paflion's  lad  excefs. 
And  dies  in  woe,  that  thou  may'ft  live  in  peace. 


TO  A  LADY 


Sit  refujing  to  continue  a  Diffute  lultb  me,  and  leading 
me  in  the  Argument. 


Spare,  generous  vI<5lor,  Ijpare  the  flave, 
Who  did  unequal  war  purfue  ; 

That  more  than  triumph  he  might  have, 
ia  bting  overcome  by  you. 


In  the  difpute  whate'er  I  faid, 

My  heart  was  by  my  tongue  belied ;. 
Arid  in  my  looks  you  might  have  read 

How  much  I  argued  on  your  fide. 
III. 
You,  far  from  danger  as  from  fear, 

Might  have  fu.lain'd  an  open  fight : 
For  feldom  your  opinions  err, 

Your  eyes  arc  always  in  the  right. 

IV. 

Why,  fair  one,  would  you  not  rely 

On  reafon's  force  with  beauty's  join'd  ? 

Could  I  their  prevalence  deny, 
I  muft  at  once  be  deaf  and  blind. 

V. 

Alas  1  not  hoping  to  fubdue, 

I  only  to  the  fight  afpir'd  : 
To  keep  the  beauteous  foe  in  view 

Was  all  the  glory  I  defir'd. 

VI. 

But  flie,  howe'er  of  vidtory  fure, 

Contemns  the  wreath  too  long  delay'd : 
And,  arm'd  with  more  immediate  power, 

Calls  cruel  filcnce  to  her  aid. 
vii. 
Deeper  to  wound,  flie  fhuns  the  fight ; 

She  drops  her  arms,  to  gain  the  field ; 
Secures  her  conqueft  by  her  flight ; 

And  triumphs,  when  Hie  feems  to  yield, 
viii. 
So  when  the  Parthian  turn'd  hisfteed, 

And  from  the  hoftile  camp  withdrew. 
With  cruel  ficill  the  backward  reed 

He  fent ;  and,  as  he  fled,  he  flew. 


SEEING  THE  DUKE  OF  ORMOND's  PFC-" 
TURE  AT  SIR  GODFREY^NELLER'S. 

Out  from  the  injur'd  canvas,  iCneller,  ftrike 
Thefe  lines  too  faint :  the  picture  is  not  like. 
Exalt  thy  thought,  and  try  thy  toil  again  : 
Dreadful  in  arms,  on  Landen's  glorious  plain 
Place  Ormond's  duke :  impendent  in  the  air 
Let  his  keen  fabre,  comet-like  appear. 
Where'er  it  points,  denouncing  death  :  below      "y 
Draw  reuted  fquadrons,  and  the  numerous  foe,    y 
Falling  beneath,  or  flying  from  his  blow  :  j 

Till,  weak  with  wounds,  and  cover'd  o'er  with 

blood. 
Which  from  the  patriot's  breaft  in  torrents  flow'd. 
He  faints ;  his  fteed  no  longer  feels  the  rein  ; 
But  Humbles  o'er  the  heap,  his  hand  had  flain. 
And  now  exhaufted,  bleeding,  pale  he  lies; 
Lovely,  fad  objedl  1  in  his  half-dos'd  eyes, 
Stern  vengeance  yet,  and  hoftile  terror  ftand : 
His  front  yet  threatens,  and  his  frowns  command. 
The  Gallic  chiefs  their  troops  around  him  call; 
Fear  to  approach  him,  though  they  fee  him  fall. — 

O  Kneller,  could  thy  ftiades  and  lights  exprefs 
The  perfedl  hero  in  that  glorious  drcfs ; 
Ages  to  come  might  Ormond's  pidture  know. 
And  palms  for  thcc  beneath  bis  laurels  grow : 
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In  fplte  of  time,  thy  work  might  ever  fhine  ; 
Nor  Homer's  colours  laft  fo  long  as  thine. 


CELIA  TO  DAMON. 

"  Atque  in  amore  mala  hac  prcprio,  fummcque 

"  fecundo 
"  Inveniuntur. — "  Lucret.  lib.  iv. 

What  can  I  fay,  what  arguments  can  prove 
My  truth,  what  colours  can  defcrihe  my  love, 
If  its  excefs  and  fury  be  not  known. 
In  what  thy  Celia  has  already  done  ? 

Thy  infant  flames, whilft  yet  they  were  conceal'd 
In  timorous  doubts,  with  pity  1  btheld  ; 
With  eafy  fmiles  difpell'd  the  filent  fear, 
That  durft  not  tell  me  what  I  dy'd  to  he&r. 
In  vain  I  ftrove  to  check  my  glowing  flame, 
Or  fhelter  paflion  under  frjendfliip's  name. 
You  faw  my  heart,  how  it  my  tongue  bely'd  ; 
And  when  you  prefs'd,  how  faintly  I  deny'd. — 
Ere  guardian  thought  could  bring  its  fcatter'd 
aid, 
Ere  reafon  could  fupport  the  doubting  maid, 
My  foul,  furpris'd,  and  from  herfelf  disjoin'd. 
Left  all  referve,  and  all  the  fex,  behind  : 
From  your  command  her  niotiuns  fhe  receiv'd  ; 
And  not  for  me,  but  you,  fhe  breath'd  and  liv'd. 

But  ever  blcft  be  Cytherea's  fhrine. 
And  fires  eternal  on  her  altars  fhinc  I 
Since  thy  dear  breaft  has  felt  an  equal  wound  ; 
Since  in  thy  kindnefs  my  defires  are  crown'd. 
By  thy   each   look,   and    thought,   and   care,  'tis 
Thy  joys  are  ccnter'd  all  in  me  alone  ;       [Ihown, 
And  fure  I  am,  thou  wouldft  not  change  this  hour 
For  all  the  white  ones  fate  hay  in  its  power. — 

Yet  thus  belov'd,  thus  loving  to  excefs. 
Yet  thus  receiving  and  returning  blifs, 
In  this  great  moment,  in  this  golden  now. 
When  every  trace  of  what,  or  when,  or  how, 
Should  from  my  foul  by  raging  love  be  torn, 
And  far  on  fwelling  feas  of  rapture  borne  ; 
A  melancholy  tear  afflitis  my  eye. 
And  my  heart  labours  with  a  fudden  figh  ; 
Invading  fears  repel  my  coward  joy. 
And  ills  forefeen  the  prefent  blefs  deftroy. 
Poor  as  it  is,  this  beauty  was  the  caufe. 
That  with  firfl  fighs  your  panting  bofom  rofe : 
But  with  no  owner  beauty  long  will  flay. 
Upon  the  wings  of  time  borne  fwift  away; 
Pafs  but  fome  fleeting  years,  and  thefe  poor  eyes 
(Where  now  without  a  boaft  fome  luflre  lies) 
No  longer  fhall  their  little  honours  keep ; 
Shall  only  be  of  ufe  to  read  or  weep  : 
And  on  this  forehead,  where  your  verfe  has  faid, 
The  loves  delighted,  and  the  graces  play'd, 
Infulting  age  will  trace  his  cruel  way. 
And  leave  fad  marks  of  his  deftrudive  fway. 
Mov'd  by  my  charms,  with  them  your  love 
may  ceafe. 
And  as  the  fuel  finks,  the  flame  decreafe : 
Or  angry  heaven  may  quicker  darts  prepare. 
And  fickaefs  ftrike  what  time  a  whik  would  fpare. 


Then  will  my  fwain  his  glowing  Vows  renew, 
Then  will  his  throbbing  heart  to  mine  beat  true; 
When  my  own  face  deters  me  from  my  glafs, 
And  Kneller  only  Ihows  what  Celia  was  .' 

Fantaftic  fame  may  found  her  wild  alarms; 
Your  country,   as    you   think,  may  want   your 

arms. 
You  may  negledl:,  or  quench,  or  hate  the  flame, 
Whofe  fmoke  too  long  obfcur'd  your  rifing  name-; 
And  quickly  cold  indifFeience  will  enfue. 
When  yoi!  love's  joys  through  honour's  optic  view. 

Then  Celia's  loudeft  prayer  will  prove  too  weak. 
To  this  abandon'd  breaft  to  bring  you  back  ; 
When  my  loft  lover  the  tall  fhip  al'cends. 
With  mufic  gay,  and  wet  with  jovial  friends. 
The  tender  accent  of  a  woman's  cry 
Will  pafs  unheard,  will  unregarded  die ; 
When  the  rough  feamen's  louder  fnouts  prevail, "\ 
When  fair  occafion  (hows  the  fpringing  gale,      / 
And  intereft  guides  the  helm,  and  honour  fwells  r 
the  fail.  J 

Some  wretched  liiK;s,  from  this  negledcd  hand, -| 
May  find  my  hero  on  the  foreign  ftrand,  / 

Warm  with  new  fires,  and  pkas'd  with  newt" 
command  :  j 

While  {he  who  wrote  them,  of  all  joy  bereft, 
To  the  rude  cenfure  of  the  world  is  left; 
Her  mangled  fame  in  barbarous  paftime  loft, 
The  coxcomb's  novel,  and  the  drunkard's  toaft. 

But  nearer  care  (O  pardon  it !)  fupplies 
Sighs  to  my  breaft,  and  forrow  to  my  eyes. 
Love,  love  himfelf  (the  only  friend  I  have) 
May  fcorn  his  triumph,  having  bound  his  flave. 
That  tyrant-god,  that  reftlefs  conqueror. 
May  quit  his  pleafure,  to  affert  his  power ; 
Forfake  the  provinces  that  blefs'd  his  fway, 
To  vanquifti  thofe  which  will  not  yet  obey. 

Another  nymph  with  fatal  power  may  rife. 
To  damp  the  linking  beams  of  Celia's  eyes ; 
With  haughty  pride  may  hear  her  charms  confeftj 
And  fcorn  the  ardent  vows  that  I  have  blefl. 
You  every  night  may  figh  for  her  in  vain. 
And  rife  each  morning  to  fome  frcfh  difdain  : 
While  Celia's  fofteft  look  may  ceafe  to  charm, 
And  her  embraces  want  the  power  to  warm  : 
While   thefe  fond  arms,  thus  circling  you,  may 

prove 
More  heavy  chains  than  thofe  of  hopelefs  love. 

Juft  gods !  all  other  things  their  like  produce  ; 
The  vine  arifes  from  her  mother's  juice  : 
When  feeble  plants  or  tender  flowers  decay, 
They  to  their  feed  their  images  convey  : 
Where  the  old  myrtle  her  good  influence  fheds. 
Sprigs  of  like  leaf  ered;  their  filial  heads : 
And  when  the  parent  rofe  decays  and  dies, 
With  a  rtfembling  face  the  daughter-buds  arifc. 
That  produdl  only  which  our  pafllons  bear 
Eludes  the  planter's  miferable  care. 
While  blooming  love  alTures  us  golden  fruit,      "J 
Some  inborn  poifon  taints  the  fecret  root :  f 

Soon  fall  the  flowers  of  joy,  foon  feeds  of  ha-t 
tred  fhoot.  j 

Say,  Ihepherd,  fay,  are  thefe  reflections  true  ?  y 
Or  was  it  but  the  woman's  fear  that  drew  C 

This  cruel  fcene,  unjull  to  love  and  you  i  j 
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Will  yon  be  only  and  for  ever  mine  ? 
Shall  neither  time  nor  age  our  fouls  disjoin  ? 
From  this  dear  bofom  ftiall  I  ne'er  be  torn  ? 
Or  you  grow  cold,  refpe>itful,  and  forefvvorn  ? 
And  can  you  not  for  her  you  love  do  more 
Than  any  youth  for  any  nymph  before  ? 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken  hy  T.ord  Buchhurji,  in  Wejtminjler-School ,  at 
a  Reprefcntation  of  Mr.  Drydcn  s  Chommes,  at 
CLr'tJ.mas  1695. 

Pi3H,  I-ord,  I  wifh  this  prologue  was  but  Greek, 
Then  young  Cleonidas  would  boldly  fpeak: 
But  can  Lord  Buckhurft  in  poor  Englifh  fay. 
Gentle  fpecftators,  j)ray  excufe  the  play  ? 
No,  witnefs  all  ye  gods  of  ancient  Greece. 
Rather  than  condcfcend  to  terms  like  thefe, 
I'd  go  to  fchool  fix  hours  on  Chriftmas  day, 
Or  conftrue  Perfius  while  my  comrades  play. 
Such  work  by  hireling  adtors  Ihould  bo  done, 
Who  tremble  when  they  fee  a  critic  frown  ; 
poor   rogues,   that  fmart  like  fencers   for  their 

bread, 
And,  if  they  are  not  wounded,  are  not  fed. 
But,  Sirs,  our  labour  has  more  noble  ends, 
We  aft  our  tragedy  to  fee  our  friends : 
Our  generous  fcenes  are  for  pure  love  repeated. 
And  if  you  are  not  pleas'd,  at  leaft  you're  treated. 
The  candles  and  the  clothes  ourfelves  we  bought, 
Our  tops  neglefted,  and  our  balls  forgot. 
To  learn  our  parts,  we  left  our  midnight-bed, 
Mod  of  you  fnor'd  whilft  Cleomenes  read  : 
Not  that  from  this  confeffion  we  would  fue 
Pratfe  undeferv'd ;  we  know  ourfelves  and  you  : 
Refolv'd  to  ftand  or  periih  by  our  caufe, 
We  neither  cenfure  fear,  nor  beg 
Por  thefe  are  Weftminfter  and  Spai 
Yet,  if  we  fee  fome  judgment  well-inclin'd, 
To  young  defert,  and  growing  virtue  kind, 
That  critic  by  ten  thoufand  marks  Ihouid  knoWj 
That  greateft  fouls  to  goodnefs  only  bow ; 
And  that  your  little  hero  does  inherit 
Not  Cleomenes'  more  than  Doifet's  fpirit. 


)ur  caufe,  ") 

eg  applaufe,  > 

Sparta's  laws.     J 


AN     ODE, 

PRESENTED  TO    THE    KING, 

$H  his   Majefty's  arrival  in  Holland  jfter  the  ^jieens 
Death,   1695. 

I  <*  Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
"  Tarn  cari  capitis  ?  pracipe  lugubres 
"  Cantus,  Melpomene." 


At  Mary's  tomb  (fad  facred  place  !) 
The  virtues  (hall  their  vigils  keep  : 

And  every  mufe,  and  every  grace. 
In  folernp  ftaie  fli»Il  ever  weep. 


The  future  pious,  mournful  fair. 

Oft  as  the  rolling  years  return,         >  . 

With  fragrant  wreaths  and  flowing  haif,' 
Shall  vifit  her  diftinguifii'd  urn. 

HI. 

For  her  the  wife  and  great  fliall  mourn. 
When  late  records  her  deeds  repeat  : 

Ages  to  come,  and  men  unborn, 

Shall  blefs  her  name,  and  figh  her  fate. 

IV. 

Fair  Albion  fliall,  with  faithful  trufl-, 
Hef-  holy  queen's  fad  relicks  guard, 

Till  heaven  awakes  the  precious  dull. 
And  gives  the  faint  her  full  reward. 

V. 

But  let  the  king  difmifs  his  woes, 

ReflfcSing  on  his  fair  renown  ; 
And  take  the  cyprefs  from  his  brows. 

To  put  his  wonted  laurels  on. 

VI. 

If  prefl:  by  grief  our  monarch  {loops, 

In  vain  the  Britifh  lions  roar  : 
If  he,  whofe  hand  fuftain'd  them,  droops, 

The  Belgic  darts  will  wound  no  more. 

VII. 

Embattled  princes  wait  the  chief, 

Whofe  voice  fhould  rule,  whofe  arm  fliould  lead 
And,  in  kind  murmurs,  chide  that  grief, 

Which  hinders  Europe  being  freed, 
vnl. 
The  great  example  they  demand 

Wlio  dill  to  concjueft  led  the  way; 
Wifhing  him  prefent  to  command. 

As  they  ftand  ready  to  obey. 

IX. 

They  feek  that  joy,  which  us'd  to  glow. 

Expanded  on  the  hero's  face  ; 
When  the  rhick  fquadrons  preft  the  foe,' 

And  William  led  the  glorious  chafe. 

X. 

To  give  the  mournful  nations  joy, 

Reftore  them  thy  aufpicious  light. 
Great  fun  :    with  radiant  beams  deftroy 

Thofe  clouds,  which  keep  thee  from  our  fight, 
xt.  , 

Let  thy  fubllme  meridian  courfe 

For  Mary's  fetting  rays  atone  : 
Our  luftre,  with  redoubled  force, 

Aluft  now  proceed  from  thee  alone. 

XII. 

See,  pious  king,  with  different  ftrife 

Thy  ftruggling  Albion's  bofom  torn  : 
So  much  (he  tears  for  William's  life. 

That  Mary's  fate  ihe  dares  not  mourn, 
xm. 
Her  beauty,  in  thy  fofter  half 

Bury'd  and  loft,  fhe  ought  to  grieve; 
But  let  her  ftrength  in  thee  be  fafe ; 

And  let  her  weep  ;  but  let  her  live. 
XIV. 
Thou,  guardian  angel,  fave  the  lan<l 

From  thy  own  grief,  her  fierceft  foe  ; 
Left  Britain,  refcued  by  thy  hand, 

Should  bend  and  fink  bei'^ath  thy  woe< 
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Her  former  triumphs  all  are  vain, 
Unlefsncw  trophies  ftill  be  fought, 

And  hoary  majefty  fuftain 

The  battles  which  thy  youth  has  fought. 

XVI. 

Where  now  is  all  that  fearful  love, 

Which  made  her  hate  the  war's  alarms  ? 

That  foft  excefs,  with  which  fhe  llrove 
To  keep  her  hero  in  her  arms  ? 

XVII. 

While  flill  (he  chid  the  coming  fpringf. 
Which  call'd  him  o'er  his  fubjeA  feas  : 

While,  for  the  fafcty  of  the  kinjj. 
She  wilh'd  the  viiftor's  glory  lefs. 

XVllI. 

'Tis  chang'd  ;  'tis  gone  :  fad  Britain  now 
Haftens  her  lord  to  foreign  wars : 

Happy,  if  toils  may  break  his  woe, 
Or  danger  may  divert  his  cares. 

XIX. 

In  martial  din  fhe  drowns  her  fighs, 
Left  he  the  rifing  grief  (hould  hear  i 

She  pulls  her  helmet  o'er  her  eyes. 
Left  he  fliould  fee  the  falling  tear. 

XX. 

Go,  mighty  prince ;  let  France  be  taught, 
How  conftant  minds  by  grief  are  try'd  ; 

How  great  the  land,  that  wept  and  fought. 
When  William  led,  and  Mary  dy'd. 

XXI. 

Fierce  in  the  battle  make  it  known. 
Where  death  with  all  his  darts  is  fecn, 

That  he  can  touch  thy  heart  with  none. 
But  that  which  ftruck  the  beauteous  queens 

XXII. 

Selgia  indulg'd  her  open  grief, 

While  yet  her  mafter  was  not  near  ; 

With  fullen  pride  refus'd  relief, 
And  fat  obdurate  in  defpair. 

XXIII. 

As  waters  from  her  iluices,  flow'd 
Unbounded  forrow  from  her  eyes  : 

To  earth  her  bended  front  fhe  bow'd. 
And  fent  her  wailings  to  the  Ikies. 

XXIV. 

But  when  her  anxious  lord  return'd, 
Rais'd  is  her  head,  her  eyes  are  dry'd  ; 

She  fmiles,  as  William  ne'er  had  mourn'dy 
She  looks,  as  Mary  ne'er  had  dy'd. 

XXV. 

That  freedom  which  all  forrows  claim. 
She  does  for  thy  content  refign  : 

Her  piety  itfelf  would  blame, 

If  her  regrets  fliould  weaken  thine. 

XXVI. 

'to  cure  thy  woe,  fhe  fhows  thy  fame : 
Left  the  great  mourner  fhould  forget 

That  all  the  race,  whence  Orange  came. 
Made  virtue  triumph  over  fate. 

XXVII. 

William  his  country's  caufe  could  fight. 
And  with  his  blood  her  freedom  feal  : 

Mavrice  and  Henry  guard  that  right, 
For  which  their  pious  parents  fell. 
Vol.  VI f. 


xxviit. 
How  heroes  rife,  how  patriots  fct. 

Thy  father's  bloom  and  death  may  tell  i 
Excelling  others,  tliefe  were  great : 

Thou,  greater  Hill,  muft  thefe  excel. 
XXIX. 
The  laft  fair  inftance  thou  muft  give. 

Whence  NafTau's  virtue  can  be  try'd; 
And  ftiow  the  world  that  thou  canft  live 

Intrepic},  as  thy  confort  dy'd  ; 

XXX. 

Thy  virtue,  whofe  reClllefs  force 

No  dire  event  could  ever  ftay, 
Muft  carry  on  its  dcftin'd  courfe. 

Though  death  and  envy  ftop  the  way. 

XXXI. 

For  Britain's  fake,  for  Bclgia's,  live  : 

Pierc'd  by  thfir  grief,  forget  thy  own; 
New  toils  endi.'f  J,  new  cnnqueft  give. 

And  bring  them  eafe,  though  thou  haft  none. 
XXX  n. 
Vanquifli  again  ;  though  flie  be  gone, 

Whofe  garland  crown'd  the  viiftor's  hair  : 
And  reign,  though  fhe  has  left  the  throne, 

Who  made  thy  glory  worth  thy  care. 

XXXIII. 

Fair  Britain  never  yet  before 

Breath'd  to  her  king  an  ufelefs  prayer  : 
Fond  Belgia  never  did  implore. 

While  William  turn'd  averfe  his  ear. 
xxxiv. 
But,  fliould  the  weeping  hero  nowr 

Relentlefs  to  their  wilhes  prove; 
Should  he  recall,  with  pleafmgwoe. 

The  objed;  of  his  grief  and  love ; 

XXXV. 

Her  face  with  thotifand  beauties  bleft, 

Her  mind  with  thoufand  virtues  ftor'd, 
Her  power  with  boundlefs  jny  confcft, 

Her  perfon  only  not  ador'd  : 
xxxvi. 
Yet  ought  his  forrow  to  be  checkt ; 

Yet  ought  his  pafSons  to  abate ; 
If  the  great  mourner  would  refledl. 

Her  glory  in  her  death  complete. 

XXXV 1 1, 

She  was  inftrudled  to  command. 
Great  king,  by  long  obeying  thee  ; 

Her  fceptre,  guided  by  thy  hand, 
Prefcrv'd  the  iiles,  and  rul'd  the  fea. 

XXXTHI. 

But  oh !  'twas  little,  that  her  life 

O'er  earth  and  water  bears  thy  fame  : 

In  death,  'twas  worthy  William's  wife, 
Amidft  the  ftars  to  fix  his  name. 

XXXIX.  ' 

Beyond  where  matter  moves,  or  place 
Receives  its  forms,  thy  virtues  roll  ; 

From  Mary's  glory,  angels  trace 
The  beauty  of  her  partner's  foul. 

XL, 

Wife  fatCj  which  does  its  heaven  decree 
To  heroes,  when  they  yield  their  breathy 

Haftens  thy  triumph.     Half  of  thee 
Is  deify'd  before  thy  death. 
Cc 
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Alone  to  thy  renown  'tis  given, 

Ui>boundtd  ihrouj;h  all  worlds  to  go  : 

Vhile  (he,  great  Taint,  rejoices  heaver, ; 
And  thou  fuflain'll  the  orb  beiovv. 


IN  IMITATION  OF  ANAGREON. 

!Let  them  cenfure  :  what  care  I  ? 
'ilie  herd  of  critics  1  dtly. 
l,et  the  wretches  ki.ow,  I  write, 
Regardlef*  of  tlieir  grace  or  I'pitc. 


No,  no  :   the  fair,  the  gay,  the  yotiDg;, 
C^.ovcrn  the  numbei  s  of  my  long  ; 
All  that  they  approve  is  fweet; 
And  all  is  fenfe  that  they  repeat. 

Bid  the  warbling  Nine  retire  ; 
Ver.us,  ftrirg  thy  I'ervam's  lyre  : 
hc\e  (hall  be  my  ciidlcfs  theme  ; 
Pkafure  (hall  tnuniph  over  fame  : 
And,  when  thtfc  maxims  1  decline, 
Apollo,  may  thy  fate  be  mine! 
May  1  j;ralp  at  empty  praiic ; 
And  lol'c  the  nym^h,  to  ^ain  the  bays 


ODE 

sur  la  prise  de  namur,  par  les  armes  du  ro*!' 
l'annee,  1692. 

Par  J{'t'i/fcur  BaiUau  Defpreajix. 


AN  ENGLISH  BALLAD, 

ON    THE    TAKING    OF     NAMUR,    By    THE    KING  0» 
GREAT  BRITAIN,    I69J. 

•'  Duke  eji  defipere  in  loco" 


Quelle  do<51e  et  faint  yvrelTe 
Aujourd'hv.i  me  fait  la  loi  ? 
Chafles  Nyn^phes  du  PermefTc, 
N'e(t-ce  pas  vous  que  je  vai  ?    , 
Accourt  7,  troupe  lijavante  : 
iJes  fonf  que  ma  lyre  enfante; 
Ces  arbrcs  font  rejoCis  : 
]\Tarquez  en  bitn  la  cadence  : 
it  voii?,  verts,  faites  filence  : 
J«  vais  parlcr  dc  Louij. 


Dans  fes  chanfc^ns  inaiiortelles, 
Comme  un  aigle  audacieux, 
rindare  ttendant  fcs  aiflcs, 
Fuit  loin  dcs  vnlgaires  yeux. 
Mais,  o  ma  f.delc  lyre, 
S>i,  dans  I'ardcur  qui  m'infpire, 
'J  u  peus  fuivre  mcs  tranfpnrts  : 
1  es  cl.enes  des  niont$  de  Thrace 
N'ont  rien  oiii,  que  n'tfTace 
La  douceur  dc  tes  accords. 

IJX. 

T.ft-ce  Apollon  et  Neptune, 
Oiii  (ur  ces  rocs  fourcillerx 
Gnt,  compagnors  dc  Fortune, 
l?afti  CCS  murs  orgueil'eus  ? 
De  Icur  enceinte,  fameufc 
La  Samb're  unie  a  la  Mcufe, 
Deftnd  le  faul  abord  ; 
Lt  par  ctns  bouchts  horribles 
L'airain  fur  ce«  monts  terrible* 
Vomita  1  fer,  ct  Ic  mort. 


Some  folks  are  dnir.k,  yet  do  not  know  It : 

So  might  not  Bacchus  give  you  law  i 
■Was  it  a  mule,  O  lofty  poet. 

Or  virgin  of  St.  Cyr,  you  faw  ? 
Why  all  this  fury  ?  what's  the  matter, 

That  oaks  muft  come  frcm  Thrace  to  dance  ? 
Muft  ftupid  flocks  be  taught  to  flatter  ? 

And  is  there  no  fuch  wood  in  France  ? 
\S  hy  nuift  the  winds  all  hold  their  tongue  ? 

If  thty  a  little  breath  lliould  raife. 
Would  th;it  liave  fpoil'd  the  poet's  ling. 

Or  pufi'd  away  the  monarch's  praife? 
11. 
Pindar,  that  eagle,  mounts  the  fkies. 

While  virtue  leads  the  noble  way  : 
Too  like  a  vulture  Boileau  flies. 

Where  fordid  intereil  (hows  the  prey. 
When  occc  the  poet's  honour  ccafes. 

From  rtafon  far  his  tranfports  rove  : 
And  Bcikau,  for  ei^ht  hundred  pieces, 

Alakes  Louis  take  the  wall  of  Jove. 


Neptvne  ard  Sol  came  from  abovp, 

Shap'd  like  Megripny  and  Vauban  : 
1  hey  arm'd  thele  rocks;  then  (liow'd  old  Jove 

Of  Marli  wciod  the  wondrous  plan, 
^uch  walls,  thefc  three  wife  gods  agreed. 

By  liuman  force  could  ne'er  be  (haken : 
But  you  and  I  in  Homer  read 

Of  gods,  a-!  well  as  men,  miftaken. 
Sambre  and  Maefe  their  waves  may  join  ; 

But  ne'er  can  William's  force  rellrain; 
He'il  pafs  them  both,  who  pafs'd  the  Boyne: 

Remember  this,  and  arm  the  Seine. 


POEMS, 


V'^^' 


ir. 
1)1  i  niilie  villans  Alcides 
Les  bordant  de  toutes  parts, 
D'eclair&  ail  loin  homicides 
tont  petiller  leurs  reniparts : 
Et  daris  fon  fein  infidele 
Par  toute  la  terre  y  reccle 
\Jn  feu  pret  a  s'elnacer, 
C^i  foudain  per(;ant  fon  ^oufre, 
Ouvre  un  fcpulchre  de  foufre, 
A  quiccnque  ofe  avanccr. 

V.  ** 

Namur,  devant  tes  murailles 
Jadis  la  Grece  cut  vingt  ans 
Sans  fruit  veu  lee  funerailles 
De  fes  plus  fiers  combattans. 
Quelle  effroyable  puiflance 
Aujourd'hui  pourtaut  s'avance, 
Prete  a  foudroyer  tes  monts  ? 
Quel  bruit,  quel  feu  I'environhe  ? 
C'eft  Jupiter  en  perfonne  ; 
Ou  c'ell  le  vainqueur  de  Mong. 


N'en  doute  point :  c'eft  lui-meme. 
Tout  brille  en  lui ;  tout  eft  roi. 
Dans  Bruxelles  Naffau  bleme 
Commence  a  trembler  pour  tbi. 
En  vain  il  voit  le  Batave, 
Deformais  docile  efclave. 
Range  fous  fes  etendarts  5 
En  vain  au  Hon  Belgique 
II  voit  r  aigle  Germanique 
Uni  fous  les  leopards. 


Plein  de  la  frayeur  nouvelle," 
Dont  fes  fens  font  agites, 
A  fon  fecpurs  il  appelle 
L.es  peuples  les  plus  vantcs. 
Ceux-la  vjennent  du  rivagc,' 
Oil  s'enorgueillit  le  Tage 
De  Tor,  qui  roule  en  fes  eaux ; 
Ceux-ci  des  champs,  oii  la  neige 
Des  marais  de  la  Nortege 
Neuf  mois  couvre  les  rofeau^. 


VIII. 

Mais  qui  fait  enfler  la  Sambrc  ? 
Sous  les  Jumeaux  efTrayes, 
Be»  froids  torrens  de  D'eccmbre 
Les  champs  par  tout  font  noycs. 
Ceres  s'erifuit,  eploree 
De  voir  en  proyve  a  Boree 
Ses  guerets  d'epics  charges, 
Et  fous  les  urns  fangeufes 
Des  Hyades  orageufes 
Tous  les  tiefers  fubmerges. 


Deployez  toutes  vos  rages,  ,. 
Priaces,  vents,  peuples,  frimatt; 


Full  fifteen  thouftnd  lufty  fellows 

With  fire  and  fword  the  fort  maintain  : 
Each  was  a  Hercules,  yoii  tell  us  ; 

Yet  out  they  march'd,  like  cornmon  men. 
Cannons  above,  and  mines  .below, 

Did  death  'tid  tonibs  for  foes  contrive: 
Yet  matters  have  been  order'd  fo, 

That  moft  of  us  are  ftiU  alive. 


If  Namur  be  compar'd  to  Troy; 

Then  Britain's  boys  excell'd  the  Greeks  ; 
"Their  fiege  did  ten  long  years  employ; 

We've  done  our  bufinefs  in  ten  weeks. 
What  godhead  _does  fo  faft  advance, 
.    With  dreadful  power,  thofe  hills  to  gain  J 
*Tis  little  Will,  the  fcourge  of  France  ; 

No  godhead,  but  the  firft  of  men. 
His  mortal  arm  exerts  the  power 

To  keep  e'en  Mons's  vidtor  under : 
And  that  fame  Jupiter  no  more 

Shall  fright  the  world  with  impious  thunder* 

VI. 

Our  king  thus  trembles  at  Namur  ; 

Whilfi  Viiieroy,  who  ne'er  afraid  is, 
To  Bruxtlies  marches  on  fecure, 

To  bomb  the  monks,  and  fcare  the  ladies. 
After  this  glorious  expedition, 

One  battle  makes  the  marflial  great : 
He  rhuft  perform  the  king's  commiflion  : 

Who  knows  but  Orange  may  retreat  t 
Kings  are  allow'd  to  feign  the  gout, 

Or  be  prevail'd  with  not  to  fight : 
And  mighty  Louis  hop'd,  no  doubt. 

That  William  vyould  preferve  that  rights 
vir. 
From  Seine  and  Loire,  to  Rhone  and  Pa, 

See  every  mother's  fon  appear  : 
tn  fuch  a  cafe  ne'er  blame  a  foe. 

If  he  betrays  fome  little  fear. 
He  comes,  the  mighty  Villeroy  comes ; 

Finds  a  fmall  rivet  in  his  way  ; 
So  waves  his  colours,  beats  his  drums. 

And  thinks  it  prudent  there  to  ftay. 
The  Gallic  troops  breathe  blood  and  war  ; 

The  marftial  cares  not  to  march  fafter ; 
Poor  Villeroy  moves  fo  flowly  here. 

We  fancied  all,  it  was  hi«  mafter. 

VIII, 

Will  no  kind  flood,  no  friendly  fain, 

Difguifc  the  marlhal's  plain  difgrace  J 
No  torrents  fwell  the  low  Mehayne  ? 

The  world  will  fay,  he  durft  not  pafo. 
Why  will  no  Hyades  appear, 

Dear  poet,  on  the  banks  of  Sambre  ; 
Juft  as  they  did  that  mighty  year. 

When  you  turn'd  June  into  December  ? 
The  water-nymphs  are  too  unkind 

To  Villeroy  ,  are  the  land-nymphs  hi 
And  fly  they  all,  at  once  combin'd 

To  fhame  a  general,  and  a  be'au  I 

IX. 

Truth,  juftice,-  fenfe,  religion,  fame. 
May  join  to  finish  William's  ftory  z 
C  c  ij 
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THE   WORKS   OF   PRIOR. 


Ramaflez  tous  vos  nuages ; 
Raflenibkz  tous  vos  foidats. 
Malgre  vous  Namur  en  poudre 
ij'en  va  tomber  fous  la  foudrc 
Qiii  domta  Lille,  Courtray, 
Gand  la  fuperbe  Efpagnole, 
Saint  Omer,  Bezancon,  Dole, 
Yprcs,  Maftricht,  et  Cambray. 


i'les  prcfages  s'accomplifTent : 
II  commence  a  chanceler  : 
Sous  les  coups  qui  retentiffent 
Ses  mure  s'cn  vent  s'ecrouler. 
Mars  en  feu  qui  les  domine. 
Souffle  a  grand  bruit  leur  ruinCj- 
Et  les  bombes  dans  les  airs 
Allant  chercher  le  tonnere, 
Semblent  tombant  fur  la  tertc^ 
Vouluir  s'ouvrir  les  enfers. 


Accourez,  Naflau,  Baviere, 
De  ces  murs  I'unique  efpoirs 
A  couvert  d'une  riviere 
Venez  ;   vous  pouvez  tout  vouv 
Confiderez  ces  a;  proches  : 
Voyez  grimper  fur  ces  roches 
Ces  arhlt'es  belliqueux ; 
Et  dans  les  eaux,  dans  la  flame^ 
L.ouis  a  tout  donaant  1  ame, 
Marcher,  courir  avec  eux. 


Contemplez  dans  la  tempete, 
Qui  fort  de  ces  boulevards. 
La  plume  qui  fur  fa  tete 
Attire  tous  les  regards. 
A  cet  altre  redoubtable 
1'otjjours  un  fort  favorable 
S'^attache  dans  les  combats: 
Et  toujdurs  avcc  la  gloire 
Ivlars  amenant  la  vitfloire 
\  ole,  et  le  fuit  a  grands  pas. 

Grands  defenfeurs  de  TEfpagne, 
Montrez-vous :  il  ep  eft  terns ; 
Courage ;  vers  la  Mahagne 
Voila  vos  dtapeaux  flottans. 
Jamais  fes  ondes  craintives 
N'cnt  vu  fur  leurs  foibles  rives 
Taut  de  gutrriera  s'amairci. 
Courez  done:  Qui  vous  retarded 
Tout  i'univers  vous  regarde. 
Wofcz  vous  la  traverlcr  i 

XIV. 

Loin  de  fermer  le  paffugc 

A  vos  tionibrcux  batailiuns, 

Luxembourg  a  du  rivagej 

Reculc  fes  paviilona. 

Quoi  ?  Jcur  fcul  afpeil  vous  glace  i 

Ou  Tout  CI.S  (.beXs  pleius  d'audace, 


Nations  fet  free  may  blefs  his  name ; 

And  France  in  fecrct  own  his  glory. 
But  Ypres,  Maftricht,  and  Cambray, 

Befancon,  Ghent,  St.  Omers,  Liile, 
Courtray,  and  Dole— -Ye  critics,  fay. 

How  poor  to  this  was  Pindar's  ftyle  ? 
With  ekc's  and  alfo's  tack  thy  ftrain. 

Great  bard  .  and  Gng  the  deathlefs  pniocc, 
Who  loft  Namur  the  fame  campaign 

He  bought  Dixmuyd,  and  plundcr'd  Dcynfc^ 

I'll  hold  ten  pound  my  dream  is  out : 

I'd  tell  it  you,  but  for  the  rattle 
Of  thofe  confounded  drums  ;  no  doubt 

Yon'  bloody  rogues  intend  a  battle. 
Dear  me  '.  a  hundred  thoufand  French 

With  terror  fill  the  neighbourinjr  field ; 
While  William  carries  on  the  trench. 

Till  both  the  t  iwn  and  caftle  yield. 
\'llleroy  to  Boufflers  fhould  advance. 

Says  Mars,  through  cannons*  mouths  in  fire; 
JJ  eft,  one  marefchal  of  France 

Tells  t'  other,  he  can  come  no  nigher. 
xr. 
Reg'ain  the  lines  the  fhorteft  way, 

ViUeioy  ;  or  to  Verfaillcs  take  poft  ; 
for,  having  feen  it,  rhou  csnft  fay 

The  fteps,  by  which  Namur  was  loft. 
The  fraoke  and  flame  may  vex  thy  fight  r 

Look  not  once  back  :  but,  as  thou  goeftj 
Qnicken  the  fquadrons  in  their  flight, 

And  bid  the  devil  take  the  floweft. 
Think  not  what  reafon  to  produce, 

From  Louis  to  conceal  thy  fear . 
He'll  own  the  ftrength  of  thy  excufe ; 

Tell  him  that  William  was  but  therc^ 

XII. 

Now  let  us  look  for  Louis'  feather, 

That  us'd  to  fliine  fo  like  a  ftar  : 
The  generals  could  not  get  together. 

Wanting  that  influence,  great  in  war. 
O  poet  !  thou  hadft  been  difcreeter. 

Hanging  the  monarch's  hat  fo  high. 
If  thou  hadft  dubb'd  thy  ftar,  a  meteor. 

That  did  but  blaze,  and  rove,  and  die. 


To  animate  the  doubtful  fight, 

Namur  in  vain  expedts  that  ray  ; 
In  vain  France  hopes,  the  fickly  light 

Should  fiiine  near  William's  fuller  day ; 
It  knows  Verfaiiles,  its  proper  ftation; 

Nor  cares  for  any  foreign  fphere  : 
Wheie  you  fee  Boileau's  conftcUation, 

Be  fure  no  danger  can  be  near. 

\  XIV. 

The  French  had  gather'd  all  their  force ; 

And  William  met  them  in  their  way  : 
Yet  off  they  brulh'd  both  foot  and  horfe. 

What  has  friend  Boilcau  left  to  fay  i 
When  his  high  mufc  is  bent  upon't. 

To  fing  her  king— that  great  coaunandcr^ 
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Jadls  fi  prompts  a  marcher, 
Qm  devoient  de  la  Tamife, 
tt  de  la  Drave  foumife, 
Jufqu'  a  Paris  nous  chercher  ? 


Cependant  reffroi  redouble 
Sur  les  rcmparts  de  Namur. 
Son  gouverneur  qui  fc  trouble 
S'enfuit  fous  for)  dernier  mur. 
Deja  jufques  a  fes  portcs 
Je  voi  monter  hos  cohortes. 
La  flame  &  le  fer  en  main  : 
Er  fur  les  monceaux  dc  piques, 
De  corps  mor»s,  de  rocs,  de  briques, 
S'ouvrir  un  large  chemia. 

XVI. 

C'en  eft  fait.    Je  viens  d'entendre 
Sur  ces  rochers  eperdus 
Battre  un  fignal  pour  fe  rendre ; 
Le  feu  ceffe.     lU  font  rendus. 
DepomUez  votre  arroeance, 
Ficrs  ennemies  de  la  France, 
Ec  dcformais  gracieux, 
Allez  a  Liege,  a  Bruxelles. 
Porter  les  humbles  nouvelles 
De  Namur  pris  a  vos  yeux. 


Or  on  the  fliores  of  Hellefport, 
Or  in  the  valleys  near  Scamander; 

Would  it  not  fpoil  his  noble  talk, 
If  any  foolifh  Phrygian  there  is. 

Impertinent  enough  to  aflc,  ^ 

How  far  Namur  may  be  from  Paris  ? 

XV. 

Two  ftanzas  more  before  we  end, 

Of  death*  pikes,  rocks,  arms,  brick«,  and  iire  : 
Leave  them  behind  you,  honeft  friend  ; 

And  with  your  countrymen  retire. 
Your  ode  is  fpoilt  :  Namur  is  freed  ; 

For  Dixymud  fomething  yet  is  due  : 
So  good  Count  Guifcard  may  proceed  ; 

But  Boufflers,  Sir,  one  word  with  you— 


*Tis  done.    In  fight  of  thefe  commanders. 

Who  neither  fight,  nor  raife  the  fiege. 
The  foes  of  France  march  fafe  through  Flanders; 

Divide  to  Bruxelles,  or  to  Liege. 
Send,  fame,  this  news  to  Trianon, 

That  Boufilers  may  new  honours  gain  : 
He  the  fame  play  by  land  has  fhown, 

As  Tourville  did  upon  the  main. 
Yet  is  the  marfhal  made  a  peer  : 

O  Willia.m,  may  thy  arms  advance '. 
That  he  may  lofe  Dinant  next  year, 

And  fo  he  conllable  of  France. 


AN  0D£. 


The  merchant,  to  fecure  his  treafure. 

Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name  : 
Euphelia  ferves  to  grace  my  meafurc; 

But  Cloe  is  my  real  flame. 
11. 
My  fofteft  verfe,  my  darling  lyre. 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay; 
When  Cloe  noted  her  defire, 

That  I  fliould  fing,  that  I  (hould  play. 
III. 
My  lyre  1  tune,  my  voice  T  raife. 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  fighs; 
And,  whilft  1  fing  Euphelia's  praifc, 

I  fix  my  foul  on  Cloe's  eyes. 

IV. 

Fair  Cloe  blufli'd  :  Euphelia  frown'd  ! 

1  fung,  and  gaz'd  :  I  play'd,  and  trcnjbled 
And  Venus  to  the  loves  around 

JRemark'd,  how  ill  we  all  diflcn-ibled. 


PRESENTED  TO  THE  KING, 

AT  HIS  ARRIVAL    IN    HOLIWIND,   AFTER  THE  ©iE 
COVERT   OF  THE  CONSPIRACY,  1696. 

"  Serus  In  caelum  redeas,  dluque 
"  Lsetus  interCs  populo  Quirini : 
"  Neve  te  noflris  vitiis  iniquum 
"  Ocyor  aura 
^      Tollat.^  HoR.  ad  AuguSuin. 

Ye  careful  angels,  whom  eternal  fate 
Ordains,  on  earth  and  human  afts  to  wait ; 
Who  turn  with  fecret  power  this  refllefs  ball. 
And  bid  predeftin'd  empires  rife  and  fall : 
Your  facred  aid  religious  monarchs  own. 
When  firft  they  ment,  then  afcend  the  throne : 
But  tyrants  dread  you,  left  your  juft  decree 
Transfer  the  power,  and  fet  the  people  free. 
See  refcued  Britain  at  your  altars  bow  ; 
And  hear  her  hymns  your  happy  care  avow : 
That  ftill  her  axes  and  her  rods  fupport 
The  judge's  frown,  and  grace  the  awful  court ; 
C  c  iij 


406 


That  law  with  all  her  pompous  terror  ftands. 
To  wreft  the  dagger  from  the  traitor's  hands  ; 
And  rigid  juftice  reads  the  fatal  word, 
Poifes  the  balance  firrt,  then  draws  the  fword. 

Britain  her  fafety  to  your  guidance  owns. 
That  flie  can  fepaiatc  parricides  from  fons; 
That,  impious  rage  difarm'd,  (he  lives  and  reigns, 
Her  freedom  kept  by  him,  who  broke  her  chain^. 

And  thou,  great  minifter,  above  the  reft 
Of  guardian  fpirits,  be  thou  for  ever  bleft  ; 
Thou  who  of  old  was  fent  to  Ifrael's  court, 
With  fecret  aid  great  David's  ftrong  fupport, 
To  mock  the  frantic  rage  of  criiel  Saul, 
And  ftrike  the  ufe'.efs  javelin  to  the  wall. 
Thy  later  care  o'er  Wiiliam's  temples  held, 
On  Boyne's  propitious  banks,  the  heavenly  fhield  ; 
When  power  diyire  did  fovereign  right  declare  ; 
And  cannons  mark'd  whom  they  were  bid  to  fpare. 

Still,  bleffed  angel,  b^  thy  care  ,ihe  fame  '.    - 
Be  William's  life  untouch'd  as  is  his  fame  1 
Let  him  own  thine,  as  Britain  owns  his  hand  : 
Save  thou  the  king,  as  he  has  fav'd  the  land  1 

We  angels'  forms  in  pious monarchs  view; 
We  reverence  William  ;  for  he  adts  like  you  ; 
Like  you,  commiflioh'd  to  chaftife  and  blef?, 
He  muft  avenge  the  world,  and  give  it  peace. 

Indulgent  fate  our  potent  prayer  receives; 
And  ftili  Britannia  fmiles,  and  William  lives. 
The  hero  dear  to  earth,  by  heaven  belov'd. 
By  troubles  muft  be  vex'd,  by  daggers  prov'd  ; 
His  foes  miift  aid,  to  make  his  fame  complete^ 
And  fix  his  throne  fecure  on  their  defeat. 

So,  though  with  ladden  rage  tl:e  tempeft  comes ; 
Though  the  winds  roar;  and  though  the  water 

foams;  '   '      •  -^    » 

Imperial  Britain  on  the  fea  looks  down. 
And  fr.ii'.ing  fees  her  rebel  fubjcds  frown. 
Striking  her  cliff,  the  fcorm  confirms  her  power; 
The  waves  but  whiten  her  triumphant  fhore  : 
In  vain  they  would  advance,  in  vain  retreat; 
Broken  tjjey  dafii,  and  perifh  at  her  feet. 

for  William  ftill  new  wenders  fliall  be  fliown  : 
The    powers,    that   refcued,    fhall  preferve    the 

throne, 
Safe  on  his  darling  Britain's  joyful  fea, 
Behold,  the  monarch  plows  his  liquid  way  : 
His  fleets  in  thunder  through  the  world  declare, 
Whofe  empire  they  obey,  whcfe  arms  they  bear. 
Blcfs'd  by  afpiring  winds,  he  finds  the  ftrand        "^ 
Blackcn'd  with  crowds;  he  fees  tlie  nation  ilaod,  > 
Biefling  his  fifcty,  proud  of  his  command.  j 

In  vancus  tongues  he  hears  the  captains  dwell 
On  their  great  leader's  praife  ;  by  turns  they  tell, 
And  liften,  each  with  emulous  glory  fir'd, 
How  Wijliam  conquer'd,  and  how  France  retir  d; 
How  Belgia,  freed,  the  hero's  arm  confefs'd. 
But  trembled  for  the  courage  which  flic  blclt. 

O  l^oiiis,  from  tliis  great  example  Itnow, 
To  be  at  once  a  hero  and  a  loe  : 
By  founding  trumpets,  hear,  and  rattling  drum?, 
AV  lien  William  to  tiic  open  vengeance  comes  : 
Ai.J  fe<5  the  fuldier  plead  the  monarch's  right, 
Heading  his  troops,  and  forcmoft  in  the  fight. 
■    Heiice  then,  ciole  ambufn  and  perfidious  war, 
t^o.yn  to  your  native  feats  of  tight  repair. 


THEWORKSpFPRIOR. 

And  thou,  Bellona,  weep  thy  cruel  pride 

Reftrain'd,  behind  the  vidlor's  chariot  tied 

In  brazen  knots  and  everlafting  chains 

(So  Europe's  peace,  fo  William's  fate  ordains). 

While  on  the  ivory  chair,  in  happy  ftate, 

He  fits,  fecure  in  innocence,  and  great 

In  regal  clemency;  and  views  beneath 

Averted  darts  of  rage,  and  pointlefs  arms  of  {death* 


THE  SECRETARY. 

WRITTEN  AT  THE  HAGUE,  1696. 

While  with  labour  afliduousdue  pleafure  I  mix, 
And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  bufinefs  of  hx, 
Jn  a  little  Dutch  chaife  on  a  Saturday  night, 
On  my  left  hand  my  Horace,  a  nyrnph  op  my  right: 
No  memoirs  to  compofe,  and  no  poft-boy  to  move. 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  foftnefs  of  love; 
For  her,  neither  vifits,  nor  parties  at  tea. 
Nor  the  loBg-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  ahd  the  next  fliall  be  hers,  Ihall  be  mine. 
To  good  or  ill-fortune  the  third  we  refign  : 
Thus  fcorning  the  world  and  fuperior  to  fate, 
I  drive  on  my  car  in  proceffional  ftate. 
So  with  Phia  through  Athens  Pififtratus  rode  ; 
Men  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him  a  new  god. 
But  why  (bould  I  ftories  of  Athens  rehearfe, 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verfe  : 
Since  none  can  with  juftice  my  pleafures  oppofe, 
In  Holland  half  drowned  in  intereft  and  profe  ? 
By  Greece  and  paft  ages  what  need  I  be  tried, 
When  the  Hague  and  the  prefenc  are  both  on  my 

fide? 
And  is  it  enough  for  the  joys  of  the  day, 
To  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  fay  ? 
When  good  Vandergoes,  and  his  provident  Vrow, 
As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph,  do  freely  allow,   [is, 
That,  fearch  all  the  province,  you'll  find  no  man  caj 
So  bleft  as  the  Engliihen  Heer  Secretar'  i». 


TO  CLpE  WEEPING. 


See,  whilft  thou  weep'ft,  fair  Cloe,  fee 
The  world  in  fympathy  with  thee. 
The  cheerful  birds  no  longer  fmg  ; 
Eich  drops  his  head,  and  hangs  his  wing. 
The  clouds  have  bent  their  bofom  IowcTj 
And  ibed  their  forrows  in  a  fhower. 
The  brooks  beyond  their  limits  flow; 
And  louder  murmurs  fpeak  their  woe. 
The  nymphs  and  fwains  adopt  thy  cares  ; 
They  heave  thy  fighs,  and  weep  thy  tears, 
Fantallic  nymph  !   that  grief  fhould  move 
Thy  heart  obdurate  againft  love. 
Strange  tears  '.  whofe  power  can  foften  all. 
But  thit  dear  breaft  on  which  they  fall. 


TO  MR.  HOWARD. 


AN  ODE, 


Dear  Howard,  from  the  fuft  aflaults  of  love. 
Poets  and  painters  never  are  fecure ; 


POEMS. 


^? 


Van  I  untouch'd  the  fair  one's  pafTinrrs  move. 
Or  thou  draw  beauty,  and  r>ot  feel  its  power  ? 
ii. 

To  preat  Apelles  when  youn^  Ammon  brought 
The  darling  idol  of  his  captive  heart ; 

And  the  pleas'd  nymph  wifh  kind  attention  fat, 
To  have  her  charms  recorded  by  his  art  : 

IH. 

The  amorous  mafter  own'd  her  potent  eyes ; 

Sigh'd  when  he  look'd,    aud   trembled    as  he 
drew ; 
Each  flowing  line  confirm'd  his  firft  furprife, 

And,  as  the  piece  advanc'd,  the  padion  grew. 

IV. 

While  Philip's  fon,  while  Venus'  fon,  was  near, 
What  different  tortures  does  his  bofoiii  fetl ! 

Great  was  the  rival,  and  the  god  fevere : 

Nor  could  he  hide  his  flame,  nor  durft  reveal. 

V. 

The  prince,  renowji'd  in  bounty  as  in  arms. 
With  pity  faw  the  ill-conceal'd  dirtrefs; 

Quitted  his  title  to  Canipafpe'»  charms, 

And  gave  the  fair  one  to  the  friend's  embrace. 

VI. 

Thus  the  more  beauteous  C^oe  fat  to  thee. 
Good  Howard,  emulous  of  the  Grecian  art : 

But  happy  thou,  from  Cupid's  arrow  free, 

And  flames  that  pierc'd  thy  predecelTor's  heart ! 

VII. 

Had  thy  poor  breafl  receiv'd  an  equal  pain ; 

Hid  1  been  vefted  with  the  monarch's  power; 
Thou  mufi  have  figh'd,  unlucky  youth,  in  vain  ; 

Nor  from  my  bounty  hadft  thou  found  a  cure. 

vui. 

Thi-'Ugh,  to  convince  thee  that  the  friend  did  feel 

A  kind  concern  for  thy  ill-fated  care, 
1  would  have  footh'd  the  flame  I  could  not  heal ; 

Qiven  thee  the  world;  though  I  withheld  the  fair. 


LOVE  DISARMED. 

Beneath  a  myrtle's  verdant  fhade 
As  Cloc  half  afleep  was  laid, 
Cupid  perch'd  lightly  on  her  breaft, 
And  in  that  heaven  defir'd  to  reft  : 
Over  her  paps  his  wings  he  fpread  ; 
Between  he  found  a  downy  bed, 
And  neftled  in  his  little  head. 

St  ill  lay  the  god  :  the  nymph,  furpris'd, 
Yet  miftrefs  of  herfelf,  devis'd 
How  0ie  the  vagrant  might  enthral. 
And  captive  him,  who  captives  all. 

Her  bodice  half-way  flie  unlac'd; 
About  his  arms  {he  flily  cafl 
The  filken  bond,  and  held  him  faft. 

The  god  awak'd  ;  and  thrice  in  vain 
He  ftrove  to  break  the  cruel  chain  ; 
And  thrice  in  vain  he  fliook  his  wing, 
Incumber'd  in  the  filken  firing. 

Fluttering  the  god,  and  weepi«g,  faid, 
Pity  poor  Cupid,  generous  maid, 
Who  iiappen'd,  being  blind,  to  flray, 
And  on  thy  bofoai  luft  his  wayj 


Who  ftray'd,  alas !  but  knew  too  well, 
He  never  there  muft  hope  to  dwell : 
.Set  an  unhappy  prifoner  free, 
Wiio  ne'er  mtended  harm  to  thee. 

I'o  me  pertains  'rot,  file  replies. 
To  knovy  or  care  where  Cupid  flies ; 
Wliat  are  his  hiunts,  or  which  his  way; 
Where  he  would  dwell,  or  whither  llray: 
Yet  will  I  never  fet  thee  free; 
For  harm  was  meant,  and  harm  to  me. 

Vain  fears  that  vex  thy  virgin  heart! 
I'll  give  thee  up  my  bow  and  dart ; 
Untangle  but  this  cruel  chain, 
And  freely  let  me  fly  again. 

Agreed  :  fecure  my  virgin  heart : 
Infcsiit  give  up  thy  bow  and  dart : 
The  chain  I'll  m  return  untie ; 
And  freely  thou  a«  ain  (lialt  fly. 
Thus  flie  the  captive  did  deliver; 
The  captive  thus  gave  up  his  quiver. 
The  god  difarm'd,  e'er  fince  that  day, 
Fafies  his  life  ui  harmlefs  play; 
Flies  round,  or  fits  upon  her  breaft, 
A  little,  fluttering,  idle  gueft. 

E'er  fince  t'lat  day,  the  beauteous  mala 
Governs  tlie  world  in  Cupid's  ftcad  ; 
Directs  his  arrow  as  fhe  wills  ; 
Gives  grief,  or  pleafure ;  fpares,  or  killsi 


CLOE  HUNTING. 


Behind  her  neck  her  comely  trelTes  tied, 

Her  ivory  quiver  graceful  by  her  fide, 

A  hunting  Cloc  went  :  flie  loft  her  way. 

And  through  the  woods  uncertain  chanc'd  to  ftray, 

Apollo,  palling  by,  beheld  the  maid  ; 

And,  fifter  dear,  bright  Cynthia,  turn,  he  faid  : 

The  hunted  hind  lies  clofe  in  yonder  brake. 

Loud  Cupid  laugh'd,  to  fee  the  god's  miftake; 

And,  laughirlg,  cried,  Learn  better,  great  divine, 

To  know  thy  kindred,  and  to  honour  mine. 

Rightly  advis'd  far  hence  thy  fifter  feek. 

Or  on  iVIeander's  bank,  or  Latmus*  peak. 

But  in  this  nymph,  my  friend,  my  fitter  know  •. 

She  draws  my  arrows,  and  fhe  bends  my  bow  : 

fair  Thames  fhe  haunts,  and  every  neighbouring 

grove, 
S.Tcred  to  foft  recefs,  and  gemle  love. 
Go,  with  thy  Cynthia,  hurl  the  pointed  fpear 
At  the  rough  boar,  or  chafe  the  flying  deer : 
I  and  my  Cloe  take  a  nobler  aim  : 
At  human  liearts  we  fling,  nor  ever  mifs  the  game* 


CUPID  AND  GANYMEDE. 

I.-i  heaven,  one  holy-day,  you  read 

In  wife  Anacreon,  Ganymede 

Drew  heediefs  Cupid  in,  to  throw 

A  main,  to  pafs  an  hour,  or  fo. 

The  little  Trojan,  by  the  way. 

By  Hermes  taugkt,  play'd  all  the  plaj-i 

c  c  iiij       : 
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The  god  unhappily  engag'J, 
By  natJire  rafti,  by  play  enrag'd, 
Complaiii'd,  and  figh'd,  and  cried  and  fretted; 
Loft  every  earthly  thing  he  betted  : 
In  ready  money,  all  the  ftore 
PJck'd  up  long  fince  from  Danae's  fhower  ; 
A  fnuff-box,  fet  with  bleeding  hearts, 
Rubies,  all  pierc'd  with  diamond  darts  ; 
His  nine-pins  made  of  myrtle  wood 
(The  tree  in  Ida's  foreft  flood)  ; 
His  bowl  pure  gold,  the  very  fame 
Which  Paris  gave  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
Two  table  books  in  (haprcen  covers, 
Fill'd  with  good  verfe  from  real  lovers ; 
Merchandife  rare  !  a  billetrdoux, 
Its  matter  pafiionate,  yet  true  ; 
Heaps  of  hair-rings,  and  cypher'd  feals; 
llich  trifles  ;  ferious  bagnteiles. 

What  fad  diforders  play  begets  ! 
Defperate  and  mad,  at  length  he  fets 
Thofe  darts,  whofe  points  iiiake  gods  adore 
His  might,  and  deprecate  his  power  : 
Thofe  darts,  whence  all  our  joy  and  pain 
Arife  :  thofe  darts  '■ — Come,  feven's  the  main, 
Cries  Ganymede  :  fhe  ufual  trick  : 
Seven,  flur  a  fix  ;  eleven  :  a  nich. 

Ill  news  goes  faft  :  'twas  quickly  known 
That  finiple  Cupid  was  undone. 
Swifter  than  lightning  Venus  fiew  : 
Too  late  (he  found  the  thing  too  true. 
Guefs  how  the  goddefs  greets  her  foa  : 
Come  hither,  firrah  ;  no,  begone ; 
And,  hark  ye,  is  it  fo  indeed  ? 
A  comrade  you  for  Ganymede  ? 
An  imp  as  wicked,  for  his  age. 
As  any  earthly  lady's  page; 
A  fcandal  and  a  fcourge  to  Troy ; 
A  prince's  fon  ;  a  blackguard  boy  ; 
A  (harper,  that  with  box  and  dice 
Draws  in  young  deities  to  vice. 
All  heaven  is  by  the  ears  together, 
Since  firft  that  little  rogue  came  hither : 
Juno  herfelf  has  had  no  peace  : 
And  truly  I've  been  favour'd  lefs  : 
For  Jove,  as  fame  reports  (but  fame 
Says  things  not  fit  for  me  to  name). 
Has  aded  ill  for  fuch  a  god. 
And  takf  n  ways  extremely  odd. 

And  thou,  unhappy  child,  flie  faid, 
(Her  anger  by  her  grief  allay'd) 
Unhappy  child,  who  thus  hafl  loft 
All  the  eflate  we  e'er  could  boaft  ; 
Whither,  O  whither  wilt  thou  run, 
Thy  name  defpis'd,  thy  weaknefs  known  ? 
,  Nor  fliall  thy  fhrine  on  earth  be  crown'd ; 
Nor  Ihall  thy  power  in  heaven  be  own'd  ; 
When  thru  ncr  man  nor  god  canfl  wound. 

Obedient  Cupid  kneeling  cried, 
Ceafe,  deareft  mother,  ceafe  to  chide  : 
Gany's  a  cheat,  and  I'm  a  bubble  : 
Yet  why  this  great  e::cers  of  trouble  ? 
The  dice  were  falfe :  the  darts  are  gone : 
Yet  how  are  you,  or  I,  undone  ? 

The  lofs  of  thefe  I  can  fupply 
V.ith  kctncr  /?iafts  from  Cloe's  eye  : 


OF    PRIOR. 

Fear  not  we  e'er  can  be  difgrac'd 
While  that  bright  magazine  fliall  lad  : 
Your  crowded  altars  ftill  fliall  fmoke ; 
And  man  your  friendly  aid  invoke  : 
Jove  fliall  again  revere  your  power. 
And  rife  a  fwan,  or  fall  a  fliowcr. 


CUPID  MISTAKEN. 


As  after  noon,  one  fummer's  day, 

Venus  flood  bathing  in  a  river; 
Cupid  a-fliooting  went  that  way. 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  new  fill  d  his  quiver, 
11. 
With  flcill  he  chofe  his  fliarpeft  dart. 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew ; 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 

The  too-well-guided  arrow  flew, 
ill. 
I  faint  I   I  die  1  the  goddefs  cried: 

0  cruel,  could'ft  thou  find  none  other, 
To  wreck  thy  f}>Iecn  on  ?  parricide  ! 

Like  Neto,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother. 

IV. 

Poor  Cupid  fobbing  fcarce  could  fpeak  ; 
Indeed,  Mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  : 
Alas  !  how  eafy  my  miftake  1 

1  took  you  for  your  likenefs  Cloe. 


VENUS  MISTAKEN. 


When  Cloe's  pifture  was  to  Venus  fliown, 
Surpris'd,  the  goddefs  took  it  for  her  own. 
And  what,  faid  flie,  does  this  bold  painter  mean  ? 
When  was  I  bathing  thus,  and  naked  feen  ? 
Pleas'd  Cupid  heard,  and  check'd  his  mother'* 

pride  : 
And  who's  blind  now.  Mamma  ?  the  urchin  cried. 
'Tis  Cloe's  eye,  and  cheek,  and  lip,  and  breaft : 
Friend  Howard's  genius  fancied  all  the  reft. 


A    SONG. 


If  wine  and  mufic  have  the  power 

To  eafe  the  ficknefs  of  the  foul ; 
Let  Phoebus  every  firing  explore, 

And  Bacchus  fill  the  fprightly  bowl. 
Let  them  their  friendly  aid  employ, 

To  make  n-.y  Cloe's  abfence  light; 
And  ftck  for  pleafure,  to  deflroy 

The  forrows  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  flie  to-morrow  will  return  : 
Venus,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 

Thy  myrtles  ftrow,  thy  odours  burn  ; 
And  meet  thy  fa\t)urite  nymph  in  ftate. 

Kind  goddefs,  to  no  other  powers 
Let  us  to-morrow ,'8  blcfTjigs  own  ; 


POEM    S. 


Af!9 


Thy  darling  loves  (hall  guide  the  hours ; 
And  all  the  day  be  thine  alone. 


th£  dove. 

«e  Tantane  ahlmis  coeleftibus  irx  ?        Vmc' 


In  Virgil's  facred  verfe  we  find, 

That  pafuon  can  deprefs  or  raife 
The  heavenly,  as  the  human  mind  : 

Who  dare  deny  what  Virgil  fays  ? 
II. 
But,  if  they  fliould,  what  our  great  maftcr 

Has  thus  laid  dawn,  my  tale  Ihall  prove : 
Fair  Venus  wept  the  fad  difafter 

Of  having  loft  her  favourite  dove. 
III. 
In  complaifance  poor  Cupid  mourn'd  ; 

His  grief  reliev'd  his  mother's  pain  ; 
He  vow'd  he'd  leave  no  ftone  unturn'd. 

But  (he  fhould  have  her  dove  again. 

IV. 

Though  none,  fald  he,  ftiall  yet  be  nam'J, 

1  know  the  felon  well  enough  : 
But  be  fhe  not.  Mamma,  condemn'd 

Without  a  fair  and  legal  proof. 

V. 

With  that,  his  longeft  dart  he  took, 
As  conftable  would  take  his  ftaff: 

That  gods  defire  like  men  to  look, 
Would  make  ev'n  Heraclitus  laugh. 

VI. 

Love's  fubaltern',  a  duteous  band, 

Like  watchmen,  round  their  chief  appear  : 

Each  had  his  lantern  in  his  hand  ; 

And  Vesus  mafk'd  brought  up  the  rear. 

VII. 

Accoutred  thus,  their  eager  ftep 
To  Cloe's  lodging  they  dire<Sed : 

(At  once  I  writ,  alas  !  and  weep. 
That  Cloe  is  of  theft  fufpedted). 

VITI. 

Late  they  fet  out,  had  far  to  go  : 

St.  Dunftan's  as  they  pafs'd  ftruck  one. 

Cloe,  for  reafons  good,  you  know. 
Lives  at  the  fober  end  o'  th'  town. 

IX. 

With  one  great  peal  they  rap  the  door. 

Like  footmen  on  a  vifiting  day. 
Frtlks  at  her  houfe  at  fuch  an  hour  ! 

Lord  !  what  will  all  the  neighbours  fay  ? 
X.     . 
The  door  is  open :  up  they  run  : 

Nor  prayers,  nor  threats,  divert  their  fpeed : 
Thieves  !  thieves  !  cries  Sufaii ;  we're  undone 

They'll  kill  my  miflrefs  in  her  bed. 

XI. 

In  bed  indeed  the  nymph  had  been 
Three  hours  :  for,  all  hiftorians  fay, 

She  commonly  went  up  at  ten, 
Unlds  pi<iuet  was  in  the  wiy. 


She  wak'd,  be  fore,  with  flrange  fuiprife  : 

O  Cupid,  is  this  right  or  law. 
Thus  to  difturb  the  brighteft  eyes. 

That  ever  flept,  or  ever  faw  ? 

XIII. 

Have  you  obfcrv'd  a  fitting  hare, 

Liftening,  and  fearful  of  the  ftorm 
Of  horns  and  hounds,  clap  back  her  ear. 

Afraid  to  keep,  or  leave  her  form  ? 
xiv. 
Or  have  you  mark'd  a  partridge  quake, 

Viewing  the  towering  falcon  nigh  i 
She  cuddles  low  behind  the  brake  : 

Nor  would  lh€  Hay,  nor  dares  fhe  fiy, 

XV. 

Then  have  you  feen  the  beauteous  maid ; 

When  gazing  on  her  midnight  foes, 
She  turn'd  each  way  her  frighted  Jiead, 

Then  funk  it  deep  beneath  the  clotfies. 
xyi. 
Venus  this  while  was  in  the  chamber 

Incognito ;  for  Sufan  faid. 
It  fmelt  fo  ftrong  of  myrih  and  amber—. 

And  Sufan  is  no  lying  maid, 
xvii. 
But,  fincc  vre  have  no  prefent  need 

Of  Venus  for  an  epifode  : 
With  Cupid  let  us  e'en  proceed; 

And  thus  to  Cloe  fpoke  the  god  : 

XVIII. 

Hold  up  your  head  :  hold  up  your  han4  I 
Would  it  were  my  lot  to  Ihow  ye 

This  cruel  writ,  wherein  you  ftand 
Indided  by  the  name  of  Cloe  '. 

XIX. 

For  that,  by  fecret  malice  flirr'd. 
Or  by  an  emulous  pride  invited. 

You  have  purloin'd  the  favourite  bird» 
In  which  my  mother  moft  delighted. 

XX. 

Her  blufliing  fkce  the  lovely  maid 

Rais'djuft  above  the  milk-white  fheet; 

A  rofe-tree  in  a  lilly  bed 

Nor  glows  fo  red,  nor  breathes  fo  fvveet. 

XXI. 

Are  you  not  he  whom  virgins  fear, 
And  widows  court  ?  is  not  your  name 

Cupid  ?  If  fo,  pray  come  not  near — 
Fair  maiden,  I'm  the  very  fame. 

XXII. 

Then  what  have  I,  good  Sir,  to  fay. 

Or  do  with  her  you  call  your  mother  ? 
If  I  fhould  meet  her  in  my  way. 

We  hardly  court'fy  to  each  other. 

XXIII. 

Diana  chafte,  and  Hebe  fweet, 

Witnefs  that  what  I  fpeak  is  true  ; 

I  would  not  give  my  Paraquet 
For  all  the  doves  that  ever  flew. 

XXIV. 

Yet,  to  compofe  this  midnight  noife, 

Go  freely  fearch  where'er  you  pieafe 
(The  rage  that  rais'd,  adorn'd  her  voice)— 
i       Upcn  yon'  toilet  lie  my  keys. 


4«» 
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Her  k*}'!  he  takes ;  her  doors  unlocks : 

Through  \YardrQbe,  and  through  clofet  bounces ; 

Peeps  into  every  cheft  and  b  x  ; 

Turns  all  her  furbelows  and  flounces. 

XXVI. 

But  dove,  depend  on't,  hnds  he  none ; 

So  to  the  bed  returns  again  : 
And  now  the  maiden,  bolder  prown, 

^gins  to  treat  him  with  difdain. 
xxvii. 
I  marvel  much,  (he  fmiiing  faid. 

Your  poultry  cannot  yet  be  found  ; 
Lies  he  in  yonder  flipper  dead  ; 

Or,  may  be,  in  tiie  tea-pot  drown'd  ? 

XXVIII. 

No,  traitor,  angry  Love  replies, 

He's  hid  f*>nicwhere  about  your  breaft ; 

A  place  nor  god  nor  man  denies, 
i'or  Venus'  dove  the  proper  neft. 

XXIX. 

Search  then,  fhe  faid,  put  in  your  hand, 
And  Cynthia,  dear  proteSrefs,  guard  me  ; 

As  guiify  Ij  or  free  may  {land, 
Do  thou  or  punifh  or  reward  me. 

XXX. 

But  ah  !  what  maid  to  Love  can  truft  ! 

He  fcorns,  and  breaks  all  legal  power  : 
Into  her  breall  his  hand  he  thruft  ; 

And  in  a  mouient  forc'd  it  lower. 

XXXI. 

O,  whither  do  thofe  fingers  rove> 

Cries  Cloe,  treacherous  urchin,  whither  ? 

O  Venus  '.  I  ftiall  find  the  dove. 

Says  he  ;  for  fure  I  touch  his  feather. 


A  LOVER'S  ANGER. 


As  Cloe  came  inio  the  room  t'  other  day, 

I  peevifh  began ;  where  (b  long  could  you  flay  ? 
In  your  lif<i  time  you  never  regarded  your  hour; 
You  promis'd  at  two ;  and  (pray,  look,  child)  tis 

four. 
A  hdy's  watch  needs  neither  figures  nor  wheels  ; 
'Tis  enough,  that  'tis  loaded  with  baubles  and  fcak. 
A  temper  fo  hecdlefs  no  mortal  can  bear — 
Thus  far  I  went  on  with  a  rcfolute  air. 

Lord  blefs  me  !  faid  fhe  ;  let  a  body  but  fpeak  I 
Here's  an  ugly  hard  lofe-bud  fallen  into  my  neck  : 
It  has  hurt  me,  and  vext  me  to  fuch  a  degree — ■ 
Sec  here  .  for  you  never  believe  me  ;  pray  fee. 
On  the  lefr  fide  my  breaft,  what  a  mark  it  has") 
made  '■  j 

So  faying,  her  bofom  fhe  carelefs  difplay'd  :  ^ 
That  feat  of  delight  I  with  wonder  lurvey'd,  j 
Ar.d  forgot  every  v/oid  i  dcfign'd  to  have  faid.  J 


MERCURY  AND  CUPID. 

Js  fullen  humour  one  day  Jove 
&snt  Heraies  down  to  Ida's  grovr, 


Commanding  Cupid  to  deliver 
His  ftore  of  darts,  his  total  quivef  ; 
That  Hermes  fhould  the  weapon  brealc, 
Or  throw  them  into  Lethe's  lake. 

Hermes,  you  know,  muft  do  his  errand  : 
He  found  his  man,  produc'd  his  warrant ; 
Cupid  !   yonr  darts — this  very  hour — 
There's  no  contending  againft  power! 

How  fullen  Jupiter,  juft  now, 
I  think  I  faid  ;  and  you'll  allow 
That  Cupid  was  as  had  as  he  : 
Hear  but  the  youngfter's  repartee. 

Come  kinfman  (faid  the  little  god). 
Put  off  your  wings,  lay  by  your  rod  ; 
Retire  with  me  to  yonder  bower, 
And  refl  yourfelf  for  half  an  hour  : 
'Tis  far  indeed  from  hence  to  heaven; 
But  you  fly  faft :   and  'tis  but  feven. 
We'll  take  one  cooling  cup  of  necSar; 
And  drink  to  this  celeftial  He<5lor. 

He  break  my  darts  ;  or  hurt  my  power ! 
He,  Leda'o  fwan,  and  Danae's  fliower! 
Go,  bid  him  his  wife  tongue  reftraiu, 
And  mind  his  thunder,  and  his  rain. — 
My  darts  !   O  certainly  I'll  give  'cm  : 
From  CJoe's  eyes  he  fliall  receive  'em. 
There's  one,  the  beft  in  all  my  quiver, 
Twang  I   through  his  very  heart  and  liver; 
He  then  fhall  pine,  and  figh,  and  rave  : 
Good  Lord !  what  buftlc  (hall  we  have  ! 
Neptune  muft  ftraight  be  fent  to  fea, 
And  flora  fummon'd  twice  a-day  : 
One  muft  find  fhells,  t'  other  flov.'ers, 
For  cooling  grots,  and  fragrant  bowers. 
That  Cloe  may  be  ferv'd  in  ftate. 
The  hours  muft  at  her  toilet  wait  : 
Whilft  all  the  reafoning  fools  belowr 
Wonder  their  watches  go  too  flow. 
Lybs  muft  fly  fouth,  and  Eurus  eaft. 
For  jewels  for  her  hair  and  breaft. 
No  matter,  though  this  cruel  hafte 
Sink  cities,  and  lay  forefts  wafte. 
No  matter,  though  this  fleet  be  loft  ; 
Or  that  lie  wind-bound  on  the  coaft. 
What  whifpericg  in  my  mother's  ear ! 
Vf  hat  care,  that  Juno  ftjould  not  hear  I 
What  work  among  you  fcholar  gods '. 
Phcebus  muft  write  him  amorous  odes. 
And  thou,  poor  coufin,  muft  compofc 
His  letters  in  fubmilfive  profe  : 
Whilft  haughty  Cloe,  to  fuftain  "y 

The  honour  of  my  myftic  reign,  / 

Shall  all  his  gifts  and  vows  difdain,  f 

And  laugh  at  your  old  bully's  pain.  J 

Dear  couz,  faid  Hermes  in  a  fright, 
For  heaven's  fake  I  keep  your  darts :    good  night. 


ON    BEAUTY, 

A  RIDDLE. 


Resolve  me,  Gloe,  what  is  this  ; 
Or  forfeit  me  one  precious  kifs. 


POEMS. 


>Tis  the  firft  off  pring  of  the  graces; 

^ears  different  forms  in  different  places ; 

Acknoyvledg'd  fine,  where'er  beheld  ; 

Yet  fancied  finer,  when  conceal'd. 

'Twas  flora's  wealth,  and  Circe's  charm; 

Pandora's  tox  of  hood  and  harm ; 

'Twas  Mars's  wilh,  Endymion's  dream  ; 

Apelles'  draught,  and  Ovid's  theme. 

This  guided  Thefeus  through  the  maze  ; 

And  fent  him  home  with  life  and  praife  : 

But  this  undid  the  Phrygian  boy  ; 

And  blew  the  flames  that  ruin'd  Troy. 

This  fhow'd  great  kindnefs  to  old  Greece, 

And  help'd  rich  Jafan  to  the  fleece. 

This  through  the  eaft  juft  vengeance  hurl'd, 

And  loft  poor  Anthony  the  world. 

Ir.jur'd,  though  Lucrece  found  her  doom. 

This  banilh'd  tyranny  from  Rome. 

Appeas'd,  though  L,ais  gain'd  her  hire} 

This  fet  Perfepolis  on  fire. 

For  this  Alcides  Icarn'd  to  fpin  : 

His  club  laid  down,  and  lion's  fkin. 

For  this  Apollo  deign'd  to  keep, 

With  fervilo  care  a  nicrtal's  flieep. 

For  this  the  father  of  the  gods. 

Content  to  leave  his  high  abodes, 

In  borrow'd  figures  loofely  ran, 

Europa'sbull,  and  Leda's  fwan  j 

For  this  he  reaffumes  the  nod 

(While  Semele  commands  the  god) ; 

l-aunches  the  bolt,  and  Ihakes  the  poles  ; 

Though  Momus  laughs,  and  Juno  fcolds. 

Here  liitening  Cloe  fmil'd,  and  faid; 
Your  riddle  is  not  hard  to  read  : 
1  guefs  it — Fair  one,  if  you  4o, 
Need  I,  alas  1  the  theme  purfue  ? 
For  this,  thou  feeft,  for  this  I  leave 
Whate'er  the  world  thinks  wife  or  grave, 
Ambition,  bufinefs,  fiiendlhip,  news, 
My  ufeful  books,  and  ferious  mufe. 
For  this,  I  willingly  decline 
yhe  mirth  of  feafts,  and  joys  of  wine; 
Ajad  choofe  to  fit  and  .talk  with  thte 
(As  thy  great  orders  may  decree) 
Of  cocks  and  bull';,  and  flutes  and  fiddles, 
Qi  idle  tales  and  foolifii  riddles. 


THE  QUESTION. 


TO    LISETTA. 


t^HAT  Nymph  fhould  I  admire,  or  truft, 
Jut  Cioe  beauteous,  Cloe  juft  ? 
What  Nymph  Ihould  I  defire  to  fee, 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
To  whom  fliould  I  compofe  the  lay, 
But  her  who  liftens  when  I  play  ?    ' 
To  whom  in  fong  repeat  my  cares, 
But  her  who  in  my  forrow  Ihares  ? 
For  whom  Jhould  I  the  garland  make. 
But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take. 
And  hoafts  {he  wears  it  for  mv  fake  i 
\u  love  am  I  not  fully  bleft  ? 
Lifutta,  pr'ytjiee  tell  the  reft, 


LISETFA'S  REPLY. 


n 


Sure  Cloe  juft,  and  Cloe  fair, 
Dei'erves  to  be  your  only  care  : 
But,  when  you  and  fhe  to-day 
Far  irrto  the  wood  did  ftray, 
And  I  happen'd  to  pafs  by ; 
Which  way  did  you  caft  your  eye  ? 
But,  when  your  cares  to  her  you  fing. 
Yet  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  Ipring; 
Docs  it  not  more  afflidl  your  heart. 
That  in  thofe  cares  flie  bears  a  part  ? 
When  you  the  flowers  for  Cloe  twine, 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
The  meaneft  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Simpleft  of  fwains  !  the  world  may  fee. 
Whom  Cloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me* 


THE  GARLAND, 


The  pride  of  every  grove  I  chofe, 

The  violet  fweet  and  lily  fair. 
The  dappled  pink,  and  bluftiing  rofe. 

To  deck  my  charming  Cloe's  hair. 
II. 
At  morn  the  nymph  vouchfaf'd  to  place 

Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath  ; 
The  flowers  lefs  blooming  than  her  face. 

The  fcent  lefs  flagrant  than  her  breath, 
III. 
The  flowers  fhe  wore  along  the  day  : 

And  every  nymph  and  fhepherd  faid, 
That  in  her  hair  they  look'd  more  gay 

Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 

IV. 

Undreft  at  evening,  when  ftie  found 
Their  »'dours  loft,  their  colours  part; 

She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  grouncl 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  fhe  Ccift. 

V, 

That  eye  dropt  fenfe  diftin<ft  and  clear. 
As  any  mufe's  tongue  could  fpeak. 

When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek, 

VI. 

Diffembljng  what  I  knew  too  well, 

My  love,  my  life,  faid  I,  explain 
This  change  of  humour  :   pr'ythee  tell : 

'I'hatfaihng  tear — what  docs  it  mean  ? 
vu. 
She  figh'd  ;  fhe  fmil'd  ;,  and  to  the  flower« 

Pointing,  the  lovely  moralift  faid  ; 
See,  friend,  in  fome  few  fleeting  hours, 

See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made, 
viii. 
Ah  me  !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 

And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one  : 
At  morn  both  flourifh  bright  and  gay ; 

Both  fade  at  evening,  pale,  and  gone. 
rx. 
At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  fung; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bovy'cj  t 
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At  right  her  fatal  knell  vm  run?; 
I  faw,  and  kifs'd  her  in  her  Ihroud- 

X. 

Such  as  (he  is,  who  died  to-day; 

Such  I,  alas  !  may  be  to-morrow : 
.Go,  Damon, bid  thy  mufe  difplay 

The  juftice  of  thy  Cloe's  forrow. 


THE  LADY  WHO  OFFERS  HER  LOOKING- 
GLASS  TO  VENUS. 

TAKEN    FROM    AN    EPIGRAM    OF    PLATO. 

Venus,  take  my  votive  glafs; 
Since  I  am  not  what  1  was ; 
What  from  this  day  I  fliall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  fee. 


CLOE  JEALOUS, 


Forbear  to  afk  me,  why  I  weep; 

Vest  Cloe  to  her  (he-,  herd  faid; 
'Tis  for  my  two  poor  ftraggling  flieep, 

Perhaps,  or  for  my  fquirrel  dead. 
ii. 
For  mind  I  what  you  late  have  writ  ? 

Your  fubtle  queftionsand  replies  ? 
Emblems,  to  teach  a  female  wit 

The  ways,  where  changing  Cupid  flies  ^ 
III. 
Your  riddle  purpos'd  to  rehearfe 

The  general  power  that  beauty  has  : 
But  why  did  no  peculiar  verfe 

Dcfcribe  one  charm  of  Cloe's  face  ? 

IV. 

The  glafs,  which  was  at  Venus'  fhrine, 

With  fuch  myfterious  forrow  laid  : 
The  garland  (and  you  call  it  mine) 

Which  fliow'd  how  youth  and  beauty  fade  ; 
v. 
Ten  tboufahd  trifles  light  as  thefe 

Nor  can  my  rage,  nor  anger,  move : 
.She  fhould  be  huir.ble,  whow«uld  pleafe; 

And  file  muft  fuffcr,  who  can  love. 

VI. 

When  in  wiy  glafs  I  chanc'd  to  look; 

Of  Venus  what  did  1  implore  ? 
That  every  grace,  which  tience  I  took. 

Should  know  to  charm  my  Damon  more, 
vii, 
Reading  thy  verfe;  who  heeds,  faid  I, 

If  here  or  there  his  glances  flew  ? 
O,  free  for  ever  be  his  eye, 

Whofc  heart  to  me  is  always  true  ! 
vni. 
My  bloom  indeed,  my  little  flower 

Of  beauty  quickly  loft  its  pride: 
For,  fever'd  from  its  native  bower, 

It  on  thy  glowing  boloni  dy'd. 


Yet  car'd  I  not  what  might  preface 

Or  withering  wreath,  or  fleeting  youtk  ; 

Love  I  efteem'd  more  ftrong  than  age. 
And  time  lefs  permanent  than  truth. 

X 

Why  then  I  weep,  forbear  to  know  : 
Falluncontroli'd,  my  tears,  and  free; 

O  Damon  !  'tis  the  only  woe, 
I  ever  yet  conceal'd  from  thee. 

XI. 

The  fecret  wound  with  which  1  bleefl 
Shall  lie  wrapt  up,  cv'n  in  my  hearfe; 

But  on  my  tomb-ftone  thou  fhalt  read 
My  anlwcr  to  thy  dubious  verfe. 


ANSWER  TO  CLOE  JEALOUS, 

JN    THE    SAME    STYLE;     THE    AUTHOR    SICK. 


Yes,  faireft;  proof  of  beauty's  power. 

Dear  idol  of  my  panting  heart, 
Nature  points  this  my  fatal  hour  : 

And  I  have  liv'd;  and  we  rauft  part. 
II. 
While  now  I  take  my  lafh  adieu, 

Heave  thou  no  figh,  nor  flied  a  tear; 
Left  yet  my  half-clos'd  eye  may  view 

On  earth  an  objedt  worth  its  care. 
III. 
From  jealoufy's  tormenting  ftrife 

For  ever  be  thy  bofom  freed  : 
That  nothing  may  difturb  thy  life, 

Content  I  haften  to  the  dead. 

IV. 

Yet  when  fome  better-fared  youth 

3hall  with  his  amorous  parley  move  thee  ;- 

Refledl  one  moment  on  his  truth 

Who,  dying  thus,  perfifts  to  love  thee. 


A  BETTER  ANSWER. 


Dear  Cloe,  how  blubber'd  is  that  pretty  face  I 

Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurl'd  r 
Pr'ythee  quit  this  caprice;  and  (as  old  FalftafTfayR^ 
Let  us  ev'n  talk  a  little  like  folks  of  this  world, 
n. 
How  canft  thou  prefume.thou  haft  leave  to  deflroy 
1  he  beauties,  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keep- 
ing ? 
Thofe  looks  were  defign'd  to  ir.fpire  love  and  joy : 
More  ordinary  eyes  may  fervc  people  for  weep- 
ing. 

III. 
To  be  vext  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ. 

Your  judgment  at  once,  and  my  paflion  you 

wrong  :  [wit : 

You  take  that  for  fadl:,  which  will  fcarce  he  found 

Od's-life !  mull  one  fwear  to  the  truth  of  a  fong  ? 


F    O    E    M    S. 
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What  I  fpeak,  my  fair  Cloe,  and  what  t  write, 
Ihows 
The  difference  there  is  betwixt  nature  and  art : 
I  court  others  in  verle ;  but  I  love  thee  in  profe  : 
And  they  have  my  whimfics,  but  thou  haft  my 
heart. 

V. 

The  god  of  us  verfe-men  (you  know,  child)  the 
fun, 

How  after  his  journeys  he  fets  up  his  reft : 
If  at  morning  o'er  earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run; 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Ihetis's  brcaft. 
vr. 
So  when  I  am  weary'd  with  wandering  al!  day. 

To  thee  my  delight  in  the  evening  (  come  : 
No  matter  what  beauties  I  faw  in  my  way; 

They  were  but  my  vifits,but  thou  art  my  home. 

VII. 

Then  finifh,  dear  Cloe,  this  paftoral  war; 

And  let  us  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree  : 
Tor  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her, 

As  he  was  a  poet  fublimer  than  me. 


PALLAS  AND  VENUS. 

AN    EPIGRAM. 

The  Trojan  fwain  had  judg'd  the  great  difpute, 
And  beauty's  power  obtain'd  the  golden  fruit ; 
When  Venus,  loofe  iif  all  her  naked  charms, 
Met  Jove's  great  daughter  clad  in  (hining  arms. 
The  wanton  g^iddef*  view'd  the  warlike  maid 
From  head  to  foot  and  tauntingly  (he  faid  : 

Yield,  filler  ;  rival,  yield  :  naked,  you  fee, 
I  vanquilh  :  guefs  how  potent  I  fliould  be, 
If  to  the  field  I  came  in  armour  dreft ;  [creft  I 

Dreadful,  like  thine,  my   Ihield,  and  terrible  my 

rhe  warrior  goddefs  with  difJaui  reply'd  : 
Thy  folly,  child,  is  equal  to  thy  pride  : 
Let  a  brave  enemy  for  once  advife,. 
A[;d  Venus  (if  'tis  poffible)  be  v.iife. 
Thou,  to  be  ftrong,  mud  put  off  every  drefs; 
Thy  only  armour  is  thy  nakednefs ; 
And  more  than  once  (or  thou  art  much  bely'd) 
By  Mars  himfelf  that  armour  has  been  try'd. 


TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  IN  LOVE. 

A  TALE. 

From  public  noife  and  fatSious  ftrife, 
From  all  the  bufy  ills  of  life. 
Take  me,  my  Celia,  to  thy  breaft; 
And  lull  my  wearied  foul  to  reft. 
For  ever,  in  this  humble  cell, 
Let  thee  and  I,  my  fair  one,  dwell; 
None  enter  elfe,  but  love — and  he 
Shall  bar  the  door,  and  kaep  the  Icey. 
To  painted  roofs  and  fhiiiing  fpircs 
(Unea)y  ftais  of  high  cklires) 


Let  the  unthinking  many  crowd. 
That  dare  be  covetous  and  proud  : 
In  golden  bondage  let  them  wait. 
And  barter  hapvinefs  for  ftate. 
But  oh  !  my  Celia,  when  thy  fwain 
Defires  to  fee  a  court  again, 
May  heaven  around  this  deftin'd  head 
rhe  choiceft  of  its  curfes  fhed  ! 
To  fum  up  all  the  rage  of  fate 
In  the  two  things  I  dread  and  hate. 
May 'ft  thou  be  falfe,  and  I  be  great  I 
Thus,  on  his  Celia's  panting  breaft, 
Fond  Celadon  hi?  foul  expreft  ; 
While  with  delight  the  lovely  maid 
Receiv'd  the  vows  fhe  thus  repaid  : 

Hope  of  my  age,  joy  of  my  youth, 
Bleft  miracle  of  love  and  truth; 
All  that  could  e'er  be  counted  mine. 
My  love  anci  life  longfince  are  thine; 
A  real  joy  I  never  knew, 
Till  I  bcliev'd  thy  paflion  true  : 
A  real  gritf  I  ne'er  can  find, 
I'ill  thou  prov'ft  perjur'd,  or  unkind. 
Contempt,  and  poverty,  and  care, 
All  we  abhor,  and  all  we  fear, 
Blcft  with  thy  prefence,  I  can  bear. 
Through  waters  and  through  flames  I'll  go, 
Sufferer  and  folace  of  thy  woe  : 
Trace  me  fome  yet  unheard-of  way, 
That  I  thy  ardour  may  repay  ; 
And  make  my  conftant  paffion  known 
By  more  than  woman  yet  has  done. 

Had  la  wifh  that  did  not  bear 
The  ftamp  and  image  of  my  dear ; 
I'd  pierce  my  heart  through  every  vein. 
And  die,  to  let  it  out  again. 
No  :  Venus  ftiall  my  witnefs  be 
(If  Venus  ever  lov'd  like  me),- 
That  for  one  hour  I  would  not  quit 
My  ftiepherd's  arms,  and  this  retreat. 
To  be  the  Perfian  monarch's  bride. 
Partner  of  all  his  power  and  pride; 
Or  rule  in  regal  ftate  above. 
Mother  of  gods,  and  wife  of  Jove. 

"  O  happy  thefe  of  human  race!" 
But  foi)n,  alas  .   our  pleafures  pafs. 
He  thank'd  her  on  his  bended  knee  ; 
Then  drank  a  quart  of  milk  and  tea  ^ 
And,  leaving  her  ador'd  embrace, 
Haften'd  to  court,  to  beg  a  place. 
While  fhe,  his  abi'ence  to  bemoan, 
The  very  moment  he  was  gone, 
Call'd  Thyrfis  from  beneath  the  bed  I 
Where  all  this  time  he  had  been  hid, 

MORA  L. 

While  men  have  thefe  ambitious  fancies; 
And  wanton  wenches  read  romances  ; 
Our  fex  will — What  ?  Out  with  it.     Lye; 
And  theirs  in  eqial  ftrains  reply. 
The  moral  of  the  tale  I  fing 
(A  pofy  for  a  wedding  ring) 
In  this  fliort  verfe  wiU  be  confin'd  : 
Love  is  a  jeft,  and  vows  are  wind. 


iU 


THE    WORK 


AN  ENGLISH  PADLOCK. 


Miss  Danae,  when  fair  and  young, 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  fung) 
Ctjuld  not  be  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doors  of  fteel,  and  walls  of  brafs. 
The  reafon  of  the  thing  is  clear, 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver. 
Cupid  was  with  hitn  of  the  party; 
And  {how'd  himfelf  fincere  and  hearty ; 
For,  give  that  whipfter  but  his  errand, 
He  takes  my  lord  chief  juftice'  warrant; 
Dauntlcfs  as  death  away  he  walks  ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  fnaps  the  locks  ; 
Searches  the  parleur,  chamber,  {ludy  ; 
Nor  ftops  till  he  has  culprit's  body. 

Since  this  has  been  authentic  truth, 
By  age  deliver'd  down  to  youth  ; 
Tell  us,  miftaken  hufband,  tell  us. 
Why  fo  myfterious,  why  fo  jealous  ? 
Does  the  reftraint,  the  bolt,  the  bar. 
Make  us  lefs  curious,  her  lefs  fair  ? 
The  fpy,  which  does  this  treafure  keep, 
Does  file  ne'er  fay  her  prayers,  nor  fleep  ? 
D»es  fhe  to  no  exccfs  incline  .' 
Does  (he  fly  mufic,  mirth,  and  wine  ? 
Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power 
Topurchafe  one  unguarded  hour  ? 

Your  care  does  further  yet  extend : 
That  fpy  is  guarded  by  your  friend. — 
"  But  has  this  friend  nor  eye  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart, 
Which,  foon  or  late,  all  mortals  feel  ? 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  zeal. 
Give  the  fair  prifoner  caufe  to  fee. 
How  much  he  wifties  fhe  were  free  ? 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  friendfhip  toofeverc, 
Which  chain  him  to  a  hated  truft ; 
Which  n>ake  him  vvTetched,  to  be  jufl? 
And  naay  not  flie,  this  darling  (he, 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flefh  and  blood, 
lafy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee, 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good  ? 

Sir,  will  your  queftions  never  end? 
1  trull  to  neither  fpy  nor  friend. 
In  fhort,  I  keep  her  from  the  light 
Of  every  human  face. — She'll  write. 
From  pen  and  paper  fhe's  debarr'd. — 
Has  flie  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 
She'll  prick  her  mind, — She  will,  you  fay  : 
But  how  fliall  (he  that  mind  convey  ? 
1  keep  her  in  one  room  :    1  lock  it ; 
The  key  (look  heie)  i>  in  this  pocket. 
The  kty-hole,  is  that  left  ?  Moll  certain. 
She'll  thruft  her  letter  through —bir  Martin. 

Dear  angry  friend,  what  mull  be  done  ? 
Is  there  no  way  ? — There  is  but  one. 
Sfnf'  bcr  abroad  :  and  let  her  fee, 
That  all  this  mingled  mafs,  which  Ibc, 
Being  forbidden,  longs  to  ki^ow. 
Is  a  dull  farce,  an  eriipty  Ihow, 
Powder,  aud  pockct-glafs,  and  beau  ; 
A  ftaple  pf  romance  and  lies, 
Falfc  tears  amd  rea}  perjuries  : 


S    OF   tRIOlt. 

Where  fighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  foitfj 

And  love  is  made  but  to  be  told  : 

Where  the  fat  bawd  and  lavirti  heir 

The  fpoils  of  ruin'd  beauty  fhare  ; 

And  youth,  feduc'd  from  friends  and  famCj 

Muft  give  up  age  to  want  and  (hame. 

Let  her  behold  the  frantic  fcene, 

I'he  women  wretched,  fall'e  the  men  ; 

And  when,  thefe  certain  ills  tofliun. 

She  would  to  thy  embraces  run  ; 

Receive  her  with  extended  arms. 

Seem  more  delighted  with  her  charms; 

Wait  on  her  to  the  park  and  play, 

Put  on  good-humour  ;  make  her  gay; 

Be  to  her  virtues  very  kind ; 

Be  to  her  faults  a  little  blind ; 

Let  all  her  ways  be  unconfin'd  ; 

And  clap  your  padlock — on  her  mind. 


HANS  CARVEL. 


Hans  Carvel,  impotent  and  old, 
Married  a  lafs  of  London  mould  ' 
Handfome  .'  enough;  extremely  gay  i 
Lov'd  mufic,  company,  and  play  : 
High  flights  Ihe  had,  and  wit  at  will ; 
And  fo  her  tongue  lay  feldom  Hill : 
For  in  all  vifits  who  but  Ihe, 
To  argue,  or  to  repartee? 

She  made  it  plain,  that  human  paffian 
Was  order'd  by  predeftination  ; 
That,  if  weak  women  went  aftray. 
Their  liars  were  more  in  fault  than  fhey  ; 
Whole  tragedies  Ihe  had  by  heart; 
Enter'd  into  Roxana's  part : 
To  triumph  in  her  rival's  blood. 
The  adlion  certainly  was  good. 
How  like  a  vine  young  Ammon  curl'd  I 
Oh  that  dear  conqueror  of  the  world  '. 
She  pitied  Betterton  in  age, 
That  ridicul'd  the  god-lik-e  rage. 

She,  firft  of  all  the  town,  was  told, 
Where  new^eft  India  things  were  fold-: 
So  in  a  morning,  without  bodice, 
Slipt  feme  times  out  to  Mrs.  Thody's ; 
To  cheapen  tea,  to  buy  a  fcreen  : 
What  elfe  could  fo  nutch  virtue  mean  I 
For,  to  prevent  the  leall  reproach, 
Betty  went  with  her  in  the  coach. 

But,  when  no  very  great  affair 
Excited  her  peculiar  care. 
She  without  fail  was  wak'd  at  ten  ; 
Drank  chocolate,  then  flept  again  : 
At  twelve  Ihe  role  ;  with  much  add 
Her  clothes  were  huddled  on  by  two ; 
Then,  does  my  lady  dine  at  home  ? 
Yes,  lure  ! — But  is  the  Colonel  come  ? 
Next,  how  to  fpend  the  afternoon. 
And  not  come  home  again  too  foon; 
The  Change,  the  City,  or  the  Plav, 
As  each  Was  proper  for  the  day : 
A  turn  in  fummer  to  Hyde-Park, 
When  it  grew  tolerably  dark. 


P     O     E 

Wife's  pleafure  caufes  hufband's  pain  ■: 
Strange  fancies  come  in  Kans's  brain  : 
He  thought  of  what  he  did  not  name ; 
And  would  reform,  but  durft  not  blame. 
At  firfl  he  therefore  preach'd  his  wife 
The  comforts  of  a  pious  life  : 
Told  her,  how  tranfient  beauty  was; 
That  ail  nui&  die,  and  flefli  was  grafs  : 
He  bought  her  fermons,  pfalms,  and  graces; 
Ajid  doubled  down  the  ufeful  places. 
But  ftill  the  weij;ht  of  worldly  care 
Allow'd  her  little  time  for  prayer  : 
And  Cleopatra  was  read  o'er  ; 
While  Scot,  and  Wake,  and  twenty  more. 
That  teach  one  to  deny  one's  felf. 
Stood  unmolefted  on  the  (belf. 
An  untouch'd  luble  grac'd  her  toilet  t 
No  tear  that  thumb  'f  hers  fhould  fpoil  It. 
In  (l)ort,  the  trade  was  flill  the  fame  : 
The  dame  went  out :  the  colonel  came. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  poor  Carvel  cry'd  : 
Another  battery  mu"  be  try'd  : 
What  if  to  fpells  I  had  recourfc  ? 
'Tis  but  to  hinder  fomething  worfe.        ' 
The  end  niuft  juflify  the  means; 
He  only  fins  who  ill  intends : 
Since  therefore  'tis  to  combat  evil ; 
'Tis  lawful  to  employ  the  devil. 

Forthwith  the  devil  did  appear 
(For  name  him,  and  he's  always  near); 
Not  in  the  Ihape  in  which  he  plies 
At  Mifs's  elbow  when  ftie  lies ; 
Or  Hands  before  the  nurfery  doors, 
To  take  the  naughty  boy  that  roars  : 
But,  without  fawcer-eye  or  claw, 
Like  a  grave  barrifler  at  law. 

Hans  Carvel,  lay  afide  your  grief. 
The  devil  fays;  [  bring  relief. 
Relief  I  fays  Hans  :  pray,  let  me  crave 
Your  name,  Sir — Satan — Sir,  your  Have; 
1  did  not  look  upon  your  feet  t 
You'll  pardon  me  : — Ay,  now  I  fee't : 
And  pray.  Sir,  when  came  you  from  hell  ? 
Our  friends  there,  did  you  leave  theca  well  ? 
Ail  well ;  but  pr'ythee,  honed  Hans, 
(Says  Satan)  leave  yoar  complaifance : 
The  truth  is  this :  I  cannot  flay 
Flaring  in  l'un-{h.ine  all  the  day  : 
For,  entre  nous,  we  hellifh  fprites 
Love  more  the  frefco  of  the  nights ; 
And  oftcner  our  receipts  convey 
In  dreams,  than  any  other  way. 
1  tell  you  therefore  as  a  friend, 
£re  morning  dawns,  your  fears  fhall  end  : 
Go  then  this  evening,  mafter  Carvel, 
Lay  down  your  fowls,  and  broach  your  barrel ; 
Let  friends  and  wiije  dilTolve  your  care  ; 
Whilft  I  the  great  receipt. prepare  : 
To-night  I'll  bring  it,  by  my  faith  ! 
Believe  for  once  what  Satan  faith. 

Away  went  Hans;  glad  ?  not  a  little; 
Obey'd  the  devil  to  a  title; 
Invited  friends  fome  half  a  dozen, 
The  colopel  and  my  lady's  coufir>. 
The  meat  wasferv'd;  the  bowls  were  crown'd; 
Cttehts  were  fung ;  and  healths  weus;  round  j 
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Barbadots  waters  for  tbe  clofe ; 

Till  Hans  had  fairly  got  his  dofe  ! 

The  colonel  toafted  "  to  the  beft  :" 

Tlve  dame  niov'd  off,  to  be  undreft  : 

The  chimes  went  twelve  :  the  giiells  withdrew: 

But,  when,  or  how,  Hans  hardly  knew. 

Some  modern  anecdotes  aver. 

He  nodded  in  his  elbow  chair  ; 

From  thence  was  carried  off  to  bed  r 

John  held  his  heels,  and  Nan  his  head. 

My  lady  was  difturb'd  ;  new  forrow  ! 

Which  Hans  muft  anfwer  for  to-morrow. 

In  bed  then  view  this  happy  pair  ; 
And  think  how  Hymen  triumph'd  there. 
Hans  fad  afleep  as  foon  as  laid ; 
The  duty  of  the  night  unpaid  : 
The  waking  dame,  with  thoughts  oppreft. 
That  made  her  hate  both  him  and  reil : 
By  fuch  a  hulband,fuch  a  wife  1 
'Twas  Acme's  and  Septimius'  bfe  : 
1  he  lady  figh'd  :   the  lover  fnor'd  '- 
The  puntSual  devil  kept  his  word  • 
Appear'd  to  honefl  Hans  again; 
But  not  at  all  by  madam  ieen  : 
And  giving  him  a  magic  ring. 
Fit  for  the  finger  of  a  king; 
Dear  Hans,  faid  he,  this  jewel  take. 
And  wear  it  long  for  Satan's  fake  : 
'Twill  do  your  bufi.nefs  to  a  hair  : 
For,  long  as  you  this  ring  fhall  wear, 
Asfure  as  I  look  over  Lincoln, 
That  ne'er  fhall  happen  which  you  think  on» 

Hans  took  the  ring  with  joy  extreme 
(All  this  was  only  in  a  dream) ; 
And,  thrufling  it  beyond  his  joint, 
*Tis  done,  he  cry'd  :   I've  gaiu'd  my  point.— 
What  point,  faid  flie,  you  ugly  beafl  ? 
You  neither  give  me  j,oy  nor  reU  : 
Tis  done. — What's  done,  you  drunken  bear  ? 
You've  thurft  your  fiiiger  God  knows  where. 


A  DUTCH  PROVERB. 


Fire,  water,  woman,  are  man's  ruin ; 

Says  wife  Profeffof  Vander  Briiin. 

By  flames  a  houfe  I  hir'd  was  loil 

Laft  year  :  and  I  mufl  pay  the  coft» 

This  fpring  the  rains  o'erflow'd  my  ground : 

And  my  beft  Flanders  mare  was  drown'd. 

A  flave  I  am  to  Clara's  eyes  : 

The  gipfy  knows  her  power,  and  flies. 

Fire,  water,  woman,  are  my  ruin  : 

And  great  tliy  wifdom,  Vander  Briiin. 


PAULO  PURGANTI  AND  HTS  WIFE; 

AN   HONEST,  BUT  A  SIMPLE  PAIR. 

"  Eft  enim  quiJdam,  idque  intelligitur  in  omnl 
"  virturcquod  deceat :  quod  cogitatione  magis 
"  avirtute  poteft  quam  re  feparari." 

Cic.de  Off.  l.i; 

Betond  the  fix'dand  fettled  rules 
Of  vice  and  vi.tue  in  tlie  fchools. 
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THE   WORKi    OF   PRIOR. 


Beyond  the  letter  of  the  law, 
Which  keeps  our  men  and  maids  in  awe, 
The  better  fort  fliuuld  fet  before  'em 
A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorum  ; 
Something,  that  gives  their  ads  a  light ; 
Makes  tliem  not  only  juft,  but  bright ; 
And  fees  them  in  that  open  fame. 
Which  witty  maUce  cannot  blame. 

For  'tis  in  life,  as  'tis  in  painting  : 
Much  may  be  right,  yet  much  be  wanting ; 
From  lines  drawn  true,  our  eye  may  tra(Jc 
A  foot,  a  knee,  3  hand,  a  face  5 
May  jufily  own  the  pidure  wrought 
Exad  to  rule,  exempt  from  fault : 
Yet,  if  the  colouring  be  not  there. 
The  Titian  ftroke,  the  Guido  air; 
To  niceft  judgment  fhow  the  piece. 
At  bed  'twill  only  not  difpleafe  : 
It  would  not  gain  on  Jerfey's  eye  ; 
Bradford  would  frown,  and  fet  it  by. 

Thus  in  th.c  pidure  of  our  mind 
The  adion  may  be  well  defign'd; 
Guided  by  law,  and  bound  by  duty ; 
Yet  want  thisyV  nef^ai  quoi  of  beauty ; 
And  though  its  error  may  be  fuch. 

As  Knags  and  Burgefs  cannot  hit ; 
It  yet  may  feel  the  nicer  touch 

Of  Wicherley'sor  Congreve's  wit. 

What  it  this  talk  ?  replies  a  friend, 
And  where  will  this  dry  moral  end  ? 
The  truth  of  what  you  here  lay  down 
By  fome  example  fliould  be  down. — 
With  all  my  heart — for  once;  read  on. 
An  hone  ',  but  a  finiple  pair 
(And  twenty  otlier  1  forbear) 
May  ferve  to  make  this  thefis  clear. 

A  dodor  of  great  flcill  and  fame, 
Paulo  Purganti  was  his  name. 
Had  a  good,  comely,  virtuous  -wife ; 
Uo  wcman  led  a  better  life  : 
iihe  to  intrigues  was  ev'n  hard-hearted  : 
£he  chuckled  when  a  bawd  was  carted  ; 
And  thought  the  nation  ne'er  would  thrive, 
Till  all  the  whores  were  burnt  alive. 

On  married  men,  that  dar'd  be  bad, 
She  thought  no  mercy  fliould  be  had ; 
They  fliould  be  hang'd,  or  {larv'd,or  flead, 
Or  ferv'd  like  Romifti  priefts  in  Swede— 
In  ftiort,  all  lewdnefs  ftie  defied : 
And  llifTwasher  parochial  pride. 

Yet,  in  an  honeft  way,  the  dame 
Was  a  great  lover  of  that  fame  ; 
And  could  from  fcripturc  take  her  cue, 
Tbathufbands  fliould  give  wives  their  due. 

Her  prudence  did  fo  juflly  fteer 
Between  the  gay  and  the  fcvere. 
That  if  in  fome  regards  flie  chofe 
To  curb  poor  Paulo  in  tooclbfc; 
In  others  flie  relax'd  again, 
And  govern'd  with  a  loofer  rein. 

Thus  though  ftie  (Iridly  did  confine 
The  dodor  Jrom  excefs  of  wine  : 
W'th  oyfters,  eggs,  ai.d  vermicelli, 
She  let  him  almoll  burft  his  belly  : 
Thus  drying  coffee  was  denied  ; 
But  chctolate  that  loidfupi^licd  : 


And  for  tobacco  (who  could  bear  it?) 
Filthy  concomitant  of  claret : 
(Blcft  revolution !)  one  might  fee 
Eringo  roots,  and  Bohea  tea. 

She  often  fet  the  dodor's  band. 
And  llrok'd  his  beard,  andfqucez'dkis  hand  : 
Kindly  complain'd,  that  after  noon 
He  went  to  pore  on  books  too  foon  : 
She  held  it  wholefomer  by  much. 
To  reft  a  little  on  the  couch  : 
About  his  waift  in  bed  a-nights 
She  clung  fo  clofe — for  fear  of  fprites. 

The  dodor  underftood  the  call ; 
But  had  not  always  wherewithal. 

The  lion's  flcin  too  fliort,  you  know, 
(As  Plutarch's  morals  finely  fhow) 
Was  lengthen'd  by  the  fox's  tai^: 
And  art  fupplies,  where  ftrength  may  fail. 

Unwilling  then  in  arms  to  meet 
The  enemy  he  could  not  beat ; 
He  ftrove  to  lengthen  the  campaign, 
And  fave  his  forces  by  chicane. 
Fabius,the  Roman  chief,  who  thus 
By  fair  retreat  gre*v  Maximus, 
Shows  us,  that  all  that  warrior  can  do, 
With  force  inferior,  is  cunQando. 

One  day  then,  as  the  foe  drew  near. 
With  love,  and  joy, and  life,  and  dear; 
Our  Don,  who  knew  this  tittle-tattle 
Did,  fure  as  trumpet,  call  to  battle, 
Thought  it  extremely  apropos^ 
To  ward  againft  the  coming  blow  : 
To   ward :    but    how  ?     Ay,   there's  the  qucC 

tion; 
Fierce  the  affault,  unarm'd  the  baftion. 

The  dodor  feign'd  a  ilrange  furprife  : 
He  felt  her  pulfe ;  he  view'd  her  eyes : 
That  beat  too  faft,  thefe  roU'd  to  quick ; 
She  was,  he  faid,  or  would  be  fick  : 
He  judg'd  it  abfolutely  good. 
That  flie  fliould  purge,  and  cleanfe  her  blood. 
Spa  waters  for  that  end  were  got : 
If  they  paft  eafily  or  not, 
What  matters  it .'  the  lady's  fever 
Continued  violent  as  ever.  ^ 

For  a  diltemper  of  this  kind 
(Blackmore  and  Hans  arc  of  my  mind), 
If  once  it  youthful  blood  infeds, 
And  chiefly  of  the  female  fex. 
Is  fcarce  remov'd  by  pill  or  potion ; 
Whate'er  might  be  our  dodor's  notion. 

One  lucklefs  night  then,  as  in  bed 
The  dodor  and  the  dame  were  laid; 
Again  this  cruel  fever  came, 
High  pulfe,  ftiort  breath,  and  blood  in  flamCi 
What  meafures  fliall  poor  Paulo  keep 

With  Madam  ia  this  piteous  taking  ? 
She,  like  Macbeth,  has  murder'd  fleep. 

And  won't  allow  him  reft,  though  waking. 
Sad  ftate  of  matters  1  when  we  dare 
Nor  alk  for  peace,  nor  offer  war  ; 
Nor  JLivy  nor  Coniines  have  ftiown 
What  in  thi^  jundure  may  be  dene. 
Grotius  might  own,  that  Paulo's  cafe  i» 
Harder  than  any  which  he  places 
!  Amciigft  his  Belli  and  his  Fac\s. 
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Tie  ftrove,  ala^ !  but  ftrove  in  vain, 

!3y  dint  of  lo^ic  to  maintain 

That  all  the  fex  was  bcrn  to  grieve, 

iDown  to  her  ladylhip  from  Eve. 

He  rang'd  his  tropes,  and  preach'd  up  patience, 

Back'd  his  opinion  with  quotations. 

Divines  and  moralifts ;  and  run  ye  on 

Qjite  through  from  Seneca  to  Bunyan. 

As  much  in  vain  he  bid  her  try 

To  fold  her  arms,  to  clofe  her  eye ; 

Telling  her,  reli  would  do  her  good, 

If  any  thing  in  nature  could  : 

So  held  the  Greeks  quite  down  from  Galen, 

Maftersand  princes  of  th£  calling  : 

So  all  our  modern  friends  maintain 

(Though  no  great  Greeks)  in  Warwick-lane. 

Reduce,  my  mufe,  the  wandering  fong  : 
A  tale  fhouid  never  be  too  long. 

The  more  he  talk'd,  the  more  fhe  burh'd. 
And  figh'd,  and  toft,  and  groan'd,  and  turn'd  : 
At  laft,  I  wilh,  faid  ftie,  my  dear — 
(And  whifper'd  fomcthing  in  his  ear) 
You  wifli  :  wifli  on,  the  dodlor  cries  : 
Lord  1  when  will  womankind  be  wife  ? 
"What,  in  your  waters  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
Why  poifon  is  not  half  fo  bad. 
I'll  do  it — but  I  give  you  warning  : 
You'll  die  before  to-morrow  morning.—^ 
'Tis  kind,  my  dear,  what  you  advife  ; 
The  lady  with  a  figh  replies ! 
But  life,  you  know,  at  bcft  is  pain  ; 
And  death  is  what  we  fliould  difdain. 
So  do  it  therefore,  and  adieu  : 
Por  I  will  die  for  love  of  you. — 
Let  wanton  wives  by  death  be  fcar'd  : 
But,  to  my  comfort,  I'm  prepai'd. 


THE  LADLE. 


The  fceptics  think,  'twas  long  ago. 
Since  gods  came  down  incognito,  ' 

To  fee  who  were  their  friends  or  foes, 
And  how  our  adions  fell  or  rofe  : 
That  fince  they  gave  things  their  beginning, 
And  fet  this  whirligig  a-fpinning. 
Supine  they  in  their  heaven  remain. 
Exempt  from  paliion  and  from  pain  : 
And  frankly  leave  us  human  elves, 
To  cut  and  fliuffle  for  ourfelves ; 
To  ftand  or  walk,  to  rife  or  tumble, 
As  matter  and  as  motion  jumble. 

The  poets  now  aad  painters  hold 
This  thefis  both  abfurd  and  bold  : 
And  your  good-natur'd  gods,  they  fay, 
Defcend  fome  twice  or  thrice  a-day  : 
Elfe  all  thefe  things  we  toil  fo  hard  in 
Would  not  avail  one  fingle  farthing  : 
For,  when  the  hero  we  rehearfe, 
I'o  grace  his  adiionsand  our  verfe  ; 
'Tis  not  by  dint  of  human  thought, 
"I  hat  to  his  Latium  he  is  brought; 
Iris  defcends  by  fate's  command". 
To  guide  his  ftcps  through  foreign  lands  : 
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And  Ampliitrite  clears  the  Way 

From  rocks  and  quickfands  in  the  fca. 
And  if  you  fee  him  in  a  (ketch 

(Though- drawn  by  Paulo  or  Carache), 

He  ftiows  not  half  his  force  and  i'rength, 

Strutting  in   armour,  and  at  length  : 

That  he  may  make  his  proper  figure, 

The  piece  mut  yet  be  four  yards  biggep  : 

The  nymphs  condudl  him  to  the  field  ; 

One  holds  his  fword,  and  one  his  fhield  ; 

Mars,  ftandingby,  alTerts  his  quarrel; 

And  fame  flies  after  with  a  laurel. 
Thefe  points,  I  fay,  of  /'peculation 

(As  'twere  to  fave  or  fink  the  nation) 

iVIen  idly-learned  will  difpiite, 

Afferr,  objedl,  confirm,  refute  : 

Each  mighty  angry,  mighty  right, 

With  equal  arms  fuftains  the  fight ; 

Till  now  no  umpire  can  agree  'em  : 

So  both  draw  off,  and  fing  Te  Deum, 
Is  it  in  equilibrio. 

If  deities  del'cend  or  no  ? 

Then  let  th'  affirmative  prevail, 

Asrequifite  to  form  my  tale  : 

For  by  all  parties  'tis  confeft. 

That  thofe  opinions  are  the  beft. 

Which  in  their  nature  molt  conduce 

To  prefcnt  ends,  and  private  ufe. 

Two  gods  came  therefore  from  above, 

One  Mercury,  the  other  Jove  : 

The  humoijr  was  (it  feems)  to  know 

If  all  the  favours  they  beflow 

Could  from  our  own  perverfenefs  eafe  us; 

And  if  our  wifti  enjoy'd  would  pleafe  us. 

Difcourfing  largely  on  this  theme. 

O'er  hills  and  dales  their  godfhips  came  ; 

Till,  well  nigh  tir'd  at  almoft  night. 

They  thought  it  proper  to  alight. 

Note  here,  that  it  as  true  as  odd  is. 
That  in  difguife  a  god  or  goddefs 
Exerts  no  fupernatural  powers; 
But  afls  on  maxims  much  like  ours. 
They  fpied  at  laft  a  country  farm. 
Where  all  was  fnug,  and  clean,  and  warm  ; 
For  woods  before,  and  hills  behind, 
Secur'd  it  both  from  rain  and  wind  : 
Large  oxen  in  the  field  were  lowing  : 
Good   grain    was   fow'd  :  good  fruit  was  groW'* 

ing  : 
Of  laft-year's  corn  in  barns  great  ftore  : 
Fat  turkeys  gobbling  at  the  door  : 
And  wealth  (in  ftiort)  with  peace  confented 
That  people  here  ftiould  live  contented  : 
But  did  they  in  efte^  do  fo  ! 
Have  patience,  friend,  and  thou  ftialt  kno'vVj 

The  boneft  farmer  and  his  wife. 
To  years  declin'd  from  prime  of  life. 
Had  V.  ruggled  with  the  marriage  n»ofe ; 
As  almoft  every  couple  does  : 
Sometimes,  my  plague  !  fometimes,  my  darling]} 
Kiffing  to-day,  to-morrow  fnarling; 
Jointly  fubmitting  to  endure 
That  evil,  which  admits  no  cure. 
Our  gods  the  outward  gate  unbarr'd 
Our  farmer  met  them  in  the  yard ; 
Dd 
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Th'iught  they  were  folks  that  loft  their  way  ; 
And  aflc'd  them  civilly  to  f>ay  : 
Told  them,  for  fupper,  or  for  bed, 
They  mi?ht  go  on,  and  be  worfe  fped.— 

So  faid,  fo  done  ;  the  gods  confent  : 
AU  three  into  the  parlour  went : 
They  compliment;   they  fit;  they  chat; 
Fighr  o'er  the  wars ;   reform  the  ftate  : 
A  thoufand  knotty  points  they  clear. 
Till  fu-'per  and  my  wife  appear. 

Jove  mide  his  leg,  and  kifs'd  the  dame  : 
C'jfeqiiious  Hermes  did  the  fame 
Jove  kifs'd  the  farmer's  wife,  you  fay  '. 
He  did— but  in  an  honeft  way  : 
Oh  !  not  with  half  that  warmth  and  life, 
With  which  he  kifs'd  Amphitryon's  wife. — 

Well  then,  things  liandfomely  were  ferv'd  : 
My  miftrefs  for  the  ftrangcrs  carv'd. 
How  ftrong  the  beer,  how  good  the  meat. 
How  loud  they  laugh'd,  how  much  they  eat, 
In  epic  famptuous  would  appear  : 
Yet  (hall  be  pafs'd  in  filence  here  : 
For  I  fliould  grieve  to  have  it  faid, 
That,  by  a  fine  defcription  led, 
I  made  my  epifode  too  long. 
Or  tir'd  my  friend,  to  grace  my  fong. 

The  grace-cup  ftrv'd,  the  cloth  away, 
Jove  thought  it  time  to  (how  his  play  : 
Landlord  and  landlady,  he  cried, 
Felly  and  jefting  lai<1  afide. 
That  ye  thus  hofpitably  live. 
And  I'rangers  with  good  ^heer  receive. 
Is  mighty  grateful  to  your  betters, 
And  makes  e'en  gods  themfelves  your  debtors. 
To  give  this  thefis  plainer  proof. 

You  have  to-night  beneath  your  roof 

A  pair  of  gods  (nay  never  wonder)  : 
This  youth  can  fly,  and  I  can  thunder. 

I'm  Jupiter,  and  he  Mcrcurjus, 

My  page,  my  fon  indeed,  but  fpurious. 

Form  then  three  wifhes,  you  and  Madam; 

And  fure  as  you  already  had  'em, 

The  things  defir'd,  in  half  an  hour. 

Shall  al'  be  here,  and  in  your  power. 

Thank  you,  great  gods,  the  woman  fays : 

Oh  ;   may  your  alrars  ever  blaze  ! 

A  ladle  for  our  filver-difti 

Is  what  I  want,  is  what  I  wifli— 

A  ladle  !  cries  the  man,  a  ladle  I 

Odzooks,  Corifca,  you  have  pray'd  ill ; 

What  (hould  be  great,  you  turn  to  farce  ; 

I  wifh  the  ladle  in  your  a — . 

With  equal  grief  and  fhame,  my  mufe 

The  fequel  of  the  tale  purfues; 

The  ladle  fell  into  the  room, 

And  ftuck  in  old  Corsica's  bum. 

Our  couple  weep  two  wilhes  part, 

And  kindly  join  to  form  the  laft  ; 

To  eafe  the  w.  man's  aukwrard  pain, 

/ind  get  the  ladle  out  again. 

MORAL. 

This  commoner  ha?  worth  and  parts. 
Is  prais'd  for  arms,  or  lov'd  for  arts ; 


His  head  aches  for  a  coronet : 

And  who  is  blefs'd  that  is  not  great  ? 

Some  fenfe,  and  more  eftate,  kind  Heavea 
To  this  well-lotted  peer  has  given  : 
What  then  ?  he  muft  have  rule  and  fway  : 
And  all  is  wrong,  till  he's  in  play. 

The  mifer  muft  make  up  his  plumb. 
And  dares  not  touch  the  hoarded  fum ; 
The  fickly  dotard  wants  a  wife. 
To  draw  off  his  laft  dregs  of  life 

Againft  our  peace  we  arm  our  will  : 
Amidft,  our  plenty,  fomething  ftill 
For  horfes,  hcufes,  pidtures,  planting. 
To  thee,  to  me,  to  him,  is  wanting. 
The  cruel  fomething  unpoffefs'd 
Corrodes,  and  leavens  all  the  reft. 
That  fomething,  if  we  could  obtain, 
Would  foon  create  a  future  pain  : 
And  to  the  coffin,  from  the  cradle, 
'Tis  all  a  Wiih,  and  all  a  I^adle. 


WRITTEN  AT  PARIS,  1700, 

IN  THE  BEGINNING  SF  ROBe's  GEOGKAFHr. 

Of  all  that  William  rules  or  Robe 
Defcribes,  great  Rhea,  of  thy  globe  ; 
When  or  on  poft-horfe,  or  in  chaife. 
With  much  expence,  and  little  eafe. 
My  deftin'd  miles  I  Ihall  have  gone. 
By   rhames  or  Maefe,  by  Po  or  EUione, 
And  f  and  no  fo't  of  earth  my  own; 
Great  mother,  let  me  once  he  able 
To  have  a  garden,  houfe,  and  ftable; 
That  I  may  read,  and  ride,  and  plant, 
Superior  to  defue  or  want ; 
And  as  health  fails,  and  years  increafe, 
Sit  down,  and  think,  and  die,  in  peace. 
Obngc  thy  favourite  undertakers 
To  throw  me  in  but  twenty  acres : 
This  number  fure  they  may  allow  ; 
For  pafture  ten,  and  ten  for  plow: 
'Tis  all  that  I  could  wifh  (>r  hope. 
For  me  and  John,  and  Nell  and  Crop. 

Then,  as  thou  wih,  difpofe  the  reft 
(And  let  not  fortune  fpoil  the  jeft) 
To  thofe  who,  at  the  market-rate, 
Can  barter  honour  for  eftate. 

Now,  if  thou  grant'ft  me  my  requeft, 
To  make  thy  votary  truly  bleft. 
Let  curft  revenge  and  fancy  pride 
To  fonie  black  rock  far  off  be  tied ; 
Nor  e'er  approach  my  rural  feat. 
To  tempt  me  to  be  bafe  and  great. 

And,  goddefs,  this  kind  office  done, 
Charge  Venus  to  command  her  fon 
(Wherever  elfe  flie  lets  him  rove) 
To  fhun  my  houfe,  and  field,  and  grove  : 
Peace  cannot  dwell  with  hate  or  love. 

Hear,  gracious  Rhei,  what  I  fay  ; 
And  thy  petitioner  Ihall  pray. 


P    o 

wklTTEN  IN  THE  BEGINNING  OF  ME- 
ZERAY'S  HISTORY  OF  FRANCE. 

J. 
Whate'er  thy  countrymen  have  done, 
By  law  and  wit,  by  fword  and  gun, 

In  thee  is  faitlifully  recited  : 
And  all  the  living  world,  that  view 
Thy  work,  fC've  thee  the  praifes  due. 

At  once  in.irudled  and  delighted. 
II. 
Yet  for  the  fame  of  all  thefe  deeds 
What  beggar  in  the  invalids. 

With  lamenefs  broke,  with  blindnefs  fmitten, 
Wi{h'd  ever  decently  to  die. 
To  have  been  either  Mezeray, 

Or  any  monarch  he  has  written  ? 
111. 
It's  ftrange,  dear  author,  yet  it  true  is. 
That,  down  from  Pharamond  to  Louis, 

All  covet  life,  yet  call  it  pain  ; 
All  feel  the  ill,  yet  fliun  the  cure  : 
Can  fenfe  this  paradox  endure  f 

Refolve  me,  Cambray  or  Fontaine. 

IV. 

The  man,  in  graver  tragic  known 
(Though  his  beft  part  long  fince  was  dor:e), 

Still  on  the  flage  defires  to  tarry  : 
And  he,  who  play'd  the  harlequin. 
After  the  jeft  ftill  loads  the  fcene. 

Unwilling  to  retire,  though  weary. 
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WRITTEN  IN  THE  NOUVEAUX  INTE- 
RETS  DES  PRINCES  DE  L'EUROPE. 

Blest  be  the  princes,  who  have  fought 
For  pompons  names,  or  wide  dominion ; 

Since  by  their  error  we  are  taught 
That  happinefs  is  but  opinion ! 


ADRIANI  MORIENTIS  AD  ANIMAM 
SUAM. 

Animula  vagula,  blandula, 
Hofpes,  comefque  corporis, 
Qiise  nunc  abibis  in  loca, 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudula  ? 
Nee,  ut  folcs,  dabis  joca. 


BY  MONSIEUR  FONTENELLE. 

Ma  petite  ame,  ma  mignonne, 

Tu  t'en  vas  done,  ma  fille,  et  Dieu  fache  oii  tu  vas : 

Tu  pars  fculette,  nue,  et  tremblotante,  heias  1 

Que  deviendra  ton  humeur  folichonne  1 

Que  deviendront  tant  de  jolis  ebats  ? 

IMITATED. 

I^OR,  little,  pretty,  fluttering  thing, 
Muft  we  no  lo.^g^^  live  together  ? 


And  deft  thou  prune  thy  trembling  wjnp. 

To  take  thy  flight  thou  know'ft  not  whither  ? 

Thy  humourous  vein,  thy  pleafing  folly. 
Lies  all  neglefted,  all  forgot  : 

And,  penfive,  wavering,  melancholy. 

Thou  dread'ft  and  hop'ft  thou  know'ft  not  what« 


A  PASSAGE  IN  THE  MORI-ffi  ENCOMIUM 
OF  ERASMUS  IMITATED. 

In  awful  pomp  and  melancholy  flate. 
See  fettled  reafon  on  the  judgment  feat : 
Around  her  crov/d  ditlrult,  and  doubt,  and  fear, 
And  thoughtful  forefight,  and  toi  menting  care  : 
Far  from  the  throne,  the  trembling  plealuresftandj 
Chain'd  up,  or  exil'd  by  her  ftern  command. 
Wretched  her  fubjedls,  gloomy  fits  the  qacen  ; 
Till  happy  chance  reverts  the  cruel  fcene ; 
And  apifli  folly,  with  her  wild  rcfort 
Of  wit  and  jeft,  difturbs  the  folemn  court. 

See  the  fantaftic  minftrclfy  advance. 
To  breathe  the  fong,  and  animate  the  dance. 
Bleft  the  ufurper  I   happy  the  I'urprifc  '. 
Her  mimic  poftures  catch  our  eager  eyes  ; 
Her  jingling  bells  affeft  our  captive  ear  ; 
And  in  the  fights  we  fee.  and  founds  we  hear, 
Againft  our  judgment,  fhe  cur  fenfe  employs  ; 
The  laws  of  troubled  reafos'  (he  defiroys. 
And  in  their  place  rejoices  to  indite 
Wild  fchemes  of  mirth,  and  plans  uf  loofe  delight. 


TO  DR.  SHERLOCK, 

ON   His  PRACTICAL  DISCOURSE  CONCERNING 
DEATH. 

Forgive  the  mufe,  who,  in  unhallow'd  ftrains. 
The  faint  one  moment^from  his  god  detains  : 
For  fure,  whate'er  you  do,  where'er  you  are, 
'Tis  all  but  one  good  work,  one  coni^ant  prayer  ; 
Forgive  her  ;  and  entreat  that  God,  to  >^'hom 
Thy  favrur'd  vows  with  kind  acceptance  come, 
To  raife  her  notes  to  that  fublime  degree, 
Which  fuirs  a  fong  of  piety  and  thee. 

Wondrous  good  man  :  whofe  labours  may  repel 
The  force  of  fin,  may  ftop  the  rage  of  hell; 
Thou,  like  the  B?.ptift,  from  thy  God  waft  fent. 
The  crying  voice,  to  bid  the  world  repent. 

The  youth  fhall  ftudy,  and  no  more  engage 
Their  flattering  wifhes  f'r  uncertain  age; 
No  more,  with  fruitlefs  care  and  cheated  ftrife. 
Chafe  fleeting  pleafure  through  this  maze  of  life  j 
Finding  the  wretched  all  they  here  can  have. 
Bur  prefent  food,  and  but  a  future  grt^ve  : 
Each,  great  ss  Philip's  viclor  fon,  fhall  view 
This  abjeft  world,  and,  v/eeping,  aik  a  new. 
Decrepit  age  fliall  read  th.ce,  and  confef.> 
Thy  labours  cnn  a.Taage,  where  medicines  ccafej 
Shall  blefs  thy  v/ords,  their  w  .und.'d  foul's  relief. 
The  drops  that  fweeten  their  laft  dregs  of  life  ; 
Shall  look  to  Heaven,  and  laugh  at  all  beneath  ;  S 
Own  riches  gather'd,  trouble  ;  fame,  a  breath  ;    > 
And  life  an  ill,  whcfe  only  cure  is  death.  j 
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Thy  e^ren  thoughts '*rith  fo  much  jrlainnefs  flow, 
Their  fenfe  untutor'd  infancy  may  know  : 
Yet  to  fuch  height  is  all  that  plainnefs  wrought, 
Wit  may  admire,  and  letter'd  pride  be  taught. 
Eafy  in  w<irds  thy  ftyle,  in  fenfe  fublime, 

On  its  bleft  fteps  each  age  and  fex  may  rife  ; 
'Tis  like  the  ladder  in  the  Patriarch's  drtam, 

Its  foot  on  earth,  irs  height  above  the  Ikies  : 
DifFuj'd  its  virtue,  boundlefs  is  its  power; 
'Tis  public  health,  and  univerfal  cure  : 
Of  heavenly  manna  'tis  a  fecond  feaft  ; 
A  nation's  food,  and  all  fo  every  tafte. 

To  its  laft  height  mad  Britain's  guilt  wasrear'd  ; 
And  various  death  for  various  crimes  fhe  fcar'd. 
"Wjtli  your  kind  work  her  drooping  hopes  revive  ; 
You  bid  her  read,  repent,  adoie,  and  live  : 
You  wrefl  the  bolt  from  Heaven's  avenging  hand; 
Stop  ready  death,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 

O  :  fave  us  ftill :  ftill  blefs  us  with  thy  ftay : 
O  1  want  thy  heaven,  till  we  have  learnt  the  way: 
Rcfufe  to  leave  thy  deftin'd  charge  too  foon  ; 
And,  for  the  church's  good,  defer  thy  own. 
O  1  live  ;  and  let  thy  works  urge  our  belief; 
JLjve  to  explain  thy  do61:rin,e  by  thy  life  ; 
Till  future  infancy,  baptis'd  by  thee. 
Grow  ripe  in  years,  and  old  in  piety ; 
Till  Chriftians,  yet  unborn,  be  taught  to  die 

Then,  in  full  age  and  hoary  holinefs, 
Retire,  great  teacher  !  to  thyprumis'd  blifs: 
ITntouch'd  thy  tomb,  uninjur'd  be  thy  dull, 
As  thy  own  fame  among  the  future  juft  ; 
Till  in  laft  founds  the  dreadful  trumpet  fpeaks; 
Till  judgment  calls,  and  qaicken'd  nature  wakes; 
Till,  through  the  utmoft  earth,  and  deepeft  fea, 
Our  fcatter'd  atoms  find  their  deftin'd  way, 
In  haftc  to  clothe  their  kindred  fouls  again, 
Pcrfe(S  our  ftate,  and  build  immortal  man  : 
Then  feariefs  thou,  who  well  fuftaind'ft  the  fight, 
To  paths  of  joy,  or  tradils  cf  endlefs  light, 
Lead  up  all  thofe  who  heard  thee,  and  believ'd;"^ 
'Midll  thy  own  flock,  great  fliepherd !  be  re-  f 
ceiv'd ;  [fav'd.  f 

And  glad  all  heaven  with  millions  thou  haft  j 
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CARMEN  SECULARE, 

POR  TUE  YE.\R  I7OO. 

TO  THE  KING. 

"  Afpice,  venture  Ixtentur  ut  omnia  feculo  : 
••  O  mihi  tarn  lorgx  maneat  pars  ultima  vitffi, 
"  Spiritus,  et  quantum  fat  erit  tua  dicere  fada !" 
ViRG.  Eclog.  iv. 


Thy  elder  look,  great  Janus,  caft 
Into  the  long  records  of  ages  paft : 
Review  the  years  in  faircft  a<5linn  dreft 
With  noted  white,  fuptrior  to  the  reft  ; 
iEras  deriv'd,  and  chronicles  begun, 
From  empires  founded,  and  from  battles  won  ; 
Show  all  the  fpoils  by  valiant  kings  atchicv'd, 
And  groaning  nations  by  tlicir  arms  relicv'd  ; 


The  wounds  of  patriofs  in  their  counfry'^s  cattfe 
And  happy  power  fuftain'd  by  wholefome  laws } 
In  comely  rank  call  every  merit  forth, 
Imprint  on  every  adl  its  ftandard  worth ; 
The  glorious  parallels  then  downward  bring 
To  modern  wonders,  and  to  B  itain's  king ; 
With  equal  juftice,  and  hiftoric  care, 
Their  laws,  their  toils,^  their  arms,  with  his  com~- 

pare  ; 
Confefs  the  various  attributes  of  fame 
Colledted  and  complete  in  Williani'i  name  ; 

To  all  the  liftening  world  relate 
(As  thou  doft  his  ftory  read) 

That  nothing  went  before  fo  great. 
And  nothing  greater  can  fucceed. 
II. 
Thy  native  Latrum  was  thy  darling  care. 
Prudent  in  peace,  and  terrible  in  war  : 
The  boldeft  virtues  that  have  govern'd  earth 
From  Latiam's  fruitful  womb  derive  their  birth". 

I'hen  turn  to  her  fair-written  page  ; 
From  dawning  childhood  to  eftablifti'd  age 

The  glories  of  her  empire  trace;  "V 

Confront  the  heroes  of  thy  Roman  race  ;  ( 

And  let  the  jufteft  palm  the  vidor's  temples^ 
grace.  J 

III. 
The  fon  of  Mars  redac'd  the  trembling  fwalns, 
And  fpread  his  empire  o'er  the  diftant  plains  ; 
But  yet  the  Sabins  violated  charftis 
Obfcur'd  the  glory  of  his  rifing  arms. 
Numa  the  rights  of  ftridt  religion  knew; 
On  every  altar  laid  the  incenfe  due; 
Unflcil'd  to  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Or  lead  the  forward  youth  to  noble  war. 
Stern  Brutus  was  with  too  much  horror  good. 
Holding  his  fafces  ftain'd  with  filial  blood. 
Fabius  was  wife,  but  with  excefs  of  care 
He  fav'd  his  country,  but  prolong'd  the  war.- 
While  Decius,  Paulus,  Curius,  greatly  fought. 

And  by  their  ftri<5l  examples  taught 

How  wild  defires  ftiould  be  controU'd, 
And  how  much  brighter  virtue  was  ttian  gold; 
They  fcarce  their  fwelling  thirft  of  fame  could  hide  ; 
And  boafted  poverty  with  too  much  pridff. 
Excefs  in  youth  made  Scipio  lefs  rever'd  ; 
And  Cato,  dying'feem'd  to  own  he  fear'd. 
Julius  with  honour  tam'd  Rome's  foreign  foes; 
But  patriots  fell,  ere  the  didlator  rofe  : 
And,  while  with  clemency  Auguftus  reign'd, 
The  monarch  was  ador'd  ;  the  city  chain'd. 

IV. 

With  jufteft  honour  be  their  merits  dreft ; 
But  be  their  failings  too  confeft  : 
Their  virtue  like  their  Tyber's  flood 
Rolling,  its  courfe  defign'd  their  country's  good. 
But  oft'  the  torrent's  too  impetuous  fpeed 
From  the  low  earth  tore  fome  polluting  weed; 
And  wiih  the  blood  of  Jove  there  always  ran 
Some  viler  part,  fonie  tuiAurc  of  the  man. 

v. 
Few  virtues  affer  thefe  fo  far  prevail. 
But  th^t  their  vices  more  than  turn  the  fcale  : 
Valour,  grown  wild  by  pride,  and  power  by  rage. 
Did  the  true  charms  of  majcfty  impair; 
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ttoine  by  degrees,  advancing  more  in  age, 

Shew'd  fad  remains  of  what  had  once  been  fair 
Till  Heaven  a  better  race  of  men  fupplies  : 
And  glory  flioots  new  beams  from  weftern  ikies. 

VI. 

Turn  then  to  Phararnond  and  Charlemain, 
And  the  long  heroes  of  the  Gallic  drain ; 
Expjrienc'd  chiefs,  for  hardy  prowefs  known, 
And  bloody  wreaths  in  venturous  battles  won. 
From  the  firft  William,  our  great  Norman  king, 
The  bold  Planragenets  and  Tndors  bring; 
lUuflrious  virtues,  who  by  turns  have  rofe 
In  foreign  fields  to  check  Britannia's  foes ; 
With  hap;,y  laws  her  empire  to  fuftain, 
And  with  full  power  afTert  her  ambient  main. 
But  fometimes,  too  in'ullrious  to  be  great, 
Nor  parient  to  expeft  the  turns  of  fate, 
They  opeu'd  camps,  dcform'd  by  civil  fight. 
And  made  proud  conqueft  trample  over  right : 
Difparted  Britain  mourn'd  their  doubtful  fway, 
And  dreaded  both,  when  neither  would  obey. 

VII. 

From  Didier  and  imperial  Adolph  trace 
The  gloricus  offspring  of  the  Naflau  race, 
Devoted  lives  to  public  liberty; 
The  chief  ftill  dy-ng.  or  the  country  f'ee. 
Then  fee  the  IfirdreJ  blood  of  Orange  flow. 
From  warlike  Cornet,  through  the  lines  of  Beau ; 
Thr-'ugh  Chalon  next,  and  there  with  Naflau  join. 
From  Rhone's  fair  banks  tranfplanted  to  the  Rhine, 
Bring  next  the  royal  lift  of  Stuarts  forth, 
Undaunted  minds,  that  rul'd  the  rugged  north  : 
Till    Heaven's   decrees   by  ripening  times  are  "J 
ihown  ;  / 

Till  Sc.atland's  kings  afcend  the  Englilh  throne ;  T 
And  the  fair  rivals  live  for  ever  one.  j 

VIII. 

Janus,  mighty  deity, 

Be  kind ;  and,  as  thy  fearching  eye 

I)oes  our  modern  ftory  trace. 

Finding  fome  of  Stuart's  race 

Unhappy,  pafs  their  annals  by  : 
No  harfn  refledtion  let  reraembranc-e  raife  : 
Forbear  to  mention  what  thou  canft  not  praife  : 
But,  as  thou  dweli'ft  upon  that  heavenly  name  *, 
To  grief  for  ever  facred,  as  to  fame. 
Oh  !  rea^  it  to  thyfelf  ;  in  filence  weep ; 
And  thy  convulfive  forrnws  inward  keep  : 
Left  Britain's  grief  (hould  waken  at  the  found. 
And  blood  gulh  frefli  from  her  eternal  wound. 

IX. 

Whither  wouldft  thou  further  look  ? 
Read  William's  ads,  and  clofe  the  ample  book  : 
Ferufe  the  wonders  of  his  dawning  life  : 

How,  like  Alcides,  he  began ; 
With  infant  patience  calm'd  feditious  flrife,    [ran. 

And  quell'd  the  fnakes  which  round  his  cradle 

X. 

Defcribe  his  youth,  attentive  to  alarms, 
By  dangers  form'd,  and  perfeded  in  arms  :grac'd  ; 
M  hen  conquering,  mild;  when  conqutr'd,  not  dif- 
fSy  wrongs  not  lefTen'd,  nor  by  triumphs  rais'd  : 

Superior  to  the  blind  events 

Of  little  human  accidents; 
♦  >l3iy. 


And  conftant  to  his  firA  decree,  ") 

To  curb  the  proud,  to  fet  the  injur'd  free;  f 

To  bow  the  haughty  neck,  and  raife  the  fuppli-T 

ant  linae.  j 

XI. 

His  opening  years  to  riper  manhood  bring  ; 
And  fee  the  hero  perfeft  in  the  king  : 
Imperious  arms  by  manly  reafon  fway'd. 
And  power  fupreme  by  free  confcnt  obey'd  ; 
With  how  much  hafte  his  mercy  meets  his  foes. 
And  how  unbounded  his  forgivenefs flows; 
With  what  defire  he  makes  his  fubjeiils  blefs'd. 
His  favours  granted  ere  his  throne  addrefs'd  : 
What  trophies  o'er  our  captiv'd  hearts  he  rears, 
By  arts  of  peace  more  potent  than  by  wars  : 
How  o'er  himftlf  as  o'er  the  world  he  reigns, 
His  morals  ftrengthening  what  his  law  ordains, 

XII. 

Through  all  his  thread  of  life  already  fpun, 
Becoming  grace  and  proper  aiftion  run  : 
rhe  piece  by  virtue's  equal  hand  is  wrwight, 
Mijct  with  no  crime,  and  fliaded  with  no  fault; 

No  footfteps  of  the  viiflor's  rage 
Left  in  the  camp  where  William  did  engage  : 

No  tincflure  of  the  monarch's  pride  ^  1 

Upon  the  royal  purple  fpy'd  : 

His  fame,  like  gold,  the  more  'tis  try'd, 
The  more  fliall  its  Intrinfic  worth  procLiim  ; 
Shall  pafs  the  combat  of  the  fearching  flame. 
And  triumph  o'er  the  vanquifh'd  heat, 

For  ever  coming  out  the  fame. 
And  lofing  nor  its  luftre  nor  its  weight. 

XIII. 

Janus,  be  to  William  juft  ; 
To  faithful  hiftory  his  aiSions  truft  :  " 

Command  her,  with  peculiar  care 
To  trace  each  toil,  and  comment  every  war : 

His  faving  wonders  bid  her  write 

In  charaders  diftin<511y  bright; 

That  each  revolving  age  may  rea-d 
The  patriot's  piety,  the  hero's  deed  :  , 

And  ftill  the  fire  inculcate  to  his  fon 
Tranfmiflive  leffons  of  the  king's  renown; 

That  William's  glory  ftill  may  live ;  '^ 

When  all  that  prefent  art  can  give. 
The  pillar'd  marble,  and  the  tablet  brafs,  , 

Mouldering,  drop  the  visSor's  praife  : 

When  the  great  monuments  of  his  power 

Shall  now  be  vifible  no  more; 
When  Sambre  fliall   havfe  chang'd  her  winding 
flood; 

And  children  aflc,  where  Namur  flood. 

XIV, 

Namur,  proud  city,  how  her  towers  were  arm'd ! 

How  fhe  contcmn'd  th' approaching  foe  ! 
Till  flie  by  William's  trumpets  was  alarm'd, 
And  fliook,  and  funk,  and  fell  beneath  his  blow, 

Jove  and  Pallas,  mighty  powers, 
Guided  the  hero  to  the  hoftile  towers. 

Perfeus  feem'd  lets  fwift  in  war. 

When,  wing'd  with  fpeed,  he  flew  through  air. 

Embattled  nations  ftrive  in  vain 

The  hero's  glory  to  reftrain  :  [fi^e, 

Streams  arm'd  with  xocks,  and  mountains  red  with 

In  vain  againfl  his  force  confpire. 
D  d  iij 


A2X 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 


„i 


Behold  him  from  the  dreadful  heip;ht  appear  ! 
And  lo  !  Briunnia's  lions  waving  there. 

XV. 

F.urope  freed,  and  France  repeli'd, 

The  hero  from  the  height  beheld  : 
Jle  fpake  the  word,  that  war  and  rage  fhould  ceafe  ; 
lie  bid  the  Maefe  and  Rhine  in  fafety  flow; 

And  diftatcd  a  laftjng;  peace 

To  the  rejoicing  world  below. 
To  refciied  flatcf,  and  vindicated  crowns, 
His  equal  hand  prefciib'd  their  ancient  bounds ; 
Ordain'd,  whom  every  province  fhould  obey  ; 
How  far  each  iiionarch  fhould  extend  his  Iway  ; 
Taught  them  how  clemency  made  power  rever'd, 
And  that  the  prince  belov'd  was  truly  fear'd. 
Firm  by  his  fide  unfpotted  honour  flood, 
Pleas'd  to  confefs  him  not  fo  great  as  good  : 
His  head  with  bris^htcr  beams  fair  virtue  deck'd, 
1  ban   thofe  which  all  his  numerous  crowns  re- 

f.c<a : 
Eftablifh'd  freedom  clapp'd  her  joyful  wings; 
Prodaim'd  the  firft  cf  men,  and  bell  of  kings. 

XVI. 

Whither  would  the  mufe  afpire 

With  Pindar's  rage,  without  his  fire  ? 

Pardon  me,  Janus,  'twas  a  fault, 

Created  by  too  great  a  thought : 

Mmdlefs  of  the  god  and  day, 

I  from  thy  altars,  Janus,  flray, 
Trom  thee,  and  from  myfelf,  borne  far  away, 

The  fiery  Pcgafus  dildains 
To  mincl  the  rider's  voice,  or  bear  the  reins: 
'^hen  glorious  fields  and  opening  camps  he  views, 

He  runs  with  an  unbounded  loole  : 
Hardly  the  mufe  can  fit  the  headflrong  horfe; 
Nor  would  flic,  if  (he  could,  check  his  impetuous 

foice  ; 
With  the  glad  noife  the  cliffs  and  vallies  ring, 
While  file  through  earth  and  air  purfues  the  king. 

XVII. 

She  row  hehol.is  him  on  the  Belgic  fiiore, 
Whilll  Britain's  tears  his  ready  help  implore  : 
Difftnibling  for  her  fake  his  rifing  cares. 
And  with  wife  filencc  pondering  vengeful  wars, 

She  through  the  rapiiig  ocean  now 
Views  him  advancing  his  aufpicious  prow; 
Combating  adverfe  winds  and  winter  feas, 
Sigliing  the  moments  that  defer  our  eafe  : 
Daring  to  weild  the  fcepure's  dangerous  weight, 
And  taking  the  command,  to  fave  the  (late  ; 
Though,  ere  the  doubtful  gift  can  be  fccur'd. 
New  wars  muft  be  luflain'd,  new  wounds  endur'd. 

xvni. 
Through  rough  Terne's  camps  fhe  founds  alarms, 
And  kirgdoms  yet  to  be  redeem'd  by  arms; 
In  the  dank  marfncs  finds  her  glorious  theme, 
And  plunges  af.tr  him   through    Boync's  fierce 

'  11  ream. 
She  bids  tJjc  Nereids  run  with  trembling  hafte, 
'J'o  tell  old  ocean  how  the  hero'  paft. 
'JT.c  god  rtbukes  their  fear,  and  owns  the  praife 
Worthy  that  arm,  whofe  empire  he  obeys. 

XIX 

Back  to  bis  Albion  (he  delights  to  bring 
i'hc  humblcft  vidor,  and  tlic  kindeft  king. 


Albion  with  open  triumph  would  receive 

Her  heio,  nor  obtains  his  leave  : 
Firm  he  rtjedls  the  altars  fhe  would  raife ; 
And  thanks  the  2eal,  while  he  declines  the  praife. 
Again  fhe  follows  him  through  Belgia's  land. 
And  countries  often  fav'd  by  William's  hand  ; 
Hears  joyful  nations  blefs  thofe  happy  toils. 
Which  freed  the  people,  but  return'd  the  fp.oils. 
In  various  views  (he  tries  lur  conflant  theme; 
Finds  him  in  councils,  and  in  arms  the  fume; 
When  certain  to  o'crcome,  inclin'd  to  fave. 
Tardy  to  vengeance,  and  with  mercy  brave. 

XX. 

Sudden  another  fcene  employs  her  fight ; 
She  fcts  her  Hero  in  another  light; 
Paints  his  great  mind  fuperior  to  fuccefs. 
Declining  conquefl,  to  ellablifli  peace  : 
She  brings  Aflrasa  down  to  earth  again  ; 
And  quiet,  brooding  o'er  his  future  reign. 

XXI. 

Then  with  unwtary  wing  the  goddefs  foars 
Eafl,  over  Danube  and  Piopontis'  fh'  res ; 
Where  jarring  emj.arcs,  ready  to  engage. 
Retard  their  armies,  and  fufpcnd  their  rage; 
Till  William's  word,  like  that  of  fate,  declares, 
If  they  (hall  ftudy  peace,  or  lengthen  wars. 
How  facred  his  rcm^wn  for  equal  laws, 
To  whom  the  world  defers  its  common  caufe  ! 
How  fair  his  friendfliips,  and  his  leagues  how  juft, 
Whcm    every  nation  courts,   whom   all  leligions 

truft: 

xxii. 
From  the  Mrcotis  to  the  Northern  fea. 

The  goddefs  wings  her  defperate  way  ; 
Sees  the  young  Mufcovite,  the  mighty  head, 
Whofe  fovereigD  terror  forty  nations  dread, 
Inamour'd  with  a  greater  nionar^-h's  praife. 
And  paffing  half  the  earth  to  his  embrace  : 
She  in  his  rule  beholds  his  Volga's  force, 
O'er  precipices  with  impetuous  fway 
Breaking,  and,'  as  he  rolls  his  rapid  courfe,    [way. 
Drowning,  or  bearing  down,  whatever  meets  his 
But  her  own  king  (he  likens  to  his  Thames, 
With  gentle  courfe  devolving  fruitful  flreams; 
Serene  yet  (Irong,  majefiic  yet  fedate, 
Swif:  without  violence,  without  terror  great. 
Each  ardent  nymph  the  rifing  current  craves  ; 
Each  (liepherd's  prayer  retards  the  parting  waves; 
The  vales  along  the  bank  their  fweets  difclofe  ; 
Frtfti  flowers  for  ever  rile ;  and  fruitful  haivefl 

grows. 

XXIII. 

Yet  whither  would  th'  adventurous  goddefs  go  ? 
Sees  flie  not  clouds,  and  earth,  and  main,  below  ? 
Minds  (he  the  dangers  of  the  Lycian  coaft, 
And  fields,  where  mad  Bellerophon  was  loft  ? 

Or  is  her  towering  flight  rcdaim'd 
By  feas  from  Icarus's  downfall  nam'd  ? 
yain  is  the  call,  and  ufelefs  the  advice  : 
To  wife  perfuafion  deaf,  and  human  cries. 

Yet  upward  flie  inctffant  flies; 
Rcfolv'd  to  reach  the  high  empyrean  fphere. 
And  tell  great  Jove,  (he  fings  his  image  here  ; 
To  afk  for  William  an  Olympic  crown,    [known  : 
To  Chjoniius'  fttei)j;th,  and  'Ihtien's  fpted  un- 
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Till,  loft  In  tracklefs  fields  of  fliiiilng  day, 

Unable  to  difcern  the  way, 
Which  Naffau's  virtue  only  could  explore, 
Unt'  uch'd,  unknown,  to  any  mufc  before  ; 
She,  from  the  noble  precipices  thrown, 
Comes  rufhing  with  uncommon  ruin  down. 

Glorious  attempt !  unhappy  fate  ! 
"The  fong  too  daring,  and  the  theme  too  great  I 

Yet  rather  thus  Ihe  wills  to  die. 
Than  in  continued  annals  live,  to  fing 
A  fecond  hero,  or  a  vulgar  king  ; 

And  with  ignoble  fafety  fly 
In  fight  of  earth,  along  a  middle  fky. 

XXIV. 

To  Janus'  altars,  and  the  numerous  throng 

That  round  his  myftic  temple  prefs, 

For  William's  life  and  Albion's  peace, 
Ambitious  mufe,  reduce  the  roving  fong, 

Janus,  call  thy  forward  eye 
Future,  into  great  Rhea's  pregnant  womb; 
Where  young  ideas  brooding  lie. 
And  tender  images  of  things  to  come  : 

Till,  by  thy  high  commands  releas'd. 
Till,  by  thy  hand  in  proper  atoms  drefs'd, 
In  decent  order  they  advance  to  light ; 
Yet  then  too  fwiftly  fleet  by  human  fight ;  | 

And  meditate  too  foon  their  everlafting  flight.   ^ 

XXV. 

Nor  beaks  of  flitps  in  naval  triumph  borne, 
Nor  ftandards  from  the  hoftile  ramparts  torn. 

Nor  trophies  brought  from  battles  won, 
Nor  oaken  wreath,  nor  mural  crown, 

Can  any  future  honours  give 

To  the  vitSorious  monarch's  name  : 

The  plenitude  of  William's  fame 
Can  no  accumulated  (lores  receive. 
Shut  then,  aufpicious  God,  thy  facred  gate, 
And  make  us  happy,  as  our  king  is  great. 

Be  kind,  and  with  a  milder  hand 
Clofing  the  volume  of  the  finifh'd  age 

(Th'iUgh  noble,  'twas  an  iron  page), 

A  more  delightful  leaf  expand. 
Free  from  alarms,  and  fierce  Bellona's  rage  ; 
Bid  the  great  months  begin  their  joyful  round. 
By  Flora  fome,  and  fome  by  Ceres  crown'd  : 
Teach  the  glad  hours  to  fcatter,  as  they  fly, 
Soft  quiet,  gentle  love,  and  endlefs  joy  ; 
I^ead  forth  the  years  for  peace  and  plenty  fam'd, 
From  Satuoi's  rule  and  better  metal  nam'd. 

XXVI. 

Secure  by  William's  care  let  Britain  fland; 

Nor  dread  the  bold  invader's  hand  : 
From  adverfe  fhores  in  fafety  let  her  hear 
Foreign  calamity, and  diftant  war;  , 

Of  which  let  hfr,  great  heaven,  no  portion  bear  I . 
Betwixt  the  nations  let  her  hold  her  fcalc. 
And,  as  flie  wills,  let  either  part  prevail : 
Let  her  glad  vallies  fmile  with  wavy  corn  ; 
Let  fleecy  flocks  her  rifing  hi'ds  adorn  ; 
i^rciund  her  coail  let  ftrong  defence  be  fpread  ; 
Let  fair  abundance  on  hef  bread  be  flied  ,  [head  1 
And  heavenly  fweets  bloom  round  the  goddefs' 

xxvii. 
Where  the  white  towers  and  ancient  roofs  did  fl:and. 
Remains  of  Woifey's  or  great  Henry's  hand, 
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To  age  now  yielding,  or  devoured  by  flame. 
Let  a  young  phoenix  raife  her  towering  head ; 
Her  wings  with  lengthen'd  honour  let  her  fpreadi 
And  by  her  greatnefs  fhow  her  builder's  fame  : 
Auguft  and  open  as  the  hero's  mind, 

Be  her  capacious  courts  defign'd  : 

I^et  every  facred  pillar  bear 
Trophies  of  arms,  and  monuments  of  war. 
The  king  (hall  there  in  Parian  marble  breathe, 
His  flioulder  bleeding  frefh  :   and  at  his  feet 

Difarm'd  (hall  lie  the  threatening  death 
(For  fo  was  faving  Jove's  decree  complete). 
Behmd,  that  angel  (hall  be  plac'd>  whofe  (hicld 

Sav'd  Europe,  in  the  blow  repell'd  : 
On  the  firm  bafis  from  his  oozy  bed, 

Boyne  (hall  raife  his  laurel'd  head  ; 

And  his  immortal  ftream  be  knuwn, 
Artfully  waving  through  the  wounded  ftone. 

xxvin. 
And  thou,  imperial  Windfor,  (land  enlarg'd. 

With  all  the  monarch's  trophies  charg'd : 
Thou,  the  fair  heaven,  that  doft  the  ftars  enclofe. 
Which  William's  bofom  wears,  or  hand  beftows 
On  the  great  champions  who  fupport  his  throne, 

And~  virtues  neareft  to  his  own. 

XXIX. 

Round    Ormond's    knee,    thou  ty'ft   the   myftic 

firing. 
That  makes  the  knight  companion  to  the  king. 
FfOin  glorious  camps  return'd,  and  foreign  fields, 
Bowing  before  thy  fainted  warrior's  (hrine, 
Faft  by  his  great  forefather's  coats,  and  (hields 
Blazon'd  from  Bohun's  or  from  Butler's  line, 
He  hangs  his  arms;  nor  fears  thofe  aims  ihould 

fhiue 
With  an  unequal  ray  ;  or  that  his  deed 

With  paler  glory  fhould  recede, 
Edips'd  by  theirs,  or  lefTen'd  by  the  fame 
Ev'n  of  his  own  maternal  Naffau's  name. 

XXX. 

Thou  fmiling  feeft  great  Dorfet's  worth  confeft. 
The  ray  dilHnguiihing  the  patriot's  breaft ; 
Born  to  protedl  and  love,  to  help  and  pleafe  ; 
Sovereign  of  wit,  and  ornament  of  peace. 
O  !  long  as  breath  informs  this  fleeting  frame, 
Ne'er  let  me  pafs  in  fijence  Dorfet's  name; 
Ne'er  ceafe  to  mention  the  continued  debt. 
Which  the  great  patron  only  would  forget. 
And  duty,  long  as  life,  mud  ftudy  to  acquit. 

XXXI. 
Renown'd  in  thy  records  fhall  Ca'ndifli  ftanJ, 
Afferting  legal  power  and  juft  comtnand  : 
To  the  great  houfe  thy  favour  (hall  be  fhown. 
The  father's  ftar  tranfmiflive  to  the  fon. 
From  thee  the  Talbot's  and  the  Seymour's  race 
Inform'd,  their  fire's  immortal  fteps  (hail  trace. 

Happy,  may  their  fons  receive 
The  bright  reward,  which  thou  alone  canft  give  I 

xxxir. 
And  if  a  God  thefe  lucky  numbers  guide  ; 
If  fure  Apollo  o'er  the  verfe  prefide  ; 
Jerfey,  belov'd  by  all  (for  all  muft  feel 

The  influence  of  a  form  and  mmd, 
Where  comely  grace  and  conftant  virtue  dwell. 
Like  minglcd^ftreams,  more  forcible  when  join*d)—» 
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Jerfey  (hall  at  thy  altars  ftand  ; 
Shall  there  receive  the  azure  band. 
That  faireft  mark  of  favour  and  of  fame. 
Familiar  to  the  Villiero'  name. 

Science  to  raife,  and  knowledge  to  enlarge, 

Be  our  great  niafter'.-i  future  charge ; 
To  write  his  own  memoirs,  and  leave  his  heirs 
Highfchemes  of  government,  and  plans  of  wars; 
By  fair  rewards  our  noble  youth  to  raife 
To  emulous  merit,  and  to  thirft  of  praife  ; 
To  lead  them  out  from  eafe  ere  opening  dawn 
Through  the  thigk  forefl  and  the  diftant  lawn, 
Where  the  fleet  flag  employs  their  ardent  care, 
And  chaces  give  them  images  of  war  ; 
To  teach  them  vigilance  by  falfe  alarms, 
Inure  them  in  fcign'd  camps  to  real  alarms; 
I'raAife  them  now  to  curb  the  turning  fteed, 
J^tocking  the  foe  ;  now  to  his  rapid  fpeed 
To  give  the  rein,  and  in  the  full  career 
To  draw  the  certain  fword,  or  fend  the  pointed 
fpear, 

XXXIV. 

Let  him  unite  his  fubjects  hearts, 
planting  focieties  for  peaceful  arts  ; 
.Soa>e  that  in  nature  fhall  true  knowledge  found, 
And  by  experiment  make  precept  found  ; 
Some  that  to  morals  fliall  recal  the  age, 
And  purge  from  vicious  drofs  the  finking  flage  ; 
Some  that  with  care  true  eloquence  fhall  teach, 
And  to  juft  idioms  fix  our  doubtful  fpeech ; 
That  from  our  writers  diftant  realms  may  know 

The  thanks  we  to  our  monarch  owe  ; 
And  fchools  ^rofcfs  our  tongue  through  every  land, 
That  has  invok'd  his  aid,  or  bleft  his  hand. 

XXXV. 

Let  his  high  power  the  drooping  mufcs  rear; 

The  mufes  only  can  reward  his  care  : 

'Tis  they  that  guard  the  great  Atrides'  fpoils ; 

'Tis  they  that  ftill  renew  Ulyffes'  toils ; 

To  them  by  fmiling  Jove  'twas  given  to  fave 

Diflinguifli'd  patriots  from  the  common  grave; 

To  them,  great  William's  glory  to  recal. 

When  ftatues  moulder,  and  when  arches  fall. 

Nor  let  the  mufes,  with  ungrateful  pride. 

The  fources  of  their  treafure  hide: 
The  hero's  virtue  does  the  ftring  infpire. 
When  with  big  joy  they  flrike  the  living  lyre. 

On  William's  fame  their  fate  depends  ; 
With  him  the  fong  begins  ;  with  him  it  ends. 

From  the  bright  effluence  of  his  deed 

They  borrow  that  reflt<51;ed  light, 

With  which  the  lafting  lamp  they  feed, 
Whofe  beams  difpel  the  damps  of  envious  night. 

XXXVI. 

Through  various  climes,  and  to  each  diftant  pole, 
In  happy  tides  let  a(3ive  commerce  roll: 
Let  Britain's  fhips  export  an  annual  fleece, 
Richer  than  Argos  brought  to  ancient  Greece  : 
Returning  loidcn  with  the  fhining  ftores. 
Which  lie  profufe  on  either  India's  fhores. 
As  our  high  vciTeis  pafs  their  watery  way, 
J>et  all  the  naval  world  due  homage  pay  : 
With  hafty  reverence  their  top-honours  lower, 
ConfelTing  the  afTerted  power, 
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To  whom  by  fate  'twas  given,  with  happy  fwaT', 
To  calm  the  earth,  and  vindicate  the  ic&. 

XXXVJI. 

Our  prayers  are  heard;  our  matter's  fleets  fiiallg© 

As  far  as  winds  can  bear,  or  waters  flow. 

New  lands  to  make,  new  Indias  to  explore. 

In  worlds  unknown  to  plant  Britannia's  power  ; 

Nations  yet  wild  by  precept  to  reclaim. 

And  teach  them  arms  and  arts  in  William's  came. 

XXXVIII. 

With  humble  joy,  and  with  refpeilful  fear. 
The  liftcning  people  fliall  his  ftory  hear. 
The  wounds  he  bore,  the  dangers  he  fuftain'd. 
How  far  he  conquer'd,  and  how  well  he  reign'd ; 
Shall  own  his  mercy  equal  to  his  fame, 
And  form  their  children's  accents  to  his  name, 
Inquiring  how,  and  when,  from  heaven  he  came. 
Their  regal  tyrants  fliall  with  blulhes  hide. 
Their  little  liifts  of  arbitrary  pride, 

Nor  hear  to  fee  their  vaffals  ty'd; 
When    William's    virtues    raife     their    opening 

thought, 
His  forty  years  for  public  freedom  fought, 

Europe  by  his  hand  fuftain'd,  "y 

His  coiiqucft  by  his  piety  reftrain'd,  V 

And  o'er  himfelf  the  lall;  great  triumph  galn'd.  j 

XXXIX. 

No  longer  fliall  their  wretched  zeal  adore  T 

Ideas  of  deftrudive  power,  > 

Spirits  that  hurl,  and  godheads  that  devour  :       J) 
New  incenfethey  fhali  bring,  new  altars  raife. 
And  fill  their  temples  with  a  ftranger's  praife  j 
W'hen  the  great  father's  charadler  they  fipd  • 

Vilibly  ftampt  upon  the  hero's  mind; 
And  own  a  prefent  Deity  confeft, 
In  valour  that  prefery'd  and  power  that  bleft. 

3tL. 

Through  the  large  convex  of  the  azure  fky 
(For  thither  nature  cafts  our  common  eye) 
Fierce  meteors  fhoot  their  arbitrary  light ; 
And  comets  march  with  lawlefs  honor  bright ; 
Thefe  hear  no  rule,  no  righteous  order  own  ; 
Their  influence  dreaded  as  their  ways  unknown ; 
Through  threaten'd  lands  they  wild  dcftiucSicJi 

throw, 
Till  ardent  prayer  averts  the  public  woe. 
But  the  bright  orb  that  blefTcs  all  above. 
The  facred  fire,  th^  real  fon  of  Jove, 
Rules  not  his  aclions  by  capricious  will ; 
Nor  by  ungoveru'd  power  declines  to  ill : 
Fix'd  by  juft  laws,  he  goes  for  ever  right ; 
Man  knows  his  courfe,  and  thence  adores  his  light, 

XI.I. 

O  Janus  I  wf  uld  entreated  fate  confpire 
To  grant  what  Britain's  wifhes  could  require  ; 
Above,  that  fun  fhould  ceafe  his  way  to  go, 
Ere  William  ceafe  to  rule,  and  blefs  below  : 

But  <i  relentlefs  deftiny 

Urges  all  that  e'er  was  born :  [moui;n 

Snatch'd    from  her  arms,    Britannia    once    muf^ 
The  demi-god  ;  the  earthly  half  muft  die. 
Yet  if  our  incenfe  can  your  wrath  remove; 
If  human  prayers  avail  on  minds  above  ; 
Exert,  great  God  !   thy  interf*ft  in  the  flty. 
Gain  each  kind  pqwcrj  each  giiai  diap  Dtity  j 


That,  conquer'd  by  the  public  vow, 
They  bear  the  difmal  mifchief  far  away  ! 
O  :   long  as  utmoft  nature  may  allow, 

Let  them  retard  the  threaten'd  day  1 
Still  be  our  mafter's  life  thy  happy  care : 
Still  let  his  bleffings  with  his  years  increafe  : 
To  his  laborious  youth,  confum'd  in  war. 
Add  lafting  ajje,  adorn'd.  and  crown'd  with  peace 
Let  twifted  olives  bind  thofe  laurels  fall, 

Whofe  verdure  mull  for  ever  laft  ? 
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To  wake,  ere  morning  dawn,  to  lond  alarms, 
And  march  till  clofe  of  night  in  heavy  arms; 
To  fcorn  the  fummer's  funs  and  v.inter's  fnows, 
And  fcarch  thrcjgh  every  clime  thy  country's  foes; 
That  thru  mi;^ht'ft  fortune  to  thy  fide  engage;' 
Th:i 
Artd  A 


Long  let  this  growing  xra  blefshis  fway  ; 
And  let  our  fonshis  prefent  rule  obey  : 
On  his  fure  virtue  long  let  earth  rely, 
And  late  let  the  imperial  eagle  fly. 
To  bear  the  hero  through  his  father's  Iky, 
To  Leda's  twins,  or  he  whofe  glorious  fpeed 
On  foot  prevail'd,  rr  he  who  tam'd  the  fteed; 
To  Hercules,  at  length  abfolv'd  by  fate 
From  earthly  toil,  and  above  envy  great ; 
To  Virgil's  theme,  bright  Cytherea's  fon, 
Sire  of  the  Latian  and  the  Britifh  throne : 

To  all  the  radiant  names  above. 

Rever'd  by  men,  and  dear  to  Jove  ; 

Late,  Janus, let  the  Naffau-ftar 
New-born,  in  riling  majefty  appear. 

To  triumph  over  vanquifti'd  night, 

And  guide  the  profperous  mariuer 
Vrith  everlafling  beami  of  friendly  light. 


THE  REMEDY  WORSE  THAN  THE  DIS- 
EASE. 

I  SENT  for  Ratcliffe;  was  fo  ill, 
I'hat  other  dccStors  gave  me  over  : 

He  felt  my  pulfe,  prefcrib'd  his  pill, 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover. 

But,  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze. 
And  wine  had  warm'd  the  politician, 

Cur'd  yeflerday  of  my  difeafe, 
I  dy'd  laft  night  of  my  phyfician. 


3cl  learcn  tnro'jgn  every  ctmie  iny  country  sioes; 
-lat  thru  mi;^ht'ft  fortune  to  thy  fide  engage;"^ 
lar  gentle  peace  might  quell  Belloua's  rage;  ( 
lid  Anna's  bounty  crown  her  foldier's  hoary  1* 
age  ?  J 


AN  ODE, 

Infcribed  to  the  Memory  of 

7HE  HON.  COL.  GEORGE  FJLLIERS, 

DROWNED    IN    THE    RIVER    PIAVA,    I703. 
In  Imitation  ef  Horace^  B.  1.  Od.  xxviii. 

"  Te  maris  et  terrae  numeroqu,e  carentis  arense 
"  Menforem  cohibent,  Archyta,  &c." 

Say,  deareft  Villlcrs,  poor  departed  friend     * 
(Since  fleeting  life  thus  fuddenly  muft  end)  : 
Say,  what  did  all  thy  bufy  hopes  avail, 
That  anxious  thou  from  pole  to  pole  didft  fail, 
Ere  on  thy  chin  the  fpringing  beard  began 
To  fpread  a  doubtful  down,  and  promife  man  ? 
■What  profited  thy  thoughts,  and  toils,  and  cares, 
la  vigour  more  confirm'd,  and  riper  years, 
5" 


In  vain  we  think  that  free-will'd  man  has  power, 
To  haflen  or  protrAit  th'  appointed  hour. 
Our  term  of  life  depends  n^t  on  our  deed: 
Before  our  birth  our  funeral  \v:is  decreed. 
Nor  aw'd  by  ro.L'fight,  nor  niifled  by  chance, 
Imy: 
Pec 


:tore  our  birtn  our  tunerai  \v:is  occreea. 
or  aw'd  by  ro.L'fight,  nor  niifled  by  chance,     "X 
tiperi"U5  death  diri  <Ss  his  cI>on  lance  ;  / 

soples   great    Henry's  tombs,    and    leads   upT 
HolHen's  dance..  J 

Alike  mull  every  ft^te  and  every  age 

Suftain  the  univtrfal  tyrant's  rage  : 

For  neither  William's  pov/er,  nor  Mary's  charms, 

Could  or  repel  or  pacify  his  arms. 

Young  Churchill  fell,  as  life  began  to  bloom; 

And  Bradford's  trembling  age  expedls  the  tomb; 

Wifdom  and  eloquence  in  vain  would  plead  ' 

One  momeiu's  refpite  for  the  learned  head ; 

Judges  of  writings  and  of  men  have  dy'd  ; 

Mgjcenas,  Sackville,  Socrates,  and  Hyde  : 

And  in  their  various  turns  the  fons  mull  tread 

Thofe  gloomy  journies  which  their  firfes  have  led. 
The  ancient  fage,  who  did  fo  long  raaintaia 

That  bodies  die,  but  fouls  return  again. 

With  all  the  births  and  deaths  he  had  in  (lore. 
Went  out  Pythagoras,  and  came  no  more. 

And  modern  Afgyll,  whofe  capricious  thought 
Is  yet  with  flores  of  wilder  notions  fraught. 

Too  foon  convinc'd  fliall  yield  that  fleeting  breath. 
Which  play'd  fo  idly  with  the  darts  of  death. 

Some  from  the  ftrandcd  veffel  force  their  way; 
Fearful  of  fate,  they  meet  it  in  the  fca  : 
Some,  who  efcape  the  fury  of  the  wave, 
Sicken  on  earth,  and  fink  into  a  grave  : 
In  journies  or  at  home,  in  war  or  peace, 
By  hardfliips  many,  many  fall  by  eafe. 
Each  changing  fcalon  does  its  poifon  bring; 
Rheums  chill  the  winter,  agues  btaft  the  fpringi 
Wet,  dry,  cold,  hot,  at  the  appointed  hour. 
All  a6l  fubfervient  to  the  tyrant's  power  ; 
And,  when  obedient  nature  knows  his  will, 
A  fly,  a  grape  ftonc,  or  a  hair,  can  kill. 
For  reltlefs  Prefer  pine  for  ever  treads 
In  paths  unTeen,  o'tr  our  devoted  heads ; 
And  on  the  fpacious  land,  and  liquid  main. 
Spreads  flow  difeafe,  or  darts  afHidtive  pain; 
Variety  of  deaths  confirm  her  endlefs  reign. 
On  curft  Piava's  banks  the  goddefs  flood, 
Shew'd  her  dire  vi-arrant  to  the  rifmg  flood; 
When  what  1  long  muft  love,  and  long  muft  moarji. 
With  fatal  fpeed  was  urging  his  return 
In  his  dear  country,  to  difperfe  his  care. 
And  arm  himfelf  by  reft:  for  future  war; 
To  chide  his  anxious  friends  officious  fears. 
And  promife  to  their  joys  his  elder  years  : 

Oh  !  deftin'd  head  !  and  oh  1  fevere  decree  ! 
Nor  native  country  thou,  nor  friend,  (halt  fee; 
Nor  war  haft  thou  to  wage  ;  nor  year  to  come  ; 
Impending  death  is  thine,  and  inltaut  daoin.. 


■:\ 


.%6 


THE   WORKS    OF   PRIOR. 


Hark  !  the  imperiou"!  poddefs  is  obeyM  : 
Winds    murmur  ;    fnows    defcend ;    and  waters 

fpread. 
Oh  !  kinfman,  friend — Oh  !  vain  are  all  the  cries 
Of  human  voice,  ftrong  deftiny  replies : 
"Weep,  you  on  earth     for  he  (hall  flccp  below  : 
Thence  none  return,  and  thither  all  miift  go. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  choice  orbullnefs  leads 
To  this  fad  river,  r  r  the  neighbouring  meads; 
If  hou  may'ft  happen  on  the  dreary  (hores 
To  find  the  i  bjtd  which  this  vtrfe  deplores, 
Cleanfe  the  pale  corpfe  with  a  religious  hand 
Frrm  I  he  polluting  weed  and  common  fand  : 
i,ay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive), 
And  fragrant  mould  u /on  his  body  ihrow,  ■^ 

Ai\d  plant  the  warriur- laurel  o'er  his  brow  :         \ 
li'fht  lie  the  earth,  and  flourifh  green  the  bough,  j 

So  may  juft  heaven  fecure  thy  future  life 
From  foreign  dangers  and  domeftic  llrife  ! 
And,  when  th'  infernal  judge's  djfmal  power 
from  the  dark  urn  {hall  throw  thy  deflin'd  hour ; 
When,  yielding  to  the  fentence,  breath lef-.  thou 
And  pale  ftialt  iie,  as  what  thou  burieft  now  ; 
2»lay  lome  kind  friend  the  jiteous  obicdt  lee. 
And  equal  rites  perforin  to  that  which  once  was 
theel 
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SPOKEN    AT    COURT    BEFORE    THE    C^UEEN, 
On  Her  Mjjffy'i  Birth-day,   I.-04. 

Su'.NE  forth,  ye  planets,  with  diflinguifli'd  light, 
As  wrien  ye  hallow'd  firfl  this  happy  night  : 
Again  tranfmit  your  irjei.dly  beams  10  earth, 
As  when  Britannia  joy  "d  for  Anna's  birth. 
And  ihou,  propitious  ftar,  whofe  lacred  power 
Prefided  o'er  the  monarch's  natal  hcur, 
Thy  radiant  voyages  for  ever  run, 
"Yielding  to  I'onc  but  Cyniliia  and  the  Sun; 
"U'i:h  shy  fair  afped  ftill  iiiullrate  heaven  ; 
Kintily  prefcrve  what  thou  haft  greatly  given; 
Thy  influence  fur  thy  Anna  we  implore  : 
Pr'.long  one  life  ;  and  Britain  aflcs  no  more. 
For  virtue  can  no  amplei"  power  rxprefs, 
Than  to  be  great  in  vvar,  ana  goou  in  peace  : 
For  thcught  no  higher  wiih  of  lihfs  can  frame, 
Than  to  enjoy  that  virtue  ftill  the  fame. 
f,i.tirc  and  lure  the  monarch's  rule  niuft  prove, 
Who  fcuuiis  her  grea'ncls  on  her  fubje<5t.'  li.ve  ; 
Who  does  our  homage  for  our  good  rcqaire  ; 
And  orders  that  which  we  (houlti  firft  delire  : 
Oui  vanquilh'd  wills  that  pltafing  force  dbey,     "^ 
Her  goi  dt  els  takes  our  liberty  away,  S- 

And  haugiity  Biitain  yicldf  to  arbitrary  fway.    j 
l^tt  the  young  Aiiftrian  thtn  her  terrors  bear. 
Great  as  he  is,  her  delegate  in  war  : 
l.tt  !>im  in  thunder  fpcak  to  boih  his  Spains, 
That  ill  fhefe  drea-'fui  iflcs  a  woman  reigns  ; 
Wliile  the  b  ijrht  qi^een  docs  on  het  lubjtits  (bower, 
*J  he  gentle  bklfings  ol  her  letter  power ; 


Gives  facred  morals  to  a  vicious  age, 
To  temples  zeal,  and  manners  to  the  ftagc; 
Bids  the  chafte  mufe  without  a  blu(h  appear ; 
And  wit  be  that  which  heaven  and  (he  may  hear. 

Minerva  thus  to  i'erieus  lent  her  (hield; 
Secure  of  conqueft,  fent  him  to  the  field  : 
The  hero  a6ted  what  the  queen  ordain'd  ; 
So  was  his  fame  complete,  and  Andromede  un- 
chain'd. 

Mean  time,  amidft  her  native  temple's  fate 
The  goddefs,  ftudious  of  her  Grecian's  fate, 
Taught  them  in  laws  and  letters  to  excel, 
In  a(5ling  juftly,  and  in  writing  well. 
Thus  vvhilft  (he  did  her  various  power  difpofe. 
The  world  was  freed  from  tyrants, 

woes  : 
Virtue  was  taught  in  veife,  and  Athc 


wer  difpofe,  '\ 

s,  wars,  and  / 
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A  LETTER 

TO    MONSIEUR    JBOILEAU    DESPREAtTX; 
Occajtoned  by  tie  •uiiiory  at  Blenheim,  1 784. 

"  — Cupidum,  Pater  optime,  vires 
"  Deficiunt :  neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pills 
"  Agmina, nee  fracfta  pereuutes  cuf^ide  Gallos."— 

HoR.  Sat.  I. 

Since,  hir'd  for  life,  thy  fervile  mufe  muft  fing 

Succcflive  conquefts,  and  a  glorious  king; 

Muft  of  a  man  immortal  vainly  boaft. 

And  bring  him  laurels,  whatfoe'er  they  coft  : 

What  turn  wilt  thou  employ,  what  colours  lay 

On  the  event  of  that  fuperior  day. 

In  which  one  Etiglifh  lubjedl's  profperous  hand 

(^So  Jove  did  will;   (o  Anna  did  command) 

Broke  the  proud  column  of  thy  mafter's  praife, 

Which  fixty  winters  had  confpir'd  to  raife  ? 

From  the  loft  field  a  hundred  ftandards  brought 
Mult  be  the  work  ol  chance,  and  fortune's  fault : 
Bavaria's  ftars  muft  be  accus'd,  which  (hone,     ■) 
1  hat  fatal  day  tt'.e  mighty  work  was  done  > 

With  rays  oblique  upon  the  Gallic  fun  :  j 

Some  dxmon,  envying  trance,  mifled  the  fight; 
And  Mars  millook,  though  Louis  order'd  right. 

When   thy   j-  young  mufe  invok'd  the  tune- 
ful nine. 
To  fay  how  Louis  did  not  pafs  the  Rhine  ; 
Whai  work  had  we  with  Wageiiinghen,  Arnheim, 
Places  that  Cduld  not  be  reduc'd  to  rhyme  1 
And,  though  the  poet  made  his  lall  efforts, 
Wurts — who  cou :d  mention  in  heroic — Wurts? 
But,  tell  me,  hadl't  thou  reafon  to  compiain 
Ul  the  rough  triumphs  of  the  iaft  campaign  ? 
The  Danube  relcucd,  and  the  empire  lav'd, 
Say,  .a  the  majeily  of  verfe  rctriev'd  .' 
And  would  it  prejudice  thy  fofter  vein, 
To  fing  the  princes,  Louis  and  Eugene  .' 
Is  it  too  hard  in  happy  verle  to  place 
The  Vans  and  Vanders  of  the  Rhine  and  Maefe  ? 
Her  warrior  s  Anna  fends  from  Tweed  and  1  hames. 
That  France  may  fall  by  more  harmonious  names  \ 

f  "  En  vain,  pi^ur  te  loucr,"  Src,  Ep.  4. 
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Canft  tbou  not  Hamilton  or  Lumley  bear  ? 
Would  Ingoldfby  or  Palmes  offend  thy  ear  ? 
And  is  there    not   a  found  in    Marlborough's^ 
naiue,  [claim  V 

Which  thou   and  all   thy  brethren    ought   toT 
Sacre  i  to  verfe.  and  fure  of  cndlefs  fame  ?  j 

Cutcs  is  in  metre  foinething  harfh  to  read^ 
Place  mc  the  valiant  Gouran  m  his  flead  : 
Let  the  intention  make  the  number  giod  : 
I^et  gener'<us  Sy.viiis  fjitak  for  honeft  Wood. 
And  though  rough  Churchijl  Icarce  in  verfe  will 

fland, 
So  as  to  have  ore  rhyme  at  his  coinmand  , 
With  eafe  the  bard,  reciting  Blenheim's  plain, 
May  clofe  the  verfe,  remembering  but  the  Dane. 

I  g  ant,  old  friend,  old  foe  (for  fuch  we  are 
Alternate  as  the  chance  of  peace  and  war). 
That  we  poeuc  folks,  who  muft  reftrain 
Our  meafur'd  fayings  in  an  equal  chain, 
Have  troubles  utterly  unknown  to  thofe,'^ 
Who  let  their  fancy  loofe  in  rambling  profe. 

For  inftance  now,  how  hard  is  it  for  ms 
To  make  my  matter  and  my  verfe  agree  I 
*'  In  one  great  day  en  Hochftet's  fatal  plain, 
"  French  and  Bavarians  twenty  thouf^ind  flain  : 
"  Pufti'd  through  the  Danube  to  the  fhores  of  Styx 
"  Squadrons  eighteen,  battalions  twenty-fix  : 
*"•  Officers  captive  made,  and  private  men, 
"  Of  thefe  twelve  hundred,  of  thofe  thoufands  ten. 
"  Tents,  ammunition,  colours,  carriages,     [thefe  ! 
"  Cannon,  and  kettle   drums!" — fweet  numbers 
But  is  it  thus  you  Engiifli  bards  compofe  ? 
With  Runic  lays  thus  tag  infipid  profe  ? 
And,  when  you  (hould  your  hero's  deeds  rehearfc, 
Give  us  a  con.miffary's  lift  in  verfe  ? 

Why,  faith  !  Defpereaux,  there's  fenfe  in  what 
you  fay  ; 
I  told  you  where  my  difficulty  lay  : 
So  vaft,  fo  numerous,  were  great  Blenheim's  fpoils, 
They  fcorn  the  bounds  of  verfe,  and  mocks  the 

mufe's  toils 
To  make  the  rough  recital  aptly  chime, 
Oi  bring  the  lum  of  Gallia's  lofs  to  rhyme, 
'  fis  mighty  hard  :  what  poet  would  effay 
To  coutit  the  ftreamers  of  my  lord  mayor's  day  ? 
To  number  all  the  fcveral  dilbes  dreft 
By  honeft  Lamb,  laft  coronation  feaft  ? 
Or  make  arithmetic  and  epic  meet. 
And  Newton's  thoughts  in  Dryden's  ftyle  repeat  ? 

O  poet,  had  it  been  Apollo's  will, 
That  I  had  fhar'd  a  portion  of  thy  (kill; 
H^d  this  poor  breaft  receiv'd  the  heavenly  beam  ; 
Or  could  I  hope  my  verfe  might  reach  my  theme  ; 
Yet,  Boileau,  yet  the  labouring  mufe  ftiould  ftrive 
Beneath   the   Ihades    of  Marlborough's    wreaths 

to  live ; 
Should  call  afpiring  gods  to  blefs  her  choice^ 
And  to  their  favourite  ftrains  exalt  her  voice, 
Arms  and  a  queen  to  fing ;  who,  great  and  good, 
From   peaceful  I'hames   to  Danube's  wondering 

flood 
Sent  forth  the  terror  of  her  high  commands, 
Tofave  the  nations  from  invading  hands, 
To  prop  fair  liberty's  declining  caufe, 
And  fix  the  jarring  world  witl)  equal  la,ws. 


The  queen  fliosld  fit  in  Windfor's  facred  grove. 
Attended  by  the  gods  of  war  and  love 
Both  (bouid  with  equal  zeal  her  fmiles  implore, 
To  fix  her  joys,  or  to  extend  her  power. 

Sudden,  the  Nymphs  and  Tritons  fhould  appear; 
And,  as  great  Anna's  fmiles  defpel  their  fear. 
With  adtive  dance  fhould  her  oblervance  claim; 
With  vocal  fiiell  fhould  ound  her  happy  name  ; 
Their  mafter  '"hames  fhould  leave  the  neighbour* 

ing  fhore, 
By  his  ftrong  anchor  known,  and  filV^er  oar ; 
Should  lay  his  enfigns  at  his  (overeign's  feet ;  , 

And  audience  milu  with  humble  grace  entreat. 

Vo  her,  his  dear  defence,  he  fhouid  con. plain. 
That,  while  he  bicffes  her  induljjent  reign, 
Whilft  fur-heft  feas  are  by  his  fleets  furvey'd. 
And  on  his  happy  banks  each  India  laid  ;      [Saar, 
His  brethren  Maefe,  and  Waal,  and   Rhine,   and 
Feel  the  hard  burthen  of  oppreffive  war; 
That  Danube  fcarce  retains  his  rightful  courfe 
Againft  two  rebel  armies  neighbouring  force; 
And  all  muft  weep  fad  captives  to  the  Seine, 
Unlels  unchain'd  and  freed  by  Britain's  queen. 

The  valiant  fovereign  calls  her  general  forth  ; 
Neither  recites  her  bounty,  nor  his  worth : 
She  tells  him,  he  muft  Europe's  fate  redeem. 
And  by  that  labour  merit  her  eftcem  : 
She  bids  him  wait  her  to  the  facred  hall ; 
Shows  him  prince   Edward,  and   the  conquer'd 

Gaul ; 
Fixing  the  bloody  crofs  upon  his  breaft. 
Says,  he  muft  die,  or  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd ; 
Placing  the  faint  an  emblem  by  his  fide,      [pride. 
She  tells  him,   virtue  arni'd  muft  conquer  lawlefs 

The  hero  bows  obedient,  and  retires  : 
The  queen's  commands  exalt  the  warrior's  fires; 
His  fteps  are  to  the  filcnt  woods  inclin'd, 
The  great  defign  revolving  in  his  mind ; 
When  to  his  fight  a  heavenly  form  appears  : 
Her  hand  a  palm,  her  head  a  laurel  wears. 
Me,  Ihe  begins,  the  faireft  child  of  Jove, 
Below  for  ever  fought,  aud  blefs'd  above; 
Me,   the  bright  fource   of  wealth,   and  power| 

and  fame 
(Nor  need  I  fay,  Vitftoria  is  my  name) ; 
Me  the  great  father  down  to  thee  has  fent : 
He  bids  me  wait  at  thy  diftiuguifli'd  tent. 
To  execute  what  Anna's  wiih  would  have  : 
Her  fubjedt  thou,  I  only  am  her  flave. 

Dare  then,  thou  much  belov'd  by  fmiling  fate, 
For  Anna's  fake,  and  in  her  name  be  great  : 
Go  forth,  and  be  to  diftant  nations  known 
My  future  favourite,  and  my  darling  Son  : 
At  Schellenbergh  I'll  manifeft  fuftain         [again  ^ 
Thy    glorious    caufe ;    and   fpread    my   wings  S- 
Confpicuous  o'er  thy  helm,  in  Blenheim's  plain,  j 
The  goddefs  faid,  nor  would  admit  reply; 
But  cut  the  liquid  air,  and  gain'd  the  flcy. 

His  high  commiflion  is  through  Britain  knowO] 
And  thronging  armies  to  his  ftandard  run  ; 
He  marches  thoughtful,  and  he  fpeedy  fails : 
(Blefs  him,  ye  feas  :  ■  and  profper  him,  ye  gales  I) 
Bejgia  receives  him  welcome  to  her  ftiures ; 
And    William's  death   with    leffen'd   gri?f   dc^ 
plofcs : 


•At^ 


His  prefence  only  mufl;  retrieve  that  lofs ; 
Marlborough  to  her  muft  be  what  William  was. 
So  when  great  Athit.  from  thefe  low  abodes 
Recall'd,  was  gather'd  to  his  kindred  gods; 
Alcides,  refpited  by  prudent  fate,  [weight. 

Suftain'd    the    ball,    nor    droop'd    beneath    the 

Secret  and  fwifr  behold  the  chief  advance  ; 
Sees  half  the  empire  join'd  and  friend  to  France  : 
The  Britilh  general  dooms  the  fight ;  his  fword 
Dreadful  he  draws ;  the  captains  wait  the  word. 
Anne  and  St.  George  the  charging  hero  cries : 
Shrill  echo  from  the  neighbouring  wood  replies 
Anne  and  St.  George. — At  that  aufpicious  fign 
The  flandards  move;  the  adverfe  armies  join. 
Of  eight  great  hours,  time  meafures  out  the  fands  ; 
And  Europe's  fate  in  doubtful  balance  ftands  : 
The  ninth,    Victoria    comes: — o'er    Marlbo-T 
rough's  head  f 

Confefs'd  (he  fits;  the  hoftile troops  recede  :        C 
Triumphs  the  goddefs,  from  her  promii'e  freed.  J 

The  eagle,  by  the  Britifh  lion's  might 
Unchang'd  and  free,  diredls  her  upward  flight : 
Nor  did  Ihe  e'er  with  ftronger  pinions  foar 
From  Tyber's  bank,  than  now  from  Danube'slhore. 

Fir'd  with  the  thoughts  which  thefe  ideas  raife, 
And  great  ambltron  of  my  country's  praife  ; 
The  Englifh  mufe  (hould  like  the  Mantuan  rife,^ 
Scornful   of  earth  and  clouds,  fhould  reach  the  | 
ikies,  f 

With  wonder  (though  with  envy  flill)  purfued  j 
by  human  eyes.  J 

But  we  muft  change  the  fliyle — juft  now  I  faid, 
I  ne'er  was  mafter  of  the  tuneful  trade  ; 
Or  the  fmall  genius  which  my  youth  could  boail, 
In  profe  and  bufinefs  lies  extinfi  and  loft  : 
Biefs'd,  if  I  may  fome  younger  mufe  excite  ; 
I'oint  out  the  game,  and  animate  the  flight ; 
That,  from   Marfeilles  to  Calais,  France  mayT 
know,  .        C 

As  we  have  conquerors,  we  have  poets  too ;       C 
And  either  laurel  does  in  Britain  grow ;  j 

That,  though  among  ourfelves,  with  too  much  heat, 
We  fometimes  wrangle,  when  we  fhould  debate 
(A  confequential  ill  which  freedom  draws; 
A  bad  eifcft,  but  from  a  noble  caufe)  ; 
We  can  with  univerfal  zeal  advance. 
To  curb  the  faithlefs  arrogance  of  France  ; 
Js^or  ever  fhall  Britannia's  fons  refufe 
*l'o  anfwer  to  thy  mafter  or  thy  mufe; 
>ior  want  juft  fubje<fl  for  vidtorious  ftrains,        ~i 
While  Marlborough's  arm  eternal  laurels  gains,  f 
And   where  old   Spenfer    fung,   a  new   Eliza  T 
reigns.  J 


THE    WORKS    OF    PRIOR. 

TO  A  CHILD  OF  QUALTTY, 

FIVE     YEARS    OLD,    I7O4; 

The  Author  then  Forty. 


UPON  THIS  PASSAGE   IN  THE  SCALI- 
GERIANA. 

"  i.es  Allemans  ne  ce  foucient  pas  quel  Vin  il^ 
"  boivent  pourveau  que  ce  foit  Vin,  ni  que; 
"  Latin  ils  parknt  pourveau  que  cc  foit  Latin.' 

When  you  with  High-Dutch  Heeren  dine, 
r.xpedl  falfe  Latin,  and  ftumm'd  wine  : 
They  never  tafte,  who  always  drink; 
They  always  talk,  who  never  think. 


Lords,  knights,  and  'fquires,  the  numerous  band. 

That  wear  the  fair  Mifs  Mary's  fetters. 
Were  fummon'd  by  her  high  command. 

To  £how  their  paQions  by  their  letters. 
Ji. 
My  pen  amongft  the  reft  I  took. 

Left  thofe  bright  eyes  that  cannot  read 
Should  dart  their  kindling  fires,  and  look 

The  power  they  have  to  be  obey'd. 
tit. 
Nor  quality,  nor  reputation, 

Forbid  me  yet  my  flame  to  tell ; 
Dear  five  years  old  befriends  my  pafiion, 

And  I  may  write  till  ftie  can  fpell. 

IV. 

For,  while  (he  makes  her  filk-worms  bed* 
With  all  the  tender  things  I  fwear; 

Whilft  all  the  houfe  my  pafiion  reads. 
In  papers  round  her  baby's  hair ; 

V. 

She  may  receive  and  own  my  flame. 

For,  though  the  ftri^Stcft  prudes  ftiould  know  it, 
She'll  pafs  for  a  moft  virtuous  dame, 

And  I  for  an  unhappy  poet. 

VI. 

Then,  too,  alas !  when  Ihe  fliall  tear 
The  lines  fome  younger  rival  fends ; 

She'll  give  me  leave  to  write,  I  fear. 
And  we  fhail  ftill  continue  friends. 

VII. 

For,  as  our  different  ages  move, 

'Tis  fo  ordain'd,  (would  fate  but  mend  it  I) 
That  \  (hall  be  paft  making  love, 

When  flie  be^ine  to  comprehend  it. 


PARTIAL  FAME. 


The  fturdy  man,  if  he  in  Inve  obtains, 
In  open  pomp  and  triumph  reigns : 
The  fubtiie  woman,  if  flic  (hould  fucceed, 
Difowns  the  honour  of  the  deed. 

II. 
Though  he,  for  all  his  boaft,  is  forc'd  to  yield, 
Though  (he  can  always  keep  the  field  : 
He  vaunts  his  conqyells,  (he  copccals  her  Ihame  : 
How  partial  is  the  voice  of  fame  ! 


FOR  THE  PLAN  OF  A  FOUNTAIN. 

ON    WHICH    ARE 

The  EJfi^ies  of  the  ^ueen  on  a  Triumph  1 1  Arch  ; 

The  Figure  of  the  Duhe  of  Marlborough  beneath  } 

Jindihe  chief  Rivers  of  ihe  World  roundtbe  -whole  JVork, 

Ye  aftive  ftreams,  where'er  your  waters  flow, 
Let  diftant  cUmeij  and  furtheft  iMvtions  know 


P    O    E 

What  ye  from  Thames  and  Danube  have   been 

taught,  [fought, 

How  Anne   commanded,  and  how  Marlborough 

Quocunque  seterno  properatis,  flumina,  lapfu, 
Divifislate  terris,  populifque  reniotis, 
Dicite,  nam  vobis  Tamefis  narravit  et  Ifter, 
Anna  quid  imperils  potuit,  quid  Marlburus  armis. 


THE  CAMELEON. 


As  the  Cameleon,  who  is  known 

To  have  no  colours  of  his  own  ; 

But  borrows  from  his  neighbours  hue 

His  white  or  black,  his  green  or  blue ; 

And  flruts  as  much  in  ready  light, 

Which  credit  gives  him  upon  fight, 

As  if  the  rainbow  were  in  tail 

Settled  on  him  and  his  heirs  male; 

So  the  young  'fquire,  when  firft  he  comes 

From  country  fchool  to  Will's  or  Tom's, 

And  equally,  in  truth,  is  fit 

To  be  a  ftatefman,  or  a  wit ; 

Without  one  nation  of  his  own, 

He  faunters  wildly  up  and  down, 

Till  fome  acquaintance,  good  or  bad, 

Takes  notice  of  a  ftaring  lad, 

Admits  him  in  among  the  gang; 

They  jeft,  reply,  difpute,  harangue : 

He  a<5ls  and  talks,  as  they  befriend  him, 

Sniear'd  with  the  colours  which  they  lend  him. 

Thus,  merely  as  his  fortune  chances, 
His  merit  or  his  vice  advances. 

If  haply  he  the  feifl  purfues. 
That  read  and  comment  upon  news; 
He  takes  up  their  myfterious  face  ; 
He  drinks  his  coffee  without  lace  ; 
This  week  his  mimic  tongue  runs  o'er 
What  they  have  faid  the  week  before  ; 
His  wifdom  fets  all  Europe  right. 
And  teaches  Marlborough  when  to  fight. 

Or  if  it  be  his  fate  to  meet 
With  folks  who  have  more  wealth  than  wit ; 
He  loves  cheap  port,  and  double  bub  ; 
And  fettles  in  the  Hum-drum  club  : 
He  learns  how  ftocks  will  fall  or  rife; 
Holds  poverty  the  greateft  vice; 
Thinks  wit  the  bane  of  convcrfatlon; 
And  fays  that  learning  fpoils  a  nation. 

But  if,  at  firft,  he  minds  his  hits. 
And  drinks  champaign  among  the  wits; 
Five  deep  he  toafts  the  towering  laffes  ; 
Repeats  you  verfes  wrote  on  glaffes ; 
Is  in  the  chair  ;  prefcribes  the  law ; 
And  lies  with  thofe  he  never  faw. 


MERRY  ANDREW. 


Sly  Merry  Andrew,  the  luft  Southwark  fair 
(At  Barthol'mew  he  did  not  much  appear, 
So  pecvifli  was  the  edidt  of  the  msyor) ; 
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At  Southwark,  therefore,  as  his  tricks  he  fliow'd. 
To  pleafe  our  mafters,  and  his  friends  the  crowd ; 
A  huge  neat's-tongue  he  in  his  right-hand  held. 
His  left  was  with  a  good  black-pudding  fiU'd. 
With  a  grave  look,  in  this  odd  equipage, 
The  clownifti  mimie  traverfes  the  ftage. 
Why  how  now,  Andrew  !   cries  his  brother  droll; 
To-day's  conceit,  methinks,  is  fomething  dull : 
Come  on,  fir,  to  our  worthy  friends  explain. 
What  does  your  emblematic  worlhip  mean  ? 
Quoth  Andrew,  honeft  Engliih  let  us  fpeak  : 
Your  emble  (what  d'ye  call  't)  is  heathen  GreekJ 
To  tongue  or  pudding  thou  haft  no  pretcHce  : 
Learning  thy  talent  is,  but  mine  is  fenfe. 
That  bufy  fool  I  was,  which  thou  art  now; 
Defirous  to  correA,  not  knowing  how; 
With  very  good  defign,  but  little  wit, 
Blaming  or  praifing  things,  as  I  thought  Sx. 
1  for  this  conduct  had  what  I  deferv'd; 
And,  dealing  honeftly,  was  almoft  flarv'd. 
But,  thanks  to  my  indulgent  ftars,  1  eat ; 
Since  I  have  found  the  fecret  to  be  great. 
O.deareft  Andrew,  fays  the  humble  droll. 
Henceforth  may  I  obey,  and  thou  control; 
Provided  thou  impart  thy  ufeful  fkill. — 
Bow  then,  fays  Andrew ;  and,  for  once,  I  will.— J 
Be  of  your  patron's  mind,  whate'er  he  fays  ; 
Sleep  very  much;  think  little;  and  talk  lefs  : 
Mind  neither  good  nor  bad,  nor  right  nor  wrong; 
But  eat  your  pudding,  flave;  and  hold  your  tongue< 

A  reverend  prelate  ftopt  his  coach  and  fix, 
To  laugh  a  little  at  our  Andrew's  tricks. 
But,  when  he  heard  him  give  this  golden  rule. 
Drive  on  (he  cried) ;  this  fellow  is  no  fooL 


A  SIMILE. 


Dear  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tinman's  fliop  ? 
There,  Thomas,  didft  thou  never  fee 
('Tis  but  by  way  of  fimile) 
A  fquirrel  fpend  his  little  rage. 
In  jumping  round  a  rolling  cage; 
The  cage,  is  either  fide  turn'd  up. 
Striking  a  ring  of  bells  at  top  ? — 

Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pleas'd  with  the  chlmeej 
The  foclifti  creature  thinks  he  climbs  : 
But  here  or  there,  turn  wood  or  wire. 
He  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  thofe  merry  blades, 
That  frifk  it  under  Pindus'  fliades. 
In  noble  fong,  and  lofty  odes, 
They  tread  on  ftars,  and  talk  with  gods ; 
Still  dancing  in  an  airy  round, 
Still  pleas'd  with  their  own  verfes'  found  ; 
Brought  back,  how  faft  foe'er  they  go. 
Always  afpiring,  always  low. 


THE  FLIES. 


Say,  fire  of  infecfts,  mighty  Sol, 
(A  fly  upon  the  chariot-pole 
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Cries  out")  what  blue-bottle  alive 
Did  ever  with  fuch  fury  drive  ? 
Te'I,  Beelzebub,  jrrfs:  father,  tell, 
(Says  t'o-her,  perch'd  upon  the  wheel) 
Did  ever  any  mortal  fly 
Raife  fi;ch  a  cloud  of  duft  asl  ? 

My  judgment  turn'd  the  whole  debate  : 
My  valour  fav'd  the  finking  ftate, 
So  talk  t*o  idle  buzzing  things; 
Tofs  up  their  heads,  and  ftretch  their  wings. 
But,  let  the  truth  to  light  be  brought, 
This  neither  fpoke,  nor  t'other  fought  : 
l*Io  merit  in  their  own  behaviour  : 
Soth  rais'd,  but  by  their  party's  favour. 


A  PARAPHRASE  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

In  grey-hair'd  Celia's  wither'd  arms 

As  mighty  Lpwis  lay. 
She  cry'd,  "  If  I  have  any  charms, 

My  deareft,  let's  away  1 
For  you,  my  love,  is  all  my  fear. 

Hark  how  the  drums  do  rattle  ; 
Alas,  fir  I  what  (hould  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  ? 
Let  little  Oranpe  flay  and  fight, 

For  danger's  his  diverfion ; 
The  wife  will  think  you  in  the  right. 

Not  to  expofe  your  perfon  : 
Nor  vex  your  thoughts  how  to  repair 

The  ruins  of  your  glory  : 
You  ought  to  leave  fo  mean  a  care 

To  thofe  who  pen  your  ftory. 
Are  not  Boileau  and  Corneille  paid 

For  panegyric  writing 
They  know  how  heroes  may  be  made. 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 
When  foes  too  faucily  approach, 

'Tis  befl  to  leave  them  fairly  ;  ~ 
Put  fix  good  horfes  in  your  coach, 

And  carry  me  to  Maily. 
Let  Bniiflers,  to  fecure  your  fame, 

Go  take  fome  town,  or  buy  it  ; 
Whiift  you,  great  fir,  at  Noftieclame, 

TeDeum  fing  in  quiet  I" 


FROM  THE  GREEK. 


Great  Bacchu?,  born  in  thunder  and  in  fire, 
By  native  heat  afferts  his  dreadful  fire, 
Kourifh'd  near  ftiady  rills  and  cooling  ftreams, 
He  to  the  nymphs  avows  his  amorous  flames. 
To  all  the  brethren  at  the  Bell  and  Vine, 
The  moral  fays ;  mix  water  with  your  wine. 


EPIGRAM. 


Frank  carves  very  ill,  yet  will  palm  all  the  meats; 
He  eacs  more  than  fix,  and  drinks  more  than  he 
eats. 


Four  pipes  after  dinner  he  conftantly  fmokes ; 
And  feafons  his  ■yhifTs  with  impertinent  jokes. 
Vet  fighing,  he  fays,  we  muft  certainly  break  ;    "S 
And  my  cruel  unkindnefs  compels  him  to  fpeak  ;  V 
For  of  late  I  invite  him — but  four  times  a  wcek.j 


ANOTHER. 


To  John  I  ow'd  great  obligation  ; 

But  John  unhappily  thought  fit 
To  publifh  it  to  all  the  nation  : 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit. 


ANOTHER. 


Yes,  every  poet  is  a  fool, 

By  demonftration  Ned  can  {how  it, 
Happy,  ct'uld  Ned's  inverted  rule 

Prove  every  fool  to  be  a  poet. 


ANOTHER. 


Thy  nags,  the  leaned  thing*  alive  ! 

So  very  hard  thou  lov'ft  to  drive  ; 
I  heard  thy  anxious  coachman  fay, 

It  cofl  thee  mpreia  whips  than  hay. 


TO   A  PERSON  WHO  WROTE  ILL,  AND 
SPOKE  WORSE  AGAINST  ME. 

Lye,  Philo,  untouch'd,  on  my  peaceable  fliclf ; 

Nor  take  it  amifs,  that  fo  little  I  heed  thee  : 
I've  no  envy  to  thee,  and  fome  love  to  myfelf : 

Then  why  fhould  I  anfwer;  fincc  firft  I  muft 
read  thee  I 

Drunk  with  Helicon's  waters  and  double-brew 'd 
Be  a  linguift,  a  poet,  a  critic,  a  wag  ;         [bub. 

To  the  folid  delight  of  thy  well-judging  club, 
To  the  damage  alone  of  thy  bookfcller  Brag. 

Purfue  me  with  fatire  :  what  harm  is  there  in't  ? 

But  from  all  viia  voce  refleilion  forbear  : 
There  can  be  no  danger  from  what  thou   fhalt 
print :  [fwear. 

There  may  be  a  little  from   what  thou  may'ft 


ON  THE  SAME  PERSON. 

While,  fafterthan  his  coftive  brain  indites, 
Philo's  quick  hand  in  flow  ing  letters  writes  : 
His  cafe  appears  to  me  like  honcft  Teague'g, 
When  he  was  run  away  with  by  his  legs. 
Phcebus,  give  Philo  o'er  himlcif  command; 
Quicken  his  fer.fcs,  or  reftrain  his  hand ; 


POEMS. 


43* 


Let  him  be  kept  from  paper,  pen,  and  ink  : 
So  may  he  ceafe  to  write,  and  learn  to  think. 


«♦  QUID  SIT  FUTURUM  CRAS  FUGE 
QU^K-ERE— " 

For  what  to-morrow  fhall  difclofe 
May  fpoil  what  you  to-night  pr.  pofe  : 
Enfjland  may  change  ;  or  Cloe  ftray  : 
1-ove  and  life  are  for  to-day. 


A  BALt.AD 

OF   THE 

NOTBROWNE  MATDE. 

WRITTEN  THREE  HUNDRED   YEARS   SINCE. 


Be  it  ryght,  or  Wrong,  thefc  men  among  on  wo- 
men do  complayne  ;  [vayne, 
Affyrmynge  this,  how  that  it  is  a  labonr  fpent  in 
To  love  them  wele  ;  for  never  a  dele  they  love  a 

man  agayne  :  [attayne, 

for  late  a  man   do  what  he  can,  theyr  favour  to 
Yet,  yf  a  newe  do   them   purfue,  theyr  fyrft  true 

lover  than 
Laboureth  for  nought ;  for  from  her  thought  he 

is  a  banyihed  man. 
B. 
I  fay  nat,  nay,  hut  that  all  day  it  is  bothe  writ  and 

fayd,  [decayed  : 

That  womer.s  fayth  is,  as  who  faych,  all  utterly 
But,  nevertheleffe,  ryght    good   wytnefTe  in  this 

cafe  might  be  layed, 
That  they    l"ve  true,  and   continue;  record  the 

notbrowne  mayde; 
Which,  when  her  love  came,  her  to  prove,  to  her 

to  make  his  mone, 
Wolde  nat  depart ;  for  in  her  hart  flie  loved   but 

hymn  alone. 

A. 
Than  betvi^ayne  us  late  us  dyfcus  what  was  all  the 

mancre 
Betwayne  them  two;  we  wyll   alfo  tell  all  the 

paync,and  fere 
That  flie  was  in  :  nowe  I  begyn,   fo  that  ye  me 

anfwere; —  [an  ere  : — 

Wherfore,  all  ye,  that  prefcnt  be,  I  pray  you  gyve 
I  am  the  knyght;  I  come  by  nyght,  as  fecret    as  I 

can  ;  [nyfhed  man. 

Sayinge,  Alas,  thus  ftandeth  the  cafe,  I  am  a  ba- 

B. 
And  I  your  wyll  for  to  fulfyll  in  this  wyll  nat  re- 

fufe  ;  [an  yll  ufe 

Truftyng  to  Ihewe  in  wordes  fewe,  that  men  have 
(^To  theyr  own  fhame)    women   to  blame,  and 

caufeltffe  them  accufe  :  [cufe  ; — 

Therfore  to  you  I  anfwere  nowe,  all  women  to  ex- 

Myne  owue   hart  dere,  with  you  what  chere  ?   I 

pray  you,  tell  anone  ;  [yu  aion  t 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankyndc  1  love  but 


It  ftandeth  fo  ;  a  dede  is  do,  whereof  grete  harme 

ftiall  growe ; 
My  deftiny  is  for  to  dy  a  fhamefuU  detb,  I  trow: 
Or  elles  to  flc  :  the  one  muft  be  ,  m-ne  other  way 

I  knowe,  [my  bowc. 

But  to  withdrawe   as  an  ontlawe,  and  take  me  to 
Wherfore,  adue,  my  owne  hart  true  !  none  (Jther 

rede  \  can  ;  [ed  man. 

For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfli- 
B. 

0  Lorde,  what  is  this  worldysblyfTe,  that  channg- 

eth  as  the  mone  !  [none. 

The  fomers  day  in  lufty  May  is  derked  before  the 
i  here  you  fay,  farewell ,  nay,  nay,  we  depart  not 

fo  fone  : 
Why  fay  ye  fo  ?  wheder  wyll  ye  go  :  alas,  what 

have  ye  done .' 
All  my  welfare  to  forowe  and  care  fholde  chaunge, 

yf  ye  were  gone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

you  alone. 

A. 

1  can  bclcve,  it  (hall  you  greve,  and  fomewhat  yoo 

dyftrayne  : 
But,  aftyrwarde,  your  paynes  harde  within  a  dav 

or  twayne 
Shall  fone  aflake  ;  and  ye  fliall  take  comfort  to  yoa 

agayne. 
Why  fholde  ye  ought .'  for,  to  make  thought, your 

labour  were  in  vayne. 
And  thus  I  do ;  and  pray  you  to,  as  hartely  as  I 

can ;  ^  [ed  man. 

For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alnne,  a  banyfh- 

B. 
Now,  fyth  that  ye  have  fiiewed  to  me  the  fecrel 

of  your  mynde,  [lynde  i 

I  fhal)  be  playne  to  you  agayne,  Ivke  as  ye  fjiall  me 
Syth  it  is  fo  that  ye  wyll  go,  I  wille  not  Icve  be* 

hynde; 
Shall  it  never  be  fayd,  the  notbrowne  mayd  wes 

to  her  love  unl-ynde  fanone; 

Make  ytm  redy'  ;  for  fo  am   I,  al'hi-^ugh  i',  were 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  yoa 

aiune. 

A. 
Yet  I  you  rede  ^o  take  go' d  hede  what  men  wyll 

thynke  and  fay 
Of  yonge  and   olde  it   fhall  be   folde,  that  ye  he 

gnne  away  |"-oplay; 

Your  wanton  wyll  for  to  fulfill,  in  grene  w  c'e  you 
And  that  ye  niyghr  from  your  delyght  no  lenger 

make  delay  : 
Rather  than  ye  ftiolde  thus  for   me  be    called  an 

yll  woman.  [ed  man. 

Yet  wolde  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyffa- 

B 
Though  it  be-  fonge  of  olde  and  yonge,  that  I 

fh'uld  be  fo  blame, 
Theyrs  be  the  charge  that  f.  eke  fo  large  in  hurt- 

ynge  of  tny  name  : 
For  I  wyll  prc^ve,  that  faythfull  love  it  is  devoyj 

of  fhame ; 
In  your  dyftrtfle,  and  hevjnefTe,  to  part  with  you, 

the  fame ; 
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To  fliewe  all  tho  that  clo  nat  fo,  true  lovers  are 

they  none  :  [y"  alone. 

For,  in  my  myade,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

A. 
\  coimceyle  you,  remember  howe  it  is  no  maydens 

lawe,  [an  outlawe  : 

Nothynge  to  dout,  but  to  renne  out  to  wode  v^ith 
for  ye  muft  there  in  your  hand  here  a  bowe,  redy 

to  drawe  ;  [and  awe  ; 

And,  as  a  thcfe,  thus  muft  yon  lyve,  ever  in  drede 
Wherby  to  you  grete   harme  myght  growe  :   yet 

had  1  lever  than,  [ed  man. 

That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfh- 

B. 
1  fay  nat,  nay,  but  as  he  fay,  it  is  no  maydens  lore: 
But  love  may  make  me,  for  your  fake,  as  I  have 

fayd  before, 
To  come  on  fotc,  to  hunt,  and  fhote,  to  get  us  mete 

in  Acre ;  [no  more  : 

For  fo  that  I    your  company  may  have,  I  afke 
From  wliich  to  part,  it  maketh  my  hart  as  colde  as 

ony  ftone ;  [alone. 

For  in  my  mynde,of  all  mankyride,  I  love  but  you 

A. 
For  an  outlawe,  this  is  the  lawe, — that  hien  hymn 

take  and  bynde  ;  [wynde. 

Without  pyte,  hanged  to  be,  and   waver  with  the 
\i  I  had  neede,   (as   God  forbedc  !)  what  focours 

coude  ye  fynde  ?  [drawe  behynde  : 

For  fothe  I  trowe,  ye  and  your  bowe  for  fere  wolde 
And  no  mervayle  ;  for  lytell  avayle  were  in  your 

counceyle  than  :  [ed  man. 

"Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go.alone,  a  banylh- 

B. 
Right  wele  knowe  ye,  that  women  be  but  feble  for 

to  fyght ;       '  [knyght : 

No    womaiihede    it    is,  indede,  to  he  bolde  as  a 
Yet,  in  (uch  fere  yf  that  ye  were  with  enemyes 

day  and  night, 
I  wolde  withftande,  with  bow  in  hande,  to  helpe 

you  with  my  myght, 
And  you  to  fave ;  as  women  have  from  deth  ma- 
ny a  one;  [you  alone. 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 

A. 
Yet  take  good  hede ;  for  ever  I  drede  that  ye  coude 

nat  fuftayne 
The   thoniie  wayes,  the  depe  valeies,   the  fnowe, 

the  froft,  the  rayne, 
The  colde,  the  hete  :  for,  dry,  or  wete,  we  muft 

lodge  on  the  plaync  ;  [or  twayne : 

And,  MS  above,  none  other  rofe  but  a  brake,  bu(h. 
Which  fone  (hold  greve   you,    1  beleve;   and  ye 

wolde  gladly  than  [ed  man. 

That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banyfti- 

B. 
Syth  I  have  here  been  partynere  with  you  of  joy 

andbiyfTe, 
I  muft  alio  parte  of  your  wo  endure,  as  refon  is  : 
Yet  am  I  fure  of  one  pkfure;  and,  ihortcly,  it  is 

this, —  [fare  amyffe. 

That,  where  ye  be,  me  fcmeth,  parde,  I  coude  not 
Without  more  fpeche,  I  you  beftcbc  that  we  were 

fliortcly  gone ;  '       [you  alone. 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but 


S    OF    t>Rl6R, 

A. 
Yf  ye  goo  thyder,  ye  muft  confider, — whan  ye  ha-^i! 

luft  to  dyne. 
There  Ihall  no  mete,  be  for  to  gete,  neyther  here, 

ale,  ne  wine;  [and  twyne  ; 

Ne  Ihetes  clene  to  lye  betwene,  maden  of  threde 
None  other  houfe,  but  leves  and  bowes,  to  cover 

your  hed  and  myne  : 

0  myne  hart  fwete,  this  evyll  dyete  fholde   make 

you  pale  and  wan  ;  [nylhed  man. 

Wherfore  I'll  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  ba- 

B. 
Amonge  the  wylde  dere,  fuch  an  archere  as  men 

fay  that  ye  be,  [plente  : 

May  ye  nat  fayle  of  good  vitayle,  where  is  fo  grete 
And  water  clere  of  the  ryvere  fhall  be  full  fwete 

to  me  : 
With  which  in  hele  I  fliall  ryght  wele  endure,  as 

ye  fliall  fee  :  [none  ; 

And,  or  we  go,  a  bedde  or  two  I  can  provyde  a- 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Lo  yet,  before,  ye  niuft  do  more,  yf  ye  wyll  ga 

with  me  :  [the  knre: 

A  scut  your  here  above  y  our  ere,  your  kyrtel  above 
With  bowe  in  hande,  for  to  withftande  your  ene- 
myes, yf  nede  be  : 
And,  this  fame  nyght,  before  day-lyght,  to  wode- 

warde  wyll  1  fle. 
Yf  that  ye  wyll  all  this  fulfill,  do  it  fhortly  as  ye 

can;  [ed  man. 

Els  wyll  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banylh- 
B. 

1  fhall  as  nowe  do  more  for  you  than  longeth  to 

womanhede  ;  [of  nede  •.■^- 

To  fhorte  my  here,  a  bow  to  here,  to  fhote  in  tyn-e 
O  my  fwete  mother,  before  ail  other  for  you  I  have 

moft  drede. — 
But  nowe,  adue  \  I  muft  enfue  where  fortune  doth 

me  lede. —  [faft  upon ; 

All  this  make  ye  :  nowe  let  us  fle  ;  the  day  cometii 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 
Nay,  nay,  nat  fo  ;  yc  ftiai  nat  go,  and  I  fliall  tell 

you  why, — 
Your  appetyght  is  to  be  lyght  of  love,  1  wele  efpy  : 
For,  lyke  as  ye  have  fayed  to  me,  in  lyke  wyfe 

hardely  [company. 

Ye  wolde  anfwere,  whofoever  it  were,  in  way  of 
It  is  fayd  of  olde, — fonc  bote,  fone  colde;  and  fo  is 

a  woman  :  [man. 

For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  banylhed 

B. 
Yf  ye  take  hede,  it  is  no  nede  fuch  wordes  to  fay 

by  me  ;  [parde  : 

For  oft  ye  prayed,  and  longe  effayed,  or  1  you  loved 
And  though  that  I  of  auiiccftry  a  baron's  daughter 

be, 
Yet  have  you  proved  howe  I  you  loved,  a  fquycr 

of  lowe  dcpre  ;  [none ; 

And  ever  fliall,  whatfo  befall;  to  dy  therefore  .a- 
For,  in  my  mym'e,  of  ail  mankynde  1  Icvc  but  ycv 

alune. 


P  o 


A. 


A  Laron's  chylde  to  be  bcgylde  !  It  were  a  curfed 

dede :  [bede  ! 

To  be  felavve  with  an  outlawe  !  Almighty  God  for- 

Yca,  better  were,  the  pore  fquyere  alone  to  foretl 

yede,  [dede 

Thaq  ye  fliolde  fay  another  day,  that  by  that  curfed 

"Ve  were  betrayed  :  vvheifore,  good  mayd,  the  beft 

rede  that  I  can,  [man. 

Is,  that  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  alone,  a  bunyflied 

JB. 

Whatever  befall,  t  never  {hall  of  this  thyiig  you 

upbrayd :  [trayed. 

But  yf  ye  go,  and  leve  me  fo,  th^n  have  ye  liie  be- 

Remember  you  wcle  howe  that  ye  dele  ;  for,  yf  ye 

be  as  ye  fayd, 

Ye  were  unkynde^  to  leve  behynde,  your  love,  the 

not-browne  mayd.  [go"e ; 

Truft  me  truly",  that  I  fhall  dy  fbne  after  ye  be- 

Icor,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  niankynde  1  love  but  you 

alone. 

A. 

Yf  that  ye  went,  ye  fliolde  repent :    for  in  the 

foreft  nowe  [than  you  ; 

I  have  purvayed  me  of  a  mayd,  whom  I  love  more 

Another  fayrere  than  ever  ye  were,  I  dere  it  wele 

avowe ; 

And  of  you  bothe  eche  fliolde  be  wrothc  with   o- 

ther,  as  I  troWe  :  [can ; 

It  were  myne  efe,  to  lyve  in  pefe ;  fo  wyll  I,  yf  I 

Wherfore  I  to  the  vvode  wyll  go,  alone,  a  banyfli- 

ed  man. 

B. 
Though  in  the  wode  I  undyrftode  ye  had  a  para- 
mour. 
All  this  may  nought  remove  my  thought,  but  that 

I  will  be  your  : 
And  flie  fliall  fynde  me  foft,  and  kynde,  and  cour- 

teys  every  hour ; 
Glad  to  fulfyll  all  thalt  flie  wyll  commaundc  me,  to 

my  power  . 
For  had  ye,  lo,  an  hundred  mo,  yet  wolde  I  be 
that  one  ;  [you  alone. 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  minkynde  I  love  but 

A. 
Myric  own  dere  love,   I  fe  the  prove  that  ye  be 

kynde  and  true ; 
Of  niayde,  a;nd  wyfc,  in  all  my  lyfe,  the  beft  that 

ever  !  knewe. 
Be  mery  and  glad,    be  no  more  fad,  the  cafe  is 

chaunged  newe ; 
For  it  were  ruthe,  that,  for  your  truthe,  y6  fliolde 

have  caufe  to  rewe : 
Be  nat  difmayed  ;  whatfoevef  I  fayd  to  you,  whan 

1  began, 
J  wyll  not  to  the  grene  Wode  go,  I  am  no  banyfll- 
ed  man. 

B. 

Thefe  tydings  be  more  glaidder  to  me  than  to  be 

made  a  quene.  [fene, 

Yf  I  were  fure  they  fliolde  endure  :  but  it  is  often 

Whan  men  wyll  breke  promyfe,   they  fpeke  the 

wordes  on  the  fplene  :■ 
Ye  ftiape  fome  wylc,  me  to  begyle,  and  ftele  from 
me  1  wcne ; 
Vol,  Yit, 


Than  were  the  cafe  worfe  than  It  was,  and  T  more 

wo-begone ;  [alone. 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  I  love  but  you 

^. 
Ye  fliall  nat  nede  further  to  drede  ;  I  will  not  dyf- 

parage  [a  lynage. 

You,  (God  defende  !)  fyth  ynu  defcend  of  fo  grete 
Nowe  underftande — to  Weftniarlaude,    which  is 

myne  hcrytage,  [maryagc 

I  wyll  you  bringe  ;  and  with  a  rynge,  by  way  of 
I  wyll  you  tak«,  and  lady  make,  as  fliortly  as  I 

can :  [ed  man. 

Thus  have  ye  won  an  erlys  fon,  and  not  a  banyfti- 

B. 
Here  may  ye  fe,  that  women  be,  iu  love,   meke 

kynde,  aad  ftable  : 

L,  ate  never  man  reprove  them  than, 

But,  rather,  pray  God,  that  we  may  to  them  be 

comfortable. 
Which  fometyme  proved  fiich  as  he  loved,  yf  they 

be  charyfable. 
Forfotb,  men  wolde  that  women  fliolde  be  meke 

to  them  ech  one  ; 
Moche  more  ought  they  to  God  obey,  and  ferve 

but  hym  alone. 


Henry  and  emma. 

A    POEM, 

V/>on  the  Model  of  the  Nut-Bro-wn  Maid. 

TO   CLOE. 

THor>,  to  Whofe  eyes  I  bend,  at  whofe  command 
(Though  low  my  voice,  though  artlefs  be  my  han<l> 
I  take  the  fprightly  reed,  and  fujg,  and  play  ; 
Carclefs  of  what  the  cenfuring  world  may  fay  : 
Bright  Cloe,  objedl  of  my  conftant  vOw, 
Wilt  thou  awhile  unbend  thy  ferious  brow  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  pleafure  hear  thy  lover's  fl;rains. 
And  with  one  heavenly  fmile  o'erpay  his  pains? 
No  longer  fliall  the  nut-brown  maid  be  old ; 
Though  fince  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 

roil'd  : 
At  thy  defire,  flie  f3ia!l  again  be  rais'd  ; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lifting  verfe  be  praii'di 

No  longer  man  of  woman  fliall  complain. 
That  he  may  love,  and  not  be  lov'd  again  : 
That  We  in  vain  the  fickle  feS  purfue. 
Who  chrnge  the  condant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  faid. 
Of  female  pafllon  feign'd,  or  faith  decay'd  : 
Henceforth  fliall  in  my  verfe  refuted  ftand,* 
Be  faid  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  fand. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaun' 
UncoYiquer'd  love  and  evcr-during  flame; 
Q  fairefl:  of  the  fex  I  be  thou  my  mufe  :  ' 
Deign'  on  my  work  thy  influence  to  diff"ufe.  \ 

Let  me  partake  the  blefllings  I  rehearfe. 
And  grant  me,  love,  the  juft  reward  of  ve  rfe  f 

As  beauty's  potent  queen,  with  every  gracd 
That  once  was  Emma's,  has  adorn'd  thy  fac«  j 
£  e 
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And  as  her  fon  has  to  my  tofom  dealt 
That  conl  ant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry. felt 
O  let  the  ftory  with  thy  life  agree  :  " 

i,et  men  once  more  the  bright  example  fee ;        5 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me. 
Nor  fend  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  Ilove, 
Piftant  and  fad,  a  banifli'd  m  in  to  rove. 
Jiutoh!   with  pity  long-entreated  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes ;  and  when  thou  fay 'ft  that  ( 
one  [alone.  ( 

Of  all  mankind  thou  lov'ft,  oh!  think  on  me. 

Where  beauteous  Ifis  and  her  hufband  Tame 
With  mint,'led  waves  f<T  ever  How  the  fame, 
In  times  of  yore  an  ancient  baron  liv'd  ; 
Great  gifts  beftow'd,  and  great  refpetfl  receiv'd. 

When  dreadful  Edward  with  fuccef^ful  care 
X,ed  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war; 
'4'liis  1'  rd  had  headed  his  appointed  band"!, 
In  firm  allegiance  to  his  lciiip;'s  commands; 
And  (all  due  honours  faithfully  difcharg'd) 
1-Iad  brought  back  his  paternal  coat  cnlurg'd 
■^Vith  a  new  mark,  the  wirnef*!  of  In=  toil, 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  fpoll. 

From  tl'.e  loud  camp  retir'd  and  noify  court. 
In  honcurable  cafe  and  rural  fport, 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  fafely  pafl ; 
Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  fx  )w,  and  flew  too  faft. 
He  made  his  wifli  with  his  efface  comply, 
T.oyful  to  live,  yet  i:ot  afraid  to  die. 

One  child  he  had,  a  daughter  ohafte  and  fair, 
Hi3  a,ge's  comfort,  and  his  fortune's  heir. 
'I'hey  call'd  her  Emii:a ;  for  the  beauteous  dame, 
Who  gave  the  virgin  birth,  hid  borne  the  name  : 
'J'he  nanie  th'  indulgent  father  doubly  lov'd  ; 
lor  in  the  child  the  mother's  c'.arn-.s  iniprOv'd. 
Yet  as,  when  little  k  und  his  knees  fne  play'd. 
He  call'd  her  oft'  in  fport  his  nut-brown  mc'id. 
The  frl-iids  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word 
(-As  ftill  they  pleaffe,  who  imitate  their  lord)  ; 
Ufngc  ccr.fir.v.'d  what  fancy  had  begun  ;  T 

'i'he  mutual  rerms  around  the  lands  were  known;  ^ 
And  j:;mn-;a  and  the  nut-br -wn  maid  were  one.  j 
As  with  her  ftature,  dill  her  charms  incrcas'd  ; 
Through  all  the  ifle  her  beauty  v/as  confefs'i!. 
Oh  !   wliat  perfcdions  mufl  that  virgin  fliare, 
Who  faire  ;  is  cftcem'd,  where  all  aic  fair! 
)'rom  diflant  fhires  repair  the  n(>l)!e  youth, 
And  find' report  for  once  had  leff-ni'd  truth. 
By  wonder  ftrfl.,  and  then  by  pafuon  mov'd 
They  came;  theyfuw;   they  marvel'd ;  and  they 

lov'd. 
3?y  public  piaifes,  and  by  fecret  figlis, 
>.acli  own'd  the  general  j'ovver  of  Emma's  eyes. 
7n  tilts  and  tournaments  the  valiant  ilrove 
•lly  gl'>rioi;s  deeds  to  purchafe  Emma's  love, 
li'.  gentle  vcife  the  witty  lold  their  flame. 
And    grac'd    their    choiccll    fongs  with  Emma's 

name. 
Tu  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ  : 
'Jfekfs  their  fbrcrigth,  and  impotent  their  wit. 
Hacat  Venus  only  mud  <lireiil  the  dan,  '\ 

Which  cifewill  never  reach  the  fair  one's  heart,  ( 
opiic  of  the  attempts  of  force,  and  loft  cfTcds  off 
art.  3 


lone.  3 


Great  Venus  muft  prefer  the  happy  one  : 
In  Henry's  caufe  her  favour  muft  be  ftiown 
AndEmma,ot  mankind,  muft  love  but  him  alone 
While  thefe  in  public  to  the  the  caftle  came. 
And  by  their  grandeur  juftified  their  flame  ; 
More  f-icret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  fquires,  his  arms,  and  equipage  forfakfs  : 
fn  bi'rrcw'd  name  and  falfe  attire  array'd. 
Oft'  he  finds  means  to  fee  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntfnian's  h^hit  drelt, 
Henry  onfiot  purfues  the  bounding  beaft. 
In  his  riglu  hand  his  beec-hen  pole  he  bears  : 
And  graceful  at  his  fide  his  horn  he  wears. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  Ihc  has  bent  her  way, 
With  knowing  fliill  he  drives  the  future  prey  ; 
Bid    ht-r  decline  the  hill,  and  ihun  the  biake  ; 
And  Ihows  the  path  her  fteed  may  fafeft  take ; 
Diredls  her  fptar  to  fix  the  glorious  wound  ;        "y 
rlea^'d  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  crown'd  :  > 
And  blows  herpraifes  in  no  common  found.       j 

A  falconer  Henry  is,  when  Emma  hawks: 
V,' ith  her  of  tarfcU  and  of  lures  he  talks. 
Upon  his  wriil  the  towering  merlin  ftands, 
Praclis'd  to  rife,  and  ftoop  at  her  commands. 
And  when  fupcrior  now  the  bird  has  fiown, 
.\nJ  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quarry  down  ; 
With  humble  reverence  he  accolls  the  fair. 
And  with  the  honour'd  fea-her  decks  her  hair. 
Yet  ftill,  as  from  the  fportive  field  flir  g'  fs. 
His  down-caft  eye  reveals,  his  inv.ard  woes; 
And  by  his  hu  ii  and  forrow  is  txprtft, 
A  nobler  game  purfued  than  bird  or  bcaft. 

A  flieplierd  now  along  th(  plain  he  roves  : 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delights  (he  groves. 
The    neighb(^_uring    fv\ains    around   the   itranger 

ttirong, 
Or  to  admire,  or  emulate  hi*  fcng  : 
V\'lii!a  with  fofc  drrow  he  renews  his  lays, 
Nor  hcedfid  of  tiicir  envy,  nor  their  prailc. 
But,  footi  as  jimma's  lycs  adorn  the  plain, 
His  not'^s  he  niifc*  to  a  nobler  ilrain. 
With  dutiful  rcfpc(ri  and  ftudious  fear ; 
Left  any  carelef-!  found  offend  her  ear. 

A  frantic  gipfy  now,  the  honfe  he  haunts, 
And  in  v.'ild  phraics  Ipcaks  diif-mbled  wants. 
With  the  fond  loaid^  in  palmillry  he  dcais: 
They  tell  the  fecrei  firft,  which  he  reveals  ; 
Says  wL"'>  fnall  wed,  and  who  ftiall  be  beguil'd  ; 
What  groom   fliall  get,    and   fquire  maintain  the 

child. 
But,  when  bright  Emma  would  her  fortune  know, 
A  foftcr  look  uuhi-nds  his  (peningbrow  ; 
Witli  trembiing  av/c  he  gazes  on  her  eye. 
And  in  foft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply; 
I'hat  ihe-  fliall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fair  , 
And  Hymen's  choicefl   gifts  are  all  referv'd  for 
her. 
Now  oft'  had  Henry  chang'd  his  fly  difguife, 
Unmark'd  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes : 
Oft'  had  lound  means  alone  to  fee  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame; 
And  oft'  the  pangs  of  abfence  to  remove 
By  letters,  fofi  interpreters  of  love  : 
Till  time  and  induftry  (the  mighty  two 
Thatbrjrg  our  wftics  nearer  to  our  view} 
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Made  him  perceive,  that  the  {nclining  fair 
Receiv'd  His  vows  with  no  reiu6tanT  ear  ; 
I'hat  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign,    [pain. 
And   dealt  to  Emma's  heart   a  fliare  of  Henry's 

While  Cupid  fmil'd,  by  kind  occafion  blcfs'd, 
And,  with  the  fccret  kept,  the  love  increas'd  ; 
I'he  amorous  youth  frequents  the  (ilcnt  groves ; 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  loves,  'tis  true;   and  is  helov'd  again  : 
Great  are  his  joys  :  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Emma  with  fmiles  receives  his  p.-efent  flame; 
But,  imiling,  will  ihe  ever  be  the  fame  ? 
B'jantiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds; 
And  fummer  ftas  are  turn'd  by  fuddeii  winds. 
Another  love  may  gain  her  eafy  youth  : 
Time  changes  thought;  and  flattery  conquers  truth. 

O  impotent  eftate  of  human  life! 
Where  hope  and  fear  maintain  eternal  ftrife  ; 
Where  fleeting  joy  does  lading  doubt  infpire  ; 
And  moft  we  quelHcn,  what  we  mofl  dciire  1 
Amongfl;  thy  various  gifcs,  great  Heaven,  befioW 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix.'d  ;  forbear  to  throw 
■"Bitter  iiigrcdients  in ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  naufeous  grief:  for  our  ill-judging  thought 
Hardly  enjoys  die  pleafurable  taite  ; 
Or  deems  it  not  fmcere  ;   or  fears  it  cannot  lad. 

VT'ith  willies  raio'd,  with'  jealoufies  oppreft, 
(  Alternare  tyrants  of  the  human  breaftj 
By  one  great  trial  he  refolvcs  to  prove 
The  faith  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  lore. 
If  fcani:ing  Emma's  virtues  he  may  find 
■J'hat  beauteous  frame  enclofe  a  fleady  mind, 
He'll  lis  his  hope,  of  future  joy  fecure ; 
And  live  a  fiiive  to  Hymen's  happy  power. 
But  if  the  faiv-one,  as  he  fears,  is  frail;  T 

If,  pois'd  aright  in  reafon's  equal  fcale,  ?■ 

Light  fly  her  merit,  and  her  faults  prevail ;  J 
His  mind  he  vows  to  free  from  amorous  care,  ") 
The  latent  mifchief  from  his  heart  to  tear,  > 

Refume  his  azure  arms,  and  flline  again  in  war.  J 

South  of  the  caftle  in  a  verdant  glade 
A  fpreading  beech  extends  her  friendly  fhade  : 
Here  oft'  the  nymph  his  breathing  vows  had  heard ; 
Here  oft'  h.er  filence  had  her  heart  declar'd. 
As  a6i:ive  fpring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 
Aiid  genial  life  inform'd  the  verdant  woods  ; 
Henry  in  knots  involving  Emma's  nam.e,  ^ 

Had  half  exprefs'd  and  half  conceal'd  his  flame 
Upon  this  tree  :  and,  as  the  tender  mark 
Grew  with  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  fottaddrcfs. 
That,  as  the  woUnd,  the  paihon  might  increafe. 
As  potent  nature  flied  her  kindly  fhovvers, 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  v/ith  opening  flowers, 
Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care 
Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  fur  Henry's  hair  ; 
Which  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 
Pleas'd  with  hisconqueli,  with  her  prefcnt  orown'd, 
Glorious  through  all  the  plairs  he  oft'  had  gone, -^ 
And  to  each  fwain  the  myflic  honour  fhown  ;        C 
The  gift  lUU  prais'd,  the  giver  flill  unknown,    j 

His  fecVet  not  the  troubled  Henry  writes: 
To  the  known  tree  the  lovely  maid  unites  : 
ImperfeA  words  and  dilljious  terms  esprefs, 
Thit  utiforefeen  i^nifchaiice  difturb'd  hib  peace; 


That  he  mufl:  fomethirjg  to  her  ear  commend, 
On  which  her  conducfl  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair-one  had  the  note  receiv'd. 
The  remnant  of  the  day  alone  fhe  griev'd  : 
For  differtnt  this  from  every  former  note, 
Which  Venus  dift.ited,  and  Henry  wrote  ; 
Which  told  her  all  hi^  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bofom  of  his  nut-brown  maid ; 
Which  always  blefs'd  her  eyes,  and  own'd  her 

power  ; 
And  bid  her  oft'  adieu,  yet  added  more.        [laid  ; 
Now  night  advanc'd.     The  houfe  in  fleep  were 
The  nuife  experieoc'd,  and  the  prying  niaid  ; 
And,  laft,  that  fp.ite,  which  docs  inceflfent  haunt 
The  lover's  fteps,  the  ancient  maiden-aunt. 
To  her  dear  Henry  Emma  wings  her  way. 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  f  irc'd  delay  ; 
For  love,  fantaftic  power,  that  is  afraid 
To  flir  abroad  tii!  wafchfulnefs  be  laid, 
Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  valleys  ftrays, 
And.leads  h:s  votaries  fafe  through  pathlels  ways. 
Not  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  ihdll  fi;id 
Where  Cupid  got s ,  though  he,  poor  guide !  is  blind 

The  maiden  firft  arriving,  fent  her  eye 
To  afk,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigli  : 
With  fear  and  with  defire,  with  joy  an;i  pain. 
She  fees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But  oh  !   his  fteps  proclaim  no  lover's  hafte  : 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  call  ; 
His  artful  bofnm  heaves  diflembled  lighs  ; 
And  tears  fuborn'il  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 

With  eafe,  alas !  v/e  credit  what  we  love  : 
His  painted  grief  does  real  forrow  move 
In  the  afilided  fair  ;  ridown  her  cheek 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears  their  current  break  ; 
Attentive  flood  the  mournful  nymph  :  the  mari 
Broke  lUence  firfi  :  the  tale  alternate  ran. 

HENRT. 

Sincere,  O  tell  me,  hart  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Emma,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertam  bofom  ever  ftrovc 
With  the  firft  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
Hail  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  bleft  his  fwavj 
By  turns  averfe,  and  joyiul  :o  obey  ? 
Thy  virgin  foftnefs  had  thou  e'er  bewail' J; 
As  reafon  yielded,  and  as  love^prevail'd  ? 
And  wept  the  potent  god's  refiillcfs  dart,  y' 

His  killing  plealure,  his  ecftatic  fmart,  v 

And  heavenly  poifon  thrilling  through  thy  heart?  J  ^ 
if  fo,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  Rate  ; 
At  leafl  deplore,  and  then  fofget  my  fate  : 
To  fome  more  liappy  knight  referve  thy  charms  j 
By  fortune  favour'd,  and  fuccefsful  arnis  : 
And  only,  as  the  fun's  revolving  lay 
Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 
Permit  one  figh,  and  fet  apart  one  tear. 
To  an  abapdon'd  exile's  enJttfs  care. 
For  me,  alas!  out-cafl  of  human  race. 
Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  dil'grnce ; 
For  lo !   thefe  hands  in  murther  are  imbrued  ; 
Thefe  trembling  feet  by  juftice  are  purfusd  : 
Fate  calls  aloud,  and  haftcns  me  av/ay  ; 
A  fhameful  death  attends  my  longer  flay ; 
And  I  this  night  mud  fly  from  thee  and  love, 
Gondemn'd  in  lonely  woods, a  baniiu'd  mar.,to  rtVe* 
JE  s  ij 
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EMMA. 

What  is  our  bllfs,  that  changeth  with  the  moon; 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  i 
What  is  true  paffifen,  if  unbicft  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas  1  be  pain  ;  the  pain  I  bear 
lio  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ue'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  falfe  one  feigu'd. 
*l"he  flamei  which  long  have  in  my  bofom  reign'd  : 
The  god  of  love  himielf  inhabits  there. 
With  all  bis  rage,  and  dread,  and  grief,  and  care, 
His  complement  of  ftores,  and  total  war. 

O  !  ceafc  then  coldly  to  fufpect  my  love ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  leaft  my  faith  approve. 
Alas  !  no  youth  fhalLmy  endearments  fhare 
JJor  day  nor  night  (hall  interrupt  my  care  ; 
!No  future  flory  Ihall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indifference  of  the  nut-brown  maid  ; 
Kor  to  hard  baniftiment  fhall  Henry  run  ; 
While  carelefs  Emma  fleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  refolv'd,  whcre-e'er  thou  lead'ft,  to  go, 
Triend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe  ; 
Tor  I  atteft  fair  Venus  and  her  fon. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

Let  prudence  yet  obftruift  thy  venturous  way  ; 
And  take  good  heed,  what  men  will  think  and  fay: 
M'hat  beauteous  Emma  vagrant  courfes  took; 
Her  father's  houfe  and  civil  life  forfook; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  cf  man. 
She  to  ihe  wood-land  with  an  exile  ran. 
RefleiS,  that  leffen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'd;. 
And  virgin  honour,  once,  is  always  ftain'd  : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  fhnn  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done 
2Ja  penance  can  abfoive  our  guilty  fame  ; 
INor  tears,  that  wafh  out  fin,  can  wafli  out  fliame. 
Then  fly  the  fad  effects  of  defperate  love  ;     [rove. 
And  leave  a  baniih'd  man  through  lonely  woods  to 

EM>t.\. 

Let  Emma's  haplcfs  cafe  be  falfely  told 
By  the  rafh  young,  or  the  ill-nacur'd  old : 
lit  every  tongue  its  various  cenfures  choofc  ; 
Abfoive  with  coldnefs,  or  with  fpite  accufe: 
Tair  truth  at  lafl  her  radiant  beams  will  I'aife ; 
And  malice  vanquilh'd  heightens  virtue's  praife. 
let  then  thy  favour  but  indulge  my  flight ; 
O  !  let  my  prefence  make  thy  travels  light ; 
And  potent  Venus  (hall  exalt  my  name 
Above  the  rumours  of  cenforious  fame  ; 
>Ior  from  that  bufy  demon's  refllefs  power 
Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore. 
Than  that  this  truth  ftiould  to  the  wcrid  be  known, 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  canft  thou  wieki  the  fword,  and  bend  the 
With  aflive  force  repel  the  flurcy  foe  ?       [bow  ? 
When  the  loud  tumult  fpeaks  the  battle  nigh. 
And  winged  deaths  in  vvhiftling  arrows  fly; 
Wilt  thou,  though  wounded,  yet  undaunted  flay, 
yerform  thy  part,  and  Ihare  the  dangerous  day  ? 
Then,  as  thy  flrcngth  decays,  thy  heart  will  fail, 
Thy  limbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cheeks  all  pale  ; 
With  fruitlcfs  lorrow,  thou,  inglorious  maid, 
"Wilt  weep  thy  lafety  by  thy  love  btlra^  'd  : 


Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  d'er-charg'd,  ddiJ^ 

Thy  little  ufelefs  aid,  and  coward  fly  : 

Then  wilt  thou  curfe  the  chance  that  made  thcC 

love 
A  banifli'd  man,  condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  te 

rove. 

EMMA. 

With  fatal  certainty  Thaleftrig  knew 
To  fend  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew ; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremofl  in  the  war, 
Bonduca  brandifli'd  high  the  Britilh  fpear. 
Could  third  of  vengeance  and  defire  of  fame 
Excite  the  female  breafl  with  martial  flame  ? 
And  fhall  not  love's  diviner  power  infpire 
Alore  hardy  virtue,  and  more  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  millruft  not,  conllant  I'll  abide, 
And  fall,  or  vanquifli,  fighting  by  thy  fide. 
Though  my  inferior  flrength  may  not  allow 
That  I  ftiould  bear  or  draw  the  warrior  bow ; 
With  ready  hand  I  will  the  fliaft  fupply. 
And  joy  to  fee  thy  vidlor  arrows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hoftile  reed, 
Should'fl  thou  (but  Heaveaavert  it :) ihould'flthoB 

bleed  ; 
To  flop  the  wounds,  my  finefl  lawn  I'd  tear, 
Wafh  them  with  tears,  and  wipe  them  with  my 

hair ; 
Bled,  -when  my  dangers  and  my  toils  have  IhowB 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

HENRY. 

But  canft  thou,  tender  maid,  canft  thou  fuftain 
Afflidlive  want,  or  hunger's  prefling  pain  ? 
Thofc  limbs,  in  lawn  and  fofteft  filk  array'd. 
From  fun-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraid  ; 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove  ?  can  they  refift 
The  parching  dog-ftar,  and  the  bleak  north-eaft  ? 
When,  chill'd  by  adverfe  fnows  and  beating  rain, 
We  tread  with  weary  fteps  the  longfome  plain  ; 
Wh^n  with  hard  toil  we  feek  our  evening  food, 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood; 
And  find  among  the  cliffs  no  ether  houfe. 
But  the  thin  covert  of  fome  gather'd  boughs  ; 
Wilt  thou  sot  then  reludant  fend  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  wafte  :  and  weeping  try 
(Though  then,  alas !  that  trial  be  too  late)  ") 

To  find  thy  father's  hofpitable  gate,  ^ 

And  feats,  where  eafe  and  plenty  brooding  fate?  j 
Thofe  feats,  whence   long  excluded  thou    muft 

mourn ; 
That  gate,  for  ever  barr'd  to  thy  return  : 
Wilt  thou  not  then  bewail  ill-fated  love, 
And  hate  a  banifli'd  man,  condenin'd  in  w»odfi 

to  rove  ? 

EMMA. 

Thy  rife  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed. 
From  its  decline  dc  termin'd  to  recede  ; 
Did  I  but  purpofe  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  a  fumnier's  fea; 
While  gentle  Zephyrs  play  in  piofperous  gales. 
And  fortune's  favour  fills  the  fwelling  fails  ; 
But  would  forfake  the  fliip,  and  make  the  fhore, 
When  the  winds  whiftle,  and  the  tempeftg  roar  ? 
No,  Htnry,  no  :  one  facred  oath  has  tied  ~) 

Our  loves;  one  deftiny  our  Ufe  fhall  guide;  > 

Kor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  divide.       ^ 
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"When  fromthe  cave  thou  rifeft  with  the  day. 
To  beat  the  woods,  and  roufe  the  bounding  prey  ; 
The  cave  with  mnfs  and  branches  I'll  adorn. 
And  cneerful  fit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return  : 
And,  when  thou  frequent  bring'ft  the  fmitten  deer 
(For  feldom,  archers  fay,  thy  arrows  err), 
111  fetch  quick  fuel  from  the  neighbouring  wood, 
And  ftrike  the  fparkling  flint,  and  drcfs  the  food ; 
With  humble  duty,  and  officious  hafte, 
I'll  cull  the  furtheft  mead  for  thy  repaft  ; 
The  choiceft  herbs  I  to  thy  board  will  bring. 
And  draw  thy  water  from  the  frefheft  fpring  : 
And,  when  at  night  with  weary  toil  oppreft, 
Soft  flumbers  thou  enjoy'ft,  and  wholefome  reft ; 
Watchful  I'll  guard  thee, and  with  midnight  prayer 
Weary  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  thoir  care; 
And  joyous  alk,  at  morn's  returning  ray, 
If  thou  haft  health,  and  I  may  blefs  the  day. 
My  thoughts  ftiall  fix.  my  lateft  wifti  depend. 
On  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinfmat],  father,  friend  : 
By  all  thefe  facrcd  names  be  Henry  known  '^ 

To  Emma's  heart ;  and  grateful  let  him  own  ,    / 
That  fhe,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  him  C 
alone !  j 

HENRr. 

Vainly  thou  tell'ft  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
Shall  in  the  wildnefs  of  the  wood  prepare  : 
Thou,  «f e  thou  goeft,  unhappieft  of  thy  kind, 
Muft  leave  the  habit  and  the  fex  behind. 
No  longer  ihall  thy  ci>mely  trtffes  break 
in  flowing  ringlets  on  thy  fnowy  neck ; 
Cr  fit  behind  thy  head,  an  ample  round, 
Jn  graceiul  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound  : 
No  longer  fliall  the  bodice  aptly  lac'd, 
From  thy  full  bofom  to  thy  flender  waift, 
That  air  and  harmony  of  fliape  exprefs, 
Fine  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lefs  : 
Nor  fhall  thy  lower  garments  artful  plait. 
From  thy  fair  fide  dependent  to  thy  feet, 
Arm  their  chafte  beauties  with  a  modeft  pride. 
And  double  every  charm  they  feek  to  hide. 
Th*  ambrofial  plenty  of  thy  fliining  air, 
Cropt  off  and  loft,  fcarce  lower  than  thy  ear 
Shall  Oand  uncouth  -  a  horfcman's  coat  ftiall  Jiide 
Thy  taper  fliape,  and  comelinefs  of  fide  : 
The  Ihort  trunk- hofe  ftiall  fbew  thy  foot  and  knee 
Licentious,  and  to  common  eye-ftght  free  ; 
And,  with  a  bolder  ftride  and  lool'er  air, 
J-/Iinglcd  with  men,  a  man  thou  niuft  appear. 

Nor  folit«de,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Miftaken  maid,  ftialt  thou  in  forefts  find  : 
Tis  long  fince  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  there. 
Or  guardian  gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  ftiall  ofiend  thy  view  : 
For  fuch  muft  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crevjr 
By  adverfe  fortune  mix'd  in  focial  ill, 
Train'd  to  afTault,  and  difciplin'd  to  kill : 
Their  common  loves,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack, 
The  beadle's  lafti  ftill  flagrant  on  their  back  : 
By  ftoth  corrupted,  by  diforder  fed. 
Made  bold  by  want,  and  proftitute  for  bread  : 
With  fuch  muft  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
Affift  their  violence,  and  divide  ihcir  prey  : 
With  fuch  ftie  muft  return  at  fetting  light, 
Jhough  not  partaker,  witnefs  of  th»Jr  P'ght/ 


Thy  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  founds 

And  pitying  love,  muft  feel  the  hateful  wounds 

Of  jeft  obfcene  and  vulgar  ribaldry, 

The  ill-bred  queftion,  and  the  lewd  reply  ; 

Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worfe,  ■ 

Muft  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curfc, 

That  lateft  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war, 

And  blafphemy.fad  comrade  of  defpair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  laft  rcfleiftion  make, 
What  thou  would'ft  follow,  what  thou  muft  for.' 

fake  : 
By  our  ill-omen'd  ftars,  and  adverfe  heaven. 
No  middle  objedl  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtne,  to  attain  thy  love ; 
Or  leave  a  banifti'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  trf 

rove. 

EMMA. 

O  grief  of  heart  1  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  fuffet  what  thy  honour  hates : 
Mix  thee  amongft  the  bad ;  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  virtue  bids  thee  fhun.' 
Yet  with  her  Hemy  ftill  let  Emma  go-. 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  fhare  the  woe  : 
And  fure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Aniidft  the  worft,  if  Henry  ftill  be  there. 

Our  outward  a6l  is  prompted  from  within; 
And  from  the  finner's  mind  proceeds  the  fin  : 
By  her  own  choice  free  virtue  is  approv'd ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objedls  mov'd. 
Who  has  afiay'd  no  danger,  gains  no  prail'e. 
In  a  fmall  ifle,  amidft  the  wideft  feas, 
Triumphant  conllancy  has  fix'd  her  feat :  "^  ' 

I'l  vain  the  Syrens  fing,  the  tempefts  beat :         V  \ 
Their  flattery  ftie  rejeds,  nor  fears  their  threat.jj 

For  thee  alone  thefe  little  charms  I  dreft  : 
Condemn'd  them,  or  abfolv'd  them  by  thy  teft. 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  (hone. 
Or  negligently  plac'd  for  thee  alone  : 
For  thee  again  they  fliall  be  laid  afide; 
r)ie  woman,  Henry,  ftiall  put  off  her  pride 
For  thee  :  my  clothes,  my  fex,  exchang'd  for")  ' 

thee,  / 

I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee  ;         f* 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy  !  3 

Wanting  the  fcifl'ors,  with  thefe  hands  I'll  tear 
(If  that  obftrndls  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  foot,  or  yellow  walnut,  fhall  difgr ace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  Emma's  face. 
Thefe  iiails    with  fcratches    Ihall  deform 

breafl. 
Left  by  my  look  or  colour  be  expref^'d 
The  mark  of  aught  high-born,  or  ever  better 

drefs'd. 
Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  difguife, 
Let  me  be  grateful  ftill  to  Henry's  eyes  ; 
Loft  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known  :        T 
My  fate  I  can  abfolve,  if  he  fliall  own  (- 

That,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone,  ij 

HENRY. 

O  wildeft  thought  of  an  abandon'd  mind  ? 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  behind, 
Ev'n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'ft  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me  :  faid  Emma  fo  ? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  faid  ? 
O  guilty  error  I  and  O  wretched  m.»id : 


etterj^ 


^ss 
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Whofe  roving  fancy  would  refolve  the  fame       "^ 
V/ith  him,  who  next  fhould  tempt  her  eafy  fame;  / 
And  blow   w  ith  empty  words  the  fufceptible  C 
flame.  J 

Now  why  fhnuld  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex  : 
Confcfs  thy  frailty,  and  avow  the  ftx  : 
l\o  longer  loofe  defire  for  corflant  love     [to  rove, 
^iftake ;  but  fay,  'tis  man  with  whom  thou  long'ft 

EMMA. 

Are  there  not  poifons,  racks,  and  flames,  and 
fwords , 
That  Emma  thus  muft  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  fword*  or  pcifon,  racks  or  flaroe,'^ 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame !  ( 

JVIore  fatal  Henry's  words;  they  murder  Em- C 
ma's  fame.  J 

And  fall  rhefe  fayings  from  that  gentle  tongue, 
Where  civil  fpeech  and  foft  perfuaficn  hung; 
W^hofe  artful  fweetnefs  and  harnioni'  us  ftrain, 
Courting  my  grace,  yet  courtii.g  it  in  vain, 
Call'd  fighs,  and  tears,  and  wilhes,  to  its  aid 
And,  whilft  it  Henry's  glovi-ing  flame  convey 
utill  blani'd  the  coldncfs  of  the  nut-brov.n  mai 

Let  envious  jcaloufy  and  c.inher'd  fpite 
Produce  my  adtions  to  fevertil  lij^ht. 
And  tax  my  open  day,  or  fccret  night. 
Did  e'er  my  tongue  fpeak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  leaft  inclin'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part  ? 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thrught  reveal. 
Which  angels  might  not  hear,  and  virgins  tell '. 
And  haft  thi  u,  Henry,  in  my  conduct  known 
One  fault,  but  that  v-hich  I  muft  never  own, 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov'd  but  thee 
alone  ? 

KENRY. 

Vainly  thou  talk'ft  <:f  loving  me  alone  : 
Each  m.an  is  m:.n  ;  and  all  our  fex  is  one. 
Falfe  are  our  word.e,  and  fickle  is  cur  mind  :        ") 
jjrir  in  love'sri'ua!  can  we  ever  find  > 

Vows  made  to  left,  or  promiies  to  bind.  3 

Ey  nature  prompted,  and  fur  cmpiie  made, 
Alike  by  ftrength  or  cunning  we  invade  : 
When  arm'd  wiih  rage  we  march  againft  the  foe, 
Wc  lift  the  battle-axe,  and  draw  the  bcw  : 
Wheji,  fir'd  with  pafiion,  we  attack  the  fair, 
pcliiCve  fighs  and  biittle  vows  we  bear  ; 
pur  faUehood  and  our  arms  have  equal  life  ; 
As  they  cur  ccnquefl  or  delight  produce. 
The  foolifh  heart  thou  gav'ft,  again  receive, 
^"he  only  boon  depauing  love  can  give 
To  be  lefs  wretched,  be  no  longer  true ; 
What  flrives  tn  fly  thee,    why  Iho 

purfue  ? 
Forget  the  prefent  flame,  indulge  a  new 
Single  the  lovelieft  of  the  amorous  youth  ; 
Aflc  for  his  vow  ;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  flialt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  g(ids,  intending  to  deceive; 
Will  kneel,  iiTi))l(  re,  pcr£ft,  o'crcomc,  and  leave 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  riglit ; 
Be  wife  and  falfe,  Hum  trouble,  feck  delight; 
Change  thou  the  firft,n(  r  wait  thy  lover'sflight 

Why  fliould'il  thou  weep  ?  let  nature  judge  our 
cafe: 
5  faw  thee  yoarg  and  fair ;  piiifued  the  chafe 


ve. 
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new ;  j 
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Of  youth  and  beauty  :  I  another  faw 
Fairer  and  younger  :  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  purfued 
More  youth,  more  beauty  :   bleft  viciflitude  ! 
My  adlive  heart  flill  keeps  its  priftine  flame  ; 
The  objedl  alter'd,  tJ!c  defire  the  fame. 

This  younger,  fairer, pleadi  her  rightful  charms; 
With  prefent  power  compels  me  to  her  arms. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  fubje<5led  mind 
(If  beauty's  force  to  conftant  love  can  bind), 
That  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  maid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  dccay'd  ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  doft  now, 
With  idle  clamours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wilduefs  of  thy  wifties  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  may'ft  live  with  her.^ 
Love,  well  thou  know'ft,  no  partnerihip  allows : 
Cupid  averfe  rejects  divided  vows  : 
Then  froni  thy  foolifh  heart,  vain  maid,  remove 
An  ufelefs  forrow,  and  an  ill-ftai  r'd  lnvc  ; 
And  leave  me,  with  the  fair,  at  large  in  woods 
to  rove. 

EMMA. 

Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  error  led  ? 
Is  each  man  perjur'd,  and  each  nynipli  betray 'd  ? 
,  Of  the  fuperior  fex  art  thou  the  wcilt  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  moft  comj;ktely  curft  ? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee  :  and  going  prove, 
Frcm  what  I  will  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  fair. 
This  happy  objecft  of  our  different  care. 
Her  let  me  follow  ;  her  kt  mc  attend 
A  fervant  (fUe  may  fcorn  the  name  of  friend). 
What  fhc  demands,  inccfiant  I'll  prepare  : 
I'll  weave  her  garlsnds ;  and  I'll  p'ait  her  hair  : 
My  bufy  diligence  ihall  deck  her  board 
(For  there  at  leaft  I  may  approach  my  lord); 
And,  when  her  Henry'.s  Ibfter  hours  advife 
His  fervant's  abfence,with  dejeifted  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  fighs  forbid  to  rife. 

Yet,  when  incrcafing  grief  brings  flow  difcafe  ; 
And  ebbing  life,  on  terms  fevere  as  thefc, 
Will  haVe  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed  ; 
When  Henry's  miftrefs  fliovvs  him  limma  dead  ; 
Refcue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  negled;: 
With  virgin  honours  let  my  hcarfe  be  deckt. 
And  decent  emblem  ;  and  at  leaft  perfuade 
This  happy  r.yn.ph,  that  Emma  may  be  li^id 
Where  th«u,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  fhe, 
With  frequent  eye  my  fepuichre  may  fee. 
The  nymph  amidft  her  joys  may  haply  breathe 
One  pious  figh,  refleding  on  my  death. 
And  the  fad  fate  which  fiie  may  one  day  prove. 
Who  hopes  frojn  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou  foriworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art, 
If  Enmia's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ; 
Thou  lure  muft  give  one  thovghr,  and  drop  one 

tear 
To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  defpair; 
To  Jier,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  ftone 
Cid  it  in  lafting  charaders  he  known, 
1  hat,  of  mankind,  Ibe  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 

HENRV. 

Hear,  folcmn  Jove;  and  confcious  Venus, hear; 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  believe  n:e  Vi'hilfi  Ilvvca:  i 
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Ur>  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame,  fliall  move 
The  vvell-plac'cl  balls  of  my  lafting  love. 
O  powerful  virtue  .  O  viiflorious  fair  !  T 

At  leafl  excufe  a  trial  too  fevere  :  > 

Receive  the  triumph,  ard  forget  the  war.  j 

No  bauifh'd  man,  condcmn'd  in  woods  to  rove, 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love  : 
No  perjur'd  knight  delires  to  quit  thy  arms, 
Faireft  c(;lle>Sion  of  thy  fcx's  charms. 
Crown  of  my  love,  and  lunour  of  my  youth  ! 
Heniy,  thy  Henry,  v^'ith  eternal  truth. 
As  thou  may'll  wifli,  Iliall  all  his  life  employ, 
And  found  his  glory  in  his  Emma's  joy. 

In  me  behold  the  potei  t  Edgar's  heir, 
lUurrrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  war 
Let  Loyre  confel's,  for  fhe  has  felt  his  fword, 
And  trembling  fled  before  the  Britifh  lord. 
Kim  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knofV's; 
Foi    Ihe  amidft  his  fj^acious  meadows  flows  ; 
Inclines  her  urn  upon  his  fatten'd  land.s ; 
And  fees  his  numerous  herds  imprint  her  f?.nds. 

And  thou,  my   fair,  my  dove,  fhalt  raife  thy 
thought 
To  greatnc-ls  next  to  empire :  flaalt  he  brought 
With  folemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  feat ; 
Where  ptace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  fliall  wait. 
Muilc  and  f  'ng  fhail  wake  the  marriage-day  : 
And,  whilll  the  priefls  accufs  the  bride's  delay, 
Myrtles  and  rofes  fhail  obllrutSt  her  way. 

Fricndlhip  {hall  ftill  thy  evening  feafts  adorn  ; 
And  blo' min^  peace  fhall  ever  blefs  thy  morn. 
Succeeding  years  their  happy  race  fhall  run, 
And  age  unheeded  by  delight  come  on  : 
While  yet  fnperior  love  fhall  mock  his  power  : 
And  vhen  old  time  fhall  turn  the  fated  hour, 
Which  only  can  our  well  tied  knot  unfold  ; 
What  refts  of  both,  one  ftpulchre  fhall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Enmia's  breafl 
(That  heaven  of  icftnefs,  and  that  feat  of  reil) 
Ye  doubts  and  fears,  and  ail  that  km.w  to  move") 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love,       / 
Scatter'd  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  foreftsf" 
rove.  3 

EMMA. 

O  day  the  fairefl  fure  that  ever  rofe  I 
Period  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes! 
Sire  of  her  joy,  and  fuurce  of  her  delight ;  T 

O  !   wing'd  wiih  pleaiure,  take  thy  happy  fliglit,f 
Ajid  give   each  future  n;orn  3  tin<5lurc  of  tLy  f 
white.  3 

Yet  tell  tliy  votary,  potent  queen  of  love, 
Henry,  my  Henry,  will  he  never  rove  ? 
Will  he  be  ever  kind,  and  jult,  and  good  ? 
And  is  there  yet  no  mifl.'-efs  in  the  wood  ? 
None,  none-  theie  is;   the  thought  was  rafh  and 

vain  ; 
A  falfe  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 
Doubt  fhall  for  ever  cjuit  my  ftrengthen'd  heart. 
And  anxious  jcaioufy's  cojToding  fmart ; 
Ncr  other  inmate  Iball  inhabit  there, 
I3ut  folt  belief^  young  joy,  and  pleafing  care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow, 
And  fortune's  various  gale  unheeded  blov/. 
If  at  my  feet  the  fupvhant  goddcfs  (lands, 
And  fluds  hei  trealure  with  unv>  eary'd  hands ; 
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Her  prefent  favour  cautious  Til  embrace, 
And  not  unthankful  ufe  the  profTcr'd  grace  : 
If  file  reclaims  the  temporary  boon. 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone; 
Secure  of  mind,  I'll  obviate  her  intent. 
And  unconccrn'd  return  the  good>  flie  lent. 
Nor  happinefs  can  I,  nor  mifery  feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantaflic  wheel : 
Friendilup's  great  laws,  and  love's  fuperior  powers, 
Muft  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create 
I  muft  my  blefliugs  or  my  forrows  date  ; 
And  Henry's  will  muft  di(5late  Emma's  fate. 

Yet  while  with  clcfe  delight  and  inward  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  foulahall  hide) 
I  fee  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  defire. 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require  ; 
With  power  inverted,  and  vi'ith  pleafure  cheer'd ; 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  opprcfTor  fear'd; 
Loaded  and  bleft  with  all  the  affl  ent  ftore. 
Which  human  vows  at  fmoking  flirines  implore,; 
■Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  empl'.y 
My  life  fubfervient  i;niy  to  thy  joy; 
And  at  my  death  to  blefs  thy  kindnefs  fhown 
To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alooft 


While  thus  the  conftant  pair  alternate  faid, 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  fportive  loves,  a  numerous  crowd  ; 
Smiling  they  clapt  their  wings, and  low  they  bcw'd  ? 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o'er. 
To  choofe  p^opitio^ls  fliafts,  a  precious  {lore; 
That,  when  their  god  fliould  take  his  future  darts, 
To  ftrike  (however  rarely)  conftant  hearts. 
His  happy  {kill  might  proper  arms  employ. 
All  tipc  with  pleafure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy  : 
And  thofe,  thi.y  vow'd,  whofe  lives  fhould  imitate 
Thcfe  lovers'  conllancy,  fliould  fhare  their  fate. 

I'he  queen  of  bea^uty  ftopt  her  bridled  doves; 
Appr<}v'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear  ;"> 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  war  :  C 

Soon  as  flie  calls,  the  god  is  always  near.  j 

Kow,  Mars,  flie  faid,  let  fame  exalt  her  voice  i 
Nor  let  thy  conquefts  only  be  her  choice  : 
But,  when  flie  fings  great  Edward  from  the  field"!  ' 
Return'd,  the  hollile  fpear  and  captive  fhield       f  • 
In  concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  toC  ' 
yield  ;  ^ 

And  when,  as  prudent  Saturn  fhall  complete 
The  years  defign'd  to  perfedl  Britain's  flate, 
The  l\vift-wing'd  power  fhall  take  her  trump  again. 
To  fing  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign  ; 
To  recolleifl  unweary'd  Marlborough's  toils. 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  his  fpoils ; 
The  Eritifh  foldier  from  his  high  command 
Gloriou.s,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquifh'd  by  his  hand; 
Let  her  at  Itaft  perform  what  I  dcfire ; 
With  fecond  breath  the  vocal  brafs  infpire ; 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulvar  ftrain. 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
And,  when  thy  tumults  and  thy  fights  are  paft ; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my  feet  are  caft ; 
Faithful  may'ft  thou,  like  Britifh  Henry,  prcve  : 
Aadj  Enima-like.  let  m.e  return  tby  love. 
E  c  iiii 
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I^cnovm'd  for  tmth,  let  all  thy  fons  appear ; 
And  conftant  beauty  (hall  reward  their  care. 

Mars  (mU'd,  and  bow'd :  the  Cyprian  deity 
Turn'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  Iky  ; 
And  thou,  flie  fmiling  faid,  great  God  of  days 
And  verfe,  behold  my  deed,  and  fing  my  praife ; 
As  on  the  Britifli  earth,  my  favourite  ifle, 
Th^j'  gentle  rays  and  kindeft  influence  fmile, 
Through  all  her  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves, 
Proclaim  with  joy  thcfe  memorable  loves. 
From  every  annual  courfe  let  one  great  day 
To  celebrated  fports  and  floral  play 
Be  fet  afide ;  and,  in  the  fofteft  lays 
Of  thy  poetic  fons,  be  folemn  praife 
And  everlafliiig  marks  of  honour  paid 
To  the  true  lover,  and  the  nut-brown  niald. 


AN    ODE, 

HUMBLY  INSCRIBED  TO  THE  QUEEN, 
Cm  the  glorious  fuccefs  of  btr  Majefly's  Arms,  1706. 
WRITTEN  IN  IMITATION  OF   SFEWSER's  SfYLE. 

"  Tc  non  paventis  funera  Galliae, 
"  Duraeque  tellus  audit  JberijE  : 
"  Te  cstdc  gaudentes  Sicambri 

"  Compofitis  venerantur  armis."     Hor. 

PREFACE. 

When  I  firft  thought  of  writing  upon  this  occa- 
lion,  1  found  the  ideas  fo  great  and  numerous,  that 
1  judged  them  more  prope*  for  the  warmth  of  an 
•de,  than  for  any  other  fort  of  poetry  :  I  therefore 
fet  Horace  before  me  for  a  pattern,  and  particu- 
larly his  famous  ode,  the  fourth  of  the  fourth 
bock, 

"  Qualem  miniftrum  fulminis  alitem,"  &c. 

which  he  wrote  in  praife  of  Drufiis  after  his  expe- 
dition into  Germany,  and  of  Auguftus  upon  'his 
happy  choice  of  that  general.  And  in  the  fol- 
lowing poem,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to  imi- 
tate all  the  great  flrokes  of  that  ode,  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  to  go  off  from  it,  and  to  add  varioufly, 
as  the  fubjeft  and  rhy  own  imagination  carried  me. 
As  to  the  ftyle,  the  choice  I  made  of  following  the 
ode  in  Latin,  determined  me  in  Englifli  to  the 
flanza;  and  herein  it  was  impoflible  not  to  have  a 
mind  to  follow  our  great  countryman  Spenfer ; 
which  I  have  dene  (as  well  at  leaft  as  I  could)  in 
the  manner  of  my  exprefiion,  and  the  turn  of  my 
number:  having  only  added  one  vcrfe  to  his 
flanza,  which  I  thought  made  the  number  more 
Jiarmonious;  and  avoided  fuch  of  his  words  as  I 
found  too  obfolete.  I  have,  however,  retained 
feme  few  of  them,  to  make  the  colouring  look 
more  like  Spenfer's.  Behefl,  command  ;  band,  ar- 
my  ;  proicefi,  ftrength  ;  I  ivect,  I  know  ;  I  luein,  I 
think;  ivhilom,  heretofore;  and  two  or  three  more 
cf  that  kind,  which  I  hope  the  ladies  will  pardon 
'tac,  and  not  judge  my  uiUu  lefs  handfome,  chough 


for  once  Ihe  appears  in  a  farthingale.  I  have  ai/o 
in  Spenfer's  manner,  ufed  Caefar  for  the  emperor, 
Boya  for  Bavaria,  Bavara  for  that  prince,  Ifler  for 
Danube,  Iberia  for  Spain,  &c. 

That  noble  part  of  the  ode  which  I  juft  now 
mentioned, 

"  Gens,  qHjE  cremato  fortis  ab  Ilio 
"  Jaiftata  Tufcis  aquoribus,  &c. 

where  Horace  praifes  the  Romans  as  being  de- 
fcended  from  -ffineas,  I  have  turned  to  the  honour 
of  the  Britifli  nation,  defcended  from  Brute,  like- 
wife  a  Trojan.  That  this  Brute,  fourth  or  fifth 
from  ^neas,  fettled  in  England,  and  built  Lon- 
don, which  is  called  Troja  Nova,  or  Troynovante, 
is  a  ftory  which  (I  think)  «wes  its  original,  if  not 
to  Geoffry  of  Monmouth,  at  leaft  to  the  Monkifh 
writers ;  yet  it  not  rejefled  by  our  great  Cam- 
den ;  and  is  told  by  Milton,  as  if  (at  leaft)  he  was 
pleafed  with  it,  though  pofTibly  he  does  not  belirve 
it  :  however,  it  carries  a  poetical  authority,  which 
is  fufficient  for  our  purpofe.  It  is  as  certain  thaj 
Brute  came  into  England,  as  that  .Sneas  went  into 
Italy;  and,  upon  the  fuppofition  of  thefe  fa(51:s, 
Virgil  wrote  the  beft  poem  that  the  world  ever 
read,  and  Spenfer  paid  Queen  Elizabeth  the  great- 
eft  compliment. 

I  need  not  obviate  one  piece  of  criticifm,  that  I 
bring  my  hero 

"  From  burning  Troy,andXanthus red  with  blood: 

whereas  he  was  not  born  when  that  city  was  de- 
ftroyed.  Virgil,  in  the  cafe  of  his  own  .^neas  re- 
lating to  Dido,  will  fland  as  a  fufficient  proof^ 
that  a  man  in  his  poetical  capacity  is  not  account- 
able for  a  little  fault  in  chronology. 

My  two  great  examples,  Horace  and  Spenfer, 
in  many  things  refcmble  each  other  :  both  have  a 
height  of  imagination,  and  a  majeftyof  expreflTion, 
in  defcribing  the  fublime  ;  and  both  know  to  tem- 
per thofe  talents,  and  fweeten  the  defcription,  fo 
as  to  make  it  lovely  as  well  as  pompous :  both 
have  equally  that  agreeable  manner  of  mixing 
morality  with  their  ftory,  and  that  Curi-fa  Felici- 
tas  in  the  choice  of  their  di6>ion,  which  every 
writer  aims  at,  and  fo  very  few  have  reached : 
both  are  particularly  fine  in  their  images,  and 
knowing  in  their  numbers;  Leaving  therefore 
our  two  matters  to  the  confideration  and  ftudy  of 
thofe  who  defign  to  excel  in  poetry,  1  only  hejj 
leave  to  add,  that  it  is  long  fince  I  have  (or  at  leaft 
ought  to  have)  quitted  '  Farnaflus,  and  all  the 
flowery  roads  on  that  fide  the  country ;  though  I 
thought  myfelf  indifpenfably  obliged,  upon  the 
prcfent  occafion,  to  take  a  little  journey  into  thofe 
parts. 


When  great  Auguftus  govern'd  ancient  Rome, 
And  fent  his  conquering  bands  to  foreign  wars  j 
Abroad  when  dreaded,  and  belov'd  at  home. 
He  faw  his  fame  incrcafirg  with  his  jcirs  j 
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'ilx>race,  gr£a.t  bard  !  (lo  late  orJaln'd)  arofe, 
Ahd,  bold  as  were  his  countrymen  in  fight, 
Snatch'd  their  fair  a6tions  from  degrading  profe, 
Aiid  fet  their  battles  in  eternal  light  : 
High  as  their  trumpets  tune  his  lyre  he  ftrung, 
And  with  his  prince's  arms  he  moraiiz'd  his  ibng. 
II. 

When  bright  Eliza  rul'd  Britannia's  ftate. 
Widely  diftributing  her  high  commands, 
And  boldly  wffe,  and  fortunately  great, 
Freed  the  glad  nations  from  tyrannic  bands  ; 
An  equal  genius  was  in  Spenfcr  found ; 
To  the  high  theme  he  match'd  his  noble  lays  : 
He  travel'd  England  o'er  on  fairy  ground, 
In  myftic  notes  to  fing  his  monarch's  praife: 
Reciting  wondrous  truths  in  pleafing  dreams, 
He  deck'd  Eliza's  head  with  Gloriana's  beams. 
III. 

But,  greateft  Anna !  while  thy  arms  purfuc 
Paths  of  renown,  and  climb  afcents  of  fame, 
Which  nor  Auguftus,  nor  Eliza  knew ; 
■yVhat  poet  (hall  be  found  to  fing  thy  name  ? 
What  numbers  fhall  record,  what  tongue  fliall  fay, 
Thy  wars  on  land,  thy  triumphs  on  the  main  ? 
O  faireft  model  of  imperial  fway  1 
What  equal  pen  fliall  write  thy  wondrous  reign  ? 
Who  fliall  attempts  and  feats  of  arms  rehearfe. 
Nor  yet  by  flory  told,  nor  parallel'd  by  verfe  ? 

IV. 

Me  all  too  mean  for  fuch  a  talk  I  weet  : 
Yet,  if  the  fovereign  lady  deigns  to  fmile, 
I'll  follow  Horace  with  impetuous  heat, 
j^nd  clothe  the  verfe  in  Spenfer's  native  flyle. 
By  thcfe  examples  rightly  taught  to  fing. 
And  fmit  with  pleafure  of  my  country's  praife, 
Stretching  the  plumes  of  an  uncommon  wing. 
High  as  Olympus  I  my  5ight  will  raifc ; 
And  latefl  times  ftiall  in  my  numbers  read     [deed, 
Anna's  immortal  fame,  and  Marlborough's  hardy 

V. 

As  the  ftrong  eagle  in  the  filent  wood,   _ 
Mlndlefs  of  warlike  rage  and  hoflile  care. 
Plays  round  the  rocky  cliff  or  cryftal  flood. 
Till  by  Jove's  high  behefts  call'd  out  to  war. 
And  charg'd  with  thunder  of  his  angry  king, 
His  bofom  with  the  vengeful  mefTage  glows; 
Upward  the  noble  bird  dire(Ss  his  wing. 
And,  towering  round  his  mailer's  earth-born  foes, 
Swift  he  coUedls  his  fatal  flock  of  ire, 
Lifts  his  fierce  calon  high,  and  darts  the  forked  fire. 

VI. 

Sedate  and  calm  thus  viiftor  Marlborough  fate, 
Shaded  with  laurels,  in  his  native  land, 
Till  Anna  calls  him  from  his  foft  retreat. 
And  gives  her  fecond  thunder  to  his  hand. 
Then,  leaving  fweet  repofe  and  gentle  eafe, 
With  ardent  fpeed  he  feeks  the  diftant  foe  ; 
Marching  o'er  hills  and  vales,  o'er  rocks  and  feas, 
He  meditates,  and  ftrikes  the  wondrous  blow. 
Our  thought  flies  flower  than  our  general's  fame  : 
Grafps  he  the  bolt  ?  we  alk — when  he  has  hurl'd 
the  flame. 

VII. 

When  fierce  Bavar  on  Judoign's  fpaclous  plain 
pid  froni  afar  the  Britifli  chief  behold. 


Betwixt  dcfpair,  and  raj:f,  srd  hnpr,  an<!  pain. 
Something  within  his  warring  bolom  roll'd  : 
He  views  that  favourite  of  indulgent  fame 
Whom  whilom  he  had  met  on  liter's  fhore ; 
Too  well,  alas!  the  man  he  knows  the  fame 
Whofc  prowefs  there  reptll'd  the  Boyan  power. 
And   fent  them  trembling  through  the  frighted 
lands,  [lands. 

Swift  as  the  whirlwind  drives  Arabia's  fcatter'd 
vm. 
His  former  loflt^s  he  forgets  to  grieve  : 
Abfolves  his  fate,  if  with  a  kinder  ray 
It  now  would  fhine.  and  only  give  him  leave 
To  balance  the  account  of  Blenheim's  day. 
So  the  fell  lion  in  the  lonely  glade, 
His  fide  ftill  fmarting  with  the  hunter's  fpear. 
Though  deeply  wounded,  no  way  yet  difmay'd. 
Roars  terrible,  and  meditates  new  war; 
in  fullen  fury  traverfes  the  plain. 
To  find  the  venturous  foe,  and  battle  him  again. 

IX. 

Miiguided  prince,  no  longer  urge  thy  fate. 
Nor  tempt  the  hero  to  unequal  war  ; 
Fam'd  in  misfortune,  and  in  ruin  great, 
Confefs  the  force  of  Marlborough's  ftronger  ftar. 
Thofe  laurel  groves  (the  merits  of  thy  youth). 
Which  thou  from  Mahomet  didft  greatly  gain. 
While,  bold  alTertor  of  refifllefs  truth. 
Thy  fword  did  godlike  liberty  maintain, 
Mufl;  from  thy  brow  their  falling  honours  ftied. 
And  their  iranfplanted  wreaths  inuft  deck  a  wor- 
thier head. 

X. 

Yet  ceafe  the  ways  of  Providence  to  blame. 
And  human  faults  with  human  grief  confefs ; 
'Tis  thou  art  chang'd,  while  Heaven  is  ftill  the 

fame ; 
From  thy  ill  councils  date  thy  ill  fuccefs. 
Impartial  jufticc  holds  her  equal  fcales. 
Till  ftronger  virtue  does  the  weight  incline; 
If  over  thee  thy  glorious  foe  prevails, 
He  row  defends  the  caufe  tliat  once  was  thine. 
Righteous  the  war,  the  champion  fhall  iubdue  ; 
For  Jove's  great  handmaid  Power  muA  Jove's  de- 
crees purfue. 

XI. 

Hark!  the  dire  trumpets  found  their  flirill  alarms! 
Auvcrquerque,  btanch'd  from  the  renown'd  Naf. 

faus. 
Hoary  in  war,  and  bent  beneath  his  arms, 
His  glorious  fword  with  dauntlefs  courage  draws. 
When  anxious  Britain  mourn'd  her  parting  lord. 
And  all  cf  William  that  was  mortal  died; 
The  faithful  hero  had  rereiv'd  this  fword 
From  his  expiring  ir.afler's  much-lov'd  fide. 
Oft'  from  his  fatal  ire  ha'?  Louis  flown. 
Where'er  great  William  led,  or  Maefe  and  Sambre 

run. 

XII. 

But  brandifii'd  high,  in  an  ill-omen'd  hour 
To  thee,  proud  Gaul,  behold  thy  juftcft  fear. 
The  mafter-fword,  difpofer  of  thy  power  : 
'Tis  that  which  C«far  gave  the  Britifli  peer. 
He  took  the  gift :  Nor  evei-  will  I  Ihcathe 
This  fteed  ffo  Anna's  high  behefts  ord.un) 
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The  general  fald,  unlefs  by  glorious  death 
Abfolv'd,  till  conqueft  has  confirm'd  your  reign. 
P.c-turns  like  thefc  our  millrcfsbids  us  make, 
"When  from  a  foreign  prince  a  gift  her  Britons  take. 

XIII. 

And  now  fierce  Gallia  i  uftjes  on  her  foes, 
Her  force  augmented  by  the  B(  yan  bands; 
So  Volga'.-,  ftrcani,  increased  by  mountain  fnovro. 
Rolls  with  new  fury  down  through  Ruflia's  lands. 
I.ike  two  great  rocks  againft  the  ragiiig  tide 
^If  virtue's  force  with  nature's  we  compare), 
Unmov'd  the  two  united  chiefs  abide, 
Suflain  the  impulfe,  and  receive  the  war. 
Round  their  firm  fides  in  vain  the  tempeft  beats ; 
And  f^ill  the  foaming  wave  with  lelieu'd  power 
retreats. 

XIV. 

The  rage  difpers'd,  t.he  glorious  pair  advance, 
With  mingled  anger  and  coliedcd  might. 
To  turn  the  war,  and  tell  aggrelling  trance,. 
How  Britjiii's  fons  and  Britain's  friends  can  fight. 
On  c(  nqueft  fix'd,  and  covetous  of  fame, 
Eehold  them  rufliing  thiough  the  Gallic  hoft  : 
Throiieh  {landing  corn  fo  runs  the  fudd<;n  flame. 
Or  eallern  winds  along  Siciiia's  coaft. 
I'hey  deal  their  terrors  to  the  advcrfe  nation  : 
Pale  death  attends  their  arms,  and  ghaftiy  deTola- 
tion. 

XV. 

But  while  with  fiercefl:  i  e  Beilona  glows, 
/.nd  Europe  rather  hopes  than  fears  her  fate; 
While  Britain  prefTe.;  her  a21i(2ed  foes; 
"What  horror  damps  the  flrong,and  quells  the  great ! 
Whence  lociJt   the  loldicis'  checks  dilinay'd  and 

pale  .'' 
Erft  ever  dreadful,  know  they  now  to  dread  ? 
The  hofiile  troops,  I  ween,  almoft  prevail ; 
And  the  purfuers  only  not  recede. 
Alas  ;  their  kfien'd  rage  proclaims  their  griel  1 
i'urt  anxiou?,  lo  \  they  crowd  around  their  falling 
chiff. 

XVI. 

I  thank  tKce,  fate,  exclaims  the  fierce  B^avar  ; 
lyCt  Boya's  trumpet  grateful  Id's  found  : 
I  faw  him  fall,  their  thunderbolt  ot  war  :— 
Ever  to  vene^cance  facred  be  the  ground. — 
Vain  v,-ifh  '.   ihovt  joy  !  the  hero  mounts  again 
Jn  greater  glory,  ana  vvith  fuller  light : 
The  evening  flar  lo  falls  into  the  main. 
To  rife  at  morn  more  prevalently  bright. 
He  rifes  fafe,  but  near,  too  neai  hi.s  fide, 
Ji  good  man's  grievous  lofs,  a  faithful  Icrvant  died. 

XVII. 

Propitious  Mars  I  the  battle  5s  regain'd  : 
The  foe  with  Icfl'en'd  wrath  difputes  the  field  : 
The  Briton  fights,  by  favouring  god.s  fuftain'd  : 
Frcedcm  muU  live;  and  lawlil;.povvir  mull  yield. 
Vain  now  the  talcs  v. hicli  labling  poets  tell, 
■That  wavering  ccnqutfl  Cill  d. fires  to  rove  '. 
In  Marlbcoirgh's   camp   the   goddels  knows  to 

dwell  : 
Long  as  the  hero's  life  remains  her  lovtr. 
Again  trance  flies,  agniii  tlie  duke  purlues, 
Ai;d  on  Raniiiia's  vi-uis  he  iJiciihcini's  iaa:.e  re- 

acv.5.  ' 


Great  thanks,  O  captain  great  Jn  arms !  rccelvr 
From  thy  triumphant  country's  public  voice  : 
Thy  counti  y  greater  thanks  can  only  give 
To  Anne,  to  her  vtho  made  thofe  arm.s  her  choice. 
Recording  .Sclielienberg's  and  Blenheim's  toils. 
We  dreaded  left  thou  fliould'ft  thofe  toils  repeat  : 
We  view'd  the  palace  charg'd  with  Gallic  I'poils, 
And  in  thofe  fpoils  we  thought  thy  praife  complete. 
For  never  Greek  we  decm'd,  nor  R'  man  knight. 
In  characSeis  like  thele  did  e'er  his  a6ts  indite. 

XIX. 

Yet,  mindlefs  ftill  of  cafe,  thy  virtue  flies 
A  pitch  to  old  and  modern  times  unknown  : 
Thofe  goodly  deeds  which  we  fo  highly  prize 
Imperfeft  feem,  great  chief,  to  thee  alone,     [ftaid, 
Thofe  heights,  where  William's  virtue  mighr.  have 
And  on  the  fubjedl  world  look'd  lafely  down. 
By  Marlborough  pafs'd,  the  props  and  flepswere 

made 
Subllmer  yet  to  raife  his  queen's  rrnown  : 
Still  gaining  more,  ftill  flighting  v/har  he  gain'd. 
Nought  done  the  hero  deem'd  while  aught  undone 

reniain'd. 

X2. 

When  fwift-wing'd  rumour  told  the  mightyGaul,- 
How  leffen'd  from  the  field  Bavar  was  fled; 
He  wept  the  fwiftnefs  of  the  champion's  fall ; 
And  thus  the  royal  treaty-break'.-r  faid  : 
And  lives  he  yer,  the  great,  the  loft  Bavar, 
Ruin  to  G;,Liiia  in  the  name  of  friend  .' 
fell  me,  how  far  has  fortune  been  fcvere  ? 
Has  the  foe's  glory,  or  our  grief,  an  end  .' 
R.cniains  tlitre,  of  th.e  fifty  thoufand  loft,     [coafl  ? 
To  fave  our  threatcn'd  realm,  or  guard  our  Ihatter'd 

To  the  clofe  rocic  the  frighted  raven  flies, 
Siion  as  the  rifing  eagle  cuts  the  air  : 
The  ftiaggy  wolf  unltcn  and  trembling  lies, 
When  the  hoarfe  mar  proclaims  the  lion  near. 
!ll-ftarr'd  did  we  our  forts  and  lines  forfake. 
To  dare  "our  Britifli  focg  to  open  fight  : 
Our  conqueft  v/c  by  firatagem  fliouid  make  : 
Our  triumph  had  been  founded  in  our  flight. 
'Tis  ours  by  craft  ajid  by  furprife  t<>  gam  : 
"I'is  theirs,  to  meet  in  arms,  and  battle  in  the  plain, 
xjcu. 

The  ancient  father  of  this  hoftile  brood. 
Their  beaiied  Brute,  undaunted  fnatch'd  his  gods 
From  burning  Troy,  and  Xanthu's  red  with  biood, 
And  fix'd  on  filver  Thames  Ills' dire  abodes  : 
y\.nd  this  be  Troynovante,  he  faid,  the  feat 
By  Heaven  ordain'd,  my  fons,  your  lafting  place  : 
Superior  here  to  all  the  bolts  of  tate 
Live,  mindful  of  the  author  of  your  race. 
Whom  neither  Greece,  nor  war,  nor  want,  nor 
flame,  [tame. 

Nor  great  Pclides'  arm,  nor  Juno's  rage,  could 
xxui. 

Their  Tudors  hence,  and  Stuarts  offspring  flow; 
Hence  Edward,  dreadful  with  his  fable  fiiicld, 
Talbot  to  Gallia's  power  eternal  foe, 
And  Seymour,  fam'd  in  council  or  in  field  : 
Hence  Nevil,  great  to  fettle  or  dethrone, 
And  Crake,  ar.d  Ca'ndifli,  terrors  of  the  fea  : 
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Hence  Butler's  foas,  o'er  land  and  ocean  known, 
Herbert's  and  Churchill's  warring  progeny: 
Hence  the  long  roll  which  Gallia  IhouM  conceal  : 
For,  oh  1  who,  vanquifli'd,  loves  the  \iclor's  fame 
to  tell? 

XXJV. 

Env^-'d  Britannia,  flurdy  as  the  oak, 
Which  on  her  mountain  top  flie  proudly  bears, 
Eludes  the  ax,  and  fproutt  agaiiifl  the  flroke ; 
Strong  from  her  wounds,  and  greater  by  her  wars. 
And   as   thole    teeth,    which    Cadmus  fow'd   in 

earth, 
Produc'd  new  youth,  and  furnifli'd  frefh  fupplies  : 
So  with  young  vigour,  and  fuccecding  birth, 
Her  lolTes  more  than  recompens'd  arife  ; 
And  every  ?gc  fhe  with  a  race  is  crovvn'd. 
For  letters  more  polite,  in  battles  more  renown'd, 

Obftinate  power,  whom  nothing  ran  repel ; 
Not  the  fierce  Saxon,  nor  the  ciuel  Dane, 
Nor  deep  impreffion  of  the  Norman  fleel. 
Nor  Europe's  force  amafs'd  by  envious  Spain. 
Nor  France  on  univerfal  fway  intent, 
Oft'  breaking  leagues,  and  oft'  renewing  wars; 
Nor  (frequent  bane  of  weaken'd  government) 
Their  own  intefline  feuds  and  mutual  jars  : 
Thofe  feuds  and  jars,  in  which  I  truS'ced  more, 
"Than  in  my  troops,  and  fleets,  and  all  the  Gallic 
power. 

XXVI. 

To  fruitful  Rheims,  or  fair  Lutetia's  gate, 
What  tidings  fliall  the  meiTenger  convey  ? 
Shall  the  loud  herald  our  fuccels  relate, 
Or  mitred  pried  appoint  the  folemn  day  ? 
Alas  1   my  praifes  they  no  more  nvuft  fing ; 
"I'hey  to  my  ftatue  now  muft  bow  no  more : 
Broken,  repuls'd  is  their  immortal  king  '. 
Fail'n,  fall'n  for  ever,  is  the  Gallic  power. — 
The  woman  chief  is  mafter  of  the  war  : 
Earth  Ihe  has  freed  by  arms,  and  vanquifli'd  Hea- 
ven by  prayer. 

IXVII. 

While  thus  the  ruin'd  foe's  defpair  commends 
Thy  council  and  thy  deed,  vi(5lorious  queen. 
What  fhall  thy  fubjedfs  fay,  and  what  thy  friends? 
How  flrall  thy  triumphs  in  our  joy  be  feen  ? 
Oh  1  deign  to  let  the  eldefl:  of  the  nine 
Recite  Britannia  great,  and  Gallia  free : 
Oh  1  with  her  filler  Sculpture  let  her  join 
To  raife,  great  Anne,  the  monument  to  thee; 
To  thee,  of  all  our  good  the  facred  fpring ; 
To  diee,  our  deaicft  dread;    to  thee,  our  fpfter 
king. 

xxviir. 

Let  Europe  fay'd  the  column  high  eredt, 
Than  Trojan's  higher,  or  than  Antonine's ; 
Where  fembling  art  may  carve  the  fair  effes5l 
And  full  atchievcment  of  thy  great  defigns. 
In  a  calm  heaven,  and  a  ferener  air. 
Sublime  the  queen  fliall  on  the  fummit  fiand, 
From  danger  far,  as  far  remov'd  from  fear. 
And  pointing  down  to  earth  her  dread  command. 
All  winds,  ail  ilcrms,  that  threaten  human  woe. 
Shall  fink  beneath  h';r  fset,  a::d  fpread  their  rage 
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below- 


Their  fleets  flsall  Hrive,  by  wind?  ?.nd  waters  toft. 
Till  the  y^-ung  AuHriun  on  Iberia's  llrand,    *" 
Great  as  iEnoas  on  the  I.atian  ccad:, 
Shall  fix  his  font :  and  this,  be  this  the  land. 
Great  Jove,  where  I  for  ever  v.')li  remain, 
(  The  enijjire's  other  hope  fliall  fay)  and  here 
Vanquifh'd,  incomb'd   I'll  lie;    or,   crown'd,  I'll 

reign— 
O  virtue  to  thy,Britifli  m.other  dear  ! 
Like  the  fani'cl  Trojan  fufler  and  abide  ; 
For  Anne  is  thine,  1  ween,  as  Venus,  was  his  guide, 
XXX. 

There,  in  eternal  charafters  engrav'd, 
Vigo,  and  Gibraltar,  and  Barcelone, 
Their  force  dcftroy'd,  their  privileges  fav'd 
Shall  Anna's  terrors  and  her  mercies  own  : 
Spain,  from  th' ufurper  Bourbon's  arms  rctriev'd 
Shall  with  new  life  and  grateful  joy  ajipcar, 

Numbering  the  wonders  which  that  youth  atchiev'd 
Whom  Anna  clad  in  arms,  and  fet  to  war- 
Whom  Anna  fent  to  claim  Iberia's  throne  - 
And  made  him  more  than  king,  in   calling   hia» 
her  fon. 


There  Ifler,  pleas'd  by  Blenheim's  glorious f.eld 
Rolling  fliall  bid  his  eaftern  waves  declare 
Germania  Lv'd  by  Britain's  ample  fliield. 
And  bleeding  Gaul  affliiiled  by  her  fpear; 
Shall  bid  them  mention  Marlborough  en  that  fhorc 
Leading  his  iflanders,  renown'd  in  arms. 
Through  climes,  where  never  BritiCi  chief  before 
Or  pitch'd  his  camp,  or  founded  his  alarms  • 
Shall   bid   them  blefs  the  queen,  who  made  his 
flreanis  [Thames, 

Glorious  as  thofe  of  Boyne,  and  fafe  as  thoJc  of 

XXXII. 

Brabantia,  clad  with  fields,  and  crown'd  witk 
towers, 
With  decent  joy  fliall  her  deliverer  rneet- 
Shall  own  thy  arms,  great  queen,  and  blefs  thy 

powers. 
Laying  the  keys  beneath  thy  fubjeifl's  feet. 
Flandria,  by  plenty  made  the  home  of  war. 
Shall  weep  her  crime,  and  bow  to  Charles  reftor'd- 
With  double  vows  fliall  blefs  thy  happy  care. 
In  having  drawn,  and  having  flieath'd  the  fword; 
From  thefc  their  filler  provinces  fliall  know. 
How  Anne  fupports  a   friend,  and  hew  forgives 
a  foe. 

XXXlII. 

Bright  fvvords,  and  crefted  helms,  and  pointei 
fpears, 
In  artful  piles  around  the  work  fhall  lie ; 
And  fhields  indented  deep  in  ancient  wars 
Blazon'd  with  figns  of  Gallic  heraldry  ; 
And  flandards  with  diflinguifh'd  honours  bright 
Marks  of  high  power  and  national  command. 
Which  Valois'  Ions,  and  Bourbon's  bore  in  fight. 
Or  gave  to  Foix',  or  Montmorancy's  hand  :  '^       ' 
Great  fpoils,  which  Gallia  mult  to  Britain  yield. 
From  Crcfly's  battle  fav'd  to  grace  Ramilia's  field, 
xxxiv. 
And,  as  fine  art  the  fpaces  may  difpofe. 
The  knowing  thought  and  curious  eye  {lull  fee 
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Thy  emblem,  gracious  queen,  the  Britifh  rofc, 
Type  of  fweet  rule  and  gentle  niajefty  : 
The  northern  thiftle,  whom  no  hoflile  hand 
Unhurt  too  rudely  may  provoke,  I  ween  ; 
Hibernia's  harp,  device  of  her  command. 
And  parent  of  her  mirth,  fhall  there  be  feen  : 
Thy  vanquifti'd  lilies,  France,  decay'd  and  torn, 
Shall  with  diforder'd  pomp  the  laftirg  work  adorn. 
XXXV. 
Beneath,  great  queen,  oh  I  very  far  beneath, 
>3cxt  to  the  ground  and  on  the  humble  bafe. 
To  fave  herfelf  from  darknefs  and  from  deatli. 
That  raufe  defires  the  lail,  the  loweft  place; 
Who,  though  unmeet,  yet  touch'd  the  trembling 

firing, 
For  the  fair  fame  of  Arwe  and  Albion's  land, 
"Who  durft  of  war  and  martial  fury  fing; 
And  when  thy  will,  and  when  thy  fubjedl's  hand. 
Had  quell'd  thofe  wars,  and  bid  that  fury  ceafe, 
i^angg  up  her  grateful  harp  to  conqneft,  and  to 
peace. 


HER  RIGHT  NAME. 

As  Nancy  at  her  toilet  fat. 

Admiring  this,  and  blaming  that. 

Tell  me,  Ihefaid;  but  tell  me  true^ 

The  nymph  who  could  your  heart  fubduc. 

What  fort  of  charms  does  fhe  poffefa  ? 

Abfolve  me,  fair-one;  I'll  confefs 

With  pleafure,  I  reply'd.     Her  hair, 

In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair. 

Does  down  her  ivory  bofom  roll, 

And,  hiding  half,  adorns  the  whole. 

In  her  high  forehead's  fair  half  round 

Love  fits  in  open  triumph  crown'd  : 

He  in  the  dimple  of  her  chin. 

In  private  ftate,  by  friends  is  feen. 

Her  eyes  arc  neither  black  nor  gray  ; 

Nor  fierce  nor  feeble  is  their  ray  ; 

Their  dubioy;  luftre  feems  to  (how 

Something  that  fpeaks  nor  yes,  nor  no. 

Her  lips  no  living  bard,  I  weet, 

May  fay,  how  red,  how  round,  howfwect  j 

Old  Homer  only  could  indite 

Their  vagrant  grace  and  foft  delight : 

They  fland  recorded  in  his  book, 

When  Helen  fmil'd,  and  Hebe  fpoke— 

The  gipfey,  turning  to  her  glaff. 

Too  plainly  (how'd  flie  knew  the  face  ; 

And  which  am  I  moil  like,  fhe  faid, 

Your  Cloc,  or  your  nut-brown  maid  ? 


CANTATA. 


SET    BY    MONSIEUR    GALLIARD. 
REGIT. 

JSr.wEATH  a  verdant  laurel's  ample  fiiade, 
His  lyre  to  mournful  numbers  ftrung, 
Horace,  immortal  bard,  fupinely  laid, 
y©  Yiuui  thus  ?ddf  effc'.d  the  fong  : 


Ten  thoufand  little  Loves  arount?,  *' 

Liftening,  dwelt  on  every  fuund. 

ARIET. 

Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarms. 

Youth  on  filent  wings  is  flown  : 
Graver  years  cnnie  rolling  on. 

Spare  my  age,  unfir  for  arms  : 
Safe  and  humble  let  me  reft, 
From  all  amorous  care  releas'd. 

Potent  Venus,  bid  thy  fon 

Sound  no  more  his  dire  alarmi. 

REGIT. 

Yet,  Venus,  why  do  [  each  morn  prepare 
The  fragrant  wreath  for  Cloe's  hair  i 
Why  do  I  all  day  lament  and  figh, 
Unlefs  the  beauteous  maid  be  nigh  ? 
And  why  all  nig^t  purfuc  her  in  my  dreams, 
Through  flowery  meads  and  cryftal  flreams  ? 
Thus  fufig  the  bard;  and  thus  the  goddefs  fpoke  fi 
Submiflive  bow  to  love's  imperious  yoke: 

Every  ftate,  aiKl  every  age. 
Shall  own  my  rule,  and  fed?  my  rage  : 
Compell'd  by  me,  tby  miife  (hall  prove, 
That  all  the  world  was  born  to  love. 

AKIET. 

Bid  thy  deflin'd  lyre  difcover 

Soft  defire  and  gentle  pain  : 
Often  praife,  and  always  love  htr  : 

Through  her  ear,  her  heart  obtain. 
Verfe  fhall  pleafe,  and  fighs  (hall  move  herj 

Cupid  does  with  Pheebus  reign. 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  OVID; 

A    TKANSLATION    FROM    THE    FRENCH* 

OviD  is  the  fureft  guide 

You  can  name,  to  Ihow  the  way 

To  any  woman,  maid,  or  bride. 
Who  refoives  to  go  allray. 


A  TRUE  MAID. 


No,  no  ;  for  my  virginity. 

When  1  lofe  that,  lays  Rofe,  I'll  die  : 
Behind  the  elms,  laft  night,  cry'd  Dick, 

Rofe,  were  you  not  extremely  Qck  i 


ANOTHER. 


I 


Ten  months  after  Florimcl  happen'd  to  wed, 
And  was  brought  in  a  laudable  manner  to  bed, 
she  warbl'd  her  groans  with  fo  charming  a  voice. 
That  one  half  ot  the  parilh  was  flunn'd  with  the 

.  noifc. 
But,  when  Florimel  deign'd  to  lie  privately  in, 
l-sn  months  before  Ihe  and  her  fpoufe  Were  a-kln~ 
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She  cliofc  with  fuch  prudence  her  pangrs  to  conceal, 
That  her  iiurfe,  nay   her   midwife,  fcarce  heard 

her  once  fqueal. 
JLearn,  hufbands,  from    hence,  for    the   peace   of 

your  lives,  [wives. 

That  maids  make   not   half  fuch   a   tumult   as 


On  little  things,  as  Cifjes  write, 
Depends  our  human  joy  or  forrow  : 

If  we  don't  catch  a  moufe  to-night, 
Alasl  n»  ejc-brows  for  to-morrow. 


A  REASONABLE  AFFLICTION. 

On  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies; 

His  fpoufe  is  in  defpair  : 
With  frequent  fobs,  and  mutual  cries. 

They  both  exprefs  their  care. 

A  different  caufe,  fays  parfon  Sly, 
The  fame  effect  may  give  : 

Poor  Lubin  fears  that  he  Ihall  die ; 
His  wife,  that  he  may  live. 


ANOTHER.  REASONABLE  AFFLICTION. 

From  her  own  native  France  as  old  Alifon  pad. 
She  reproach'd  Englifli  Nell  with  negledt  or  with 

malice, 
That  the  flattern  had  left,  in  the  hurry  and  hafte. 
Her  lady's  complexion  and  eye-brows  at  Calais. 


ANOTHER, 


Her  eye-brow-box  one  morning  loft, 
(The  beft  of  folks  are  oftenefl  croftj 
Sad  Helen  thus  to  Jenny  faid 
(Her  carelefs  but  afflided  maid), 
Put  me  to  bed  then,  wretched  Jane  ; 
Alas  !  when  fliall  I  rife  again  ? 
I  can  behold  no  mortal  now  : 
For  what's  an  eye  without  a  brow  ? 


PHYLLIS'S  AGE. 

How  old  may  Phyllis  be,  you  aflc, 
Whofe  beauty  thus  all  hearts  engages 

To  anfwer  is  no  eafy  tafk  : 
For  (he  has  really  two  ages. 

Stiff  in  brocade,  and  pinch'd  in  (layj. 
Her  patches,  paint,  and  jewels  on  ; 

All  day  let  envy  view  her  face. 
And  Phyllis  is  but  twenty-one. 

Paint,  patches,  jewels  laid  aCde, 
At  night  aftronomers  agree, 

The  evening  has  the  day  bely'd  ; 
And  Phyllis  is  fome  forty-three. 


FORMA  BONUM  FRAGILE. 

What  a  frail  thing  is  beauty  1    fays  Baroa  h, 

Cras, 
Perceiving  his  miftrefs  had  one  eye  of  glafs : 

And  fcarcely  had  he  fpoke  it. 
When  fhe  more  confus'd,  as  more  angry  fhe  grcw^ 
By  a  negligent  rage  prov'd  the  maxim  too  true  : 

She  dropt  the  eye,  and  broke  it. 


ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

In  a  dark  corner  of  the  houfe 

Poor  Helen  fits,  amd  fobs,  and  cries  ; 
She  will  not  fee  her  loving  fpoufe. 
Nor  her  more  dear  picquet  allies  : 
Uniefs  fhe  find  her  eyebrows. 
She'll  e'en  weep  out  her  eyes. 


ON  THE  SAME. 


Helen  was  jufl  flipt  into  bed  : 
Her  eye-brows  on  the  toilet  lay ; 

Away  the  kitten  with  them  fled, 
As  fees  belonging  to  her  prey. 

For  this  misfortune  ca«lefs  Jane, 
Affure  yourfelf,  was  loudly  rated  : 

And  madam  getting  up  again. 
With  her  own  hand  the  mcufe-trap  baited. 
5  . 


AN  EPIGRAM. 

•WRITTEN    TO    THE    DUKE    D£    NOAILLES, 

Vain  the  ccmiern  which  you  exprefs. 
That  uncall'd  Alard  will  poffeis 

Your  houfe  and  coach,  both  day  and  night 
Asd  that  Macbeth  was  haunted  lefs 

By  Banquo's  reftlefs  fpright. 

With  fifteen  thoufand  pounds  a-ycar. 
Do  you  complain,  you  cannot  bear 

An  ill,  you  may  fo  foon  retiieve  i 
Good  Alard,  faith,  is  modeller 

B)'  much  than  you  believe. 

Lend  him  but  fifty  Louis- d'or ; 
And  you  (hall  never  fee  him  more  8 

Take  the  advice  ;  frobatum  ejl. 
Why  do  the  gods  indulge  our  (lore, 

But  to  fecure  our  red  ? 


EPILOGUE 

TO    smith's    PHa;i)RA,    AND    HIPPOLYTU*,, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Oilfield^    lubo  a6ied  J/ir.ena. 

Ladies,  to-night  your  pity  I  implore 
For  one,  who  never  troubled  you  before  ; 


imL^ 


4l6 


TI4E    WORKS   OF  PRIOR. 


An  Oxford  tran,  cStremclt  rfiad  in  Greek, 
Who  from  Eurjpitles  makes  Phxdra  fpeak ; 
.A lid  coraes  to  town  to  let  us  moderns  know, 
jiow  women  lov'd  two  thoufand  years  ago. 

If  that  be  all,  faid  I,  e'en  burn  your  play  : 
X?ad  !  we  know  all  that  as  well  as  they: 
Show  Tis  the  ycuthttil,  handfome  charioteer, 
firm  in  his  feat,  and  running  his  career; 
Our  fouls  would  kindle  with  as  generous  flames, 
As  c'^-r  infpir'd  the  i\ncirr.t  Grecian  danics  : 
Jlvery  Tfmena  would  refitjn  her  hreaR  ; 
And  every  dear  Hippolytus  be  hlefl. 

But,  as  it  is,  fix  flouncing  Flanders  mares 
Are  e'en  as  go-d  as  any  two  ot  theirs  : 
A'.id.  if  Hipp6lyti:s  can  but  contrive 
To  buy  the  gi'.dtd  chariot,  John  can  drive. 

Now  of  the  buftle  you  have  feen  to-day. 
And  Phaedra's  morals  in  this  fcholar's  play, 
Something  at  }eaft:  in  juilice  fhfuild  be  faid; 
lint  this  Hippolytus  fo  fills  one's  head — 
Well  1   Plisedra  liv'd  as  chafnely  as  ftie  cou'd  ; 
Tor  (he  was  father  Jove's  own  flefli  and  blood. 
Her  au'xvvark  love  indeed  was  oddly  fated  ; 
She  and  her  Pc^ly  were  t^o  near  related  ; 
And  yet.  that  fcruple  had  been  laid  afidc, 
If  honefi;  fhefetis  had  but  fairly  died  : 
2'iit  when  he  came,  what  needed  he  to  know, 
^ut  that  nil  niatters  flood  i/i JSa'u  quo  ? 
"I'here  was  no  irarm,  you  fee ;  or, giant  th^re  were, 
She  mi{;ht  want  condntft;  but  he  wanted  care. 
Twas  in  a  hufc^and  little  lefs  than  rude, 
<Tpon  his  wife's  retirement  to  intrude — 
He  fhould  ha"?e  fent  u  night  ot  two  before. 
That  he  would  come  cxadl  at  fuch  an  hoar ; 
Then  he  had  tirrn'd  all  tragedy  to  jefl: ; 
Found  every  thing  contribute  to  his  reft  ; 
The  picquet  friend  difaiifs'd,  the  coafl  all  dear, 
Ard  fpuufe  alone  impatient  for  her  dear. 

Eur,  if  thefe  gay  reflf6liors  come  too  hate, 
To  keep  th«  guihy  Phaldra  from  her  fate; 
li  your  more  ferious  judgment  mnft  condemn 
The  dire  effedts  ef  her  unhappy  ilamc  : 
Yet,  ye  chaf:e  matrons,  and  ye  tender  fair, 
Let  love  a:;d  innocence  engage  your  care  : 
My  fpotlefs  flames  to  your  proreclion  tnke  ; 
And  fpare  poor  Fhxdra  for  Ifmena's  fakt:. 


A  CPJTICAL  MOMENT. 

How  capricious  were  nature  and  art  to  poor  Nell! 
Shs  was  Painting  her  checks  at  the  time  her  nofe 
Icil. 


EPILOGUE 

TO    MRS.    MANLEY's    LUCIUS. 

The  female  author  who  recites  to-day, 
Tniftstt)  her  fex  the  nirrit  of  her  play. 
Like  father  Bayes  fecurely  fie  frs  down  : 
Pic,  bui.,  uuJ  gallery,  'gaJ :  alio  our  own. 


wind.  3 


In  ancient  Greece,  ilie  uys,  when  Sappho  writ» 
By  their  aj'plaufe  the  critics  Ihow'd  their  wit, 
They  *un'd  their  voices  to  her  Lyric  firing  ; 
Though  they  could  all  dofomething  more  than  ftng. 
But  one  exception  fo  this  fai5l  we  find  ; 
That  booby  Piiaon  only  was  unkind, 
An  ill-bred  boat-man,  rough  as  waves  and 
From  Sappho  down  through  all  fucceeding  ages. 
And  now  on  French  or  on  Italian  flages, 
Rough  fatyrs,  fly  remarks,  ill-natur'd  fpeeches, 
Are  always  aim'd  at  poets  that  wear  breeches. 
Arm'd  wi'h  Longinus,  or  with  Rapin,  no  man 
Drew  a  fharp  pen  upon  a  naked  woman. 
The  blufteriiig  bnlly  in  our  neighbouring  ftreeti 
Scorns  to  attack  the  female  that  he  meets  : 
Fearlefs  the  petticoat  contemns  his  frowns: 
The  hoop  fecures  whatever  it  furrounds. 
The  many-Coloured  gentry  there  above, 
By  turns  are  rul'd  by  tumult  and  by  love  : 
And,  while  their  fweethearts  their  attention  fi<, 
Sufpend  the  din  of  their  damn'd  clattering  flicks, 

Now,  Sirs - 

To  you  our  autlior  makes  her  foft  requeft, 
Who  fpeak  the  kindefl,  and  who  write  the  beftj 
Your  fympathctic  liearts  flie  hopes  to  move, 
From  tender  friendship,  and  endearing  love. 
If  Petrarch's  mufe  did  Laura's  wit  rehearfe  ; 
And  Cowley  flatter'd  dear  Orinda's  Verfe; 
She  hopes  from  you — Pox    take   her  hopes  anj 

fears  ; 
T  plead  her  fex's  claim;  what  matters  hers  ? 
Ey  our  full  power  of  beauty  we  think  fit 
To  damn  the  Salique  law  impos'd  on  wit  : 
We'll  try  the  empire  who  fo  long  have  boafted; 
And,  if  we  are  not  prais'd,  we'll  not  be  toalled. 
Approve  what  one  of  us  prefents  to-night. 
Or  every  mortal  woman  here  fhall  write  : 
Rural,  pathetic,  narrative,  fublime,        [rhyme  ;'^ 
We'll  write  to   you,    and  make   you  write   in  > 
Female  remarks  fhall  take  up  all  your  time.        j 
Your    time,    poor   fouls !    we'll  take    your    very 

money ; 
Female  third-days  fhall  come  fo  thick  upon  ye, 
As  long  as  we  have  eyes,  or  hands,  or  breath. 
We'll  look,  or  write,  or  talk  you  all  to  death. 
Unlefs  you  yield  for  better  and  for  worfe  :  ^ 

I'hen  the  fhe-Pegafus  flvall  gain  the  courfe.  v 

And  the  grey  marc  will  prove  the  better  horfe.   j 


THE  THIEF  AND  THE  CORDELIER, 

A    BALLAD. 

To  tht  Tune  of  King  ''John  and  the  Abbot  of  Canterbury,       J 

Who  has  e'er  been  at  Paris,  muft  needs   know 

the  Qrevc, 
The  fatal  retreat  of  th'  unfortunate  brave; 
Where  honour  and  juflice  m6fl  oddly  contribute 
To  eafe  heroes'  pains  by  a  halter  and  gibbet. 
Derry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

There  death  breaks  the   fliackels  which  force 
had  put  on,  [begun; 

And  the  hangman  completes  what  the  judge  buC      j 


Poems. 


44^ 


There  the  'fquire  of  the  pad,  and  the  knight  of 

the  pol^, 
Fhid  their  pains  no  more  balk'd',  and  their  hopes 

no  more  croft' 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Great  claims  are  there  made,  and  great  fecrets 

are  known  ;  [own  ; 

And  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  the  thief,  has  his. 

Bur  my  hearers  cry  out,  What  a  duce  doll  thou  ail  ? 

Cut  "ff  thy  refleftions,  and  give  us  thy  tak. 

Derry  down,  &c. 
/■  * 

'Twas  there  then,  in  civil  refpetSl  to  harfli  laws. 
And  for  want  of  ialfc  wittiefs  to  back  a  bad  caufe,  ' 
A  Norman,  though  late,  was  obhg'd  to  appear  : 
And  who  to  aflill,  but  a  grave  Cordelier  ?" 
Derry  down,  &c. 

The  'fquire,  whofe  good  grace  was  to  open  the 
icL-ne,  [begin  : 

Seem'd   not  in  great  hafte  that  the   (how  ihould 
Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  travers'd  the  cart; 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

What   frightens  you  thus,  my  good  fon  ?  fays 
the  prieft  ? 
You  murder'd,  are  forry,  and  have  been  confefl;. 

0  father  :  my  forrow  will  fcarce  lave  my  bacon  ; 
i'or   'twas  not   that   I    mu-rder'd,  but;   that  I  was 

taken. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Fough  1  pr'ythee  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with 

fuch  fancies  ; 

Rely  on  the  aid  you  lliall  have  from  Saint  Francis  : 

If  the  money  you  promis'd  be  brought  to  the  cheft, 

You  have  only  £.0  die  :   let  liie  church  do  the  reft. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

And  what  will  folks  fay,  if  they  fee  you  afraid  ? 
It  rtfledls  upon  me,  as  I  knew  net  my  trade  : 
Courage,  friend;  for  to-day  is  your  period  of  for- 
row :  [row. 
And  thmgs  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to-mor- 
Derry  down,  &c. 

To-morrow  !  our  hero  replied  in  a  fright  : 
He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,   ought  to  think  of 
to-night  [trufs'd  up 

Tell  your  beads,  quoth  the  priefl,  and  be  fairly 
For  you  fure'y  to-night  fiiail  in  paradifefup. 
Derry  down,  8ic. 

Alas !  quoth   the   'fquire,   howe'er   fumptuous 
the  treat, 
Paibleu  !    I  (hall  have  little  ftomach  to  eat ; 

1  fhould  therefore  efteem  it  great  favour  and  grace, 
Would  you  be  fo  kind  as  to  go  in  my  place. 

Derry  down,  &c. 

That   I    would,  quoth   the  father,  znd  thank 

you  to  boot,  [fuit, 

Sut  our  a<5lionsj  ycH  knoWj  with  our  duty  mvft 


The  feaft  I  propos'd  to  you,  I  cannot  tafte; 
For  this  night,  by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  fad. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Then,  turning  about  to  the  hancrman,"  he  faid^ 
Difpatch  me,  1  pr'ythee,  this  troublefome  blade  ; 
For  thy  cord  and  my  cord  both  equally  tie, 
And  we  live  by  the  gold  for  which  other  men  did 
Derry  down,  &c. 


TO  CHLOE. 


Whilst  I  am  fcorch'd  with  hot  defire, 
In  vain  cold  friendfhip  you  return  ; 

Your  drops  of  pity  on  my  fire, 
AluS  :  but  make  it  fiercer  bum. 

Ah  1  would  you  have  the  flame  fiippref^. 
That  kills  the  heart  it  heats  too  fall, 

Take  half  my  pafTion  to  your  brcaft  : 
The  lell  in  mine  Ihall  ever  iafl. 


AN  EPITAPK. 


"  Stet  quicunque  volet  potens 
"  Aulas  culmine  lubrico,  <Scc." 


Sen«s3 


iNTtRR'D  beneath  this  marble  fione 

Lie  fauntering  Jack  and  idV  Joan. 

WJiIlc  rolling  threefcore  years  and  one 

Did  round  this  globe  their  courfes  run  ; 

If  human  things  went  ill  or  weii. 

If  changihg  empires  rofe  of  fell. 

The  morning  part,  the  evening  came. 

And  found  this  couple  flill  the  fame. 

They  walk'd,  and  eat,  good  folks:   what  then',' 

Why  then  they  walk'd  and  eat  again  : 

1  hey  foundly  flept  the  night  away  ;• 

They  did  jufl;  nothing  all  the  day': 

And,  having  bury'd  children  four, 

Would  not  take  pains  to  try  for  more. 

N'lr  fifter  either  had  nor  brother; 

rhey  feem'd  jufl  tally'd  for  each  other. 

Their  moral  and  oeconomy 
A'lofl  perfedlly  they  made  agree  : 
Each  virtue'  kept  its  proper  bot;tid. 
Nor  trefpafs'd  on  the  other's  ground. 
Nor  fame  nor  cenfure  they  regarded  ; 
They  neither  punilh'd  nor  rewarded. 
He  car'd  not  what  the  footman  did  ; 
Her  maids  fhe  neither  prais'd  nor  chid  : 
So  every  fervant  took  hiscourfe; 
And,  bad  at  firfl:,  they  all  grew  worfc. 
Slothful  diforder  fill'd  his  ftablc. 
And  fluttifn  plenty  deck'd  her  table. 
Their  beer  was  Urong;  their  wine  was  portj 
Their  meal  was  large  ;  their  grace  was  ihort. 
They  gave  the  poor  the  ren;:iarit  meat, 
Juft  when  it  grew  not  fit  to  eat. 

They  paid  the  church  and  parifli  ratCj 
And  to ck J  b'Jt  rcsd  not;  the  receipt  j 


ji'4S 


THE   WORKS   OF    i»RIOft. 


For  which  they  claim'd  their  Sunday's  due. 
Of  flunibering  in  an  upper  pew. 

No  man's  dcfedts  fought  they  to  knew; 
So  never  made  themfelves  a  foe. 
>lo  man's  good  deeds  did  they  commend ; 
So  never  rais'd  themfelves  a  friend. 
Nor  cherifh'd  they  relations  poor ; 
That  might  decreafe  their  prefent  flore : 
Kor  barn  nor  houfe  did  they  repair ; 
That  might  oblige  their  future  heir. 

They  neither  added  nor  confounded ; 
They  neither  wanted  nor  abounded. 
Each  Chriflmas  they  accounts  did  clear. 
And  wound  their  bottom  round  the  year. 
Hot  tear  nor  fmile  did  they  employ 
At  news  of  public  grief  or  joy. 
When  bells  were  rung  and  bonfires  made. 
If  alk'd,  they  ne'er  deny'd  their  aid  : 
Their  jug  was  to  the  ringers  carried, 
Whoever  either  died  or  married. 
Their  billet  at  the  fire  was  found. 
Whoever  was  depos'd  or  crown'd. 

Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nOr  wife  ; 
They  would  not  learn,  nor  could  advife ; 
Without  love,  hatred,  joy,  or  fear, 
They  led— a  kind  of— as  it  were  : 
Nor  wifh'd,  nor  car'd,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  cried 
And  fo  they  liv'd,  and  fo  they  died. 


WRITTEN  IN  MONTAIGNE'S  ESSAYS, 

Ci-uen  to  tbt  Duke  of  Shretifiury  in  France,  after  the 

Peace  ^  1713. 

'  Dictate,  O  mighty  judge,  wha,t  thou  haft  fcen, 
Of  cities  and  of  courts,  of  books  and  men ; 
And  deign  to  let  thy  fervant  hold  the  pen. 

Through  ages  thus  I  may  prefume  to  live. 
And  from  the  tranfcript  of  thy  profe  receive 
What  my  own  fhort-liv'd  verfc  can  never  give. 

Thus  fhall  fair  Britain  with  a  gracious  fmile 
Accept  the  work  ;  and  the  inllrudcd  ifle, 
For  more  tbaji  treaties  made,  fhall  blefs  my  toil. 

Nor  longer  hence  the  Gallic  ftyle  preferr'd, 
Wifdom  in  Englilh  idiom  fhall  be  heard,      [err'd. 
While  Talbot  tells  the  world,  where  Montaigne 


AN    EPISTLE, 

.     DESIRING  THE  queen's  picture: 

Written  at  Paris,   1 7 14;    />"(  H\  unfmjhed,  by  the 
fudden  neivs  of  her  Majejly  s  death. 

The  train  of  equipage  and  pomp  of  ftate. 
The  fhining  fide-board,  and  the  burnilh'd  plate. 
Let  othef  minifters,  great  Anne,  require  ; 
And  partial  fall  thy  gift  to  their  delite. 
To  the  fair  portrait  of  my  fovereign  dame, 
To  that  alone,  ctsrcal  be  my  claini. 


My  bright  defender,  and  my  dread  deilghi 
If  ever  I  found  favour  in  thy  fight ; 
If  all  the  pains  that  for  thy  Britain's  fake 
My  paft  has  took,  or  future  life  may  take. 
Be  grateful  to  my  queen  ;  permit  my  prayer, 
And  with  this  gift  reward  my  total  care. 

Will  thy  indulgent  hand,  fair  faint,  allow 
The  boon  ?  and  will  thy  ear  accept  the  vow  ? 
That,  in  defpite  of  age,  of  impious  flame. 
And  eating  time,  thy  pidlure,  like  thy  fame. 
Entire  may  laft  ;  that,  as  their  eyes  furvey 
The  femblant  fhade,  men  yet  unborn  may  fay, 
Thus  great,  thus  gracious,  look'd  Britannia's  queenj 
Her  brow  thus  fmooth,  her  look  was  thus  ferene  j 
When  to  a  low,  but  to  a  loyal  hand 
The  mighty  emprefs  gave  her  high  command. 
That  he  to  hoftile  camps  and  kings  fhould  halle, 
To  fpcak  her  vengeance,  as  their  danger,  paft  ; 
To  fay,  flie  wills  detefted  wars  to  ceafe ; 
She  checks  her  conqueft,  for  her  fubjedls  eafe, 
And  bids  the  world  attend  her  terms  of  peace. 

Thee,  gracious  Anne,  thee  prefent  I  adore, 
Thee,  queen  of  peace — If  time  and  fate  have  powcf 
Higher  to  raife  the  glories  of  thy  reign. 
In  words  fublimer,  and  a  nobler  ftrain. 
May  future  bards  the  mighty  theme  rehearfc  : 
Here,  Stator  Jove,  and  Phcebus  king  of  verfe/ 
The  votive  tablet  I  fufpend  *  *  *  * 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the 
COUNTESS  DOWAGER  OF  DEVONSHIRE  J 

ON  A  PIECE  OF  WIESSEN's, 

WheHoh  "were  all  her  Grandfom  painted. 

WiESSEN  and  nature  held  a  long  conteft. 

If  flie  created,  or  he  painted  beft ; 

With  pleafing  thought  the  wondrous  combat  grew, 

She  ftill  form'd  fairer;  he  ftill  likcr  drew. 

In  thefe  feven  brethren  they  contended  laft. 

With  art  increas'd,  their  utmcft  flcill  they  tried. 
And,  both  well  pleas'd  they  had  themfelves  fur- 
pafs'd. 

The  goddefs  triumph'd,  and  the  painter  dy'd. 
That  both  their  (kill  to  this  vaft  height  did  raife. 
Be  ours  the  wonder,  and  be  yours  the  praife  : 
For  here,  as  in  fome  glafs,  is  well  defcry'd 
Only  yourfelf  thus  often  multiply 'd. 
When  Heaven  had  you  and  gracious  Anna*  made. 
What  more  exalted  beauty  could  it  add  ? 
Having  no  nobler  images  in  ftore. 
It  but  kept  up  to  thefe,  nor  could  do  more 
Than  copy  well  what  it  had  fram'd  before. 
If  in  dear  Burghley's  generous  face  we  fee 
Obliging  truth  and  handfome  honefty,  [move 

With  all  that  world  of  charms,  which  fooii  wili 
Reverence  in  men,  and  in  the  fair-ones  love ; 
His  very  grace  his  fair  defcent  aflures, 
He  has  his  mother's  beauty,  flic  has  yours. 
If  every  Cecil's  face  had  every  charm. 
That  thought  can  fancy,  or  that  heaven  can  form 
Their  beauties  all  become  your  beauty's  due,- 
TLey  are  all  fai;-,  becaufe  they're  all  like  you. 
»  lildcll  dftuglitw  of  the  Countsft, 
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If  every  Ca'ndifli  great  and  charming  look  ; 
From  you  that  air,  from  you  the  charms  they  took 
In  their  each  limb  your  image  is  expreft. 
But  on  their  brow  firm  courage  (lands  confeft  ; 
There,  their  great  father,  by  a  ftrong  increafe. 
Adds  ftrcngth  to  beauty,  and  completes  the  piece  : 
Thus  ftill  your  beauty,  in  your  fons,  we  view, 
Wieffen  feven  times  one  great  perfedlion  drew  : 
Whoever  fat,  the  pidlure  ftill  is  you. 

So  vvhtn  the  parent-fun,  with  genial  beams, 
Has  animated  many  goodly  gems, 
He  fees  himlelf  improv'd,  while  every  flone, 
With  a  refembling  light,  refledls  a  fun. 

So  when  great  Rhea  many  births  had  given. 
Such  as  might  govern  earth,  and  people  heaven  ; 
Her  glory  grew  diffus'd,  and,  fuller  known, 
She  faw  the  Deity  in  every  fon  : 
And  to  what  god  foe'er  men  altars  rais'd. 
Honouring  the  ofFspring,  they  the  mother  prais'd, 

In  fli<>rt-liv'd  charms  let  othtrs  place"thelr  joys 
Which  ficknefs  blafls,  and  certain  age  deftroys : 
Your  flronger  beauty  time  caE  ne'er  deface, 
Tis  {till  renew'd,  and  ftanip'd  in  all  your  race. 

Ah  !   Wieflen,  had  thy  art  been  fo  refin'd, 
As  with  their  beauty  to  have  diawn  their  mind, 
Through  circling  years  thy  labours  would  fur-") 
And  living  rules  to  faireft  virtue  give,         vive,  > 
To  men  unborn  and  ages  ye:  to  live  :  j 

'Twould  dill  be  wonderful,  and  (till  be  new, 
Againfl;  what  time,  or  fpite,  or  fate,  could  do  ; 
Till  thine  corfus'd  with  nature's  pieces  lie. 
And  Cavendifli's  name  and  Cecil's  honour  die. 


A       FABLE, 

TROM  PH^DRUS. 
To  the  Author  of  the  Medley,   1 7 10. 

The  fox  an  adtor's  vizard  found, 

And  peer'd,  and  felt,  and  turn'd  it  round ; 

Then  threw  it  in  contempt  away, 

And  thus  old  Phasdrus  heard  him  fay  : 

"    What  noble  part  canft  thou  fuflain, 

**  Thou  fpccious  head  without  a  brain  ?" 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  MR.  HARLEY. 

HORACE,  I.  EP.  IX.  IMITATEP. 

"  Septimius,  Claudi,  nimirum  intelligit  uiius, 
"  Quanti  me  facias,"  &c. 

Dear  Dick*,  howe'er  it  comes  into  his  head, 
Believes  as  firmly  as  he  does  his  creed, 
That  you  and  I,  Sir,  are  extremely  great ; 
Though  1  plain  Mat,  you  minifter  of'flate  : 
One  word  from  me,  without  all  dnubt,  he  fays, 
Would  fix  his  fortune  in  lome  little  place, 
Thus  better  than  myfdf,  it  feems,  he  knows, 
How  far  my  intereft  with  my  patron  goes ; 
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And,  anfwcring  all  obje(Sl!ons  I  can  make, 
Still  plunges  deeper  in  his  dear  miftake. 

From  this  wild  fancy,  Sir,  there  may  proceed 
One  wilder  yet,  which  I  forefce  and  dread ; 
That  I,  in  fadl,  a  real  intereft  have, 
Which  to  my  own  advantage  I  would  fave. 
And,  with  the  ufual  courtier's  trick,  intend 
To  ferve  myfelf,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 

To  fhun  this  cenfurc,  I  all  (hame  lay  by. 
And  make  my  reafon  with  his  will  comply; 
Hoping,  for  my  excufe,  'twill  be  confeft, 
That  of  two  evils  I  have  chofe  the  leaft. 
So,  Sir,  with  this  epiftolary  fcroll, 
Receive  the  partner  of  my  inmoft  foul : 
Him  you  will  find  in  letters  and  in  law3 
Not  unexpert,  firm  to  his  country's  caufe. 
Warm  in  the  glorious  intereft  you  purfue. 
And,  in  one  word,  a  good  man  and  a  true. 


TO  Mr    HARLEY, 

WOtJNDED  BY  GUISCARD,    1711. 

"  Ab  ipfo 
Ducit  opes  animumque  ferro."  hor. 


In  one  great  noiv,  fuperior  to  an  age, 

The  full  extremes  of  nature's  force  we  find  : 
How  heavenly  virtue  can  exalt,  or  rage 

Infernal  how  degrade  the  human  mind. 
II. 
While  the  fierce  monk  does  at  his  trial  flan  d 

He  chews  revenge,  abjuring  his  offence  : 
Guile  in  his  tongue,  and  milrder  in  his  hand. 

He  ftabs  his  judge,  to  prove  his  innocence. 
III. 
The  guilty  ftroke  and  torture  of  the  fleel 

Inlix'd,  our  dauntlefs  Briton  fcarce  perceives ! 
The  v/ounds  his  country  from  his  death  mud  feel. 

The  patriot  views ;  for  thofe  alone  he  grieves. 

IV. 

The  barbarous  rage  that  durft  attempt  thy  life, 

Harley,  great  counfeilor,  extends  thy  fame; 
And  the  fharp  point  of  cruel  Guifcard's  knife, 

In  brafs  and  marble  carves  thy  deathlefs  n.ame. 
V. 
Faithful  afTertor  of  thy  ci  untry's  caufe, 

Britain  with  tears  fhall  bathe  thy  glorious  wound : 
She  for  thy  fafety  fhall  enlarge  her  laws. 

And  in  her  itatutes  fhall  thy  worth  be  found, 

VI. 

Yet  'midft  her  fighs  (he  triumphs,  on  the  hand 
Refledling,  that  diffus'd  the  public  woe  ; 

A  ft: anger  to  her  altars,  and  her  land; 
No  fon  of  hers  could  meditate  this  blow. 

VII. 

Meantime  thy  pain  is  gracious  Anna's  care  : 
Our  queen,  our  faint,  with  facrificing  breath. 

Softens  thy  anguilh  :  in  her  powerful  prayer 
She  pleads  thy  fcrvicc,  and  forbids  thy  death, 
vui. 

Great  as  thou  art,  thou  canft  demand  no  more, 
O  breaft  bewail'd  by  earth,  preferv'd  by  Heaven? 


SS^  THE   WORKS    OF   PRIOR. 

Ho  higher  cafl  afpiring  virttie  foar  : 

Enough  to  thee  of  grief  and  fame  is  given. 


AN  EXTEMPORE  INVITATION 

TO  THE 

MARL  OF  OXFORD, 

LORD  HIGH  TREASURER,  I7IS. 
itiT   LORD, 

Our  weekly  friends  to-morrpw  meet 

At  Matthew's  palace,  m  Duke-ftreet, 

To  try  for  once  if  they  can  dine 

On  hacon-ham  and  muttcjn-ohine. 

If,  weary'd  with  the  great  affairs 

Which  Britain  trufts  to  Harley's  cares. 

Thou,  hiimhle  ftatefman,  may'ft  defcend 

Thy  mind  one  moment  to  unhend. 

To  fee  thy  fervant  from  his  foid 

Cr  wn  wirh  thy  health  the  f;  rightly  bown ; 

Amoi  jr  the  guefcs  which  e'er  my  houfe 

Receiv'd,  it  never  can  produce 

Of  honour  a  more  glpricus  proof — 

Though  Dorfet  us'd  to  bkfs  the  roof. 


ERLE  ROBERT'S  MICE. 
IN  cuaucer's  style. 

TwAT  mice,  full  blythe  aiid  amicable, 
Baten  befide  ErJe  R-  bert'-  table. 
Lie-  there  ne  trap  'heir  necks  to  catch, 
Ke  old  black  cat  their  fteps  to  watch. 
Their  fill  thty  eat  of  fowl  and  fifii  ; 
Feaft  lyche  as  heart  of  m.oufe  mote  wifh. 

As  guefts  !at  jovial  at  the  board, 
For'h  leap'd  our  mice  :  eftfoons  the  lord 
Of  Doling,  ■whilome  John  the  Saint, 
Who  maketh  oft'  propos  full  queint, 
L.auph\-'  jocund,  and  aloud  he  cried. 
To  Matthew  feated  en  t'oth'  fide  ; 
To  thee,  lean  Bard,  it  doth  partain 
To  underftand  thefe  creatures  tweine.  , 
Cfime  frame  us  now  fome  clean  device, 
Or  plcafant  rhyme  on  yonder  mice  : 
Tbey  feem,  God  fhield  me  1  Mat  and  Charles, 

Bad  as  Sir  Topas,  or  Squire  Qiiarles, 
(N:atthew  didtir  the  nonce  reply) 
At  emblem,  or  device  am  I : 
But,  could  I  chaunt,  or  rhyme,  pardle, 
Clear  as  Dan  Chaucer,  or  as  thee, 
Ne  verlc  from  me  (fo  God  me  fhrive) 
On  moule,  or  other  beafl  alive. 
Ct Ttes  I  have  this  many  days 
Sent  myne  poetic  herd  to  graze. 
Ne  armed  knigh*  ydraa  in  war 
With  lion  fierce  will  1  compare; 
Ne  judge  unjuft.  with  furred  fox. 
Harming  iij  ftcret  guifc  the  (locks; 
Ne  pried  unwrth  of  goddifs  coat, 
To  fwine  ydrunk,  or  fikliy  ftoat ; 


Elk  fimile  farewell  for  aye, 
From  elephant,  I  trowe,  to  flet. 

Reply'd  the  friendlike  peer,  I  W^enc 
Matthew  is  angred  on  the  fpleen. 
Ne  fo,  quoth  Mar,  ne  fliall  be  e'er, 
With  wit  that  falleth  all  fo  fair  : 
Eftfoons,  well  weet  ye,  mine  intent 
Boweth  to  your  commaundement. 
If  by  thefe  creatures  ye  have  feen, 
Pourtrayed  Charles  and  Matthew  been; 
Behoveth  neet  to  wreck  my  brain. 
The  reft  in  order  to  explain. 

That  cup-board,  where  the  mice  difport, 
1  liken  to  St  Stephen's  Court :  * 
Therein  is  fpace  enough,  I  trow. 
For  elke  comrade  to  come  and  go  : 
And  therein  eke  may  both  be  fed 
Wirh  fliiver  of  the  ^beaten  bread. 
Aiid  when,  as  thefe  mine  eyne  furvey. 
They  ceafe  to  Ikip,  and  fqueak,  and  play; 
Return  they  may  to  different  cells. 
Auditing  one,  whilft  t'(  ther  ttlls. 

Dear  Robert,  quoth  the  Saint,  whofe  mini 
In  bounteous  deed  no  mean  can  bind  ; 
Now,  as  I  hope  to  grow  devout, 
I  detm  this  matter  well  made  out. 
Lau^h  I,  whilift  thus  I  ftrious  pray  ? 
l^et  that  be  wrought  which  Mat  doth  fay 
Yea,  quoth  the  Erle,  but  not  to-day. 


\ 


IN  THE   SAME  STYLE. 

Full  oft'  doth  Mat  with  Topaz  +  dine, 
Eateth  bak'd  meats,  driiketh  Greek  wine; 
But  r«par  his  own  werke  rehearfeth. 
And  Mat  mote  praife  what  Topaz  verfeth. 
N'lW,  fure  as  prieft  did  e'er  fhnve  finner, 
Full  hardly  earneth  Mat  his  dinner. 


IN  THE   SAME   STYLE. 


Fair  Sufan  did  her  wife-hede  well  menteine, 
Algates  affaulti-d  fore  by  letchoiirs  tweine  : 
Now,  and  I  read  aright  that  auncient  fong,  , 

Olde  were  the  paramours,  the  dame  full  yong. 

Had  thilkc  fartie  tale  in  other  guife  been  toldc  ; 
Had  they  been  young  (pardie)  and  fhe  been  olde  ; 
That,  by  St.  Kit,  had  wTOUght  much  fcrer  trial; 
Full  marveillous,  I  vote,  were  filk  dcnyal. 


A  FLOWER  PAINTED  BY  SIMON  VARELST, 

When  fam'J  Varelft  this  little  wonder  drew. 
Flora  vouchfaf'd  the  growing  work  to  view  : 
Finding  the  painter's  fcience  at  a  ftand, 
The  goddefs  fnatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand; 
And,  finifliing  the  piece,  fhe  fmiling  faid. 
Beheld  one  work  of  mine,  that  ne'er  fhall  fade* 


*  The  Exchequer. 


t  Sir  Richard  BUckmorc* 
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TO  THE  LADY  ELIZABETH  HARLE7, 

ArTERWA8DS  MARCHIONESS  OF  CARMARTHEN. 

On  a  Column  of  her  Draiuing, 

When  future  ages  fhall  with  wonder  view 
Thefe  glorious  lines, which  Har ley's  daughter  drew, 
They  ftia'.I  confeii,  that  Britain  could  not  raife 
A  fairer  column  to  the  father's  praife, 


PROTOGENES  AND  APELLES. 

When  poets  wrote,  and  painters  drew, 
As  nature  pointed  out  the  view  ; 
Ere  Gothic  forms  were  known  in  Greece 
To  fpoil  the  well-proportion'd  piece  ; 
And  in  our  verfr.  ere  monkilh  rhymes 
Had  jangled  their  fantaftic  chimes  1 
Ere  on  the  flowery  lands  of  Rhodes 
Thofe  knights  had  fix'd  their  dull  ahodes. 
Who  knew  not  much  to  paint  or  write, 
Nor  car'd  to  pray,  nor  dar'd  to  fight  : 
Pfotogenes,  hiftorians  note, 
JLiv'd  there,  a  burgefs,  fcot  and  lot; 
And,  as  old  Pliny's  writings  (how, 
Apelles  did  the  fame  at  Co. 
Agreed  thefe  points  of  time  and  placCj 
Proceed  we  in  the  prefent  cafe. 

Piqu'd  by  Protogenes's  fame, 
From  Go  to  Rhodes  Apelles  came, 
To  fee  a  rival  and  a  friend, 
Prepar'd  to  cenfure,  or  commend  ; 
Here  to  abfolve,  and  there  objeft. 
As  art  with  condouf  might  direft. 
He  fails,  he  lands,  he  comes,  he  rings; 
His  fervants  follow  with  the  things  : 
Appears  the  governante  of  th'  houfe; 
For  fuch  in  Greece  were  much  in  ufe: 
If  young  or  handfome,  yea  or  no. 
Concerns  not  me  or  thee  to  know. 

Docs  Squire  Protogenes  live  here  ? 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  fhe,  with  gracious  air. 
And  court'fey  low,  but  juft  call'd  oat 
By  lords  peculiarly  devout, 
Who  came  on  purpofe,  Sir,  to  borrow 
Our  Vcnusfor  the  feaft  to-morrovC^, 
To  grace  the  church  ;  'tis  Venus'  day  : 
I  hope,  Sir,  you  intend  to  (lay. 
To  fee  our  Venus;   'tis  the  piece 
The  moft  renown'd  throughout  all  Greece ; 
So  like  th'  original,  they  fay  : 
But  1  have  no  great  (kill  that  way. 
But,  Sir,  at  fix  ('tis  now  pa(i  three) 
Dromo  muft  make  my  mafter's  tea  : 
At  fix.  Sir,  if  you  pleafc  to  come, 
You'll  find  my  mafter.  Sir,  at  home. 

Tea,  fays  a  critic  big  with  laughter, 
Was  found  fome  twenty  ages  after ; 
Authors,  before  they  wiite,  (bould  read. 
^Tis  very  true ;  but  we'il  proceed, 


And,  Sir,  at  prefent  would  you  pleafs 
To  leave  your  name — Fair  maiden,  yes. 
Reach  me  that  board.     No  fcjoner  fpoke 
But  done.     With  one  judicious  ftroke, 
On  the  plain  ground  Apelles  drew 
A  circle  regularly  true  : 
And  will  you  pleafe,  fweet-heart,  faid  hcj 
To  fhow  your  mafter  this. from  me  ? 
By  it  he  prefently  will  know 
How  painters  write  their  names  at  Co, 

He  gave  the  pannel  to  the  maid. 
Smiling  and  court'fying.  Sir,  fhe  faid, 
I  (hall  not  fail  to  tell  ray  mafter : 
And,  Sir,  for  fear  of  uU  difafler, 
I'll  keep  it  my  ownftlf :  fafe  bind, 
'  Says  the  old  proverb,  and  fafe  find. 
So,  Sir,  as  fure  as  key  or  lock — 
Your  fervant.  Sir, — at  fix  o'clock. 

Again  at  lix  Apelles  came. 
Found  the  fame  prating  civil  dame< 
Sir,  that  my  mafler  has  been  here, 
Will  by  the  board  itfelf  appear. 
If  from  the  perfedt  line  be  found 
He  has  prefum'd  to  fwell  the  round, 
Or  colours  on  the  draught  to  lay, 
'Tis  thus  (he  order'd  me  to  fay). 
Thus  write  the  painters  of  this  ifle  : 
Let  thofe  of  Co  remark  the  (lyle. 

She  (aid  ;  and  to  his  hand  reftor'd 
The  rival  pledge,  the  miflive  board. 
Upon  the  happy  line  were  laid 
Such  obvious  light,  and  eafy  fliade, 
That  Paris'  apple  ftood  confeft. 
Or  Leda's  egg,  or  Cloe's  breaft. 
Apelles  view'd  the  finifh'd  piece  : 
And  live,  faid  he,  the  arts  of  Greece  ! 
Howe'er  Protogenes  and  I 
May  in  our  rival  talents  vie  ; 
Howe'er  our  works  may  have  esprefs'd 
Who  trued  drevc,  or  colour'd  bell. 
When  he  beheld  my  flowing  line. 
He  found  at  leaft  I  could  defign  : 
And  from  his  artful  round,  I  grant 
That  he  with  perfedl  (kill  can  paint. 

The  dnlltil  genius  cannot  fail 
To  find  the  moral  of  my  tale  ; 
That  the  diftinguifh'd  part  of  men, 
With  compafs,  pencil,  ("word,  or  pen, 
Should  in  life's  vifit  leave  their  name, 
In  charaiSlers  which  may  proclaim 
That  they  with  ardour  drove  to  raife 
At  once  their  arts,  and  cnmtry's  praife; 
And  in  their  working  took  great  care. 
That  all  was  full,  and  round,  and  fair. 


DEMOCRITUS  AND  HERACLITUS. 

Democritus,  dear  droll,  rcvifit  ear;h. 
And  with  our  follies  glut  thy  heighten'd  mirth  ; 
Sad  Heraclitus,  ferious  wretch,  return. 
In  louder  grief  our  greater  crimes  to  mourn. 
Eitween  you  both  I  unconcern'd  (land  by: 
Huit,  can  I  laugh  .^  and  honed,  need  1  try  ? 
ffij 
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ON  MY  BIRTH-DAY,  July  ai. 

I. 

I,  MY  dear,  was  born  to-day. 

So  all  my  jolly  comrades  fay  ; 

They  bring  me  mufic,  wreaths,  and  mirth, 

And  aflc  to  celebrate  my  birth  : 

Little,  alas  1  my  comrades  know 

That  I  was  born  to  pain  and  woe ; 

Better  I  had  ne'er  been  born : 

I  wifli  to  die  ev'n  whilft  I  fay, 

I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day. 

II. 
I,  my  dear,  was  born  to-day ; 
Shall  I  falute  the  rifing  ray  ? 
"Well-fpring  of  all  my  joy  and  woe, 
Clotilda,  *  thou  alone  doft  know  : 
Shall  the  wreath  furround  my  hair? 
Or  fhall  the  mufic  pleafe  my  ear  ? 
Shall  I  my  comrades  mirth  receive, 
And  hldb  my  birth,  and  wifli  to  live  ? 
Then  let  me  fee  great  Venus  chafe 
Imperious  anger  fr:m  thy  face  ; 
Then  let  me  hear  thee  fmiling  fay. 
Thou,  my  dear,  wert  born  tc-day. 


EPITAPH,  EXTEMPORE. 

Nobles  and  heralds,  by  your  leave. 

Here  lies  what  once  was  Matthev/  Prior, 

The  fon  of  Adam  and  of  Eve  ; 

Can  Bourbon  or  Naffau  claim  higher  ? 


FOR  MY  OWN  TOMBSTONE. 

To  me  'twas  gitfen  to  die  :  to  thee  'tis  given 
To  live  :  alas  !  one  moment  fets  us  even. 
Mark  !  how  impartial  is  the  will  of  heaven  1 


FOR  MY  OWN  MONUMENT. 

I. 

As  do<3;orsgive  phyfic  by  way  of  prevention, 
Mat,  alive  and  in   health,  cf  his  tombllone  took 

care; 
For  delays  are  unfafe,  and  his  pious  intention 
May  haply  be  never  fulfiU'd  by  his  heir. 
II. 
Then  take  Mat's  word  for  it,  the  fciilptor  is  paid  ; 
That  the  figure  is  fine,  pray  believe  your  own 
eye ; 
Yet  credit  but  lightly  what  more  may  be  faid. 
For  we  flatter  ourfclves,  and  teach  marble  to  lie. 
III. 
Yet,  counting  as  far  as  to  fifty  his  years, 

His  virtues  and  vices  were  as  other  men's  are; 
H^gh  hopes  he  conceiv'd,  and  he  fmother'd  great 
fears. 
In  a  life  party-colour'd,  half  pleafurc,  half  care. 

«  Mr(.  Anne  Durham- 


Nor  to  bufinefs  a  drudge,  nor  to  fatfllon  a  flave, 
He  ftrove  to  make  intereft  and  freedom  agree ; 

In  public  employments  induUrious  and  grave. 
And  alone  with   his  friends,  lord,  how  merry 
was  he ! 

V. 

Now  in  equipage  ftately,now  humbly  on  foot, 

Both  fortunes  he  try'd,  but  to  neither  would 

truft ;  [bout. 

And  whirl'd  in  the  round,  as  the  wheel  turn'd  a- 

He  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knew  man  was 

but  dull. 

VI. 

This  verfe  little  polifli'd,  though  mighty  fincere. 
Sets  neither  his  titles  nor  merit  to  view  ; 

It  fays  that  his  relicks  colledled  lie  here,         [true. 
And  no  mortal  yet  knows  too  if  this  may  be 

VII. 

Fierce  robbers  there  are  that  infeft  the  highway, 
Sn  Mat  may  be  kiir<i,and  his  bones  never  found; 

Falfe  witnefs  at  cuurt,  and  fierce  tempefts  at  fea, 
So  Mat  may  yet  chance  to  be  hang'd,  or  be 
drown'd. 

VIII. 

If  his  bones  lie  in  earth,  roll  in  fea,  fly  in  air. 
To  fate  we  muft  yield,  and  the  thing  is  the  fame. 

And  if  paffing  thou  giv'ft;  him  a  fmile,  or  a  tear. 
He  cares  not — yet  pr'ythee  be  kind  to  his  fame. 


GUALTERUS  DANISTONUS  AD  AMICOS. 

DuM  ftudeo  fungi  fallentis  munere  vitje, 

Adfecftoque  viam  fedibus  Elyfiis, 
AriSoa  tiorens  fophia,  Samifque  fuperbus 

Difcipiilis,  animas  morte  carere  cano. 
Has  ego  corporibus  profugas  ad  fidera  mitto; 

Sideraque  ingrefiis  otia  blanda  dico  ; 
Qualia  convcniunt  Divis,  queis  fata  volebant 

Vitae  f:ici!es  moUiter  ire  vias  : 
Vinaque  Ccslicolis  media  inter  guadia  libo; 

E:  me  quid  majus  fufpicor  effe  viro. 
Sed  fucrint  nuUi  forfan,  qui>s  fpondeo,  coeli ; 

Nullaqr.e  fint  Uiiis  numina,  nulla  Jovis: 
Fabula  fit  terris  agitur  qua;  vita  relidtis; 

Quique  fuperfles.  Homo  ;  qui  nihil,  efto  Deus. 
Attamcn  efie  hilares,  et  inanes  mittere  curas 

Proderit,  ac  vitK  commoditate  frui, 
Et  feftos  agitaffe  dies,  xvique  fugacis 

Tempora  perpetuis  detinuiffe  jocis. 
His  me  parentem  prjeceptis  occupit  Orcus. 

Et  Mors  ;  feu  Divum,  feu  nihil,  effe  velit : 
Nam  ibphia  ars  ilia  eft,  qua  fallere  fuaviter  horai 

Admonet,  atque  Orci  non  timuiffe  minas. 


IMITATED. 

Studiovs  the  bufy  moments  to  deceive, 
That  fleet  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 
I  credit  what  the  Grecian  didlates  fay. 
And  Saniian  foundi  o'er  Scotia's  hills  convey. 
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When  mortal  man  refigns  his  tranfient  breath, 
The  body  only  I  give  o'er  to  death. 
The  parts  diffolv'd  and  broken  frame  1  mourn  : 
What  came  from  earth  I  fee  to  earth  return. 
The  immaterial  part,  th'  sethercal  foul, 
Nor  can  change  vanquifh,  nor  can  death  control. 
Glad  I  releafe  it  from  its  partner's  cares, 
And  bid  good  angels  waft  it  to  the  flars. 
Then  in  the  flowing  bowl  I  drown  thofe  lighs, 
Which,  fpite  ©f  wifdom,  from  our  weaknefs  rife. 
The  draught  to  the  dead's  memory  I  commend, 
And  offer  to  thee  now,  inmiortal  friend. 
But  if,  oppos'd  to  what  my  thoughts  approve, 
Nor  Pluto's  rage  there  be,  nor  power  of  Jove; 
On  its  dark  fide  if  thou  the  profpeft  take  ; 
Grant  all  forgot  beyond  black  Lethe's  lake  ; 
In  total  death  fuppofe  the  mortal  lie, 
No  new  hereafter,  nor  a  future  Iky  : 
Yet  bear  thy  lot  content ;  yet  ceafe  to  grieve  : 
Why,  ere  death  comes,  doft  thou  forbear  to  live  ? 
The  little  time  thou  haft,  'twixt  inftant  now^ 
And  fate's  approach,  is  all  the  gods  allow  : 
And  of  this  little  haft  thou  aught  to  fpare 
To  fad  refleftion,  and  corroding  care  ? 
The  moments  paft,  if  thou  art  wi!e,  retrieve 
With  pleafant  memory  of  the  blifs  they  gave. 
The  prefent  hours  in  prefent  mirth  employ. 
And  bribe  the  future  with  the  hopes  of  joy  : 
The  future  (few  or  more,  howe'cr  they  be)        "^ 
Were  deftin'd  erft  ;  nor  can  by  fate's  decree         > 
Be  now  cut  oiF  betwixt  the  grave  and  thee.         j 


THE  FIRST  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS. 

TO  JUPITER. 

While  we  to  Jove  feledl  the  holy  viflim, 

Whom  apter  (hall  we  fnig,  than  Jove  himfelf, 

The  god  for  ever  great,  for  ever  king, 

Who  flew  the  earth-born  race,  and  meafures  right 

To  heaven's  great  habitants  ?  Didxan  hear'ft  thou 

More  joyful,  or  I^ycajan,  long  difpute 

And  various  thought  has  trac'd.     On  Ida's  mount, 

Or  Difte,  ftudious  of  his  country's  praife. 

The  Cretan  boafts  thy  natal  place  :   but  oft* 

He  meets  reproof  deferv'd  :   for  he  prefumptuous 

Has  built  a_tomb  for  th«e,  who  never  know'ft 

To  die,  but  liv'ft  the  fame  to-day  and  ever. 

Arcadian  therefore  be  thy  birth  :  Great  Rhea, 

Pregnant  to  high  Parrhafia's  cliffs  retir'd, 

And  wild  Lycsus,  black  with  ftiading  pines  : 

Holy  retreat !  fithence  no  female  hither, 

Confcious  of  focial  love  and  nature's  rites, 

Muft  dare  approach,  from  the  inferior  reptile 

To  woman,  form  divine.     There  the  bleft  parent 

Ungirt  her  fpacious  bofom,  and  difcharg'd 

The  ponderous  birth ;  {he  fought  a  neighbouring 

fpring 
To  wafh  the  recent  babe  ;  in  vain  :  Arcadia, 
(However  ftreamy)  now  aduft  and  dry, 
Deny'd  the  goddefs  water;  where  deep  Melas 
And  rocky  Gratis  flow,  the  chariot  fuiok'd, 
Obfcure  with  rifing  duft  :  the  thirfty  traveller 


In  vain  requlr'd  the  current,  then  imprlfon'd 
In  fubterraneous  caverns  :  forefts  grew 
Upon  the  barren  hollows,  high  o'erlhadinjj 
The  haunts  of  favage  beafts,  \vhere  now  laon 
And  Erimanth  incline  their  friendly  urns. 

Thou  too,  O  earth,  great  Rhea  faid,  bring  forth; 
And  fbort  fball  be  thy  pangs.     She  faid ;  and  high 
She  rear'd  her  arm,  and  with  her  fceptre  ftruck 
1  he  yawning  cliff ;  from  its  difparted  height 
Adown  the  mount  the  j^-uihing  torrent  ran, 
And  cheer'd  the  vallies  :  there  the  heavenly  motber 
Bath'd,  mighty  king,  thy  tender  limbs :  flie  wrapt 

them 
In  purple  bands :  flie  gave  the  precious  pledge 
To  prudent  Neda,  charging  her  to  guard  thee, 
Careful  and  lecret;  Ned',  of  the  nymphs 
That  tender  the  great  birch,  next  Philyre 
And  Styx,  the  eldeft.     Smiling,  fhe  receiv'd  thee, 
And,  confcious  of  the  grace,  abfolv'd  her  truft  : 
Not  unrewarded  ;  lince  the  river  bnre 
The  favourite  virgin's  name ;  fair  Neda  rolls 
By  Leprion's  ancient  walls,  a  fruitful  ftream. 
Faft  by  her  flowery  bank  the  fons  of  Areas, 
Favourites  of  Heaven,  with  happy  care  protecSt 
Their  fleecy  charge  ;  and  joyous  drink  her  wave. 

Thee,    god,   to  Cnoffus    Neda    brought;    the 
nymphs 
And  Corybantes  thee,  their  facred  charge, 
Receiv'd  :  Adrafte  rock'd  thy  golden  cradle  : 
The  goat,  now  bright  amidft  her  fellow-ftars. 
Kind  Amalthea,  reach'd  her  teat  diftent 
M'^ith  milk,  thy  early  food  :  the  fedulous  bee, 
Diftill'd  her  honey  on  thy  purple  lips. 

Around,  the  fierce  Curetes  (order  folemn 
To  thy  fore-knowing  mother  \)  trod  tumultuous 
Their  myftic  dance,  and  clang 'd  their  founding 

arms, 
Induftrious  with  the  warlike  din  to  quell 
l^hj  infant  cries,  and  mock  the  ear  of  Saturn  : 
Swifr  growth  and  wondrous  grace,  O  heavenly  JovC| 
Waited  thy  blooming  years  :   inventive  wit, 
And  |.?erfe(5l  judgment,  crown'd  thy  youthful  a<5l. 
'I'hat  Saturn's  fons  receiv'd  the  three-fold  empire 
Of  heaven,  of  ocean,  and  deep  hell  bcueach. 
As  the  dark  urn  and  chance  of  lot  d6termin'd. 
Old  poets  mention,  fabling.     Things  of  moment, 
Well  nigh  equivalent  and  neighbouring  value. 
By  lilt  are  parted  :  but  hij;h  heaven,  thy  Ihare, 
In  equal  balance  laid  'gaiuft  fea  or  hell, 
I'lings  up  the  :dverfe  .""cale,  and  fliuns  proportion. 
Wherefore   not   chance,    but    power    above  thy 

brethren, 
Exalted  thee  their  king.     When  thy  great  will 
Commands  thy  chariot  forth,  impetuous  ftrength 
And  fiery  fwiftnefs  vi'ing  the  rapid  wheels, 
Inceffant ;  high  the  eagle  flies  before  thee. 
And  oh  1  as  I  and  mine  confult  thy  augur. 
Grant  the  glad  omen;  let  thy  favourite  rife 
Propitious,  ever  foaring  from  the  right. 

Thou  to  the  leffer  gods  haft  weW  affign'd 
Their  proper  {hares  of  power  ;  thy  own,  great  Jove, 
Boundlefs  and  univerfal.     Thofe  who  labour 
The  fweaty  forge,  who  edge  the  crooked  fcythe. 
Bend  ftubborn  fteel,  and  harden  gleening  armour, 
Acknowkdge  Vulcan's  aid.     The  early  hunter 
F  £  iij 
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Biefles  Diana's  hand,  who  leads  him  fafe 

O'er  hanging  cliffs,  who  fpreads  his  net  fuccefsful, 

And  guides  the  arrow  through  the  panther's  heart. 

The  fildier,  from  fuccefsful  camps  returning 

With  laurel  wrea(Ti'd,  and  rich  with  hofllle  fpoil. 

Severs  the  bull  to  Mars      The  Ikilful  bard, 

Striking  the  Thracian  harp,  invokes  Apollo, 

To  make  his  hero  and  himfclf  immortal. 

Thoft,  mighty  Jove,  mean  time,  thy  glorious  c^re, 

"Who  model  nations,  publifh  laws,  annoui'ce 

Or  life  or  death,  and  found  or  change  the  empire. 

iMan  owns  the  power  of  kings;  and  kings  of  Jove. 

And,  as  their  acftions  tend  fubordinate 
To  what  thy  will  defigns,  thou  giv'ft  the  means 
Proportion'd  to  the  work;  thou  feeft:  impartial 
How  they  thofe  means  employ.  Each  monarch  rules 
His  different  realm,  accountable  to  thee, 
Great  ruler  of  the  world  :  thefe  only  have 
To  fpeak  and  be  obey'd  ;  to  thofe  are  given 
Afliflant  days  to  ripen  the  defign; 
To  fome  whole  months,  revolving  years  to  fome  ; 
Others,  ill-fated,  are  condcmn'd  to  toil 
Their  tedioas  life,  and  mourn  their  purpofc  blafted 
"With  fruitlefs  aft,  and  impotence  of  couDcil. 

Hail !  greatefl  fon  of  Saturn,  wife  difpofer 
Of  every  good  :  thy  praife  what  man  yet  born 
Has  fung  ?  or  who  that  may  be  born  fnall  fing  ? 
Again,  and  often  hail !  indulge  cur  prayer, 
Great  father  !  grant  us  virtue,  grant  u>  wealth  : 
ior,  without  virtue,  wealth  no  man  avails  not ; 
And  virtue  without  wealth  exerts  lefs  power, 
And  lefs  diffufcs  good.     Then  grant  us,  gracious, 
,Tirtue  and  wealth ;  for  both  arc  of  thy  gift  1 


THE  SECOND  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS. 

TO  APOLLO. 

^A  '.  how  the  laurel,  great  Apollo's  tree, 
And  all  the  cavern  fliakes !  far  off,  far  off, 
The  man  that  is  unhallow'd  :  for  the  god, 
The  god  approaches.    Hark  !  he  knocks;  the  gates 
Feel  the  glad  impulfe ;  and  the  fcver'd  bars 
S'.ibmiffive  clink  againft  thtir  bra^ien  portals. 
Why  do  the  Delian  palms  incline  their  boughs, 
Self-mov'd  ?  and  hovering  fwans,  their  throats  re- 

leas'd 
From  native  filence,  carol  founds  harmonious  ? 

Begin,  young  men,  the  hymn  :  jet'all  your  harps 
Break  thtir  inglorious  filcnce  ;  and  the  dance, 
In  myftic  numbers  trod,  explain  the  mufic. 
3ut  firft,  by  ardent  prayer,  and  clear  luflration, 
I-urge  the  contagious  fpois  of  human  wcaknefs : 
Impure  no  mortal  can  behold  Apollo. 
So  may  ye  fiourifli,  favour'd  by  the  god, 
In  youth  with  happy  nuptials;  and  in  age 
With  filver  hair,  and  fair  dcfccnt  of  children  I 
So  lay  foundations  fir  ai'piring  cities. 
And  blefs  your  fpreading  colonies  increafe  1 

Pay  facred  reverence  to  Apollo's  fong  ; 
Lefl  wrathful  the  far-fhooting  god  emit 
His  fatal  arrows.     Siknt  nature  ilands ; 
>A.ijd  fcas  iubfide,  obedient  to  the  found 


Of  16,  lo  Pean  I  nor  dares  Thetis 
Ijonger  bewail  her  lov'd  Achilles'  death ; 
For  Phcebus  was  his  foe.     Nor  muft  fad  Niobe 
In  fruitlefs  forrow  pcrfevere,  or  weep 
Ev'n  through  the  Phrygian  marble.     Haplefs  mo- 
ther ! 
Whofe  fondnefs  could  compare  her  m'-rtal  offspring 
To  thofe  which  fair  Latrna  bore  to  Jove. 
16  !  again  repeat  ye,  15  Pean  '■ 

Againft  the  Deity  'tis  hard  to  drive. 
He,  that  refifts  the  power  of  Ptolemy, 
Refifts  the  power  of  heaven;  for  p.iwer  from  heaven 
Derives ;  and  monarchs  rule  by  gods  appointed. 

Recite  Apollo's  praife,  till  night  draws  on. 
The  ditty  Itill  unfinifh'd  ;  and  the  day 
Unequal  to  the  godhead's  attributes 
Various,  and  matter  copious  of  your  fongs. 

Sublime  at  Jove's  right  hand  Apollo  fits, 
And  thence  diltributes  honour,  gracious  king. 
And  theme  of  verfe  perpetual.     From  his  robe 
Flows  light  ineffable  :  his  harp,  his  quiver, 
And  Lidlian  bovi',  are  gold  :   with  golden  fandals 
His  feet  are  fliod  ;  how  rich  :  how  beautiful ! 
Beneath  his  fleps  the  yellow  mineral  rifes, 
And  earth  reveals  her  treafures.  Yf'Uth  and  beauty 
Eternal  deck  his  cheeks  ;  from  his  fair  head 
Perfumes  diftill  their  fweets  ;  and  cheerful  health, 
His  duteous  handmaid,  through  the  air  improv'd, 
With  lavifli  hand  diffufes  fcents  ambrofial. 

The  fpearman's  arm  by  thee,  great  god,  diredted, 
Sends  forth  a  certain  wound.      The  laurel'd  hard, 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  compofes  verfe  immortal. 
Taught  by  thy  art  divine,  the  fage  phyfician 
Eludes  the  urn  ;  and  chains  or  exiles  death 

Thee,  Nomian,  we  adore  ;  for  that,  from  heavei^ 
Defcending,  thou  on  fair  Amphryfus'  banks 
Didft  guard  Admetus,'  herds.     Sithence  the  cow 
Produc'd  an  ampler  ftore  of  milk  ;  the  fiie-goat 
Not  without  pain  dragg'd  her  diftended  udder; 
And  ewes,  that  erft  brought  forth  but  fingle  lambs, 
Now  dropp'd  their  two-fold  burthens.     Bleft  the 

cattle," 
On  which  Apollo  caft  his  favouring  eye  I 

But.  Phoebus,  thou  to  man  beneficent, 
Delight'ff  in  building  cities.     Bright  Diana, 
Kind  fifter  to  thy  infant  deity, 
New-wean'd,  and  juft  arifing  from  the  cradle, 
Brought  hunted  vvild-goats  heads,  and  branching 

antlers 
Of  flags,  the  fruit  and  honour  of  her  toil. 
Thefe  with  difcerning  hand  thou  kiiew'ft  to  range 
(^Young  as  thou  waft),   and  in  the  well-fram'd 

models, 
With  emblematic  fkill,  and  myflic  order. 
Thou  fhow'ft  where  towers  or  battlements  fliould 
rife,  [compafs : 

Where  gates  fhould  open,  or  where  walls  fhould. 
While  from  thy  childiih  paftin.e  man  receiv'd 
The  future  flrength  and  ornament  of  nations, 

Battus,  our  grcr.t  progenitor,  nowtouch'd 
Thy  Libyan  flrand  ;  when  the  foreboding  cro\y 
Flew  on  the  right  befi-re  the  people,  marking 
The  country  dcflin'd  the  aufp  cious  feat 
Of  future  kings,  and  favour  of  the  god, 
Whofe  oaih  is  fure,  and  proaiife  fl.and»  eteraaL 
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Or  Bocdromtan  hear'fl;  thou  pleas'd,  or  Clarian 
Phoebup,  great  king  ?  for  different  are  thy  names, 
As  thy  kind  hand  has  f>nindtd  many  cities, 
Or  dealt  benign  thy  various  gifts  to  man. 
Carnean  let  me  call  thee ;  for  my  country 
Calls  thee  Carnean  ;  the  fair  col.ny 
Thrice  by  thy  gracious  guidance  was  tranfported, 
Ere  fettled  in  Cryene  ;  there  w'  appointed 
Thy  annual  feafts,  kind  god,  and  blefs  thy  altars 
Smoking  with  hecatombs  of  flaughter'd  bulls, 
As  Carnus,  thy  high  prieft  and  favour'd  friend, 
Had  erft  ordain'd ;  and  wifh  myfterious  rites, 
Our  great  forefathers  taught  their  fons  to  worfhip. 
16  Carnem  Phcebns !    16  Pean  1 

The  yellow  corocus  there  and  fair  narcilTus 
Reftrve  the  honours  of  their  winter-fture, 
To  deck  thy  temple;   till  returning  fpring 
Diffufes  Nature'^  various  pride  ;  and  flowers 
Innumerable,  by  the  foft  fouth-weft 
Open'd,  and  gather'd  by  religious  hands, 
Rebound  their  fweets  from  th'  odoriferous  pave- 
ment. 
Perpetual  fires  fhine  hallow'd  on  thy  altars, 
When  annual  the  Carnean  feart  ii  held , 
The  warlike  Libyans,  clad  in  armour,  lead     [beat 
The  dance  ;  with  clanging  fwords  and  (hields  they 
The  dreadful  meafure  :  in  the  chorus  join 
Their  women,  brown  but  beautiful  :  fuch  rites 
To  thee  well  pleafing.     Nor  had  yet  thy  votaries, 
From  Greece  tranfplanted,  touch'd  Cyrene's  banks, 
And  lands  detcmin'd  for  their  laft  abodes; 
But  wander'd  through  Azilis'  horrid  foreft 
Difpers'd;  when  from  Myrtufa's  craggy  brow, 
Fond  of  the  maid,  aufpicious  to  the  city. 
Which  mufl  hereafter  bear  her  favour'd  name. 
Thou  gracious  deign'ft  to  let  the  fair  one  view 
Her  typic  people  ;  thou  with  pleafure  taught'fl  her 
To  draw  the  bow,  to  flay  the  ftiaggy  lion, 
And  ftop  the  fpreading  ruin  of  the  plains, 
Happy  the  nymph,  who,  honour'd  by  thy  pafHon, 
Was  aided  by  thy  power  •    f  h    monftrous  Python 
Purft  tempt  thy  wrath  in  vain  :  for  dead  he  fell, 
To  thy  great  ftrength  and  golden  arms  unequal. 

lo  !   while  thy  unerring  hand  elanc'd 
Another,  and  another  dart;  the  people 
Joyfully  repeated  lo  1   15  Pean  1 
Fiance  the  dart,  Apollo  :  for  the  fafety 
And  health  of  man,  gracious  thy  mother  bore  thee. 

Envy,  thy  latefl  foe,  fuggeiled  thus : 
Like  thee  I  am  a  power  immortal ;  therefore 
To  thee  dare  fpeak.  How  canft  thou  favour  partial 
Thofe  poets  who  write  little  ?  Vaft  and  gireat 
Is  what  I  love  :  the  far-extended  ocean 
To  a  fmall  rivulet  I  prefer.     Apollo 
Spurn'd  Envy  with  his  foot ;  and  thus  the  god  : 
Daemon,  the  head-long  current  of  Euphrates, 
AITyrian  river,  copious  run»,  but  muddy; 
And  carries  forward  witti  his  (lupid  force 
Polluti'ng  dirt ;  his  torrent  ftill  augmenting. 
His  wave  ftill  more  defii'd  :  meanwhile  the  nymphs 
MelifTan,  facred  and  reclufe  to  Ceres, 
Studious  to  have  their  ofl'erings  well  receiv'd, 
And  fit  for  heavenly  ufe,  from  little  urns 
Pour  ftreams  fcitdl,  and  purity  of  waters. 
Ip ;  Apollo,  mighty  king,  let  envy 


Ill-judging  and  verbofe,  from  Lethe's  lake 
Draw  tuns  unmeafurable ;  while  thy  favour 
Adminifters  to  my  ambiti.'us  thirft 
The  wholefome  draught  from  '  \j^anippe's  fpring 
Genuine,  and  with  foft  murmurs  gently  rilling 
Adown  the  mountains  where  thy  daughters  haunt* 


CHARITY. 


A  PARAPHRASE    ON    THE  THIRTEENTH  CHAPTER 
OF  THE  FIRST   EPISTLE    fO   THE  CORINTHIANS. 

Did  fweeter  founds  adorn  my  fl  iwing  tongue, 
Than  ever  man  pronounc'd,  or  angel-,  fuiig  ; 
Had  I  all  knowledge,  human  and  divine. 
That  thought  can  reach,  or  fcience  can  define  ; 
And  had  I  power  to  give  that  knowledge  birth, 
In  all  the  fpeechcs  of  the  babbling  earth  ; 
Did  ahadrach's  zeal  my  glo^fing  bread  infpire, 
To  weary  tortures,  and  rejoice  in  fire  ; 
Or  had  I  faith  like  that  which  Ifrael  faw 
When  M  lies  gave  them  miracles  and  law  : 
Yet,  gracious  Charity     indultrent  guefl:, 
Were  not  thy  po  ver  exened  m  my  breaft, 
rh  fe  fpceche^  would  fend  up  unheeded  prayer  J 
That  fcorn  of  life  would  be  but  wild  defpair; 
A.  tymbai's  found  were  better  tha  i  my  voice; 
My  faith  k^ere  form,  my  eloquence  were  noife* 

Charity,  decent,  modeft,  eafy,  kind, 
Softens  the  high    and  rears  the  abjecSt  mind. 
Knows  with  jiifl;  reins  and  gentle  hand  to  guide 
Berwixt  vile  fhame  and  arbitrary  pride. 
Not  foon  pr  vok'd   fhe  eafiiy  forgives; 
And  much  (he  fufFers,  as  ftie  mucli  believes. 
Soft  peace  {he  brings  wherever  fhe  a  rives; 
She  builds  our  quiet,  as  Iho  forms  our  lives  ; 
Lays  the  rough  paths  of  pecvifh  na  ure  even. 
And  opens  in  each  heart  a  little  heaven. 

Each  other  gift,  which  God  on  man  beftows, 
Its  proper  bound  and  due  refl;ri(ftion  knows; 
To  one  fixt  purpole  dedicates  its  power. 
And,  finifhing  its  adl,  exills  no  more. 
Thus,  in  obedience  to  what  Heaven  decrees. 
Knowledge  fhall  fail,  and  prophecy  fhall  ceafe; 
Butlaftmg  Charity's  more  ample  fway, 
Nor  bound  by  time,  nor  fubjedl  'o  decay. 
In  happy  triumph  fhall  for  ever  live,  fceiTej 

And  endlels  good  diffbfe,  and  endlefs  praife  re- 

As,  through  the  artill's  inrervening  glafs, 
Our  eye  obferves  the  diftant  planets  pals, 
A  little  we  difcover,  but  allow 
That  more  remains  unfeen,  than  art  can  (how  : 
So,  whilft  our  mind  its  knowledge  would  improve 
(Its  feeble  eye  intent  on  things  above). 
High  as  we  may,  we  lift  our  reafon  up. 
By  faith  diredled,  and  confirm'd  by  hope  : 
Yet  we  are  able  only  to  furvey 
Dawning  of  beams,  and  promiles  of  day. 
Heaven's  fuller  efQuence  mocks  our  dazzled  fight  j 
Too  great  its  fwiftnefs,  and  too  (trong  its  light. 
But  foon  the  mediate  ciouds  fhall  be  difpeli'dj 
The  fun  (hall  foon  be  f^ice  to  face  beheld. 
In  all  his  robes,  with  all  his  glory  on. 
Seated  fublinje  oil  his  meridi.in  thxous.  __ 
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Then  conftant  faith  and  holy  hope  ftiall  die, 
One  I'/fl-  in  certainty,  and  one  in  jf>y  : 
■Whi'.ft  thou,  mo  e  happy  power,  fair  Charity, 
Triumphant  fifter,  greatcft  of  the  three, 
Thy  office  and  thy  nature  fliil  the  fame, 
Laftingr  thy  lamp,  and  unconfum'd  thy  flame, 
Shalt  ftiil  furvive — 

Shalt  ftand  before  the  hoft  of  heaven  confeft, 
forever  blefling,  and  for  everbleft. 


CUPID  IN  AMBUSH. 


It  oft'  to  many  has  fuccefsful  been. 

Upon  his  arm  to  let  his  miftrefs  lean, 

Or  with  her  airy  fan  to  cool  her  heat. 

Or  gently  fqueeze  her  knees,  or  prefs  her  feet. 

All  public  fports,  to  favour  young  defire, 

"With  opportunities  like  this  confpire. 

Ev'n  where  his  flcill  the  gladiator  {hows, 

With  human  blood  where  the  Arena  flows ; 

There  oftentimes  love's  quiver-bearing  boy 

Prepares  his  bow  and  arrows  to  deftry  : 

While  the  fpecftator  gazes  on  the  fight, 

And  fees  them  wound  each  other  with  delight ; 

While  he  his  pretty  miiirefs  entertains. 

And  wagers  with  her  who  the  conquefl  gains  ; 

Slily  the  God  takes  aim,  and  hits  his  heart. 

And  in  the  wounds  he  fees  he  bears  his  part. 


ENGRAVED  ON  A  COLUMN 

IN    THE 

CHURCH  OF  HALLSTEAD  IN  ESSEX; 
7be  S^irc  of  ivhich^  bu  nt  doivn  hy  Lightning,  ivas  re- 

hi:ilt  at  tbc  expenc    of  Mr   Samuel  Fijk  ,  1 7 1 7 . 
View  nor  this  fpire  by  nieafuie  given 

To  buildings  rais'd  by  common  hands  : 
That  fabric  riles  high  asiicaven, 

Whofc  bafn  on  devotion  ftands, 
Wfiile  yet  we  draw  this  vital  breath, 

We  can  our  faith  and  hope  declare ; 
But  charity  beyond  ou'  death 

Will  ever  in  nur  works  appear. 
Eeft  be  he  call'd  among  good  men, 

Whf)  \r  his  God  thjs  column  rais'd  : 
Thi^ugh  !ightni:.g  ftrike  the  dome  again. 

The  mat.,  who  built  it,  fhall  be  prais'd; 
Yet  fpires  and  towers  i..  dud  fhall  lie. 

The  weak  efforis  of  human  jains; 
And  fai'l.  am)  hope  themfclves  fhall  die, 

While  deathlef's  charity  remains. 

ALMA: 

OR, 

THE  PROGRESfi  OF  THE  MIND. 
IN  THiiEE  can;os. 
XlaPtayiXi^l,  -at  »rav>  xom,  xa'i  va^la.  to /^mf 
Ti»y}ti  ycif  t|  oiXo-yuv  17]  tu  y4'yvofiiva- 

Inccrt.  ap.  btobxum, 
CANTO     I. 

Matthew  *  met  Richard  f,  when  or  were 
i'loi.   <lc.  y  is  not  mighty  clear  : 

*  Hipnfalfc  ^-  Mr.  Shelton, 


Of  many  knotty  points  they  fpoke,  ' 
And  ^ro  and  loii  by  turns  they  took. 
Rats  half  the  manufcript  have  eat  : 
Dire  hunger  !  which  we  flill  regret. 
O  I   may  they  ne'er  again  digcft  ■ 

The  horrors  of  fo  fad  a  feaft  ! 
Yet  lefs  onr  grief,  if  what  remains. 
Dear  Jacob  ||,  by  thy  care  and  pains 
Shall  be  to  future  times  convey'd. 
It  thus  begins: 

*   *  *   •  Here  Matthew  faid,  ' 

Alma  in  verfe,  in  profe  the  mind, 
By  Ariflotle's  pen  defin'd, 
Throughout  the  body  fquat  or  tall. 
Is,  honafde,  all  in  all. 
And  yet,  flap-dafh,  is  all  again 
In  every  finew,  ntrve.  and  vein  : 
Runs  here  and  there,  like  Hamlet's  ghoft  ; 
While  every  where  fhe.  rules  the  roaft. 

Thif, fyfem,  Richard,  we  are  told. 
The  men  of  Oxford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wit?,  you  know,  deny 
With  ipfe  dixit  to  comply. 
They  fay  (for  in  good  truth  they  fpeak 
With  fmall  rcfpedl  of  that  old  Greek), 
That,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder- 
Alma,  they  flrenuoufly  maintain, 
Sits  cock-horfe  on  her  throne  the  brain  ; 
And  from  that  feat  of  thought  difpenfes 
Her  fovereign  plcafure  to  the  fenfes. 
Two  optic  nerves,  they  fay,  fhe  ties, 
Like  fpe(ftaclcs,  acrols  the  eyes; 
By  which  the  fpirits  bring  her  word, 
Whene'er  the  balls  are  fix'd  or  flirr'd. 
How  quii:k  at  park  and  play  they  ftrike  : 
The  duke  they  court ;  the  toafl  they  like; 
And  at  bt.  James's  turn  their  grace 
From  former  friends  now  cut  of  place. 

Without  thcfe  aids,  to  be  more  ferious. 
Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious  : 
The  eyes  might  have  confpir'd  her  ruin. 
And  flie  not  knnwn  what  they  were  doing. 
Foolifli  It  had  been,  and  unkind, 
That  they  fhould  fee,  and  flie  Pe  blind. 

Wife  narure  likewife,  they  fuppofe. 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  nofe  : 
Could  Alma  elfe,  with  judgment  tell 
When  caLkige  flinks,  o;  lof.,  fmell  i 
Or  who  would  afk  for  her  opinion 
Between  an  o^fjler  and  an  onion  ? 
For  from  moft  bodies,  Dick,  you  know. 
Some  little  bits  aflv  leave  to  flow  ; 
And,  as  through  thefe  canals  they  roll, 
Bring  up  a  fample  of  the  whole  ; 
Like  footmen  running  before  coaches, 
To  tell  the  Inn,  what  Lord  approaches. 

By  neives  about  our  palate  plac'd, 
She  likewife  judges  cf  the  tafte. 
Elfe  (dilnial  thought  !)  our  warlike  men 
Mi.uht  driiik  thick /or/  for  fine  champagne  j 
Aijd  our  ill-judging  wives  and  daughters 
Millakc  fmail-beer  for  «///■(!«•  waters, 

H  Tonfoa, 
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Hence  too,  that  flje  might  better  hear. 
She  fets  a  drum  at  either  ear  : 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harlh  or  fweet, 
Are  but  th'  alarums  which  they  beat. 

Laft,  to  enjoy  her  fenfe  of  feeling' 
(A  thing  Ihe  much  delights  to  deal  in), 
A  thouland  little  nerves  Ihe  fends 
Quite  to  out  toes,  and  fingers'  ends ; 
And  thefe  in  gratitude  again 
Return  their  fpirits  to  the  brain  ; 
In  which  -heir  figure  being  printed 
(As  juft  before,  I  think,  I  hinted), 
Alma  inform'd  can  try  the  cafe, 
As  {he  had  been  upon  the  place. 

Thus  while  the  judge  gives  difTerent  journies 
To  country  council  and  attornies, 
He  on  the  bench  in  quiet  fits. 
Deciding,  as  they  bring  the  writs. 
The  Pope  thus  prays  and  fleeps  at  Rome, 
And  very  (eldom  ftirs  from  home  : 
Yet,  lending  forth  his  holy  fpics. 
And  having  heard  what  they  advife, 
He  rules  the  church's  bleft  dominions, 
And  fets  men's  faith  by  his  opinions. 

The  fcholars  of  the  Stagynte, 
"Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight, 
Would  make  their  modern  friends  confefs 
The  difference  but  from  more  ro  lefs. 
The  mind,  fay  they,  while  you  fuflain 
To  hold  her  flation  in  the  brain  ; 
You  grant,  at  ieali,  (he  is  extended: 
irg-o  the  whole  difpute  is  ended. 
For  till  to-morrov»  fhould  you  plead. 
From  form  and  ftrudlure  >  f  the  head. 
The  mi'd  as  vilibly  is  feen 
Extended  through  ihe  wh'ile  machine. 
Why  fhould  all  h^>n'ur  then  be  ta'en 
From  lower  par  s  to  load  the  brain, 
Wrien  other  li  nbs  we  plainly  fee. 
Each  in  his  way,  as  brifk  ^s  he  ? 
For  muQc,  grant  the  head  receive  it, 
It  is  the  artift's  hand  that  gave  it ; 
And,  though  the  fkull  may  wear  the  laurel, 
The  foldier's  arm  luftains  the  quarrel. 
Beftdes,  'he  noftriis,  ears,  and  eyes, 
Are  n  t  his  parts,  but  his  allies; 
Ev'n  what  von  hear  the  tongue  proclaim 
Comes  ab  erigiite  from  them. 
Whay  could  the  head  pertorm  alone, 
If  all  their  friendly  aids,  were  gone  ? 
A  fooliih  figure  he  niuft  make ; 
Do  nothing  elfe  but  {l<;ep  and  ake. 

Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  fhowT 
How  to  the  head  the  ipirits  eo; 
Thofe  f[irits  flarted  from  fbme  goal, 
Before  they  through  the  veins  could  roll. 
Now,  we  fhould  hold  them  much  to  blame, 
If  they  went  back,  befo-e  they  came. 

If  therefore,  as  we  muft  fuppofe. 
They  came  from  fingers,  and  from  toes ; 
Or  toes,  or  fingers,  in  this  cafe. 
Of  NumfcuWs  felt  fhould  take  the  place  : 
Difputing  fair,  you  grant  thus  much, 
That  all  fenfation  i>  but  touch. 
Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water, 
Tbeir  ccrreipoiident  teeth  will  chatter} 


And,  flrike  the  bottom  of  your  feet. 
You  fet  your  head  into  a  heat. 
The  bully  beat,  and  happy  lover, 
Confefs  that  feeling  lies  all  over. 

Note  here,  Lucretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  learn  from  Creech) 
That  eyes  were  made,  but  could  not  view. 
Nor  hands  embrace,  »or  feet  purfue : 
But  heedlefs  nature  did  produce 
The  members  firft,  and  then  the  ufe. 
What  each  mufl  ait  was  yet  unknown, 
Till  all  is  mov'd  by  chance  alone. 

A  man  firft  builds  a  country-feat. 
Then  finds  the  walls  not  good  to  eat. 
Another  plants,  and  wondering  fees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  on  his  trees. 
Yet  poet  and  philofopher 
Was  he,  who  durfl  fuch  whims  aver. 
Bleft,  for  his  fake,  be  human  reafon, 
That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  feafon. 
But  no  man  fure  e'er  left  his  houfe, 

And  faddled  Ball,  with  thi-ughts  fo  wild. 
To  bring  a  midwife  to  his  fpoiife. 

Before  he  knew  fhe  was  with-child. 
And  no  man  ever  reapt  his  corn. 

Or  from  the  oven  drew  his  bread. 
Ere  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  born. 

That  taught  them  both  to  fow  and  knead. 
Before  they're  aflc'd,  can  maids  refufe? 
Can — Pray,  fays  Dick,  hold  in  your  mufc. 
While  you  Pindi'.nc  truths  rehearfe. 
She  hobbles  in  alternate  verfe. 
Verfe  '.  Mat  rcply'd ,   is  that  my  care  ? 
Go  on,  quoth  Richard,  fof-  and  fair. 

Tliis  looks,  friend  Dick,  as  nature  had 
But  L.vfiicis'd  Cat  fahfmans  trade; 
As  if  fhe  haply  had  iat  down. 
And  cut  out  clnthes  for  all  the  town; 
Theri  lewt  them  out  to  Mon mouth- ftreet. 
To  try  what  perfons  they  would  fit. 
But  every  free  and  licens'd  taylor 
Would  in  this  thefts  find  a  failure. 
Should  whims  like  thefe  his  head  perplex. 
How  C'.uld  he  work  for  either  fex  ? 
His  clothes,  as  atoms  might  prevail. 
Might  fit  a  pilmire,  or  a  whale. 
No,  no  :  he  views  with  ftudious  pleafure 
Your  fliape,  before  he  takes  your  meaiure. 
For  real  Kate  he  made  the  boddice, 
And  not  for  an  ideal  goddefs. 
No  error  near  his  fhop-board  lurk'd  : 
He  knew  the  folks  for  whom  he  work'd,; 
Stiil  to  their  fize  he  aim'd  his  fkill  : 
Elfe,  pr'ythee,  who  would  pay  his  bill? 

Next   Dick,  if  chance  herfelf  fhould  varf, 
Obferve.h  nv  matters  would  mifcarry  : 
Acrofi  your  eyes,  friend,  place  your  fhoes ; 
Your  fpedtacles  upon  your  toes : 
1  hen  you  acd  Memmius  fhall  agree 
How  nicely  men  would  walk,  or  fee. 

But  wildom,  peevifh  and  crofs-grain'd, 
Mult  be  oppos'd,  to  be  fuflain'd ; 
And  flill  your  knowledge  will  increafc, 
As  you  make  other  people's  lefs. 
In  arms  and  i'cience  'tis  the  fame  : 
Oar  rival's  hurts  create  our  famet 
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At  Faubert'f,  if  difpntes  arife 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prize. 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt, 
John  (hows  the  chalk  on  Robert's  coat. 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book, 
It  tells  where  other  folks  miftook  : 
And,  as  their  notion?  you  confound, 
Thofe  you  invent  get  farther  ground. 

The  commentators  on  old  Ari- 
ftotle  ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vary: 
They  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 
The  image  of  his  general  thought ; 
Jull  as  the  melancholic  eye 
Sees  fleets  and  armies  in  the  fky  ; 
And  to  the  poor  apprentice  ear 
The  bells  found,  "  Whittington  lord  mayor." 
The  conjuror  thus  explains  Wnfcheme ; 
Thus  fpirits  walk,  and  prophets  dream  ; 
jjirth  Britons  thus  hz\cfeconJ'ftght; 
And  Germans,  free  from  gun-lhot,  fight. 

Theodoret  and  Origen, 
And  fifty  other  learned  men, 
Atteft,  that,  if  their  comments  find 
The  trace-  of  their  mailer's  mind, 
Alma  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die  '. 
Thib flatly  t'o-her  itSt  deny; 
Simplicius,  Theophraft.  Durand, 
Great  names,  but  hard  in  verfe  to  ftand. 
They  wonder  men  fliould  have  miflook 
The  tenets  of  their  mailer's  b<.ok, 
And  hold,  that  Al'ua  yields  her  breath, 
O'erconie  by  age,  and  fciz'd  by  death. 
5>low  which  were  wife?  and  whichwcre  fools  ? 
Poor  Alma  fits  between  two  llools  : 
The  more  (he  reads,  the  more  perplext ; 
The  commen.  ruining  the  text : 
Now  fears,  now  hopes,  her  doubtful  fate : 
But   Richard,  let  her  look  to  that — 
Whilft  we  our  own  affairs  purfue. 

Thcfe  differe'  tfyfiems,  old  or  new, 
A  man  with  half  an  eye  may  fee, 
Were  only  form'd  to  difagree. 
Now,  to  bring  things  to  fair  coi'ckifion. 
And  fave  much  Chriftian  ink's  eflfufiuD, 
Let  me  propofe  an  he:\\iugfcheme. 
And  fail  along  the  middle  ftream  ; 
Tor,  Dick,  if  we  coi  Id  reconcile 

Old  Ariftotle  wi  h  Gaffendus,  ^ 
Kow  many  would  admire  ^  ur  toil  I 

And  yet  hew  few  would  comprehend  ns  ! 

Here,  Richard,  let  m^ fch  me  commence  : 
Oh  \  may  my  words  be  loft  in  fc'fe  1 
While  pleas'd  Thalia  deigns  to  write 
The  flips  and  bounds  of  Alma's  flight. 

My  iim'p\e  fylh ..  fliall  fu.pofe 
That  Alma  entetb  at  the  toes, 
That  thei.  flic  mount=  by  juft  degrees 
Up  to  the  ancles,  legs,  and  knees; 
Next,  as  the  lap  of  lite  does  rife, 
She  lends  her  vigour  to  the  thighs; 
And,  all  tt;efe  und»T- regions  paft. 
She  neftles  fomewhere  near  the  waift  ; 
Gives  pain  or  plcafure,  grief  or  laughter, 
As  we  fhall  ftiow  at  large  hcrfafter. 
Matu>e,  if  not  improv'd  by  tunc, 
Up  to  the  heat  flic  loves  t«  cliiab; 


From  thence,  compcll'd  by  craft  and  age^ 
She  makes  the  head  her  lateft  ftage. 

From  the  feet  upward  to  the  head- 
Pithy  and  fliort,  fays  Dick,  proceed. 

Dick,  this  is  rot  an  idle  notion  : 
Obferve  the  progrefs  of  the  motion. 
Firft,  I  demonftratively  prove 
That  feet  were  only  made  to  move; 
And  legs  dtfire  to  come  and  go, 
For  they  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Hence,  long  before  the  child  can  crawT, 
He  learns  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  fprawl : 
To  hinder  which,  your  midwife  knows 
To  bind  thofe  parts  extremely  clofe ; 
Left  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in. 
And  ftunn'd  at  her  own  chriftening's  dia. 
Fearful  of  future  grief  and  pain. 
Should  filently  fneak  out  again. 
Full  piteous  feems  young  Alma's  cafe; 
As  in  a  lucklefs  ganiefter's  place. 
She  would  not  play,  yet  muft  not  pafs. 

Again  ;  as  flie  grows  fomething  ftronger, 
And  matter's  feet  are  fwath'd  no  longer. 
If  in  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks. 
Or  fhows  his  Iocs-motive  tricks; 
Thefe  firft  aflaults,  fat  Kate  repays  him  ; 
When  half  afleep,  flie  overlays  him. 

Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
That  children  tread  this  worldly  ftage, 
Broom-ftaS"  or  poker  they  beftride, 
And  round  the  parlour  love  to  ride; 
Till  thoughtful  father's  pious  care 
Pr.)vides  his  brood,  next  Smithfield  fair. 
With  fupplemental  hobby-horfes : 
And  happy  be  their  infant  courfes  I 

Hence    for    fome  years   they    ne'er    ftani 
ftill  : 
Their  legs,  you  fee,  dircift  their  will ; 
From  opening  morn  till  fetting  fun. 
Around  the  fields  and  woods  they  run ; 
They  frilk,  and  dance,  and  leap,  and  play. 
Nor  heed  what  Freind  or  Snape  can  fay. 

To  her  next  ftage  as  Alma  flies. 
And  likes,  as  I  have  faid,  the  thighs. 
With /ymfathetic  power  (he  warms 
Their  g<iod  allies  and  friends,  the  arms; 
While  Betty  dances  on  the  green. 
And  Sufan  is  at  ftool-ball  fcen  ; 
While  Johi'  for  nine-pins  does  declare. 
And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar 
B;>th  legs  and  arms  fpontaneous  move ; 
W^hich  was  the  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

Another  motion  now  (he  makes  : 
O  need  I  name  the  feat  flie  takes? 
His  thought  quite  chang'd  the  ftripling  finds; 
The  fport  and  race  no  more  he  minds; 
Negleded  Tray  and  Pointer  lie. 
And  covies  unmolefted  fly. 
Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves. 
Aid  for  the  nymph  in  ftcret  grieves. 
In  dying  accents  he  complains 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  pains. 
The  nymph  too  longs  to  be  alone. 
Leaves  all  the  fwains  and  fighs  for  one: 
The  nymph  is  warm'd  with  young  dcfijc? 
.^d  feds,  aad  dies  to  qiucDch  his  ^e. 
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They  meet  each  evening  in  the  grove  ; 
Their  parley  but  augments  their  love  : 
So  to  the  prieft  their  cafe  they  tell : 
He  ties  the  knot ;  and  all  goes  well. 

But,  O  my  mufe,  juft  diftance  keep  ; 
Thou  at t  a  maid,  and  muft  not  peep. 
In  nine  months  time  the  boddice  loofe, 
And  ptftticoats  tou  (hort,  difclofc 
That  at  this  age  the  ad;ive  mind 
About  the  waift  lies  moll;  confin'd  ; 
And  that  young  life  and  quitkt^ning  fenfe 
Spring  from  his  influence  darted  thence. 
So  from  the  middle  of  the  world 
The  fun's  prolific  rays  are  hurlM  : 
*Tis  from  that  feat  he  darts  thofe  beams, 
Which  quicken  earth  with  genial  flames. 

Dick,  who  thus  long  had  paflive  fat. 
Here  flrok'd  his  chin,  and  cock'd  his  hat; 
Then  flapp'd  his  hand  upon  the  board, 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  his  word- 
Love's  advocates,  fweet  Sir,  would  find  him 
A  higher  place  than  you  aflign'd  him. 

Love's  advocates  I  Dick,  who  are  thofe  ?— 
The  poets,  you  may  well  fuppnfe. 
I'm  forry,  Sir,  you  have  difcarded 
The  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded, 
Profe-men  alone  f'T  private  ends, 
I  thought,  forfoolc  their  ancient  friends. 
Jn  cor  ,  illavH,  cries  Lucretius  ; 
If  he  may  be  allow'd  to  teach  us. 
The  felf-fame  thing  foft  Ovid  fays 
(A  proper  judge  iu  fuch  a  cafe). 
Horace's  phrale  is,  tar refjecur  ; 
And  happy  was  that  curious  fpeaker. 
Here  Vi'gil  too  has  plac'd  this  paffion. 
What  fij^pifies  too  long  quotation? 
In  ode  and  epic,  plain  the  cafe  is, 
That  love  holds  one  of  tliefe  two  places. 

Dick,  without  paflion  or  rcfiedlion, 
I'll  ftrait  demolifh  this  obje(5:irn. 

Firft,  poets,  all  the  world  agrees, 
Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  pleafe. 
Matter  and  figure  they  nroduce; 
For  garnifh  this,  and  that  for  ufe ; 
And,  in  the  firu6lure  of  their  feads, 
They  feek  to  feed  and  pleafe  their  guefts  : 
But  one  may  balk  this  good  intent,  , 

And  take  things  otherwife  than  meant. 
Thus,  if  you  dine  with  my  lord  mayor, 
Roaft  beef  and  venifon  is  y-ur  fare  ; 
Thence  you  proceed  to  fwan  and  buflardj 
And  perfevere  in  tart  and  cuitard ; 
But  tullip-ha'ues  and  lemon-peel 
Help  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 
And  painted  flags,  fuperb  and  neat^ 
Proclaim  you  welcome  to  the  treat. 
The  man  of  fenfe  his  meat  devours, 
But  only  fniells  the  peel  and  flowers; 
And  he  muft  be  an  idle  dreamer, 
Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  dreamer. 

That  Cupid  goes  with  bow  and  arrows, 
And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  fparrows,' 
Is  all  but  emblem,  to  acquaint  one, 
The  Ion  is  Iharp,  the  mother  vyauton. 


Such  images  have  fometimes  (hown 
A  myflic  fenfe,  but  oftener  none. 
For  who  conceives,  what  bards  devife. 
That  heaven  is  plac'd  in  Celia's  eyes; 
Or  where's  the  fenfe,  dired:  and  moral. 
That  teeth  are  pearl,  or  lips  are  coral  ? 

Your  Horace  owns,  he  various  writ. 
As  wild  or  fobcr  maggots  bit : 
And,  where  too  much  the  poet  ranted^ 
The  fage  philofopher  recanted. 
His  grave  epiftles  may  difprove 
The  wanton  odes  he  made  to  love. 

Lucretius  keep?  a  mighty  po'her 
With  Cupid  and  his  fancy'd  mother; 
Calls  her  great  queen  of  earth  and  air. 
Declares  that  winds  and  feas  obey  herj 
And,  while  her  honour  he  rehearfes. 
Implores  her  to  infpire  his  verfes. 

Yet,  free  from  this  poetic  madnefs. 
Next  page  he  fays,  in  fober  fadnefs. 
That  fliti  and  all  her  fcliow-gods 
bit  idling  in  their  high  abodes, 
Regardlefs  of  this  world  below, 
Our  health  or  hanging,  weal  or  woe; 
Nor  once  dillurb  their  ht  avenly  fpirits 
With  Scapin's  cheats,  or  Cjefar's  merits. 

Nor  e'er  can  Latin  poets  prove 
Where  lies  the  real  feat  of  love. 
Jecur  they  burn,  and  Cor  they  pierce, 
As  either  beft  fiipplies  their  verfe; 
And,  if  folks  alk  the  reafon  for't. 
Say,  one  was  long,  and  t'other  Ihort. 
Thu.-,  I  prefume,  the  Britifh  mufe 
May  take  the  freedcim  ftrangers  ufe. 
fn  profe  our  property  is  greater  : 
Why  fli.'iuld  it  then  be  lefs  in  metre  ? 
If  Cupid  throws  a  fingle  dart, 
We  make  him  wound  the  lover's  beartz 
But,  if  he  takes  his  bow  and  quiver; 
'  ris  fui  e,  he  muft  transfix  the  liver: 
Fur  rhyme  with  reafon  may  difpenfe, 
And  f  und  has  right  to  govern  fenfe. 

But  let  your  friends  in  verfe  fuppolc. 
What  ne'er  ftiall  be  allow'd  in  profe; 
Anatomijis  can  make  it  clear, 
The  liver  minds  his  own  affair ; 
Kindly  fupplies  our  public  ufes, 
And  parts  and  ftrans  the  vital  juices  ; 
Still  lays  fome  ufeful  bile  afide, 
To  tinge  the  chyle's  infipid  tide  : 
Elfe  we  fliould  want  both  gibe  and  fatyr  j 
And  all  be  hwtl  with  pure  good-nature. 
Now  gall  is  bitter  with  a  witnefs. 
And  love  is  all  delight  and  f-.veetnefs. 
My  logic  then  has  loft  its  aim. 
If  fweet  and  bitter  be  the  fame  : 
And  he,  niethinks,  is  no  great  fcholar, 
Who  can  miftakc  defire  for  chokr. 

The  like  may  of  the  heart  be  faid ; 
Courage  and  terror  there  are  bred. 
All  thofe,  whofe  heart,  are  loofe  and  loTSfj 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tatfto; 
And  mighty  phyfical  their  fear  is; 
For,  fgoQ  as  ^olfe  of  coubiit  n^ax  i^ 
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Their  heart,  dcfcending  to  their  breeches, 
Muft  give  their  ftomach  cruel  twitches. 
But  heroes,  who  o'ercome  or  die, 
Have  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high ; 
The  firings  of  which,  in  battles  heat, 
Againft  their  very  corjl  ts  beat ; 
Keep  time  with  their  own  trumpet's  meafure. 
And  yield  them  moft  exceflive  pleafure. 

Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart 
That  courage  does  itfelf  txcrt, 
'Twill  be  prodif^idus  hard  to  prove 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  L,ove. 
Would  nature  make  one  place  the  feat 
Of  fond  defire,  and  fell  debate  ? 
Muft  people  only  take  delight  in 
Thofe  hours,  when  they  are  tir'd  of  fighting  ? 
And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 
A  father,  right  to  get  a  child  ? 
Thefe  notions  then  I  think  but  idle; 
And  love  fhall  ftill  poffefs  the  middle. 

This  truth  more  plainly  to  difcovcr, 
Suppofe  your  hero  were  a  lover. 
Though  he  before  had  gall  and  rage. 
Which  death  or  conquelt  muft  affuage, 
He  grows  difpirited  and  low  ; 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  fhun";  the  foe. 

In  fcornful  floth  Achilles  flept. 
And  for  his  wench,  like  Tall  boy,  wept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  flaughter. 
Till  they  brought  back  the  parfon's  daughter. 

Antoniusfled  from  Adlium'scoaft, 
Auguftus  preffing,  Afia  loft  : 
His  fails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurl'd. 
To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world. 
Edward  our  Fourth,  rever'd  and  crown'd. 
Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd; 
While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  care, 
Defigu'd  him  Gallia's  beauteous  heir ; 
Chang'd  peace  and  power,  for  rage  and  wars, 
Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tears. — 

France's  fourth  Henry  we  may  fee 
A  fervant  to  the  fair  d'Eftree ; 
When,  quitting  Coutras'  profperous  field. 
And  fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield, 
He  from  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Difguis'd  o'er  hills  and  vallies  went. 
To  wanton  with  the  fprightly  dame  ; 
And  in  his  pleafure  loft  his  fame. 

Bold  is  the  critic  who  dares  prove 
Thefc  heroes  were  no  friends  to  love  ; 
And  bolder  he,  who  dares  aver 
That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 
Yet,  when  their  thought  fliould,  now  or  never, 
Have  rais'd  their  heart,  or  fir'd  their  livery 
Fond  Alma  to  thofe  parts  was  gone. 
Which  love  more  juftly  calls  his  own. 

Examples  i  could  cite  you  more  ; 
But  be  contented  with  thefe  four  : 
For,  when  one's  proofs  are  aptly  chofen, 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dozen. 
One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome  ; 
The  other  two  grew  nearer  homi.-. 
For  fome  in  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  moderns  write  : 
Now  I  fhould  be  extremely  loth. 
Not  to  be  thought  expert  in  both. 


CANTO    II, 

BoT  fhall  we  take  the  mufe  abroad. 
To  drori  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 
And  leave  our  fubjedl  in  the  middle. 
As  Butler  did  his  bear  and  fiddle  ? 
Yet  he,  confummate  niafter,  knew 
When  to  recede,  and  where  purfue  : 
His  noble  negligences  teach 
What  others  toils  defpair  to  reach. 
He,  perfedt  dancer,  climbs  the  rope. 
And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  : 
If,  after  fome  diftmguifh'd  leap. 
He  drops  his  pole,  and  feems  to  flip, 
Straight  gathering  all  his  aftivc  ftrength. 
He  rifes  higher  half  his  length. 
With  wonder  you  approve  his  flight. 
And  owe  your  pleafure  to  your  fright. 
But  like  poor  Andrew  1  advance, 
Falfe  mi7!2ic  of  my  matter's  dance  ; 
Around  t'ne  cord  awhile  I  fprawi, 
And  thence,  though  low,  in  earneft  fall. 

My  preface  tells  you,  I  digrefs'd  : 
He'«  half  abfolv'd  who  has  confefs'd. 

I  like,  quoth  Dick,  yowr  fimile. 
And,  in  return,  take  two  from  me. 
As  mafters  in  the  dare  obfc.re 
With  various  light  your  eyes  allure, 
A  flaming  yellow  here  they  fpread. 
Draw  off  in  blue,  or  charge  in  red; 
Yet,  from  thefe  colours  oddly  mix'd. 
Your  fight  upon  the  whole  is  fix'd  : 
Or,  as,  again,  your  courtly  dames 
(Whofe  clothes  returning  birth- day  cl^ilms) 
By  arts  improve  the  fluffs  they  vary, 
And  things  are  beft  as  moft  contrary; 
The  gown,  with  ftiff  embroidery  fhining. 
Looks  charming  with  a  flighter  lining ; 
The  out-,  if  Indian  figure  ftain. 
The  in-fide  muft  be  rich  and  plain. 
So  you  great  aathors  have  thdught  fit 
To  make  digreffion  temper  wit : 
When  arguments  too  fiercely  glare. 
You  calm  them  with  a  milder  air  : 
To  break  their  points,  you  turn  their  force, 
Ar\A  fiirbcloiv  t)M.  plain  difcouife. 

Richard,  quoth  Mat,  thefe  words  of  thine 
Speak  fomething  fly,  and  fomcthing  fine; 
But  I  fhall  e'en  refume  my  theme. 
However  thou  may'ft  praile  or  blame. 

As  people  marry  now,  and  fettle. 
Fierce  love  abates  hisufual  mettle  : 
Worldly  defires,  and  houfehold  cares, 
Difturb  the  godhead's  foft  aflairs  : 
So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes, 
In  larger  compafs  Alma  rans^es. 
This  day  below,  the  next  above. 
As  light  or  folid  whinifies  move. 
So  merchant  has  his  houfe  in  town, 
And  country-feat  near  Banfted-down  : 
From  <ine  he  dates  his  foreign  letters. 
Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors  : 
In  t'other,  at  his  hours  of  leifure. 
He  fmokes  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleafure. 
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And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Laih'd  on  by  time,  grows  tir'd  and  ftupid. 
For  ftory  and  experience  tell  us 
That  man  grows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
Epth  would  their  little  ends  fecure ; 
He  fighs  for  freedom,  fhe  for  power  : 
His  wiflies  tend  abroad  to  roam, 
And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 
Thus  paffion  flags  by  flow  degrees. 
And,  ruffled  more,  delighted  lefs, 
The  biify  mind  does  feldom  go 
To  thofe  once  charming  feats  below; 
But,  in  the  breaft  incamp'd,  prepares 
For  well-bred  feints  and  future  wars. 
The  man  fufpedls  his  lady's  crying 
(When  he  iafl:  autumn  lay  a-dying) 
Was  but  to  gain  him  to  appoint  her 
By  codicil  a  larger  jointure. 
The  woman  finds  it  all  a  trick. 
That  he  could  fwoon  when  flie  was  fick ; 
And  knows  that  in  that  grief  he  reckon'd 
On  black-ey'd  Sufan  for  his  fecond. 

Thus,  having  ftrove  fome  tedious  years 
With  feign'd  defires,  and  real  fears ; 
And,  tir'd  with  anfwers  and  replies 
Of  John  affirms,  and  Martha  lies, 
Leaving  this  endlefs  altercation. 
The  mind  affecfls  a  higher  flation. 

Poltis,  that  generous  king  of  Thrace, 
I  think,  was  in  this  very  cafe. 
All  Alia  now  was  by  the  ears,  * 

And  gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 
To  Greece  and  Troy ;  while  Poltis  fat 
In  quiet  governing  his  ftate. 
And  whence,  faid  the  pacific  king, 
Does  all  this  noifc  and  difcnrd  fpring  ? 
Why,  Paris  took  Atrides'  wife — 
With  eafe  I  could  compofe  this  flrife  : 
The  injur'd  hero  fhould  not  lofe, 
Nor  the  young  l(rvet  want  a  fpoufe. 
But  Helen  chang'd  her  firft  condition. 
Without  her  hufband's  jufl;  permiffion. 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  i 
She  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good  man 
With  honour  take  her  back  again  ? 
From  hence  I  logically  gather. 
The  woman  cannot  live  with  either. 
Now,  I  have  two  right  honeft  wives. 
For  whofe  pofleffion  no  man  flrives  : 
One  to  Atrides  I  will  fend. 
And  t'other  to  my  Trojan  friend. 
Each  prince  (hall  thus  with  honour  have 
What  both  fa  warmly  feem  to  crave  : 
The  wrath  of  gods  and  man  fliall  ceafe. 
And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Dick,  if  this  ftory  pleafeth  thee. 
Pray  thank  Dan  Pope,  who  told  it  me. 

Howe'er  fwift  Alma's  flight  may  vary, 
(Take  this  by  way  oi  cerollary) 
Some  limbs  flie  finds  the  very  fame, 
In  place,  and  dignity,  and  name  : 
Thefe  dwell  at  fuch  convenient  diftance, 
'     That  each  may  give  his  friend  afiirtance. 
Thus  he  who  runs  or  dances  begs 
ThQ  equal  vigour  of  two  legs ; 


So  much  to  both  docs  Alma  truft; 

She  ne'er  regards  which  goes  the  firft. 

Teague  could  make  neither  of  them  ftay, 

When  with  himfelf  he  ran  away. 

The  man  who  ftruggles  in  the  fight 

Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  right ; 

For,  whilft  one  hand  exalts  the  blow. 

And  on  the  earth  extends  the  foe, 

T'other  would  take  it  wondrous  ill. 

If  in  ycur  pocket  he  lay  ftill. 

And,  when  you  flioot,  and  fliut  one  eye. 

You  cannot  think  he  would  deny 

To  lend  the  other  friendly  aid. 

Or  wink  as  coward,  and  afraid. 

No,  Sir  ;  whilft  he  withdraws  his  flame, 

His  comrade  takes  the  furer  aim. 

One  moment  if  his  beams  recede; 

As  foon  as  e'er  the  bird  is  dead, 

Opening  again,  he  lays  his  claim  "y 

To  half  the  profit,  half  the  fame,  C 

And  helps  to  pocket  up  the  game.  j 

'Tis  thus  one  tradefman  flips  away. 

To  give  his  partner  fairer  play. 

Some  limbs  again,  in  bulk  or  ftature 
Unlike,  and  not  a-kin  by  nature, 
In  concert  adt,  like  modern  friends, 
Becaufe  one  ferves  the  other's  ends. 
The  arm  thus  waits  upon  the  heart, 
So  quick  to  take  the  bully's  part, 
That  one,  though  warm,  decides  more  flow 
Than  t'other  executes  the  blow. 
A  ftander-by  may  chance  to  have  it. 
Ere  Hack  himfelf  perceives  he  gave  it. 

The  amorous  eyes  thus  always  go 
A-f^rolling  for  their  friends  below  ; 
For^  long  before  the  'fquire  and  dame 
HaVe  tete  a  tete  reliev'd  their  flame. 
Ere  vifits  yet  are  bro\ight  about, 
The  eyi  by  fympaihy  looks  out, 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  her. 
And,  if  he  fees,  is  fure  to  greet  her. 
Though  at  fafh- window,  on  the  flairs. 
At  court,  nay  (authors  fay)  at  prayers.— 

The  funeral  of  fome  valiant  knight 
May  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
View  his  two  gauntlets  .  thefe  declare 
That  both  his  hands  were  us'd  to  war. 
And  from  his  two  gilt  fpurs  'tis  learn'd 
His  feet  were  equally  concern'd. 
But  have  you  not  with  thought  beheld 
The  fword  hang  dangling  o'er  the  fliield  ? 
Which   fliows  the    breaft,    that  plate  was  os'd 

to. 
Had  an  ally  right  arm  to  truft  to  : 
And,  by  the  peep-holes  in  his  creft, 
Is  it  not  virtually  confeft 
That  there  his  eyes  took  diftant  aim, 
And  glanc'd  refpeft  to  that  bright  dame. 
In  whofe  delight  his  hope  was  center'd, 
And  for  whofe  glove  his  life  he  ventur'd  ? 

Objetflions  to  my  general ^y?^CT 
May  rife  perhaps ;  and  I  have  mift  them  : 
But  I  can  call  to  my  afliftance 
Proximity  (mark  that  1)  and  diftance  ; 
Can  prove  that  all  things,  on  occafion, 
Love  union,  and  defire  adhesion ; 
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That  Alma  merely  5»  k  fcale. 

And  motives,  like  the  weights,  prevail. 

If  neither  fide  turn  down  nor  up,  , 

With  lofs  or  gain,  with  fear  or  h 'pe, 

The  balance  always  would  hang  even. 

Like   Mah'mct's   tomb,    'twixt   earth   and  hea- 
ven. 
This,  Richard,  is  a  curious  cafe  : 

Suppife  your  eyes  fcnt  equal  rays 

Upon  two  diflant  pots  of  ale. 

Not  knowing  which  was  mild  or  ftalc  : 

In  this  fad  ftate  your  doubtful  choice 

Would  never  have  the  calling  voice  ; 

"Which  beft  or  worfl  you  could  not  think. 

And  die  you  mufl  for  want  of  drink; 

Unlefs  feme  chance  inclines  your  Oght» 

Setting  one  pot  in  fairer  light ; 

Then  you  prefer  or  A,  or  B, 

As  lines  and  angles  belt  agree  : 

Your  fenfe  refolv'd  impels  your  will : 

She  guides  your  hand — fu  drink  your  fill. 
Have  you  not  feen  a  baker's  maid 

Between  two  equal  banniers  fway'd  ? 

Her  tallies  ufelefs  lie,  and  idle, 
If  plac'd  exactly  in  the  middle  : 
But,  torc'd  from  this  unadtive  ftate 
By  virtue  of  fome  cafual  weight. 
On  either  fide  ycu  hear  them  clatter. 
And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

Now,  Richard,  this  coercive  force, 
"Without  your  choice,  mud  take  its  courfe ; 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forch, 
Like  loaded  needles  to  the  north. 
And  thou  and  I,  by  power  unfeen. 
Are  barely  paffive,  and  fuck'd-in 
To  Renault's  vaults,  or  Celia's  chamber. 
As  flraw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If  we  fit  down  to  play  or  fet 
(Suppofe  at  ombre  or  b.ijfet). 
Let  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools. 
Our  cards  and  we  are  equal  tools. 
We  fure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn  : 
Ourff^lves  both  cut  and  fiiiifRed  them. 
In  vain  on  fortune's  aid  rely  : 
She  only  is  a  Oander  by. 

Poor  men  !  poor  papers  I  we  and  they  "j 

Do  fome  impulfive  force  obey  :  > 

And  are  but  play'd  with — do  not  play.  .  j 

But  fpace  and  matter  we  fliould  blame  ; 
They  palm'd  the  crick  that  loft  the  game. 

Thus,  to  fave  further  contradicftion 
Againft  what  you  may  think  hut  fidlion, 
^I  for  attraction,  Dick,  declare  : 
Deny  it  thofe  bold  men  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thought, 
Is  all  by  hidden  impulfe  wrought  : 
Ev'n  faying  that  you  think  or  walk, 
How  like  a  country  'fquire  you  talk ! 

Mark  then  ; — Where  fancy,  or  defire, 
Coiledls  the  beams  t.f  vital  fire; 
Into  that  limb  fair  Alma  Aides, 
And  there,  pro  tempore,  refides. 
She  dwells  in  Nicolini's  tongue. 
When  Pyrrhus  chauntsthe  heavenly  fong. 
When  Pedro  does  the  lute  command,  ^ 

She  guides  th«  cunning  artill's  hand. 


Through  Maccr's  gullet  (he.  runs  down^ 
When  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone. 
And,  void  of  modefty  and  thought. 
She  follows  Bibo's  endlefs  draught. 
Through  the  foft  fex  again  flie  ranges, 
As  youth,  caprice,  or  fulhion,  changes. 
Fair  Alma,  carelefs  and  ferene. 
In  Fanny's  fprightly  eyes  i?  feen  ; 
While  they  diffufe  their  infant  beams, 
Themfelves  not  confcious  of  their  flameti 
Again  fair  Alma  fits  confeft 
Ob  Florimcl's  experter  breaft  ; 
When  (he  the  rifing  figh  conftrains. 
And  by  concealing  fpeaks  her  pains. 
In  Cynthia's  neck  fair  Alma  glows, 
When  the  vain  thing  her  jewels  fhow8  J 
When  Jenny's  ftays  are  newly  lac'd. 
Fair  Alma  plays  about  her  waift  ; 
And  when  the  fwelling  hoop  fullains 
The  rich  brocade,  fair  Alma  deigns 
Into  that  lower  fpace  to  enter, 
Of  the  large  round  herfelf  the  centre. 
Again  :  that  fiiigle  limb  or  feature 
(Such  is  the  cogent  force  of  nature), 
Which  moftdid  Alma's  paflion  move 
In  the  firil  ohjedl  of  her  love. 
For  ever  will  be  found  confeft, 
And  printed  on  the  amorous  breaft, 

O  Abelaid  1   ill-fated  youth, 
Thy  tale  will  juftify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  fong. 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  griev'd. 
With  kind  cencern  and  ikill  has  weav'd 
A  filken  web  ;  and  ne'er  fhall  fade 
Its  colours;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diftrefs, 
And  Venus  fhall  the  texture  blefs. 
He  o'er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  facred  lawn, 
That  love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride^ 
Sliail  fee  the  crime  he  ftrives  to  hide. 
And,  foftly  drawing  back  the  veil. 
The  god  fliall  to  his  votaries  tell 
Each  confcious  tear,  each  blufhing  grace, 
That  deck'ddear  Eloifa's  face. 
Happy  the  poet,  bleft  the  lays, 
Which  Buckingham  ha?  deign'd  to  praifc  J 

Next,  Dick,  as  youth  and  habit  fways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilft  a  boy,  Jack  ran  from  fchool, 
Fond  of  his  hunting-horn  and  pole ; 
Though  gout  and  age  his  fpced  detain, 
Old  John  hailoos  his  hounds  again  ; 
By  his  fire-fide  he  ftarts  the  hare. 
And  turns  her  in  his  wicker-chair; 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find 
Have  got  the  lietter  of  his  mind. 

If,  whiie  the  mind  was  in  her  leg, 
The  dance  affedcd  nimble  Peg; 
Old  Madge,  bewitch'd  at  fixty-one. 
Calls  for  Green  bleevcp,  and  Jumping  Joan. 
In  public  mafk,  or  private  hall. 
From  Lincoln's-inn  to  Goldfmith's-hall, 
All  Chriftmas  long, away  flie  trudges, 
Irips  it  with  'prentices  and  judges  : 
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In  vain  her  children  urge  her  ftay, 

And  age  or  palfey  bar  the  way. 

But,  if  thofe  images  prevail 

Which  whilom  did  affe<5l  the  tail, 

She  ■  ill  renews  the  ancient  fcene, 

Forgets  the  forty-years  between  : 

Aukwardiy  gay,  and  oddly  merry, 

Her  fcarf  pale  pink,  her  head-knot  cherry; 

O'er-heated  with  Ide  I  rage, 

She  cheats  her  Ion,  to  wed  her  page. 

If  Alma,  whilft  the  man  was  young, 
Slipp'd  up  too  foon  into  his  tongue,- 
Pleas'd  with  his  own  fantaftic  ikill, 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  flill. 
On  any  point  if  yon  difpute. 
Depend  upon  it,  he'll  confute  : 
Change  fides,  and  you  increafe  your  pain, 
For  he'll  confute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  fpeak  with  Tuliy's  tongue, 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable  that  they 
Talk  nioft,  who  have  the  leaa  to  fay. 
Your  dainty  fpeakers  have  the  curfe, 
To  plead  bad  caufes  di-wn  to  worfe  : 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want, 
Still  uglier  lo(  k,  the  more  they  paint. 

Again  :   if  in  the  female  fex 
Alma  fliould  on  this  member  fix 
(A  cruel  and  a  defperate  cafe. 
From  which  Heaven  ihield  my  lovely  lafs!); 
For  ever  more  all  care  is  vain. 
That  would  bring  Alma  down  again. 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  ftone, 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  done, 
Is  to  correcft  your  drink  and  diet, 
And  keep  the  inward  foe  in  quiet ; 
So,  if  for  any  fms  of  ours. 
Or  our  forefathers,  higher  powers, 
Severe,  though  juft,  afSicft  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife  ; 
Till  death  fhall  bring  the  kind  relief. 
We  muft  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 

You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  faw  me  when  I  laft  was  fick  : 
She  kindly  talk'd   at  leafl;  three  hour*, 
Oi plajlk  forms,  and  mental  powers ; 
Defcrib'd  our  pre-exifting  ftation 
Before  this  vile  terrene  creation  ; 
And  left  I  (hould  be  weary'd,  madam. 
To  cut  things  fhort,  came  down  to  Adam  ; 
From  whence,  as  faft  as  fhe  was  able, 
She  drowns  the  world,  and  builds  up  Babel : 
Through  Syria,  Perfia,  Greece,  flie  goes. 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  clofe. 

But  we'll  defcant  on  general  nature; 
This  is  a  fyftem,  n)t  a  fatire. 

Turn  we  this  globe,  and  let  us  fee 
How  different  nations  difagree 
In  what  we  wear,  or  eat  and  drink ; 
Nay,  Dick,  perhaps  in  what  we  think. 
In  water  as  yon  fmell  and  tafte 
The  foils  through  which  it  rofe  and  paft; 
In  Alma*-,  manners  you  may  read 
The  place  v^  here  flic  was  born  and  bred. 

One  pu)ple  from  their  fwaddling  bandf 
Releas'd  tkeir  iofaats'  feet  and  hands : 


IMS. 

Here  Alma  to  thefe  limbs  was  broup;ht. 
And  Sparta's  olFspring  kick'd  and  fought. 

Another  taught  their  babes  to  talk. 
Ere  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk  : 
There  Alma  fettled  in  the  tongue, 
And  orators  from  Athens  fprung. 

Otiferve  but  in  thefe  neighbouring  lands 
The  difTerent  ufe  of  mouths  and  hands; 
As  men  repos'd  their  various  hopes. 
In  battles  thefe,  and  thofe  in  tropes. 

In  Britain's  ifles,  as  Heylin  notes, 
The  ladies  trip  in  petticoats  ; 
Which,  for  the  honour  of  their  nation. 
They  quit  but  on  fome  great  occafinn. 
Men  there  in  breeches  clad  you  view  : 
They  claim  that  garment  as  their  due. 
In  Turkey  the  reverfe  appears ; 
Long  coats  the  haughty  hufband  wears, 
And  greets  his  wife  with  angry  fpeecheSj 
If  fhe  be  feen  without  her  breeches. 

In  our  fantaftic  climes  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  their  hair : 
And  round  their  lovely  breaft  and  head 
Frefh  flowers  their  mingled  odours  fhed. 
Your  nicer  Hottentots  think  meet 
With  guts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet  : 
With  down-caft  looks  on  Totta's  legs 
The  ogling  ynuth  moft  humbly  begs 
She  w"uld  not  from  his  hopes  remove 
At  once  his  breakfaft  and  his  love  : 
And,  if  the  Ikittilh  nymph  fliould  fly, 
He  in  a  double  fenfe  muft  die. 

We  fimple  toafters  take  delight  < 

To  fee  our  wonen's  teeth  look  white. 
And  every  faucy  ill-bred  fellow 
Sneers  at  a  mouth  profoundly  yellow. 
In  China  none  hold  women  fweet, 
Except  their  fnags  are  black  as  jett. 
King  Chihu  put  nine  queens  to  death, 
Conviift  on  fla'ute,   1-vory  Teetb, 

At   I'onquin,  if  a  prince  fli  'uld  die 
(As  Jefuits  write,  who  never  lie). 
The  wife,  and  counf-Uor,  and  prieft. 
Who  ferv'd  him  moft,  and  lov'd  him  bcft^ 
Prepare  and  light  his  funeral  fire, 
Ai.d  cheerful  on  the  pile  expire. 
In  Europe 'twould  be  hard  to  find 
In  each  degree  one  half  fo  kind 

Now  turn  we  to  the  fartheft  eaft. 
And  there  obferve  the  gentry  dreft. 
Prince  Giolo,  and  his  roya!  iifters, 
Scarr'd  with  ten  thoufand  comely  blifters; 
The  marks  remaining  on  theikin, 
To  tell  the  quality  within. 
Diftinguifti'd  flaflies  deck  the  great: 
As  each  excels  in  bir  h  or  flate. 
His  oylet-h'>les  are  more  and  ampler  J 
The  king's  own  body  was  a  Tampier. 
Happy  the  climate,  where  the  beau 
Wears  the  fame  fuit  for  ufe  and  Ihow  : 
And  at  a  fmall  ex  eiict  your  wife. 
If  once  well  pink'd,  is  cloth'd  for  life. 

Weftward  again,  the  Indian  fair 

Is  nicely  fmear'd  with  fat  of  bear  : 

Before  you  fee,  you  fmell  your  toaft ; 

And  fweetefl  fhe  who  ftiiiks  the  molt. 
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The  fineft  fparks  and  cleaned  beaux 

Drip  from  the  flioulders  to  the  toes : 

How  (leek  their  flcins  !  their  joints  how  eafy  ! 

There  flovens  only  are  not  greafy. 

I  mention'd  different  ways  of  breeding  : 
Begin  we  in  our  children's  reading. 
To  mafter  John  the  Englifh  maid 
A  horn-book  gives  of  gingerbread  ; 
And,  that  the  child  may  learn  the  better. 
As  he  can  name,  he  eats  the  letter. 
Proceeding  thus  with  vaft  delight, 
He  fpells,  and  gnaws,  from  left  to  right. 
But,  fhow  a  Hebrew's  hopeful  fon 
"Where  we  fuppofe  the  book  begun. 
The  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindnefs, 
And  read  quite  backward  from  ovrjinis. 
Devour  he  learning  ne'er  fo  faft. 
Great  A  would  be  referv'd  the  laft. 

An  equal  inf:ance  of  this  matter 
Is  in  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
In  Europe  if  a  harmlefs  maid. 
By  nature  and  by  love  betray'd, 
Should,  ere  a  wife,  becon:e  a  nurfe. 
Her  friends  would  look  on  her  the  worfe. 
In  China,  Dampier's  travel'  tell  ye 
(Look  in  his  Index  for  Pagelli), 
Soon  as  the  Britilh  fhips  unmoor. 
And  jolly  long-boat  rows  to  flioie, 
Down  come  the  nobles  of  the  land  : 
Each  brings  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
Befeeching  the  imperious  tar 
To  make  her  but  one  hour  his  care. 
The  tender  mother  {lands  affrighted. 
Left  her  dear  daughter  Ihould  be  flighted : 
And  poor  mifs  Yaya  dreads  the  fhame 
Of  going  back  the  maid  flie  came. 

Obferve  how  cuftom,  Dick,  compels 
The  lady  that  in  Europe  dwells  : 
After  her  tea,  fhe  flips  away, 
Ard  what  to  do,  one  need  not  fay. 
Now  fee  how  great  Pomonque's  queen 
Behav'dherfelf  amongft  the  men  : 
Plcas'd  with  her  punch,  the  gallant  foul 
Firft  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl; 
And  fprinkled  in  the  captain's  face 
The  marks  of  her  peculiar  grace — 

To  clofe  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  inllances  fo  far  from  home. 
"What  parts  gay  France  from  fober  Spain  ? 
A  little  riflng  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  born  fouth  or  north  c'  th'  hill, 
Thofe  feldom  move,  thefe  ne'er  ftand  ftili. 
Dick,  you  love  maps,  and  may  perceive 
Rome  not  far  diftant  from  Geneve. 
If  the  good  Pope  remains  at  home, 
He's  the  firfl  prince  in  Chriftendom. 
Choofe  then,  good  Pope,  at  home  to  flay, 
Nor  weftward  curious  take  thy  way  : 
Thy  way  unhajpy  fhould'ft  thou  take. 
From  Tyber's  banic  to  Leman  lake. 
Thou  art  an  aged  prieft  no  more, 
But  a  young  flarmg  painted  whore  : 
Thy  fex  is  loft,  thy  town  is  gone ; 
No  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon. 
'1  hat  fome  few  leagues  fliould  make  this  change, 
To  men  unlearn'd  fccms  mighty  ftranj^e. 


But  need  we,  friend,  inflft  on  this  2 
Since,  in  the  very  Cantons  Swift, 
All  ynur  philofophers  agree, 
And  prove  it  plain,  that  one  may  be 
A  heretic,  or  true  believer. 
On  this,  or  t'other  fide  a  river. 

Here,  with  an  artful  Imiie,  quoth  Dick, 
Your  proofs  come  mighty  full  and  thick— 

The  bard,  on  this  extenlive  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture. 
Continued  :  Richard,  cart  your  eye 
By  night  upon  a  winter -flcy  : 
Caft  it  by  day.  light  on  the  ftrand. 
Which  compaffes  fair  Albion's  land  s 
If  you  can  count  the  ftars  that  glow 
Above,  or  fands  that  lie  below. 
Into  thofe  common  places  look. 
Which  from  great  authors  I  have  took. 
And  count  the  proofs  I  have  colledled. 
To  have  my  writings  well  protedled. 
Thefe  I  lay  by  for  time  of  need, 
And  tkou  may'ft  at  thy  leifure  read. 
For  ftandir.g  every  critic's  rage, 
I  fafely  will  to  future  age 
My  fyjiem,  as  a  gift,  bequeath, 
Vidlorious  over  fpight  and  death. 
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Richard,  who  now  was  faft  afleep, 
Rous'd,  nor  would  longer  filence  keep; 
And  fenfe  like  this,  in  vocal  breath. 
Broke  from  his  two- fold  hedge  of  teeth. 
Now,  if  this  phrafe  too  harfli  be  thought, 
Pope,  tell  the  world,  'tis  not  my  fault. 
Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  fpeak ; 
If  'tis  not  fenfe,  at  leaft  'tis  Greek. 

As  folks,  quoth  Richard,  prone  to  leafingj 
Say  things  at  firft,  becaufe  they're  pleafing. 
Then  prove  what  they  have  once  afl^crted. 
Nor  care  to  have  their  lie  defcrted, 
Till  their  own  dreams  at  length  deceive  'em. 
And,  eft'  repeating,  they  believe  'em  : 
Or  as,  again,  thofe  amorous  blades, 
Who  trifle  with  their  mother's  maids, 
Though  at  the  firft  their  wild  defirc 
Was  but  to  quench  a  prefent  fire; 
Yet  ii  the  objedl  of  their  love 
Chance  by  Lucina'said  to  prove,  ^ 

They  feldom  let  the  bantling  roar 
In  bafkct  at  a  neighb  lur's  door; 
But,  by  the  flattering  glafs  of  nature 
Viewing  themftlves  in  cake  briars  feature^ 
With  ferious  thought  and  carefupport 
What  only  was  begun  in  fport : 

Juft  fo  with  yon,  my  friend,  it  fares. 
Who  deal  in  phiiofophic  wares. 
Atpms  you  cut,  and  forms  you  mcafure^ 
To  gratify  your  private  pleafure; 
Till  airy  feeds  of  cafual  wit 
Do  fome  fantaftic  birth  beget; 
And,  plcas'd  to  find  your  lyl:em  mendei 
Beyond  what  you  at  firft  intended, 
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The  happy  whimfey  you  purAii?, 
Till  you  at  lcnj>th  believe  it  true. 
Caiigbt  by  your  own  deluiive  art, 
You  fancy  firft,  and  then  affert. 

Qnoth  Mntthew  :    Friend,  as  far  as  1 
Through  art  or  nature  call  my  eye, 
This  axi  )m  clearly  I  difcern, 
That  one  muft  teach,  and  t'other  learn^ 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought; 
Whilft  he  his  weighty  dodrines  taught. 
He  made  his  liftening  fcholars  (land. 
Their  mouth  ftill  cover'd  with  their  hand  5 
Eife,  may  be,  fome  odd-thinking  youth, 
Lefs  friend  to  dodlrine  than  to  truth> 
Might  have  refus'd  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres; 
Deny'd  all  tranfmigratiiig  fcenes, 
And  introduc'd  the  ufe  of  beans. 
From  great  Lucretius  take  his  void. 
And  all  the  world  is  quite  deftroy'd. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  fubtil  matter, 
You  leave  him  neither  fire  nor  water* 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Ifaac  look. 
If  you,  in  anfwer  to  his  book, 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  difcourfe, 
That  things  have  no  elaflic  force  I 
How  could  our  chzmk  friends  go  on. 
To  find  \.\it  pbllofophk  ftone. 
If  you  more  powerful  reafons  bring, 
To  prove  that  there  is  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Your  chiefs  in  fciences  and  arts 
Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parts. 
They  find  flic  giddy  is,  or  dull; 
She  doubts  if  things  are  void,  or  full : 
And  who  Ihould  be  prefum'd  to  tell 
What  {he  herfelf  (hould  fee,  or  feel  ? 
She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four. 
Though  fhe  has  told  them  ten  times  o'er. 
It  can't — it  may  be — and  it  mufl  : 
To  which  of  thefe  muft  Alma  truft  ? 
Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  go 
In  doubting,  if  /he  doubts,  or  no. 
Can  fyllogifm  fet  things  right  ? 
No  ;   majors  foon  with  minors  fight; 
Or,  both  in  friendly  confort  join'd, 
The  conjequence  limps  falfe  behind. 
So  to  fome  cunning  man  (he  goes, 
And  aflcs  of  him,  how  much  fhe  knows. 
With  patience  grave  he  hears  her  fpeak, 
And  from  his  Ihort  notes  gives  her  back 
What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended  : 
Thus  the  difpute  is  wifely  ended. 

From  the  account  the  lofcr  brings, 
The  conjuror  knows  who  flole  the  things. 

"Squire  (interrupted  Dick)  fince  when 
Were  you  amongft  thefe  cunning  men  ? 

Dear  Dick,  qnoth  Mat,  let  not  thy  force 
Of  eloquence  fpoil  my  difcourfe. 
I  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  cafe, 
Still  aiking  what  fome  wife  man  fays. 
Who  does  his  mind  in  words  reveal, 
Which  all  muft  grant,  though  few  can  fpell. 
You  teil  your  do6lor  that  y'are  ill : 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  a  bill  ? 
Of  which  you  need  not  read  one  letter: 
The  worfc  the  fciawl,  tht  dofs  she  better. 
Vet.  VIU 


For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take. 

Though  you  recover,  he  muft  break. 
Ideas,  forms,   znAintellefis, 

Have  furnifli'd  out  three  different  it&z, 

Subjiance,  or  accident,  divides 

All  Europe  into  adverfe  fides. 

Now,  as,  engag'd  in  arms  or  laws. 

You  mufl  have  friends  to  back  your  caufc  ; 

In  philofofhic  matters  lb 

Your  judgment  muft  with  others'  go  : 

For  as  in  fenates,  fo  in  fchools, 

Majority  of  voices  rules. 

Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer. 

O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  efr  : 

With  panting  hafte,  and  quick  furprife, 

From  every  leaf  that  ftirs,  Ihe  flies; 

Till,  mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd, 

She  flights  what  erft  ftie  fingly  fear'd  : 

And  now,  exempt  from  doubt  and  dread, 

She  dares  purfue,  if  they  dare  lead; 

As  their  example  ftill  prevails, 

She  tempts  the  ftream,  or  leaps  the  pales. 
He  then,  quoth  Dick,  who  by  your  rule 

Thinks  for  himfclf,  becomes  a  fool ; 

As  party  man,  who  leaves  the  reft, 

Is  call'd  but  lOhlmfical  f  at  beft. 

Now,  by  your  favour,  mafter  Mat, 
Like  Ralpho,  here  I  fmell  a  rat. 
I  mufl  be  lifted  in  your  fed:. 

Who,  though  they  teach  not.  Can  proteft. 
Right,  Richard,  Mat  in  triumph  cry'd  ; 
So  put  off"  all  miftruft  and  pride. 
And,  while  my  principles  I  beg, 
Pray  anfwef  only  with  your  leg. 
Believe  what  friendly  I  advife  : 
Be  firft  fecure,  and  then  be  wife. 
The  man  within  the  coach  that  fits, 
And  to  another's  fkill  fubmits, 
Is  fafcr  much  (what'er  arrives), 
And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives. 
So  Dick  Adept,  tuck  back  thy  hair. 
And  I  will  pour  into  thy  ear 
Remarks,  which  none  did  e'er  difdofe 
In  fmooth-pac'd  verfe,  or  hobbling  profe. 
Attend,  dear  Dick  ;  but  don't  reply: 
And  thou  n-.ay'ft  prove  as  wife  as  I. 

When  Alma  now,  in^ different  ages, 
Ha=;  finifti'd  her  afcending  ftages. 
Into  the  head  at  length  flie  gets, 
And  there  in  public  grandeur  fits. 
To  judge  of  things,  and  cenfure  wits. 
Here,  Richard,  how  could  I  explain 
The  various  labyrinths  of  the  brain  ! 
Surprife  my  readers,  whilft  I  tell  'em 
Oi  cerebrum,  aXiA  cerebellum  ! 
How  could  I  play  the  commentator 
On  dura  and  on  pia  mater  ! 
Where  hot  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet. 
Strive  each  the  other's  place  to  get; 
And,  with  inccffant  toil  and  ftrife. 
Would  keep  pofleffion  during  life. 
1  could  demonftrate  eVery  pore, 
Where  memory  lays  up  all  her  ftore ; 

f  Some  of  the  Tories,  in    the  Queen's  reign,  were 
diltinjfuahcd  by  cliat  appcliacion. 
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And  to  an  inch  compv.tc  the  ftation 
*Twixt  judgn^ent  and  imagination. 

0  friend  !    I  cou'.d  difplay  much  learning, 
At  leafl  to  men  of  fmall  difccrning. 
The  brain  contains  ten  th'  ufand  Cells: 
In  each  fome  adlive  fancy  dwells; 
"Which  alway-  i    at  work,  and  framing 
The  feveral  follies  I  was  naming. 

As  in  a  hive'^  vimincous  di.nie 
Ten  thcufand  bees  enjoy  their  home, 
Each  does  her  ftudious  acflions  vary, 
To  go  and  come,  to  fetch  and  carry  ; 
Each  ftill  renews  her  little  labour. 
Nor  juftles  her  afliduous  neii-hhour  : 
Each — whiift  this  the/ii  I  maintain, 

1  fancy,.Dick.  I  know  thy  brain. 
O,  with  the  mighty  thcKie  affeded. 
Could  I  but  fee  thy  head  diffetSled  ! 

My  head  ;  quoth  Dick,  to  ferve  yotir  whlin ! 

Spare  that,  and  take  feme  other  limb. 

Sir,  in  ycur  nice  affairs  o^fyjlem^ 

Wife  men  propofe;   but  fo'ls  aflift  'em. 
Says  Matthew,  Ricl  ard,  keep  thy  head, 

And  hold  thy  peace  ;  and  I'll  proceed. 

Proceed  !   quoth  Dick  :  Sir,  I  aver. 

You  have  already  gene  too  far. 

When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong. 

Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long. 

Who  fafteft  walks,  but  walks  aftray. 

Is  only  furtheft  from  his  way. 

Blefs  your  conceits  !   mull  I  believe, 

Howe'er  abfurd,  what  you  conceive  ; 

And,  for  your  friendfhip,  live  and  die 

A  papift  in  philofophy  ? 

I  fay,  whatever  you  maintain 

Of  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain, 

Theplaineft  man  alive  may  tell  yc. 

Her  feat  of  empire  is  the  belly : 

From  hence  flie  fends  out  thofe  fupplics. 

Which  makes  us  either  ftout  or  wife; 

The  ftrength  of  every  other  member 

li  founded  on  your  belly-timber  ; 

The  qualms  or  raptures  of  your  blood 
Rife  in  proportion  to  your  food; 
And,  if  you  would  improve  yinr  thought. 
You  muft  be  fed  as  well  as  taught. 
Your  ftomach  n.akes  your  fabric  roll, 
Jull  as  the  bia  rules  the  bowl. 
The  great  Achilles  might  employ 
The  Ihcngth  defign'd  to  ruin  Troy ; 
iie  din'd  on  lion's  marro.v,  fprcad 
On  toaOs  oi  ammnnition  bread  : 
But,  by  his  mother  fent  away, 
Amongft  the  I  hracian  girlsto  play, 
Effeminate  ht  fat,  and  qui«t  • 
Strange  produ<St  of  a  cheefc-cake  diet  \ 
Now  give  my  argument  fair  play, 
And  take  the  thing  the  other  way  : 
The  young'  er,  who  at  nine  and  three 
Drir.ks  with  his  fillers  milk  and'tca. 
From  b;cikfa  ■  reads  till  twelve  o'clock, 
Burnet,  and  Hcylin,  Hobbes,  and  Lockc  : 
He  pays  due  vifits  after  noon 
To  coufin  Alice  and  uncle  Johnj 
At  ten  fr  m  coffee-houfc  or  play 
JUturning,  &ni&e»  the  day. 
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But,  give  him  pott  and  potent  fack. 

From  vtilkfrf  he  ilarts  up  Mchacl  ; 

Holds  that  the  happy  know  no  hours; 

So  through  the  Ureet  nt  midnight  fcowers. 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads  and  chairmen's  glaff^jj^ 

And  thence  proceeds  to  nicking  rafnts ; 

Till,  by  lonie  tougher  hand  o'ercome. 

And  fir  .  kimck'd  down,  and  then  led  home. 

He  d.-nins  tbe  footman,  ftrikes  the  maid. 

And  dtcen'ly  reels  up  to  bed. 

Obff  I  ve  the  various  operations 
Of  food  and  drink  in  feveral  nation*. 
Was  ever  I'artar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  flrength  of  water-gruel  ? 
But  who  fhall  ftand  his  rage  and  force. 
If  firfl;  he  rides,  then  eats  hishnrfe  ? 
Sallads.  and  egg?,  and  lighter  fare. 
Tune  the  Itailian  fpark's  guitar. 
And,  if  I  take  Dan  Congreve  right. 
Pudding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 
Trkay  and  coffee  catife  this  work 
Between  the  German  and  the  Turk; 
And  both,  as  they  provifions  want. 
Chicane,  avoid,  retire  and  faint. 

Hunger  and  thirll,  or  guns  and  fwcrd?^ 
Give  the  fame  death  in  different  words. 
To  pulh  this  argument  no  farther  ; 
To  ftarve  a  man,  in  law  is  murther. 

As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine. 
Though  many  artful  fprings  are  fecn  ; 
The  added  movements,  which  declare 
How  full  the  moon,  how  old  the  year. 
Derive  their  fecondary  power 
From  that  which  fimply  points  the  hour. 
For,  though  thofe  gim-cracks  were  away, 
(Quare  would  not  fwear,  but  Quare  would  fay]f 
However  more  reduc'd  and  plain. 
The  watch  would  ftlll  a  watch  remain  : 
But,  if  the  Icral  orbit  ceafcs. 
The  whole  {lands  ftill,  or  breaks  to  pieces; 
Is  now  no  longer  what  it  was, 
And  you  may  e'en  go  fell  the  cafc. 
So,  if  unprejudic'd  yu  fcan 
The  goinf;sof  thb  clock-work  man. 
You  find  a  hundred  movements  made 
By  fi-.c  devices  in  his  head; 
But  'tis  the  (loniach's  folid  flroke 
That  tells  his  b-j.ng  what's  o'clock. 
If  you  take  off  this  rhcior'tc  triggtr. 
He  talks  no  more  in  mode  and  figure  ; 
Or,  clog  his  f7:athcwiatic--^\\i.^\. 
His  buildings  f:dl,  his  fliip  Hands  ftill; 
Or,  lafliy  break  his^o/<V;V-we'ght, 
His  voice  no  longer  rule*  the  ftatc. 
Yet,  if  :hcfc  finer  whin-.sare  gone, 
Your  clock,  though  plain,  wuld  Itill  go  on;- 
But  fpoil  the  engine  (  f  digeftion, 
And  you  entirely  charge  the  queftion. 
Alma's  affairs  no  power  can  mend ; 
The  jeft,  alas!  is  at  an  end  : 
Soon  ceafes  all  the  worldly  buftle, 
Andyoti  coiifign  the  corpfc  to  Ruflel. 
Now  make  yur  Alma  come  or  g« 
From  leg  to  hand,  from  top  to  toe, 
YoMrf^em,  without  my  additien, 
I*  in  %  Tcr  J  fad  condition. 
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Pn  Harl^qulti  extoll'd  hJs  h'orfe, 

Fit  for  the  war,  or  road,  or  conrfe  ; 

tlis  mouth  was  fofr,  his  eye  was  good. 

His  f  ot  was  fure  as  ever  trod 

One  fault  he  had  ''a  fault  indeed  !)  ; 

An.l  whar  wais  that  '  the  horfe  was  dead. 

Dick,  from  thefe  inftanceS  and  fetches, 
Thou  mak'ft  of  horfes,  clocks,  and  watches,' 
Quoth  Mat,  to  me  thou  feem'ft  to  mean, 
That  Alma  is  a  mere  m  chine: 
That,  telling  others  what's  o'clock, 
She  knows  not  what  herfelf  has  ftruck  ; 
But  leaves  to  ftander*  by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  dial. 

Here  hold  a  blow,  g;or(d  friend,  quoth  Dictj 
And  rais'd  his  Vi.jce  excteriiug  quick. 
Fi}^ht  fair.  Sir  :  what  I  never  meant 
l)on't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Similies  are  tike  f.);:gs  in  love  : 
'Jhey  mull  defcribe  ;  they  nothing  pmve. 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  lirtle  graveU'd, 
Toll  up  his  nofe,  and  would  have  cavili'd  • 
But,  calling  Hermes  to  his  aid, 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  faid  : 
(Wheie  mind  ('tis  f of  the  author's  fame) 
That  Matthew  call'd,  and  Hermes  Came^ 
In  danger  hSroeS,  andindi^ubt 
Poetg  find  god«  to  help  them  out.) 

Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  fee, 
That  you  and  I  fhall  fcarce  agree. 
Obferve  huw  oddly  you  beiiavc  : 
The  more  1  grant,  the  more  ynu  crave- 
But,  comrade,  as  1  faid  jufl;  now, 
1  fliould  afSrm,  and  you  alluiV. 
Weyv/?'»»- makers  can  fuflain 
The  thefisy  which  you  grant  wa:s  plain  ; 
And  with  remarks  and  comments  teaze  ye,- 
In  cale  the  thing  before  was  eafy. 
But,  in  a  point  obfcure  and  dark. 
We  fight  as  Leibnitz  did  with  CUrkej 
And,  when  no  reafon  we  can  fhbw, 
■^iVhy  matters  rhis  or  that  way  go. 
The  (horteft  way  the  thing  we  try, 
•And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny; 
True  to  our  own  o'crbearing  pride. 
And  falfe  to  all  the  world  bolide. 

That  old  philofophergrew  crofs, 
Who  could  not  tell  what  motion  wasj 
Becaufe  he  walk'd  ar^ainil  bis  will, 
He  fac'd  men  down,  ihat  he  flood  flilL 
And  he  who,  reading  on  the  heart 
(When  all  his  quodlibcts  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulfe  and  heat)^' 
Swore  he  had  never  felt  it  beat. 
Chryfippus,  foil'd  by  Epicurus, 
Makes  bold  (Jove  blefs  him  :)  to  affiire  us". 
That  all  things,  which  our  mind  can  view, 
May  be  at  once  both  falfe  and  true. 
And  Malebranche  has  an  odd  conceit, 
As  ever  enter'd  Frenchman's  pate  ; 
Pays  he,  fo  little  can  our  mind 
Of  matter  or  of  fpirit  find 
That  Vve  by  guefs  at  ka:t  may  gather 
Something,  which  may  be  both,  or  neither. 
Faith,  Dick,  I  muft  confefs,  'tis  true 
But  this  is  only  tntn  newj), 


That  many  knotty  poinfe  there  are. 

Which  all  difcufs    but  f.-w  can  clear; 

As  nature  fiily  had  thought  fit. 

For  fome  bye-ends,  to  crofs-bite  wit; 

Circles  to  fquare,  and  cubes  to  double, 

Would  give  a  man  cxctffitfe  trouble 

The  longirud-  ui'certain  roams, 

In  fp;te  of  Whiflon  and  his  bombs. 

Wmt/yJIevi,  Dick,  has  right  averr'd 

The  caufc  why  woman  has  no  beard  ? 

Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack, 

Oufr  hairs  grow  white,  our  teeth  grow  black  I 

In  points  like  thefe  we  mufl  agree, 

Our  barbers  know  as  much  as  WO. 

Yet  ilill,  unable  to  explain. 

We  mud  perlift  the  bed  we  can  ; 

With  care  cur  fyjlem  ftill  tenew, 

And  prove  things  likely,  though  not  trutt 

I  could,  thou  feed,  in  quaint  difpute, 
By  dint  of  logic,  ftiike  thee  mute  ; 
With  learned  fkill,  now  pufh,  now  parry,- 
From  Darii  to  Bocardo  Vary, 
And  never  yield  ;  or,  what  is  word. 
Never  conclude  the  point  difcours'd. 
Yet,  that  you  hie  et  nunc  may  know 
How  much  you  te  my  candour  owe, 
I'll  from  the  difputant  dt-fcend, 
To  (how  thee,  I  afTume  the  friend : 
I'll  take  thy  notion  for  my  own-^ 
(So  mod  philofuphers  have  done) 
It  makes  my fyjiem  more  complete: 
Dick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate .' 

Fake  what  thou  wilt,  faid  DicK,  dear  friena  J 
But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end. 

I  find,  quoth  Mat,  reproof  is  vain  : 
Who  fird  offend  will  firft  complain. 
Thou  wifhed  I  fliould  make  to  fhore  ; 
Yet  ftill  putt'd  in  thy  thwarting  oar. 
What  i  have  told  thee  fifty  times 
In  profe,  receive  for  once  iii  rhymes  J 
A  huge  fat  man  in  country-fair, 
Or  city-church  (no  matter  where), 
Labour'd  and  puih'd  amidd  the  crowdy 
Still  bawling  out  extreniely  loud, 
Loc  d  fave  us  1  why  do  people  prefs  ! 
Another,  marking  his  didrefs, 
Friendly  rcply'd,  plump  gentleman, 
Get  our  a<  fad  as  e'er  you  can  ; 
Or  ceafe  to  pufh,  or  to  exclaim  : 
You  make  the  very  crowd  you  blame. 

Says  Dick,  your  moral  does  not  need 
The  lead  return  ;  fo  e'en  proceed  : 
Your  tale,  howe'er  apply'd,  was  fliort : 
So  far,  at  lead,  I  thank  you  for't. 

Mat  took  his  thanks ;  and,  in  a  tOOft 
More  magiftcrial,  thus  went  on. 

Nov/,  Alma  fettles  in  the  head. 
As  has  before  been  fung,  or  faid  : 
And  here  begins  this  farce  of  life; 
Enter  revenge,  ambition,  drife  : 
Behold  on  both  fides  men  advance, 
To  form  in  earned  Bays's  dance. 
L'Avare,  not  ufing  half  his  ftore. 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more  ; 
Strikes  not  the  prefent  tun,  for  fear 
•  The  vintage  llwuld  be  bad  nest  year; 
Ogij 
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And  eats  to-day  with  Inward  forrow, 
And  dread  of  fancy'd  want  to-morrow. 
Abroad  if  the  furtout  you  wear 
Repels  the  rigour  of  the  air ; 
Would  you  be  warmer,  if  at  home 
You  had  the  fabric  and  the  loom  ? 
And,  if  two  boots  keep  out  the  weather, 
"What  need  you  have  two  hides  of  leather  ? 
Could  Pedro,  think  you,  make  no  trial 
©f  a/onata  on  his  viol, 
Unlefs  he  had  the  total  gut 
Whence  every  firing  at  firft  was  cut  ? 
When  Rarus  (hows  you  his  cartone. 
He  always  tells  you,  with  a  groan. 
Where  two  of  that  fame  hand  were  torn 
Long  before  you  or  he  were  born. 

Poor  Vento's  mind  fo  much  is  croft, 
Tor  part  of  his  Petronius  loft. 
That  he  can  never  take  the  pains 
To  underftand  what  yet  remains. 

What  toil  did  honeft  Curio  take. 
What  flricl  inquiries  did  he  make. 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet. 
And  perfeil  all  his  Roman  fet  I 
*Tis  found  :  and,  O  his  happy  lot  ! 
'Tis  bought,  lock'd  up,  and  lies  forgot : 
Of  thefe  no  more  you  hear  him  fpeak  : 
He  now  begins  upon  the  Greek. 
Thefe,  rang'd  and  fhow'd,  fhall  in  their  turns 
Remain  obfcure  as  in  their  urns. 
My  copper-lamps  at  any  rate, 

For  being  true  antique,  I  bought; 
Yet  wifely  melted  down  my  plate, 

On  modern  models  to  be  wrought : 
And  trifles  I  alike  purfue, 
Becaufe  they're  old,  becaufe  they're  new. 

Dick,  I  have  feen  you  with  delight 
Por  Georgy  *  make  a  paper  kite. 
■  And  fimplc  odes  too  many  fhow  ye 
My  fervile  complaifan'ce  to  Chloe. 

Parents  and  lovers  are  decreed 

By  nature  fools — ^That's  brave  indeed  ! 

Q^noth  Dick  :  fuch  truths  are  worth  receiving. 

Yet  flill  Dick  look'd  as  not  believing. 
Now,  Alma,  to  divines  and  profe 

1  leave  thy  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes ;] 

Nor  think  to-night  of  thy  ill- nature, 

But  of  thy  follies,  idle  creature  1 

The  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wing. 

And  not  the  malice  of  thy  fting  : 

Thy  pride  of  being  great  and  wife 

I  do  but  mention,  to  defpife  ; 

I  view  with  anger  and  difdain 

How  little  gives  thee  joy  or  pain  ; 

A  print,  a  l/renze,  a  flower,  a  root, 

A  fliell,  a  butterfly,  can  do't; 

Ev'n  a  romance,  a  tune,  a  rhyme, 

Help  thee  to  pais  the  tedious  time, 

Which  elfe  would  on  thy  hand  remain; 

Though,  flown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again  ; 

And  cards  are  dealt,  and  chefs-boards  brought, 

To  eafe  the  pain  of  coward  thought : 

Happy  refult  of  human  wit ! 

'Ihat  Alma  may  herfelf  forgjt. 
*  Mr,  $heltonXfon, 


Dick,  thus  we  aft  ;  and  thus  we  are, 
Or  tofs'd  by  hope,  or  funk  by  care. 
With  endlefs  pain  this  man  purfucs 
What,  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  ufe  : 
And  t'  other  fondly  hopes  to  fee 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  fhall  be. 
We  err  by  ufc,  go  wrong  by  rules. 
In  gefturc  grave,  in  a(Sion  fools  : 
We  join  hypocrify  to  pride. 
Doubling  the  faults  we  flrive  to  hide. 
Or  grant  that,  with  extreme  furprife. 
We  find  ourfelves  at  fixty  wife. 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known, 
Of  which  we  can't  accomplifli  one ; 
Whilfl,  as  my  fyf  em  fays,  the  mind 
Is  to  thefe  upper  rooms  confin'd. 
Should  I,  my  friend,  at  large  repeat 
Her  borrow'd  fenfe,  her  fond  conceit. 
The  bead-roll  of  her  vicious  tricks. 
My  poem  would  be  too  prolix. 
For,  could  I  my  remarks  fuflain. 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne, 
Who  in  thefe  times  would  read  my  books, 
But  Tom  o'Stiles,  or  John  o'Nokes? 

As  Brentford  kings,  difcreet  and  wife, 
After  long  thought  and  grave  advice, 
Into  Lardella's  coffin  peeping. 
Saw  nought  to  caufe  their  mirth  or  weeping  : 
So  Alma,  now  to  joy  or  grief 
Superior,  finds  her, late  relief: 
Weary'd  of  being  high  or  great, 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  flate; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  with  endlefs  chat 
Of  Will  did  this,  and  Nan  faid  that ;  • 
She  finds,  poor  thing,  f  mie  little  crack, 
Which  nature,  forc'd  by  time,  muft  make. 
Through  which  Ihe  wings  her  deftin'd  way 
Upv.'ard  file  foars,  and  down  drops  clay: 
While  fome  furviving  friend  fupplies 
Hicjacet,  and  a  hundred  lies. 

O  Richard,  till  that  day  appears, 
Which  muft  decide  our  hopes  and  fears, 
Would  fortune  calm  her  prefent  rage, 
Andgive  us  play-things  for  out  age  : 
Would  Cloiho  wafli  her  hands  in  milk. 
And  twill  our  thread  with  gold  and  filk  ; 
Would  fhe,  in  friendfliip,  peace  and  plenty. 
Spin  out  our  years  to  four  times  twenty; 
And  Ihould  we  both  in  this  condition 
Have  conquer'd  love,  and  i^'orfe  ambition 
(Elfe  thofc  two  paffions,  by  the  way, 
May  chance  to  fhow  us  fcurvy  play)  ; 
Then,  Richard,  then  fhould  we  fit  dowa, 
Far  from  the  tumult  of  this  town ; 
I  fond  of  my  well-chofen  feat. 
My  pidures,  medals,  books  complete. 
Or,  (liould  we  mix  our  friendly  talk, 
O'erfhaded  in  that  favourite  walk. 
Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted. 
Both   pleas'd    with  all   we    thought   we   want- 
ed: 
Yet  then,  ev'n  then,  one  crofs  refledlion 
Would  fpoil  thy  grove,  and  my  coUedion  : 
Thy  J"on,  and  his,  ere  that,  may  die. 
And  time  louie  uncouth  heir  fupply, 
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Who  fiiall  for  nothing  clfe  be  known 
But  fpoiling  all  that  thou  haft  done. 
Who  let  the  twigs  Ihall  he  remember 
That  is  in  hafte  to  fell  the  timber  ? 
And  what  fhall  of  thy  woods  remain, 
Except  the  box  that  threw  the  main  ? 

Nay,  may  not  time  and  death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  I  love  ? 
And  my  coz  Tom,  or  his  coz  Mary, 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  Ikira  the  dairy) 
My  favourite  books  and  pidlures  fell 
To  Smart,  or  Dciley,  by  the  ell  ? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure,     , 
And  fet  the  price  upon  the  bigger  ? 
Thofe  who  could  never  read  the  grammar, 
"When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hammer, 
May  think  books  beft,  as  richeft  bound ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  juftice  vveigh'd  ; 
To  turn  the  balance,  Otho's  head 
May  be  thrown  in  ;  and,  for  the  metal. 
The  coin  may  mend  a  tinker's  kettle — 

Tir'd  with  thefe  thoughts — Lefs  tir'd  than  I, 
Quoth  Dick,  with  your  philofophy — 
That  people  live  and  die^  I  knew 
An  hour  agq,  as  well  as  you- 
And,  if  fate  fpins  us  longer  years, 
Or  is  in  hafte  to  take  the  ftiears, 
}  kr.ow  we  muft  both  fortunes  try, 
^nd  ^ear  our  evils  wet  or  dry. 


Yet,  let  the  goddcfs  fmlle  or  frown, 
Bread  we  fhall  eat,  or  white  or  brown  ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court. 
Drink  fine  campaign  or  muddled /erf. 
What  need  of  books  thefe  truths  to  tell. 
Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  fpell  i 
And  muft  we  fpe(5lacles  apply, 
To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  ?    ' 

Sir,  if  it  be  your  wifdom's  aim 
To  make  me  merrier  than  I  am, 

I'll  be  all  night  at  your  devotion — 

Come  on,  friend ;  broach  the  pleafing  notion  ; 

But,  if  you  would  deprefs  my  thought, 

Your/vJIem  is  not  worth  a  groat — 
For  Plato's  fancies  what  care  I  ? 

I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die,l 

Like  fimple  Cato  in  the  play, 

For  any  thing  that  he  can  fay  ? 

E'en  let  him  of  ideas  fpeak 

To  heathens  in  his  native  Greek. 

If  to  be  fad  is  to  be  wife, 

I  do  moft  heartily  defpife 

Whatever  Socrates  has  faid, 

Or  TuUy  writ,  or  Wanley  read. 

Dear  Drift  *,  to  fet  our  matters  right, 

Remove  thefe  papers  from  my  fight ; 

Burn  Mat's  Des-cart,  and  Ariftotle  : 

Here  !  Jonathan,  your  matter's  bottle. 

»  Frier's  fecretarv  and  executor, 
G  g  iij 
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PREFACE, 


It  is  hard  for  a  man  to  fpeak  of  himfelf  with  any 
tolerable  fatisfadion  or  fuccefs :  he  tan  be  more 
•leafed  in  blaming  himfelf,  than  in  reading  a  faiiie 
made  on  him  by  another  :  and  though  he  may 
iuftly  defire  that  a  friend  fliould  praife  him ;  yet. 
jf  he  makes  his  own  panegyric,  he  will  get  very 
few  to  read  it.  It  is  harder  for  him  to  fpeak  of 
his  own  writings.  An  author  is  in  the  condition 
©f  a  culprit :  the  public  are  hi"  judges  ;  by  allow- 
ing too  much,  and  condeicending  too  far,  he  may 
injure  his  own  caufe,  and  become  a  kind  oljlio  dt 
Je;  anu,  by  pleading  and  afilrting  too  boldly,  he 
may  difpleafe  the  court  that  fits  upon  him  :  h'n 
apology  may  only  heijihten  his  accuf*tion.  I  would 
avoid  thcfc  extremes  :  and  though,  I  grant,  it 
would  not  be  very  civil  to  trouble  the  reader  with 
a  long  preface,  before  he  enters  upon  an  indifferent 
poem  ;  I  wfuld  fay  fomething  to  perluadc  him  to 
take  it  a«  it  is,  or  to  excufe  it  for  not  being  better. 
The  noble  images  and  rcfleftions,  the  }  rofound 
reafonings  upon  human  aftions,  and  excellent  pre- 
cepts for  the  government  of  life,  wliich  are  found 
in  the  Proverbs,  Ecclefiaftes.  and  other  byoks  com- 
inonly  attributed  to  Solomon,  afford  fubjedls  for 
^er  DQ^tui  lA  everj  kind,  than  have,  1  thiuk,  as 


yet,  appeared  in  the  Greek,  Latin,  or  any  r^odern 
language:  how  far  thty  were  vcrfe  in  tl.-ir  I'ri- 
ginal  is  a  differtation  not  to  be  entered  into  at 
prefcnt. 

Out  of  this  great  treafure,  which  lips  heaped 
up  together  in  a  confufcd  magnificence,  above  all 
order,  I  had  a  mind  to  coilcdt  and  digeft  iBtli  ob- 
fcrvations  and  apophthegms,  as  moii  particularly 
tend  to  the  prnot  of  that  great  afftrtion,  laid  down 
in  the  beginning  of  the  Ecclefiaftes,  All  li  va- 

Nll  Y. 

Upon  the  fubjc^  thus  chofen,  fuch  various 
miagcs  prefcnt  themfelves  to  a  v/riter'>  mind,  that 
he  muft  find  it  eafier  to  judge  what  fhould  be  re- 
jedled,  than  what  ought  to  be  received.  The  dif- 
ficulty lies  in  drawing  and  dilpofing ;  or  (as  the 
painters  term  it)  in  grouping  fuch  a  multitude  of 
different  objedls,  prt.erving  ftiU  the  jufiice  and 
conformity  of  ftyle  and  colouring,  the  "  fimplcx 
"  duntaxat  et  unum,"  which  Hoi  ace  preftribes,  as 
requifite  to  make  the  whole  pi<fturc  beautiful  and 
perled. 

As  precept,  however  true  in  theory,  or  ufeful 
in  pradicc,  would  be  but  dry  and  tedious  in  verfe, 
cfpccially  if  the  recital  be  long,  1  found  it  necdTai- 
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ly  to  form  fome  ftory,  and  give  a  kiod  of  hody  to 
the  poem.  Untier  what  fpccics  it  msf  'ac  com- 
prehended, whether  Uidafcalic  or  Heroic,  1  ieiive 
to  the  judgment  of  the  critics,  deriring  thei;:  lo  be 
i^vourable  in  their  cenfuie;  ai:d  not  foliciioud 
what  the  poem  is  called,  provided  it  may  be  ac- 
Cc'pted. 

The  chief  pcrfonagCj  or  chnraiSler,  M  the  epic  is 
always  nroportioiied  to  the  delijjn  of  the  wi.rk,  to 
carry  on  the  narration  and  the  moral.  Honxer  in- 
tended to  Ihow  us,  in  his  Iliad,  tliat  diflentions 
amongft  great  men  obftrucft  the  esecurii-n  o.f  the 
iiobielt  enterpriles,  and  tend  to  the  ruiii  of  a  ilate 
or  kingdom.  I|is  Achilles,  therefore,  ie.  haughty 
and  paffionate,  impatient  of  any  .rellraint  by  laws, 
and  arrogant  in  arms.  In  his  OdyiTei,  the  fame 
poet  endeavours  to  erplain,  that  the  harde  •  difii- 
culties  may  be  overcame  by  labour,  and  our  for- 
tune re'i-oted  after  the  fevereft  affli<^ions.  Ulyffes 
iherefure  is  valiant,  viriijous,  and  patiei.t.  Viigil's 
dcligii  was  to  tell  us  how,  from  a  fmall  colony 
ellabliflied  by  the  I'rolans  in  Italy,  the  Roman 
empire  rv)fe  ;  and  from  what  ancient  families  Au- 
guiius  (who  was  hit  prince  and  patron)  deiccndcd. 
His  hero  therciore  wus  to  flight  his  way  to  the 
throne,  llill  diftiiiguinied  and  protected  by  the  fa- 
vour of  the  gods.  The  pi;et  to  thi.%  end  t^kes  oS 
from  the  vices  of  Achilles,  and  adds  to  the  virtues 
of  Ulyffes;  from  bcrh  perfedling  a  charai8;er  pro- 
per for  his  work  in  the  perfon  ot  jSneas. 

As  Yirgil  copied  after  Homer,  other  epic  poets 
have  copied  af^LFthcm  bath.  Taffo's  Gierufalcm- 
riie'Liherata  i«  direijlly  Troy  tovyn  fackcd;  witli 
this  diffe/ence  only,  that  the  two  ciiief  charaiicrs 
in  H(imer,  which  the  Latin  poet  bad  jomed  in 
one,  the  Italian  has  feparated  in  his  Godfrey  and 
Kinaldo  :  but  he  makes  them  both  carry  on  hi-; 
work  with  very  great  fuccefs.  Ronfard's  Franciade 
(incomparably  good  as  far  as  it  goes)  is  again  Vir- 
gil's iEneis.  Hi<  hero  conies  fiom  a  foreign  coun- 
try, fettles  a  colony,  and  lays  the  foundation  of  a 
future  empire.  1  inftaiice  in  thefe,  a,  the  gr-.uteft 
italiai)  and  French  poets  in  the  epic..  In  our  lan- 
guage, Spenfer  has  not  contented  hi.mftJf  witii  ti^is 
iLibmifljvc  ma-Hiitr  of  imitation  ;  h*;  iauiiche.'.  out 
into  very  flowery  paths,  which  ftill  fecm  to  con- 
du(51;  him  into  one  great  road.  His  Faery  Qiieen 
(had  it  been  finifned)  muft  have  ended  in  the  ac- 
count which  every  knight  was  to  give  of  his  ad- 
ventures, and  in  the  accumulated  praifes  of  his  he- 
roine Gloriana.  The  whole  would  have  been  an 
heroic  poem,  but  in  another  caft  and  figure  tharj 
iiiiy  that  ever  had  been  written  before.  Yet  it  is 
oblervable,  that  every  hero  (as  far  as  we  can  jud<);e 
by  the  books  ftill  remaining)  bears  his  diitinguiih- 
cd  characftec,  and  reprefents  fome  particular  virtue 
conducive  to  the  whole  dcfign. 

To  bring  this  to  our  prefcnt  fubjedl.  The  plea- 
fures  of  life  do  not  compcnfate  the  miferies :  age 
fleals  upon  us  unawares;  and  death,  as  the  only 
cure  of  our  ills,  ought  to  be  expeiSed,  but  not 
feared.  This  inftrudtion  is  to  be  illuftrated  by  the 
a<5tion  of  fome  great  perfon.  Who,  therefore,  more 
proper  for  the  bufinefs,  than  Solomon  himfelf .' 
And  why  may  he  not  be  luppofcd  now  to  repeat 


whit,  we  take  it  for  granted,  he  acfted  almoft  three 
thoui'and  years  fuice  .'  if  in  the  fair  Ctuation  where 
this  prince  was  placeil,  he  was  acquainted  with 
forr^iw  ;  if,  endowed  wi'h  the  grcatell;  perfe«ftion» 
of  nature,  and  poffcfi'ed  of  all  the  advantages  of 
external  cr,ndifion,  he  could  not  find  happinefs; 
the  reft  of  mankind  may  fafcly  take  tlic  monarch's 
word  foj  the  tru'.h  of  what  he  alTerte.  And  the 
author  v/ho  would  perluade  that  we  fhould  bear 
the  ilis  of  life  patiently,  merely  becaufe  Solomon 
felt  the  faire,  lias  a  bcter  argument  than  Lucre- 
tius had,  when,  Li  his  imperious  way,  he  at  once 
convinces  and  commands,  that  we  ought  to  lubmit 
to  death  without  repining,  becaufe  Epicurus  died. 
The  whole  puem  is  a  foliloqtiy  :  Solomon  is  the 
perfon  that  fpeaks :  he  is  at  o:ice  the  hero  and  the 
author,  but  he  tells  us  very  often  what  others  fay 
to  him.  Thofe  chiefly  introduced  are  his  rabbles 
and  philofophers  in  the  firft  book ;  ajid  his  women 
and  their  attendants  in  the  fecond  :  with  thefe  the 
facied  hiilory  mentions  him  to  have  converfed  ;  a» 
likcwiic  with  the  a:  gel  brought  down  in  the  third 
bouk,  to  help  him  out  of  his  difficulties,  or  at  leafl 
to  teach  him  how  te  overcome  them. 

'■'  Nee  Deus  intcrfit  nilidignus  vLndice  nodus — "^ 

I  prefume  this  poetical  liberty  may  be  very  juftly 
allowed  roe  on  fo  lolemn  an  occafjon. 

In  luy  deicription,  I  have  endeavoured  to  keep 
to  the  notions  and  manners  of  the  Jewifh  nation  at 
the  time  w  hen  Solomon  lived  :  and,  where  1  allude 
to  the  cuftoms  of  the  Greeks,  I  believe  I  may  be 
jufliiied  by  the  ilriifleft  chronologv  ;  though  a  poet 
is  not  obliged  to  the  rules  that  confine  an  hiftorian. 
Virgil  lias  anticipated  two  hundred  years;  or  the 
Trojan  hero  and  ^arthaginian  queen  could  not 
have  been  brought  together  ;  and  without  the  fame 
aiiachronimi  f^veral  cf  the  fincft  parts  of  his  iEneis 
mufl  have  jjeen  omitted.  Our  countryman  Milton 
g'oes  yet  further^  He  takes  up  many  of  his  mate- 
jial  imageii  ibn>e  thoufaiids  of  years  after  the  fall 
ot  man  :  nor  could  he  otherwife  have  written,  or 
we  read,  one  of  the  fublimeft  pieces  of  inventioa 
thai  was  ever  yet  produced.  This  likcwife  takes 
off  the  objeiifion,  that  fome  names  of  countries, 
terms  of  ar:,  r.na  notions  in  natural  philofophy, 
are  otherwife  exprefled  than  can  be  warranted  by 
tJie  geography  or  aftronomy  of  Solomon's  tune. 
Poets  arc  allowed  the  fame  liberty  in  their  de-. 
fcriptions  and  comparifnns,  as  painters  in  their 
draperies  and  ornaments  :  their  perfonages  may  be 
drelled,  not  exadl-ly  in  the  fame  habits  which  they 
wore,  but  in  fuch  as  make  them  appear  mod 
graceful.  In  this  cafe  probability  muft  atone  for 
the  want  of  truth.  This  liberty  has  indeed  been 
abufed  by  eminent  mafters  in  either  fcience  Ra- 
phael and  Tafto  have  fhown  their  difcrction,  where 
Paul  Veronefe  and  Ariofto  are  to  anfwer  for  their 
extravagances.  It  is  the  excefs,  not  the  thing  it- 
felf,  that  is  blameable. 

I  would  fay  one  word  of  the  meafure  in  which 
this  and  moft  poems  of  the  age  are  written.  Heroic 
with  continued  rhyme,  as  Donne  and  his  contem- 
poraries ufed  it,  carrying  the  fenfe  oi  one  verfe 
C  g  iiij 
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moll  commonly  Info  acothtr,  was  found  too  diflb- 
cute  and  wild,  and  came  very  often  too  near  profe. 
As  Davenant  and  Waller  correiled,  and  Dryden 
perfedled  it,  it  is  too  confined  :  it  cuts  off  the  fenfe 
at  the  end  of  every  firft  line,  which  muft  always 
rhyme  to  the  next  following;  and  cnrfequently 
produces  too  frequent  an  identity  in  the  found,  and 
brings  every  couplet  to  the  point  of  an  epigram. 
It  is  indeed  too  broken  and  weak,  to  convey  the 
fentiments  and  rcprefent  the  images  proper  for 
epic.  And,  as  it  tires  the  writer  while  he  com- 
pofes,  it  muft  do  the  fame  to  the  reader  while  he 
repeats ;  tfpcciaily  in  a  poem  of  any  confiderable 
length. 

If  ftrilring  out  into  blank  vetfe,  as  Milton  did 
(and  in  this  kind  Mr.  Philips,  had  he  lived,  would 
have  excelled) ;  or  running  the  thought  into  alter- 
nate and  ftanza,  which  allows  a  greater  Tariety, 
and  ftill  preferves  the  dignity  of  the  verfe,  as  Spcn- 
fcr  and  Fairfax  have  done;  if  either  of  thefe,  1  fay, 
be  a  proper  remedy  for  my  poetical  complaint,  or 
if  any  ether  may  be  fourd,  I  dare  not  determine  : 
I  am  only  inquiring  in  order  to  be  better  inform- 
ed, without  prefuming  to  diredl  the  judgment  of 
others.  And,  while  I  am  fpeaking  of  the  verfe 
itfelf,  I  give  all  juft  praife  to  many  of  my  friends 
now  livirg,  who  have  in  epic  carried  the  harmony 
of  their  numbers  as  far  as  the  nature  of  this  mea- 
fure  will  permit.  But,  once  mere:  he,  that  writes 
in  rhymes,  dance*  in  fetters;  and,  as  his  chain  is 
more  extended,  he  may  certainly  take  larger  ftcps. 
I  need  make  no  apology  for  the  fliort  digreilive 
panegyric  upon  Great  Britain  in  the  firft  book.  1 
am  glad  to  have  it  obferved,  that  there  appears 
throughout  all  my  verfes  a  zeal  for  the  honour  of 
my  country  :  and  I  had  rather  be  thought  a  good 
Engiifliman,  than  the  beft  poet,  or  the  greateft 
fcholar  that  ever  wrote. 

And  now  as  to  the  publiftiirig  of  this  piece, 
though  I  have  in  a  literal  fenfe  obferved  Horace's 
"  Nonum  prematur  in  annum;"  yet  have  1  by  no 
means  obeyed  our  poetical  lawgiver,  according  to 
the  fpirit  of  the  precept.  The  poem  has  indeed 
been  written  and  laid  aflde  much  longer  than  the 


term  prefcribed;  but  in  the  meantime  I  had  littfe 
leLfure,  and  lefs  inclination,  to  revife  or  print  it. 
The  frequent  interruptions  I  have  met  with  in  my 
private  ftudies,  and  great  variety  of  public  life  in 
which  I  have  been  employed,  my  thoughts  (fuch 
as  they  are)  having  generally  been  expreffed  in 
foreign  language,  and  even  formed  by  a  habitude 
very  different  from  what  the  beauty  and  elegance 
of  Engiifli  poetry  reqoires  :  all  thefe,  and  fome  o- 
ther  circumftances  w  hich  we  had  as  good  pafs  by  at 
prefert,  do  juftly  contribute  to  make  my  excufc  in 
this  behslf  very  plaufible.     Far,  indeed,  from   de- 
figning  to  print,  I  had  locked  up   thefe  papers  in 
my  fcrutoire,  there  to  lie  in.peace   till  my  execu- 
tors might  have  taken  them  out.     What  altered 
this  defign,  or  how  my  fcrutoire  came  to  be  un- 
locked before  my  c<  fEn  was  nailed,  is  the  queftlon. 
The  true  reafon  I  take  to  be  the  beft :  many  of  my 
friends  cf  the   firft   quality,   fineft  learning,   and 
greateft  underftanding,  have  wreftcd  the  key  from 
my  hands  by  a  very  kind  and  irrefiftible  violence  : 
and  the  poem  is  publiftitd,not  without  my  confeut " 
indeed,  but  a  little  againft  my  opinion  ;  and  with 
an   implicit  fubmifTion   to  the  partiality  of  their 
judgment.     As  I  gave  up  here  the  fruits  of  many 
of  my  vacant  hours  to  their  amufement  and  plea- 
fure,  I  fball  always  think  myfelf  happy  if  I  may 
dedicate  my  moft  ferious  endeavours  to  their  inte- 
reft  and  fervice.     And   I  am   proud   to  finilh  this 
preface  by  faying,  that  the  violence  of  many  ene- 
mies, whom  1  never  juftly  offended,  is  abundantly 
recompenfeci    by    the    goodnefs  of   more   friends, 
whom    I   can   never  fi:fficiently  oblige.     And  if  I 
here  affume  the  liberty  of  mentioning  my  Lord 
Harley  and  Lord  Bathurft  as  the  authors  of  this 
amicable  confederacy,  among  all  thofe  whofe  names 
do  me  great  honour  at  the  beginning  of  n)y  book  ;f 
thefe  two  only  ought  to  be  angry  with  me  :  for  I 
difobey  their   pofitive  order,  whilft  I  make  even 
this  fmall  acknowledgment  of  their  particalar  kind- 
flefs. 
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TEXTS  CHIEFLY  ALLUDED  TO  IN  BOOK  I. 

«•  The  words  of  the  Preacher  the  Son  of  David 
"  King  of  Jerufakm."  Ecclefiaftes,  chap.  i. 
ver.  I. 

*«  Vanity  of  vanities,  fays  the  Preacher,  vanity  of 
"  vanities,  all  is  vanity."  Ver   2. 

••  I  communed  with  mine  own  heart,  faying,  Lo, 
"  I  am  come  to  gr;;at  eftate,  and  have  gotten 
"  more  wifdom  than  all  they  that  have  heei. 
"  before  me  in  J-,  rufalem;  yea,  my  heart  had 
*'  great  exjieriencc  of  wifdom  and  knowledge." 
Ver.  16. 

"  He  fpake  of  trees,  from  the  cedar-tree  that  is  in 
"  l^ebanun,  even  unto  the  hyflop  that  fpringeth 
"  out  of  the  wall  :  he  fpake  aifo  of  beafts,  and 
"  of  fowl,  and  (.£  creeping  things,  and  of  fiflies." 
I  Kings,  chap.  iv.  ver.  33. 

«i  I  knov",  that  whatfoevcr  God  doeth,  it  (hall  be 
"  for  c'.er  :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any 
"  thing  taken  from  it ;  and  God  doeth  it,  that 
"  men  Ihould  fear  before  him."  Ecclefiaftes, 
chap   iii.  ver.  14 

i«  He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiful  in  his  rime  : 
"  alfo  he  hath  fet  the  world  in  their  heart,  ib 
"  that  no  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God 
"  maketh  from  the  beginning  to  the  end."  Ver. 
II- 

«•  For  in  much  wifdom  is  much  grief :  and  he 
"  that  increafeth  knowledge,  incfeafethforrow." 
Chap.  i.  ver.  18. 

«  And  further,  by  thefe,  my  fon,  be  admoniftied  : 
"  of  making  many  books  there  is  no  end  :  and 
"  much  fludy  is  a  wearinefs  of  the  flclh." 
Qhap.  xii.  ver.  1  a,. 


'The  Argument, 

Solomon,  feeking  happinefs  from  knowledge,  con- 
venes the  learned  men  of  his  kingdom  ;  require* 
them  to  explain  to  him  the  various  operations 
and  effecfts  of  nature ;  difcourfe^  of  Vegetables 
animals,  and  man  ;  propofes  fome  queftions  con- 
cerning the  origin  and  fituation  (f  tne  habitable 
earth;  proceeds  to  examine  the  fyftem  of  the 
vifible  heaven ;  doubts  if  there  may  not  be  a 
plurality  of  worlds;  inquires  into  the  nature  of 
Spirits  and  .Angels;  and  wiflies  to  be  more  fully 
informed  as  to  the  attributes  of  the  Supreme 
Being.  He  is  imperfedly  anfwered  by  the 
rabbins  and  do>Sors ;  blaiues  his  own  curiofity ; 
and  concludes,  that,  as  to  human  fcicnce,  all  is 
vanity. 

Ye  fons  of  men,  with  juft  regard  attend, 
Obferve  the  Preacher,  and  believe  the  friend, 
Whofe  lerious  mufe  infpires  him  to  explain. 
That  all  we  acfl,  and  all  we  think,  is  vain  ; 
That,  in  this  pilgrimage  of  feventy  years. 
O'er  rocks  of  perils,  and  through  vales  of  tears, 
Deltin'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  flcps  we  tend 
Tir'd  with  the  toil,  yet  fearful  of  its  end  : 
That  from  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  Ihares 
Of  follies,  paffions,  labours,  tumults,  cares ; 
And,  at  approach  of  death,  fliail  only  know         "»' 
The  truth,  which  from  thefe  pcnfive  numbers/ 

flow, 
That  we  purfue  falfe  joy,  and  fuffer  real  woe. 

Hippinefs,  objed  of  that  waking  dream. 
Which  we  call  life,  miftaking  :   fugitive  theme 
Of  my  purfuing  verfe,  ideal  fhade, 
Notional  good,  by  fancy  onK  made. 
And  by  tradition  nurs'd  fallacious  fire, 
Whofe  dancing  beams  miflead  our  fond  defire, 
Caufe  of  our  care,  and  error  of  our  mind; 
Oh  I  hadft  thou  ever  been  by  Heaven  defign'd 
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To  Adam,  and  his  mortal  race;  the  boon 
Entire  had  been  referv'd  for  Solomon  : 
On  me  the  partial  lot  had  been  bellow'd, 
And  in  my  cup  the  j»oldeii  draujjNt  had  flow'd. 

But  O  !  ere  yet  original  nnn  was  made, 
Ere  the  foundations  of  this  earth  were  laid, 
It  was,  opponent  to  our  fearch,  ordain'd 
That  joy,  IHil  fought,  fhould  never  be  aitaia'd. 
Thi«  fad  exreric-nce  cites  me  to  reveal. 
And  what  1  di&ate  i=  from  what  I  feel. 

Born,  a«  I  was,  great  David's  favourite  fon, 
Dear  to  my  people,  on  tiie  Hebrew  throne, 
Sublime  my  court,  with  Ophir's  trealures  bkft, 
My.  name  extended  to  the  fartheft  eaft. 
My  body  cloth'd  wi'h  every  isutward  grace, 
Strength  m  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  faqe. 
My  ftiining  thought  with  frnitful  notions  crown'd, 
Quick  my  invention,  and  my  judgment  found  : 
Arife  (1  commun'd  With  myfclf),  arife ; 
Think,  to  be  happy  ;  to  be  great,  be  wife  : 
Content  of  fpirit  mafl;  from  fcience  flow. 
For  'tis  a  godlike  attribute  to  know. 

I  faid ;  and  fent  my  edi(5l  through  the  hnd : 
Around  my  throne  the  letter'd  rabbins  fund  ; 
Hilloric  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  fpread,       ~) 
The  old  difcourfing  as  the  younger  read  :  > 

Attend  I  heard,  propos'd  my  doubts,  and  faid :    j 

The  vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  trc?, 
Its  feed   its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree, 
1  am  allovv'd,  as  fame  reports,  to  Ivnow, 
Fiom  the  fair  cedar  on  the  craggy  brow 
Of  Lebanon  nodding  fuprt-mely  tall, 
To  creeping  mols  and  hyffop  on  the  wall  : 
Yet,  juft  and  confcious  to  mylelf,  I  find 
A  thoufand  doubts  oppofe  the  fearching  mind. 

I  know  not  why  the  beach  delights  the  ghda 
With  boughs  extended,  and  a  rounder  (hadt  j 
W'hilft  towering  firs  in  conic  forms  arife. 
And  with  a  pointed  fpear  divide  the  fkies  : 
Nor  why  again  the  changing  oak  fliould  fhed 
The  yearly  honour  of  his  llately  jiead  ; 
Whiift  the  diftinguifti'd  yew  is  ever  feen, 
TJnchang'd  his  branch,  and  permanent  his  gre^n. 
Wanting  the  fun,  why  docs  the  caUha  fade  ? 
Why  does  the  cyprefs  flourifli  in  the  fliade  ? 
'1  he  fig  and  date,  why  love  they  to  remain 
In  middle  ftation,  and  an  even  plain  ; 
While  in  the  lower  marfh  the  gourd  is  found, 
And  while  the  hill  with  olive-fliude  i«  crown'd? 
Why  does  one  climate  and  one  ioil  endue  "^ 

The  blulhing  poppy  with  a  criir.loi:  liue,  > 

Yet  leave  the  lily  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue?  J 
Why  doss  the  fond  carnation  love  to  fhoot 
A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ; 
While  the  fantaftic  tulip  flnves  to  break 
Ijp  twofold  beauty,  and  a  parted  flreak  ? 
The  twining  jafmine  and  the  blufhing  rofe 
With  lavifli  grace  theirniorning  fcentsdifclofe  : 
The  fmcllii  g  tuberofe  and  jonquil  declare 
The  ilrongcr  impuifc  of  an  evening  air. 
Whence  has  the  tree  (refolve  me)  or  the  flower 
A  various  inftind.  or  a  different  power.' 
Why  fhould  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  flream,  one 

breath, 
Saife  this  to  ftiength,  and  ficken  that  to  death  ? 


OF    PRIOR, 

Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant,  whici 
well 
We  name  the  fenfitive,  fhould  move  and  feel .' 
Whence  know  her  leaves  to  anfwcr  her  command. 
And  v<it!i  auick  horror  fly  the  neighbouring  hand? 

Along  ihe  funny  bank,  or  watery  mead. 
Ten  thoufand  ilaiks  the  various  blofror;is  fpread  : 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  foil. 
They  neither  know  to  fpin,  nor  care  to  toil ; 
Yet  v.'ith  confefs'd  magnificence  deride 
Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 
The  cowfiip  fmiles,  in  brighter  yellow  dref^'d 
Than  that  which  veils  the  nubile  virgin's  brtift  : 
A  fairer  red  flands  blufhing  in  the  rofc        [flow*. 
That  that   which  on   the  bridegroom's  vtftcuen^j 
Take  but  the  humbled  iily  of  the  field  ; 
And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  rcafon  yield, 
It  mull  by  furc  comparifon  be  fliown 
That  on  the  regal  leat  great  David's  fon, 
Array'd  in  all  his  roaes  and  types  of  power, 
Shines  with  iefs  glory  than  that  fimple  flower. 

Of  Sflies  next,  my  friends,  !  would  inq.are  : 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  refpire, 
From  the  fmall  fry  tiiat  glide  on  Jordan's  ftreasTi 
Uiimark'd,  a  multitude  without  a  name, 
To  that  leviathan,  who  o'er  the  feas 
Immenfe  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  ways, 
And  mocks  the  v.'ind,  and  in  the  tempefl  plays? 
How  they  in  warlike  baiid^  march  greatly  forth 
Fiom  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  north. 
To  fouthern  climes  dirctting  their  career, 
Theit  ftation  changing  with  th'  inverted  year  ? 
How  al!  with  careful  knowledge  are  endued. 
To  choc>fe  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food  ; 
To  guard  their  fpawn,  and  educate  their-  brood  ? 

01  biid.',  how  each  according  to  her  kind 
Proper  nia:eriali  for  her  neft  can  find. 
And  build  a  frame,  which  deepefl:  thought  in  man 
Would  or  amend  or  imitate  in  vain  ? 
How  in  fmall  flights  they  know  to  try  their  youngs 
Ai,d  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  ^^uo;  ? 
Why  thcfc  frequent  the  plain,  aiidthofethe  wood  ? 
Why  every  land  has  her  fpecific  brood  .' 
Where  tlie  tall  crane,  or  winding  fwallow,  goes. 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds  and  f-illing  fpovvi; 
If  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees,  they  creep. 
In  temporary  death  confin'd  to  fleep  ; 
Or,  coiifcious  of  tlie  coming  evil,  fly 
'Fo  milder  regionc,  and  a  f((UthcTii  fsy  > 

Of  htafts  and  creeping  infers  fljall  we  tra<:j. 
The  wondrous  nature,  and  the  various  race; 
Or  v/ild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe. 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ^ 

Tell  me,  ye  ftudiotis,  who  pretend  to  fee 
Far  into  Natuie'.s  boibm,  whence  the  bee 
Was  firft  infi  rm'd  her  venturous  flight  to  fleer 
1  hrougb  tracklefs  paths,  and  an  abyfh  of  air  ? 
Whence  Jhe  avoids  the  fiimy  marfli,  and  kno\vs'\ 
rbe  fertile  hills  where  fweetcr  herbage  grows,   f 
And  hpncy-making  flowers  their  opening  buds  f 
difclofe  ?  y 

How  from  the  thicken'd  mill,  and  fetting  fun, 
Finds  (he  the  labour  of  her  day  n  done  ? 
Who  taught  her  againft  winds  and  raina  to  flrivc» 
To  bring  her  burdeu  to  the  certain  hive; 
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And  through  the  liquid  fields  again  to  pafs 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  founding  brafs  ? 

And,  O  thou  fluiggard,  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midft  fummer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
By  conftont  journies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  flores;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear. 
By  whatinftruvSion  does  (he  bite  the  grain, 
Left,  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 
It  might  elude  the  forefight  of  her  care  ? 
Diftindl  in  either  inl'ecft's  deed  appear         [fear. 
The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and 

Fix  thy  corporeal  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  gnat,  or  new-engender*d  fly  ; 
On  the  vile  worm  that  yefterday  began 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abjedl  man  : 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  they  move,  they  tafte,  they 

fee, 
They  fliow  their  paflions  by  their  adts,  like  thee : 
Darting  their  ftings,  they  previoufly  declare 
Defign'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war  : 
Laying  their  eggs,  they  evidently  prove 
The  genial  power,  and  full  effetft  of  love. 
Each  then  has  organs  to  digeft  his  food. 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  the  brood ; 
Has  limbs  and  finews,  blood  and  heart,  and  brain, 
Life  and  her  proper  fundtions  to  fuftain. 
Though  the  whole  fabric  fmaller  than  a  grain. 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reafon  grant 
To  the  large  whale,  or  caftled  elephant ; 
To  thofe  enormous  terrors  of  the  Nile, 
The  crefted  fnake,  and  U  ng-tail'd  crocodile; 
Than  that  all  differ  but  in  ihape  and  name. 
Each  deftin'd  to  a  lefs  or  larger  frame  } 

Fi.r  potent  nature  loves  a  various  aift. 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  ftudious  to  contradt, 
Now  forms  her  vsork  too  fmall,  now  too  immenfe. 
And  fcorns  the  meafures  of  our  feeble  fcnfe. 
The  objed  fpread  too  far,  or  rais'd  too  high, 
Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye  ; 
Too  httle,  it  eludes  the  dazzled  fight. 
Becomes  mixt  blacknefs,  or  unparted  light. 
Water  and  air  the  varied  form  confound  ;    [round. 
The  ftraight  looks  crooked,  an<^  the  fquare  grows 

Thus,  while  with  fruitlefs  hope  and  weary  pain. 
We  feek  great  nature's  power,  but  feek  in  vain, 
tjafe  fits  the  goddefs  in  her  dark  retreat ; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait. 
And  endlefs  fhapes,  v/hich  the  myfterioys  quecp 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain, 
As  from  our  lufl  purfuit  fhe  wills,  to  hide 
Her  clcfe  dscrees,  and  chaften  human  pride. 

Untam'd  and  fierce  the  tigers  ftill  remains; 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  on  his  chains  : 
For  the  kind  gifts  of  water  and  of  food 
Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good. 
He  feeks  his  keeper's  flefli,  and  thirfts  his  blood  . 
While  the  ftn  ng  camel,  and  the  generous  horfe, 
Reftrain'd  and  aw'd  by  man's  inferior  force. 
Do  to  the  rider's  wdl  their  rage  fubmit, 
And  anfwer  to  the  (pur.  and  own  the  bit ; 
Stretch  their  glad  mouths  to  meet  the  feeder's  hand. 
Plcas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  his  com- 
mand. 

Again  :  the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad,  ■ 
^n  fecrct  rapine  bent,  and  midnight  fraud  j 


.J 


Now  haunts  the  cliff,  now  traverfes  the  lawn 
And  flies  the  hated  neighbourhood  of  man  : 
While  the  kind  fpaniel,  and  the  faithful  hound 
Likeft  that  fox  in  fliape  and  fpecies  f(,utid 
Refufes  through  thefe  cliffs  and  lawns  to  roam 
Purfuesthe  noted  path,  and  covets  home 
Docs  with  kind  joy  domeftic  faces  meet. 
Takes  what  the  glutted  child  dei.ies  to  eat 
And,  dying,  licks  his  long-iov'd  mafter's  feet. 

By  what  immediate  caufc  they  are  inclin'd 
In  many  a6ls,  'tis  hard,  I  own,  to  find. 
I  fee  in  others,  or  1  think  I  fee. 
That  ftridt  their  principles  and  ours  agree. 
Evil  like  us  they  fliun,  and  cover  good  ; 
Abhor  the  poifon,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate  ;  like  us  they  know 
Vo  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  f(,e. 
With  feeming  thought  their  adlion  thty  intend, 
And  life  the  means  proportioa'd  to  the  end. 
Then  vainly  the  philufopher  avers, 
That  reafon  guides  our  deed,  and  inftincft  theirs. 
How  can  we  juftly  different  caufes  frame 
When  the  effcdls  entirely  are  the  fame  i  * 
Inllind  and  reafon  how  can  we  divide  ? 
'Tis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

With  the  fame  folly,  fure,  man  vaunts  hisfwar 
If  the  brute  beafl  refufes  to  obey.  ' 

For  tell  me,  when  the  empty  bnafter's  word 
Proclaims  himfeif  the  univerfal  lord. 
Dees  he  not  tremble,  left  the  lion's  paw 
Should  join  his  plea  againft  the  fancy 'd  law? 
Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair 
It  in  the  fchools  or  porches  ftiould  appear 
The  fierce  hysena,  or  the  foaming  bear? 

The  combatant  too  late  the  field  declines 
When  now  the  iword  is  girded  to  his  loins'. 
When  the  fvvift  vefiel  flies  before  the  wind," 
Too  late  the  failor  views  the  land  behind.  ' 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
Inquiry,  rais'd  and  towenng  on  the  wings 
Forward  Ihe  ftrives,  averfe  to  be  withheld 
Form  nobler  objeds,  and  a  larger  field. 

ConCder  with  me  this  asthereal  fpace. 
Yielding  to  earth  and  fea  the  middle  place. 
Anxious  I  afk  you,  how  the  pesfile  ball 
Should  never  ftrive  to  rife,  nor  fear  to  fall  ? 
When  I  reflect  how  the  revolving  fun 
Does  round  rur  globe  his  crooked  journies  run 
I  doubt  of  many  lands,  if  they  contain 
Or  herd  of  beaft,  or  colony  of  man  ; 
If  any  nation  pafs  their  deftin'd  days 
Beneath  the  neighb.  uring  fun's  dirctfter  raya- 
If  any  fuffer  on  the  polar  coaft  * 

The  rage  of  Ardos  and  eternal  froft. 

May  not  the  pleafure  of  Omnipotence 
To  each  of  thefe  fome  fecret  good  difpenfc  f 
Thole  who  amidft  the  torrid  regions  live,  ' 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receive  ? 
See  daily  ftiowers  rejoice  the  thirfty  earth, 
And  blefs  the  flowery  buds'  fucceeding  birth  ? 
May  they  not  pity  us,  condemn'd  to  bear^ 
The  various  heaven  of  an  obliquer  fphere; 
While  by  fix'd  laws,  and  with  a  juft  return, 

IThey  feci  twelve  hour*  that  ihade,  for  twelve  tha«- 
burn  J 
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And  praifc  the  neighbouring  fun,  whofe  conftant 
Enlightens  them  with  feafons  ftill  the  fame  ?  [flame 
And  may  not  thofe,  whofe  diftant  lot  is  cafl 
North  beyond  Tartary's  extended  wafte ; 
Where  through  the  plains  of  one  continual  day 
Six  fliining  months  purfue  their  even  way, 
And  fix  fucceeding  urge  their  duflcy  flight, 
Obfcur'd  with  vapours,  and  o'erwhelm'd  in  night: 
Way. not,  I  aflc,  the  natives  of  thefe  climes 
(As  annals  may  inform  fucceeding  times) 
To  our  quotidian  change  of  heaven  prefer 
Their  own  vicifTitude,  and  equal  ftiare 
Of  day  and  night,  difparted  through  the  year 
May  they  not  fcorn  our  fun's  repeated  race, 
To  narrow  bounds  prefcrib'd,  and  little  fpace, 
Haftening  from  morn,  and  headlong  dhveu  from 


,i 


Half  of  our  daily  toil  yet  fcarcely  done  ? 
May  I  they  not  juftly  to  our  climes  upbraid 
Shortnefs  of  night,  and  penury  of  fhade ; 
That,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  juftly  bleft 
With  wholefome  fleep,  and  neccffary  reft. 
Another  fun  demands  return  of  care. 
The  remnant  toil  of  yefterday  to  bear  ? 
Whilft,  when  the  folar  beams  falute  their  fight, 
Bold  and  fecure  in  half  a  year  of  light, 
Uninterrupted  voyages  they  uke 
To  the  remoteft  wood,  and  farthefl  lake ; 
Manage  the  fiftiing,  and  purfue  the  courfe   [force  ? 
With  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continued 
And,  when  declining  day  forfakes  their  flcy, 
When  gathering  clouds  (peak  gloomy  winter  nigh; 
With  plenty  for  the  coming  feafon  bleft. 
Six  folid  months  (an  age)  they  live,  releas'd 
From  all  the  labour,  procefs,  clamour,  woe. 
Which  our  fad  fcenes  of  daily  aition  know  : 
They  light  the  Ihining  lamp,  prepare  the  feaft, 
And  with  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  gueft  5 
Or  tell  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 
Which  now  they  fuffer)  to  the  liftening  fair ; 
And,  rais'd  in  pleafure,  or  repos'd  in  eafe 
(Grateful  alternate  of  fnbftantial  peace). 
They  blefs  the  long  nodurnal  influence  ftied 
On  the  crown'd  goblet,  and  the  genial  bed. 

In  foreign  iflcs  which  our  difcoverers  find, 
Far  from  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd, 
The  rugged  bear's,  or  fpotted  lynx's  brood, 
Frighten  the  valiies,  and  infeft  the  wood ; 
The  hungry  crocodile,  and  hifllng  fnake, 
Lurk  in  the  troubled  ftream  and  fenny  brake  ; 
And  man,  untaught  and  ravenous  as  the  bcaft, 
Does  valley,  wood,  and  brake,  and  Itrcani,  inleft  ; 
Deriv'd  thefe  men  and  animals  their  birth 
From  trunk  of  oak,  or  pregnant  womb  of  earth  ? 
Whence  then  the  old  btlict,  that  all  began 
In  Eden's  Ihade,  and  one  created  man? 
Or,  grant  this  progeny  was  wafted  o'er 
By  coafting  boats  from  next  adjacent  fliore ; 
Would  thofe,  from  whom  we  will  fuppofe  they 

.  fpring. 
Slaughter  to  harmlefs  lands  and  poifon  bring  ? 
Would  they  on  board  or  bears  or  lynxes  take. 
Feed  the  ftie  adder,  and  the  brooding  fuakc  ! 
Or  could  they  think  the  new  diftover'd  illc 
Plea»'d  to  receive  a  pregnant  crocodile  i 


And,  fince  the  favage  lineage  we  muft  trace 
From  Noah  fav'd,  and  his  diJlinguifli'd  race  ; 
How  fliould  their  fathers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noah  taught,  the  rules  he  fet. 
To  fow  the  glebe,  to  plant  the  generous  vine. 
And  load  with  grateful  flames  the  holy  ftirine; 
While  the  great  fire's  unhappy  fons  are  found, 
Unprefs'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground. 
Straggling  o'er  dale  and  hill  in  queft  of  food. 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God  ? 

How  ftiall  we  nest  o'er  earth  and  feas  purfue 
The  varied  forms  of  every  thing  we  view ; 
That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame  ? 
Of  thofe  materials,  '.vhich  have  been  confefs'd 
The  priftine  fpriiigs  and  parents  of  the  reft, 
Each  becomes  other.     Water  ftopp'd  gives  birth 
To  grafs  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  earth  : 
Diff'us'd,  it  riies  in  a  higher  fphere, 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  foftens  into  air  : 
Thofe  finer  parts  of  air  again  infpire, 
IVlove  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire: 
That  fire,  once  more  by  thicker  air  o'ercomc, 
And  downward  forc'd,  in  earth's  capacious  womb 
Alters  its  particles  ;  is  fire  no  more, 
But  lies  refplendent  duft,  and  fliining  ore  ; 
Or,  running  through  the  mighty  mother's  veins, 
Changes  its  ftiape,  puts  off"  its  old  remains ; 
With  watery  parts  its  lefTen'd  force  divides. 
Flows  into  waves,  and.rifbs  into  tides, 

Difparted  ftreams  fliall  from  their  channels  fly, 
And  deep  furcharg'd  by  fandy  mountains  lie, 
Obfcurely  fepulcher'd.     By  eating  rain. 
And  furious  wind,  down  to  the  diftant  plain 
The  hill,  that  hides  his  head  above  the  feies. 
Shall  fall ;  the  plain  by  flow  degrees  fliall  rife 
Higher  than  erft  had  ftood  the  fummit-hill; 
for  time  muft  nature's  great  beheft  fulfil. 

Thus,  by  a  length  of  years  and  change  of  fate. 
All  things  are  light  or  heavy,  fmall  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  ftiall  future  clouds  appear, 
And  -Egypt's  pyramids  refine  to  air  : 
Thus  later  age  fliall  aik  for  Pifon's  flood, 
And  tf  avellers  inquire  where  Babel  ftood. 
Now  where  we  fee  thefe  changes  often  fall, 
Sedate  we  pafs  them  by  as  natural; 
Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appear. 
The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear. 
Let  adlive  thought  thele  dole  meanders  trace ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  place  : 
Are  all  things  miracle;  or  nothing  iuch  ? 
And  prove  we  not  too  little,  or  too  much  ? 

for  that  a  branch  cut  off^,  a  wither'd  rod 
Should  at  a  word  pronounc'd  revive -and  bud; 
Is  this   more  ftrange,   than  that  the  mountain's 

brow, 
Stripp'd  by  December's  froft,  and  white  with  fnow 
Should  puih  in  fpring  ten  thoufand  thoufand  buds. 
And  boaft  returning  leaves,  and  blooming  woods? 
That  each  fucceflive  night  from  opening  heaven 
The  food  of  angels  fiiould  to  man  be  given  ; 
Is  this  more  ftrange  than  that  with  common  bread 
Our  fainting  bodies  every  day  are  fed  i 
Than  that  each  griin  and  feed,  confum'd  in  earth, 
Raifes  its  fiore,  and  multipliea  iu  bitth. 
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And  from  the  handful,  which  the  tiller  fows, 
The  labour'd  fields  rejoice,  and   future  harvefb 
flows  ? 
-,     Then,  from  whate'er  we  can  to  fenfe  produce, 
Common  and  plain,  or  wondrous  and  abllrufe, 
From  nature's  conftant  or  eccentric  laws,  ~\ 

The  thoughtful  foul  this  general  inference  draws,  i 
That  an  effedl  muft  pre-fuppofe  a  cauie  :  ) 

And,  while  (he  does  her  upward  flight  fuftain, 
Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 
At  length  flie  is  oblig'd  and  forc'd  to  fee  T 

A  firft,  a  fource,  a  life,  a  Deity  ;  > 

What  has  for  ever  been,  and  muft  for  ever  be.    j 

This  great  exiftence  thus  by  reafon  found, 
Bleft  by  all  power,  with  all  perfedtion  crown'd  ; 
How  can  we  bind  or  limit  his  decree. 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eye  may  fee  ? 
Say  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  loft, 
Beyond  the  iflaiids,  and  the  mid-land  coaft  ? 
Or  has  that  God,  who  gave  our  world  its  birth, 
Sever'd  thofe  waters  by  fome  other  earth. 
Countries  by  future  plough-fliarcs  to  be  torn, 
And  cities  rais'd  by  nations  yet  unborn  ! 
Ere  the  progreflive  courfe  of  reftlefs  age 
Performs  three  thoufand  times  its  annual  ftage, 
May  not  our  power  and  learning  he  fuppreft, 
And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  weft  ? 

Where,  by  the  ftrength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
Lighten'd  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  warm'd, 
Afcends  my  foul  ?  what  fees  flie  white  and  great 
Amidft  fubjcAed  feas  ?  An  r/Is,  the  feat 
Of  power  and  plenty;  her  imperial  throne. 
For  juftice  and  for  mercy  fought  and  known  ; 
Virtues  fublime,  great  attributes  of  heaven, 
From  thence  to  this  diftinguifli'd  nation  given. 
Yet  farther  weft  the  weftern  ijle  extends 
Her  happy  fame  ;  her  armed  fleet  fhc  fends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye, 
And  lands,  which  we  imagine  wave  and  fky. 
From  pole  to  pole  flie  hears  her  adls  refound, 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  ocean  bound  ; 
Knows  her  fhips  anchor'd,  and  her  fails  unfurl'd, 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  fecond  world. 

Long  ftiall  Britannia  (that  muft  he  her  name) 
Be  firit  in  conqueft,  and  prefide  in  fame  : 
Long  ftiall  her  favour'd  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  envy,  and  the  force  of  age  : 
Rever'd  and  happy  fhe  (hall  long  remain. 
Of  human  things  leaft  changeable,  leaft  vain. 
"Yet  all  muft  with  the  general  doom  comply,  [die. 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  though  lafl,  muft 

Now  let  us  leave  this  earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon  azure  Iky  : 
Behold  it  like  an  ample  curtain  fpread, 
Nowftreak'd  and  glowing  with  the  morning-red; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright, 
And  choofing  fable  for  the  peaceful  night. 
A(k  reafon  now,  whence  light  and  (hade  were 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  heaven,    [given, 
Reafon,  our  guide,  what  can  (he  more  reply, 
Than  that  the  fun  illuminates  the  (ky  ; 
Than  that  night  rifes  from  his  abient  ray. 
And  his  returning  luftre  kindles  day  ? 

But  we  expesSl  the  morning-red  in  vain  : 
'Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obfcur'd  by  rain. 


The  noon-tide  yellow  wc  in  vain  require : 
'Tis  black  in  ftorm,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  the  night  fometimes  appears, 
Friend  to  our  wot,  and  parent  of  our  fears  : 
Our  joy  and  wonder  fometimes  (he  excites. 
With  flars  unnumber'd,  and  eternal  lights. 
Send  forth,  ye  wife,  fend    forth    your  labouring 

thought ; 
Let  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught. 
Of  airy  columns  every  moment  broke. 
Of  circling  whirlpools,  and  of  fphcres  of  fmoke  : 
Yet  this  folution  but  once  more  affords 
New  change  of  terms,  and  fcafFolding  of  words: 
In  other  garb  my  queftion  I  receive. 
And  take  the  doubt  the  very  fame  I  gave. 

Lo  !  as  a  giant  ftrong,  the  lufty  fun 
Multiply'd  rounds  in  one  great  round  does  run  • 
Twofold  his  courfe,  yet  conftant  his  career. 
Changing  the  day,  and  finilhing  the  year. 
Again,  when  his  defcending  orb  retires. 
And  earth  perceives  the  abfence  of  his  fires ; 
The  moon  affords  us  her  alternate  ray. 
And  with  kind  beams  diftributes  fainter  day, 
Yet  keeps  the  ftages  of  her  monthly  race  ; 
Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  face. 
Each  planet,  (hining  in  his  proper  fphere. 
Does  with  juft  fpeed  his  radiant  voyage  fteer  « 
Each  fees  his  lamp  with  different  luftre  crown'd  • 
Each  knows   his   courfe    with    different    periods 

bound ; 
And,  in  his  paffage  through  the  liquid  fpace. 
Nor  haftens,  nor  retards,  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now,  fhine  thefe  planets  with  fubftantial  rays  ? 
Does  innate  luftre  gild  their  meafur'd  days  i 
Or  do  they  (as  your  fchemes,  I  think,  have" 

(hown) 
Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own. 
All  fervants  to  that  fource  of  light,  the  fun 

Again  I  fee  ten  thoufand  thoufand  Itars, 
Nor  caft  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  fquares 
(Poor  rules,  with  which    our  bounded  mind  i 

fill'd, 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build)  ; 
But  fliining  with  fuch  vaft,  fuch  various  light, 
As  fpeaks  the  hand,  that  form'd  them,  infinite. 
How  mean  the  order  and  perfedlion  fought. 
In  the  beft  produft  of  the  human  thought, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  fpirit  of  the  world  ordains  I 

Now  if  the  fun  to  earth  tranfmits  his  ray. 
Yet  does  not  fcorch  us  with  too  fierce  a  day; 
How  fmall  a  portion  of  his  power  is  given 
To  orbs  more  dittant,  and  remoter  heaven  ? 
And  of  thofe  ftars,  which  our  imperfed;  eve 
Has,  doom'd  and  fix'd  to  one  eternal  (ky. 
Each,  by  a  native  ftock  of  honour  great. 
May  dart  ftrong  influence,  and  diffufe  kind  heat, 
(Itfelf  a  fun)  and  with  tranfmilTive  light 
Enliven  worlds  deny'd  to  human  fight. 
Around  the  circles  of  their  ambient  (kics 
JNew  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  fet  or  rife. 
And  other  Itars  may  to  thofe  funs  be  earths, 
Give  their  own  elements  their  proper  births. 
Divide  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pole, 
See  their  lands  flouriih,  and  their  oceans  roll; 
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Yet  thefe  great  orbs,  thus  radically  bright, 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light, 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  fphere      "J 
Makes  or  their  diftance  or  their  light  appear)     V 
Be  feen  a  nobler  or  inferior  ftar,  j 

,  And,  in  that  fpace  which  we  call  air  and  flcy,  ~) 
Myriads  of  earths,  and  moons,  and  funs,  may  lie,  > 
Unmeafur'd  and  unknown  by  human  eye.  J 

In  vain  we  meafure  this  amazing  fphere, 
And  find  and  fit  its  centre  here  or  there  ; 
"Whilft  its  circumference,  fcorning  to  be  bronght 
Ev'q  into  fancy'd  fpace,  illudes  our  vanquifli'd 
thought. 

Where  then  jire  all  the  radiant  menders  driven, 
With  which  your  guefles  fill'd  the  frighten'd  hea- 
Where  will  their  fidious  images  remain  .'       [ven  .? 
In  paper-fchemes,  and  the  Clialdean's  brain  ? 

This  problem  yet,  this  offspring  of  a  guefs. 
Let  us  for  once  a  child  of  truth  confcfs  ; 
That  thefe  fair  fiars,  thefc  objeds  of  delight 
And  terror  to  our  fearching  dazzled  fight. 
Are  worlds  immenfe,  unnumber'd,  infinite. 
But  do  thefe  worlds  difplay  their  beams,  or  guide 
Their  orbs,  to  ferve  thy  ufe,  to  pleafe  thy  pride  ? 
Thyfelf  but  du.1,thy  ftature  but  a  fpan, 
A  moment  thy  duration,  foolifli  man  ? 
As  well  may  the  minutetl  emmet  fay, 
That  Caucafuswas  rois'd  to  pave  his  way; 
the  fnail,  that  Lebanon's  extended  wood 
Was  deftin'd  only  for  his  walk  and  food  ; 
The  vileft  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coaft 
That  rounds  the  amjle  feas,  as  well  may  boaftj 
The  craggy  rock  projedt  above  :he  fky. 
That  he  in  fafety  at  its  foot  may  lie  ; 
And  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  fwell. 
Only  to  quench  his  third ,  or  move  and  blanch  hia 
ihell. 

A  higher  flight  the  venturous  goddefs  tries, 
Leaving  material  worlds  and  local  Ikies; 
Inquires  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  fpace, 
Thatform'd  and  held  the  angels'  ancient  race. 
For  rebel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought 
(I  ofi'er  only  what  tradition  taught)  ; 
IL  nh;;ttled  cherub  againlt  cherub  rofe,  '^ 

iiid  Ihield  tofiiield,  and  power  to  power  oppofe;/ 
Heaven  rung  with  triumph,  hell  was  fill'd  withf 
woes.  J 

What  were  thefe  forms  of  u  hich  your  volumes  tell, 
How  fomc  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell  ? 
Thefe  bound  to  bear  an  everlaliing  load. 
Durance  of  chain,  and  banifbment  of  God  ; 
By  fatal  turns  their  wretched  r.rength  ro  lire, 
To  fwim  in  fulphurous  lake-,  or  land  on  folid  fire  : 
While  thofe  exalted  to  primjcval  light, 
£xcef8  of  blefling,  and  fuprenie  delight. 
Only  perceive  fomc  little  paufc  of  joys 
In  thole  great  momei  is  when  their  God  employs 
Their  mini.;ry,  .o  pour  his  ihreaten'ii  hat« 
On  the  proud  king,  or  the  rebellimis  fiate  ; 
Or  to  revcrfe  Jctiovah's  high  command, 
Ai  d  Ipeak  the  thunder  falling  Irom  his  hand. 
When  to  his  duty  the  proud  kiiig  returns, 
And  the  lebellious  .  ate  in  alhes  m  ■urn'.  ? 
How  can  good  angels  be  in  heaven  confin'd, 
Or  view  that  prefence,  which  no  fpace  can  bind  ? 


Is  God  above,  beneath,  or  yon',  or  here  f 
He  who  made  ail,  is  he  not  every  where  ? 
Oh,  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night  "^ 

Sn  dark,  to  hide  them  from  that  piercing  light,  ( 
Which  form'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  power  of  T 
fight  ?  ) 

What  mean  I  now  of  angel,  when  I  hear 
Firm  body,  fpirit  pure,  or  fluid  air  ? 
Spirits  to  adlion  fpiritual  confin'd. 
Friends  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind, 
Should  only  a(S  and  prompt  us  from  within, 
Nor  by  external  eye  be  ever  feen. 
Was  it  not  therefore  to  our  fathers  known, 
That  thefe  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 
Elfe  how  could  Abraham  wafh  their  weary'd  feet? 
Or  Sarah  pleafe  their  tafte  with  favoury  meat  ? 
Whence  ftiould  they  fear  ?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 
To  fave  their  bodies  from  abufive  rage  I 
And  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 
Feel  or  refill  the  wreftling  angel's  might  ? 
How  could  a  form  in  ftrength  with  matter  try  ? 
Or  how  a  fpirit  touch  a  mortal's  thigh  ? 

Now  are  they  air  condens'd,  or  gather'd  rays  I 
How  guide  they  then  our  prayer,  or  keep  our  way«y 
By  ftronger  blafts   .  ill  fubjedl  to  be  toft. 
By  tempcfts  fcatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  lofl  ? 

Have  they  again  (as  facred  fong  proclaims) 
Subftances  real,  and  cxifting  frames  ? 
How  comes  it,  fince  with  thetti  we  jointly  (hare 
The  great  efFefl  of  one  Creator's  care. 
That,  whilll  our  bodies  ficken  and  decay. 
Theirs  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay  ? 
Why,  whilft  wej^ruggle  in  this  vale  beneath 
With  want  and  Ibrrow,  with  difeafe  and  death, 
Do  they,  more  blefsM,  perpetual  life  employ 
On  fongs  of  pleifure,  and  in  fcenes  of  j-jy  ? 

Now  when  my  mind  has  all  this  world  furveyM/ 
And  found,  that  nothing  by  itfelf  was  made; 
When  thought  has  rais'd  itfelf,  by  juft  degrees. 
From  vallies  crown'd  with  flowers,  and  hills  with 

trees; 
From  fmoking  mineral,  and  from  rifing  ftreams) 
From  fattening  Nilus,  or  viftorious  i  hames  ; 
From  all  the  living,  that  f  lur-footed  move 
Along  the  Ihorc,  the  meadow,  or  the  grove  ; 
From  all  that  can  with  fins  or  feathers  fly 
Through  the  aerial  or  the  watery  fky  ; 
From  the  poor  reptile  with  a  reafoning  foul, 
That  mifcrable  mafter  of  the  whole ; 
From  this  great  objedt  of  the  body's  eye, 
This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  fky. 
Terribly  large,  and  wsnderfuUy  bright. 
With  ftars  unnumber'd,  and  unmeafur'd  light^ 
From  efTences  unfeen,  cclefiial  names, 
Enlightening  fpirits,  and  minifterial  flames. 
Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones, 
All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  owns: 
Lift  we  our  reafon  to  that  fovereign  caufe, 
Who  bleft  the  whole  with  life,  and  bounded  it 

with  laws; 
Who  forth  from  nothing  call'd  this  comely  frame, 
His  will  and  aift,  his  word  and  work  the  fame  ; 
lo  whom  a  thoufand  year^  are  but  a  day  ;  *> 

who  bad  the  light  her  genial  beams  difplay,       > 
^  ud  let  tiie  moon,  and  taught  the  fun  its  way  : ) 
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Who,  wakinp:  fin'e,  his  creature,  fn  m  the  fciirce 
Primeval,  ordcr'd  his  predeflin'c!  ci-m-fe  ; 
Himfelf,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
Holding-,  obedient  to  his  hi^rh  conimand, 
The  deep  abyfs,  the  long-continued  (lore,  _ 

Where  m  jnrhs,  and  days,  and  hours,  and   mi-  | 
mites  pour  L 

Their   floating  parts,  and   thenceforth   arc  no  J 
more,  .  J 

This  Alpha  and  Omep^a,  firft  and  iaft. 
Who  like  the  potter  in  a  mould  has  cad 
Tlie  world's  great  frame,  comniandinjj  it  to  be 
Such  as  the  eyes  of  fenfe  and  reafon  fee; 
Yet  if  he  wills  may  change  or  fpoi!  the  whole  ;  ") 
May  take  yon'  beauteous,  myftic,  ftarry  roll,       S- 
And  burn  it  like  an  ufelefs  parchment  I'croll ;      j 
M^Y  from  its  bads  in  one  moment  pour 
This  melted  earth — 

Ijikc  liquid  met?l,  and  like  burning  or-fi  : 
Who,  fole  in  power,  at  the  beginning  faid, 
Let  fea,  and  air,  and  earth,  and  heaven  be  made  ; 
And  it  was  fo  ! — and,  when  he  Iball  ordain 
In  other  fort,  has  but  to  I'pcak  again, 
And  they  fhall  be  no  more  :    Of  this  great  theme, 
This  glorious,  hallow'd,  cverlafling  name, 
This  God,  I  would  difcourfe. — 

The  learned  elders  fat  appal'd,  amaz'd. 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  gaa'd ; 
Nor  Speech  they  meditate,  nor  anl'wer  frame 
(Too  plain,  glas !   their  filcnce  fpake  their  ihame); 
Till  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appear'd, 
And  turn  fuperior  to  the  vulgar  herd, 
Began  :   That  human  learning's  furtheft  reach 
Was  bnt  to  note  the  d(idlrine  I  could  teach; 
That  mine  to  fpeak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey  ; 
For  I  in  kno\vledge  more  than  power  did  fway  : 
And  the  aftonifh'd  world  in  me  beheld 
Mofes  eclips'd,  and  Jcffe's  foii  excell'd. 
Humhlea  fecond  bow'd,  and  took  the  word; 
Forefaw  my  name  by  future  age  ador'd ; 
O  live,  faid  he,  thou  wifefl  of  the  wife  ; 
As  none  lias  equall'd,  none  fliall  ever  rife 
Excelling  thee. — 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honeft  deeds, 
Pernicious  flattery  !  thy  malignant  feeds. 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand. 
Sadly  diffus'd  o'er  virtue's  glcby  land. 
With  lifing  pride  amidft  the  corn  appear, 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harveft  of  the  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplex'd  ignoble  crowd. 
Mute  to  my  queftions,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word  :   whence  things  arofe,  or  how 
They  thus  exifc,  the  apteft  n.  thing  know  : 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be, 
All  veil  of  doubt  apart,  the  dulled  fee  1 

My  prophets  and  my  fophifts  finifh'd  here 
The  civil  effort'  of  the  verbal  war  : 
Not  fo  my  rabbins  and  logicians  yield  ; 
Retiring,  flill  they  combat  ;  from  the  field 
Of  open  arms  unwilling  they  depart. 
And  fculk  behind  the  fubterfuge  of  art. 
To  fpeak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialedls  they  join, 
Divide  tlie  funple,  and  the  plain  define; 
Fix  fancy'd  laws,  and  form  miagin'd  rules. 
Term*  of  thoir  art,  and  jargon  of  their  fchools. 


Ill-grounded  maxims,  by  falfe  glofs  enlarg'd, 
And  captious  fcience  againft  reafon  charg'd. 

Snon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought: 
The  adverfe  ft(5l  deny'd  what  this  had  taught  • 
And  he  at  length  the  ampleft  triumph  gain'd, 
Who  contradiiffed  what  the  lad  maintain'd. 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind  '. 
We  erring  flill  excufe  for  error  find. 
And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind 

Vain  man  !  fince  firft  thy  blufhing  fire  eflay'd 
His  folly  with  connected  leaves  to  fhade, 
How  does  the  crime  of  thy  refembling  race 
With  like  attempt  that  prifiine  error  trace  ! 
Too  plain  thy  nakednefs  of  foul  efpy'd,  "j 

Why  doft  thou  flrive  the  confcious  fhame  to  hide  > 
By  mafics  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride  ?  j 

With  outward  fmiles  their  flattery  I  receiv'd ; 
Own'd  my  fick  mind  by  their  difcourfe  reiiev'd; 
But  bent,  and  inward  to  myfelf,  again 
Perplex'd,  thefe  niatters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 
My  fearch  ftill  tir'd,  my  labour  ftill  renew'd, 
At  length  I  ignorance  and  knowledge  view'd. 
Impartial;  both  in  equal  balance  laid,      [weigh'd*. 
Light  flew  the  knowing  fcalc.  the  doubtful  heavy 

Forc'd  by  refiedive  reafon,  i  cotifefs, 
That  human  fcience  is  uncertain  guefs. 
Alas  !  we  grafp  at  clouds,  and  beat  the  air, 
Vexing  that  fpirit  we  intend  to  clear. 
Can  thought  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb? 
Or  who  fhall  tell  me  what  is  fpace  or  time  ? 
In  vain  we  lift  up  our  prcfumptuous  eyes  -x 

To  what  our  Maker  to  their  ken  denies  :  C 

The  fearcher  follows  faft  ;   the  objed:  fafter  flies,  j 
The  little  which  imperfedly  we  find,  -^ 

Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind  C 

To  fruitlefs  fearch  of  fomething  yet  behind.  3 

Various  difcuflions  tear  our  heated  brain  ;  -^ 

Opinions  often  turn  ;   ftill  doubts  remain  ;  C 

And  who  indulges  thought,  increafes  pain.  j 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  wifdom  given  ! 
Earth   fhe  furveys ;    (he   thence   would  meafure 

heaven  : 
Through  nirfls  obfciire  now  wings  her  tedious  way; 
Now  wanders  dazzled  with  too  bright  a  day; 
And  from  the  fummit  of  a  pathlefs  coaft 
Sees  infinite,  and  in  that  fight  is  loft. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  dcfire  to  know. 
Offspring  of  Adam  '.  was  thy  fource  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thoU  then  renew  the  vain  purfuit. 
And  rafhly  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit; 
With  empty  labour  and  eluded  ftrife 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life  ; 
For  ever  from  that  fatal  tree  debarr'd. 
Which  flaming  fwords  and  angiy  cherubs  guard  ? 


PLEASURE. 

BOOK  II. 


TEXTS  CIIIEFLT  ALLUDED  TO  IN  BOOK  11. 

I  faid  in  my  own  heart,  Go  to  now,  I  will  proTC 
"  thee  with  mirth ;  therefore  enjoy  pleafure.'' 
Eccl,  ii.  J, 
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"  I  made  me  great  worlc«,  I  builded  nie  houfes,  I 
"  planted  me  vineyards."     Ver.  4. 

"  I  made  me  gardens  and  orchards ;  and  1  planted 
♦'  trees  in  them  of  all  kind  of  fruits."  Ver.  5. 

•♦  I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  therewith 
"  the  wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees."  Ver.  6. 

**  Then  I  looked  on  all  the  works  that  my  hands 
•'  had  wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  had 
"  lab«ured  to  do  :  And  behold  all  was  vanity 
•'  and  vexation  of  fpirit ;  and  there  was  no  profit 
"  under  the  fun."  Ver.  11. 

**  I  gat  me  men- fingers  and  women-fingers,  and 
"  the  delights  of  the  fons  of  men,  as  mufical  in- 
"  ftrnments,  and  that  of  all  forts."  Ver.  8. 

*•  I  fought  in  mine  heart  to  give  myfelf  unto  wine 
"  (yet  acquainting  mine  heart  with  wifdom) 
"  and  to  lay  hold  on  folly,  till  I  might  fee  what 
"  was  that  good  for  the  fons  of  men,  which 
"  they  fhould  do  under  heaven,  all  the  days  of 
"  their  life."  Ver.  3. 

**  Then  I  faid  in  my  heart.  As  it  happeneth  unto 
*'  the  fool,  fo  it  happeneth  even  unto  me ;  and 
"  why  was  I  then  more  wife  ?  Then  I  faid  in 
"  my  heart,  that  this  alfo  is  vanity."  Ver.  15. 

"  Therefore  I  hated  life,  becaufc  the  work  that  is 
"  wrought  under  the  fun  is  grievous  unto  me." 
Chap.  ii.  ver.  zy. 

"  Dead  flies  caufe  the  ointment  to  fend  forth  a 
"  ftinking  favour  :  fo  doth  a  little  folly  him 
"  that  is  in  reputation  for  wifdom  and  honour." 
Chap.  X.  ver.  i. 

**  The  memory  of  the  juft  is  bleffed,  but  the  me- 
"  mory  of  the  wicked  fhall  rot."  Proverbs, 
Chap.  X.  ver.  7. 


'Tiie  Argument. 


Solomon,  again  feeking  happinefs,  inquires  if 
wealth  and  greatnefs  can  produce  it :  begins 
with  the  magnificence  of  gardens  and  buildings, 
the  luxury  of  mufic  and  feafting  ;  and  proceeds 
to  the  hopes  and  defires  of  love.  In  two  epifodes 
are  {hown  the  follies  and  troubles  of  that  paflion. 
Solomon,  fiilldifappointed,  falls  under  the  temp- 
tations of  libertinifm  and  idolatry ;  recovers  his 
thought ;  reafons  aright ;  and  concludes  that,  as 
to  the  purfuit  of  plcafure  and  fenfual  delight, 
All  is  vanity  and  vexation  of  fpirit. 

Trt  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive. 
That  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grave  : 
For  weary'd  nature  find  fome  apter  fcheme  : 
Health  be  thy  hope,  and  pleafure  be  thy  theme. 
From  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways. 
Where  ftudy  brings  thee  ;  from  the  endlefs  maze, 
"Which  doubt  perfuades  to  run,  forewarn'd,  recede 
To  the  gay  field  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 
To  jocund  mirth,  foft  joy,  and  carelefs  eafe  : 
Forfake  what  may  itifirudl,  for  what  may  pleafe  ; 
Effay  amufing.  art,  and  proud  expence. 
And  make  thy  reafon  fubjcdl  to  tiiy  fenfe. 

I  commun'd  thus;  the  power  of  wealth  1  try'd, 
And  all  the  various  luxe  of  coftly  pride  ; 
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Artifts  and  plans  relievM  my  fotemn  hours  J 

I  founded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers ; 

Eird«,  fifhes,  beads,  of  each  exotic  kind, 

I  to  the  limits  of  my  court  confin'd ; 

To  trees  transferr'd  I  gave  a  fecond  birth, 

And  bad  a  foreign  fliade  grace  Judah's  eartTi ; 

Filh-ponds  were  made,  where  former  forcfts  grevi% 

And  hills  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view; 

Rivers  diverted  fronj  their  native  courfe, 

And  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force. 

From  large  cafcades  in  pleafing  tumult  roH'd, 

Or  rofe  through  figur'd  {lone,  or  breathing  gold  ; 

From  furtheft  Africa's  tormented  womb 

The  marble  brought,  ere<Sbs  the  fj)acious  dome, 

Or  forms  the  pillars  long-extended  rows,    [grows, 

On  which  the  planted  grove,  the  penfile  garden, 

The  workmen  here  obey  the  mailer's  call. 
To  gild  the  turret,  and  to  paint  the  wall. 
To  mark  the  pavement  there  with  various  flone, 
And  on  the  jafper  fleps  to  rear  the  throne  : 
The  fpreading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  flood, 
Supreme  of  trees,  and  miflrefs  'if  the  wood, 
Cut  down  and  carv'd,  my  fiiining  roof  adorns, ' 
And  Lebanon  his  ruin'd  honour  mourns. 

A  thoufand  artifts  fliow  their  cunning  power. 
To  ralfe  the  wonders  of  the  ivory  tower. 
A  thoufand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom, 
To  weave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room  ; 
Till  Tyre  confefles  her  exhaufted  flore. 
That  on  her  coaft  the  murex  *  is  no  more  ; 
Till  from  the  Parian  ifie,  and  Liby's  coaft, 
The  mountains  grieve  their  hopes  of  marble  lofl ; 
And  India's  woods  return  their  juft  complaint. 
Their  brood  decay'd,  and  want  of  elephant. 

iVIy  full  defign  with  vaft  expence  atchiev'd, 
I  came,  beheld,  admir'd,  refleiSlcd,  griev'd ; 
I  chid  the  folly  of  m^'  thoughtlefs  hafte. 
For,  the  work  perfcdlcd,  the  joy  was  paft. 

To  my  new  courts  fad  thought  did  ftill  repair. 
And  round  my  gilded  roofs  hung  hovering  care» 
In  vain  on  filken  beds  1  fought  rcpofe, 
And  reftlefs  oft'  from  purple  couches  rofe ; 
Vexatious  thought  ftill  found  my  flying  mind 
Nor  bound  by  limits,  nor  to  place  confin'd  ; 
Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify 'd  my  days  ;        "^ 
Stalk'd  through  my  gardens,   and   purlued  my  f 
ways,  [maze.r 

Nor  fiiut  from  artful  bower,  nor  loft:  in  winding  j 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  foul ;  another  fenfe 
Indulge  ;  add  mufic  to  magnificence  : 
Elfay  if  harmony  may  grief  control. 
Or  power  of  found  prevail  upon  the  foul. 
Often  our  feers  and  poets  have  confeft 
That  mufic's  force  can  tame  the  furious  beaft  ; 
Can  make  the  wolf,  or  foaming  boar,  reftraia 
His  rage  ;  the  lion  drop  his  crefted  main, 
Attentive  to  the  fong  ;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minftrel'sfeet. 
Are  we,  alas  !  lefs  favage  yet  than  thefe  ? 
Elfe  mufic  fure  may  liuman  cares  appeafe. 

I  fpake  my  purpofe  ;  and  the  cheerful  choir 
Parted  their  fhares  of  harmony  :  the  lyre 

♦  The  murex  is  a  (hcU-fifh,  of  the  liquor  whereof  a 

purple  colour  is  made. 
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Soften'd  the  timbrel's  noife  ;  the  trumpet's  found 
Pn.v'k'd  tlie  Dorian  fluce  (both  fweeter  found 
When  mix'd  t  ;  the  fife  the  viol's  notes  refin'd, 
And  every  (Irength  with  every  grace  was  join'd. 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  fprightly  lay  ; 
Of  opening  heavtn  they  lung  and  gladl'onie  day. 
Each  evening  their  repeated  flcill  exprels'd 
Scenes  of  rcpofe,  and  images  of  reft  : 
Yet  Hill  in  vain  ;  for  mufic  gather'd  thought : 
But  how  unequal  the  efFetSs  it  brought  1 
The  foft  ideas  of  cheerful  note, 
Lightly  receiv'd,  were  eafily  forgot ; 
The  folemn  violence  of  the  graver  found 
Knew  to  ftrike  deep,  and  leave  a  lading  wound. 

And  now  reflefting,  I  with  grief  defcry 
The  fickly  luft  of  the  lantaftic  eye  ; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  feeing  cloy'd, 
Flying  ere  night  what  ii  at  noon  enjoy'd. 
And  now  (unhappy  fearch  of  thought  !)  I  found 
The  fickle  ear  foon  glutted  with  the  found, 
Condemn'd  eternal  changes  to  purfue, 
Tir'd  with  the  lail,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  bade  the  virgins  and  the  youth  advance, 
To  temper  mufic  with  the  fprightly  dance. 
In  vain  !  too  low  the  mimic  motions  feem; 
What  takes  our  heart  mull  merit  our  eiteem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perform'd  too  mean  a  part, 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And,  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  mufician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

I  drank;  I  lik'd  it  not :   'twas  rage,  'twas  noife, 
An  airy  fcene  of  tranfitory  joys. 
In  vain  I  trufted  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banifli  forrow,  and  enlarge  the  foul. 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protraifted  feaft. 
Wild  dreams  fucceeded,  and  diforder'd  refl ; 
And,  as  at  dawn  of  morn  fair  reafon's  light  [night, 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  the 
What  had  been  faid,  I  alk'd  my  foul,  what  done  ? 
How  flow'd  oUr  mirth,  and  whence  the  fource  be- 

Perhaps  the  jeft  that  charm'd  the  fprightly  crowd, 
And  made  the  jovial  table  laugh  fo  Uud, 
To  fome  faU'e  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence. 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  fenfe, 
To  a  wild  fonntt,  or  a  wantoti  air, 
Offence  and  tortilre  to  the  tober  ear  : 
Perhaps,  alas  1   the  pleafing  ftream  was  brought 
From  this  man's  error,  from  another's  fault; 
From  topics,  which  g(jod-nature  would  forget, 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  laft  regret. 

Add  yetunnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unl'eeh 
la  the  pernicious  draught ;  the  word  obfcene, 
©r  harlh,  which  once  elanc'd  muft  ever  fly 
Irrevocable;  the  too  prompt  reply, 
Seed  of  feyere  diftruft  and  fierce  debate  ; 
What  we  fliould  fliun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  Impoverifh'd,  and  the  courfc 
Of  health  fupjirefs'd,  by  wine's  continued  force. 

Unhappy  man  !  whom  forrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage; 
Who  drinks,  alas  I   but  to  forget ;  nnr  fees 
That  melancholy  floth,  fevere  difeafe. 
Memory  confus'd,  and  interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  lat«ut  in  the  draught; 
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And,   in    the  flowers  that  wreath  the  fparkling 

bowl, 
Fell  adders  hifs,  and  polfonous  ferpents  roll. 

Remains  there  aught  untry'd  that  may  remove 
Sicknefs  of  m.ind,  and  heal  the  bofom  ? — Love. 
Love  yet  remains  :  indulge  his  genial  fire, 
Cherifh  fair  hope,  folicit  young  defire. 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  foul  explore 
This  lad  great  remedy's  myfterious  power. 

Why  therefore  hefitates  my  doubtful  bread  ? 
Why  ceales  it  one  moment  to  be  bled  ? 
Fly  fwift,  my  friends ;  my  fervants,  fly ;  employ 
Vour  inftant  pains  to  bring  your  mafter  joy. 
I,et  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  drefb'd  ; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royal  feaft  ; 
All  Ifrael's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair; 
The  gifts  of  princes,  or  the  fpoils  of  war  : 
Before  their  monarch  they  fhall  fingly  paf?. 
And  the  mod  worthy  fhall  obtain  the  grace. 

I  faid  :     the  feaft  was  ferv'd,   the   bowl  was- 
crown'd  ; 
To  the  king's  pleafure  went  the  mirthful  rotmd. 
The  women  came  :  as  cuflom  wills,  they  pad  : 
On  one  (O  that  diftinguifh'd  one  '.)  I  cad 
The  favourite  glance  !  O  !  yet  my  mind  retains 
That  f(>nd  beginning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  was,  of  Egypt's  race ; 
Grace  Ihap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her  face;  * 
Eafy  her  motion  feem'd,  ferene  her  air; 
Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bofom  rofe ;  her  hair, 
Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid,  ■J 

Adown  her  flioulders  loofely  lay  difplay'd,  V 

And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  thoufand  cupidsplay'd.  j 
Fix'd  oh  her  c'narms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love. 
Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
Your  monarch's  blifs,  [faid  ;  frefh  rofes  bring 
To  drew  my  bed,  till  the  impoverifu'd  fpring 
Confefs  her  want;  around  my  amorous  head 
Bs  dropping  myrrh  and  liquid  amber  fhed, 
Till  Arab  has  no  more.     From  the  foft  lyre, 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten-dring'd  indrumcnt,  require 
Sounds  of  delight :  and  thou,  fair  nymph  '.  draw 

nigh, 
Thou,  in  whofe  graceful  form  and  potent  eye. 
Thy  mafter's  joy  long  fought  at  length  is  found  ; 
And,  as  thy  brow,  let  my  defires  be  crown'd; 
O  favourite  virgin  !  that  haft  warm'd  the  bread:, 
Whofe  fovereign  dicftates  fubjugate  the  eaft  '. 

I  faid;  and  fudden  from  the  golden  throne. 
With  a  fubmiffive  dep,  I  haded  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  took. 
Love  m  my  heart,  obedience  in  my  look  ; 
Prepar'd  co  place  it  on  her  comely  head  : 
O  favourite  virgin  !   (yet  again  I  faid^ 
Receive  the  honours  dedin'd  to  thy  brow ; 
And  O,  above  thy  felk/ws,  happy  thou! 
Their  duty  muft  thy  fovereign  word  obey; 
Rife  up,  my  love,  my  fair-one,  come  away. 

What  pangs,  alas  i  what  ecdafy  of  fmart. 
Tore  up  my  fenles,  and  tran;fix'd  my  heart, 
When  fhe  witli  moded  fcorn  the,  wreath  return 'd, 
Reclin'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  mourn'd  '. 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  I  my  concern  fupprefa'd,^ 
Pretended  drowfinefs,  and  wifn  of  red  :  > 

And  fuUea  I  fcrfook  tli'  imperfect  iaA,  J 

H  h 
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Ordering  the  eun'uchs,  to  whofe  proper  care 
Our  eaftern  grandeur  gives  th' imprifon'd  fair, 
To  lead  her  forth  to  a  di   inguifh'd  bower, 
Aud  bid  her  drefs  the  bed;  and  wait  the  hour. 

Reftlefs  \  follow'd  thi-  obdurate  maid 
(Swift  are  the  fteps  that  love  and  anger  tread)  ; 
Approach'd  her  perlbn.  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'd  my  flame,  repeated  my  difgrace; 
By  turns  put  on  the  iup^.Iiant  and  the  l-rd  ; 
Threaten'd  this  momcnr,  and  the  next  implor'd  ; 
OfTer'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreath. 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  inftant  death. 
Averfc  to  all  her  amorous  king  defjr'd, 
Par  as  fhe  might  fhe  decently  retir'd  ; 
And,  darting  fcorn  and  forrow  from  her  eyes, 
What  means,  faid  fhe.  King  Solon)on  the  Wife  ? 
This  wvetched  body  trembles  at  your  power : 
Thus  far  could  fortune,  but  fhe  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herfelf  my  potent  mind  remains, 
JJor  fears  the  vidlm's  rage,  n'or  feels  his  chains* 

'Tis  faid,  that  thou  canfl  pla\ihbly  difpute, 
Supreme  of  fcers  '.  of  angel,  man,  and  brute: 
Canft  plead,  with  fubtle  wit  and  fair  difcourfe, 
Of  paflion's  folly,  and  of  reafon's  force  ; 
That,  to  the  tribes  attentive,  thou  canft  (how 
AVhence  their  misfortunes  or  their  bleflings  flow  ; 
That  thou  in  fcience  as  in  power  art  great, 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  editfts  wait, 
Where  is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  thought, 
With  juft  advice  and  timely  ci  unfel  fraught  ? 
Where  nov/,  O  Judge  of  Ifrael !   does  it  rove  ? — 
What  in  one  moment  doft  thou  offer  ?  Love — 
Love  !   why  'tie  joy  or  forrow,  peace  or  iirifc; 
'Tis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  life  : 
And  human  mifery  muft  begin  or  end, 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  friend. 
Would  David's  fon,  religious,  juft,  and  grave,     T 
To  the  firft  bride-bed  of  the  wnrid  receive  > 

A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  Have  ?  j 

Or,  grant  thy  pafTion  has  thefe  names  deftrny'd, 
That  love,  like  death,  makes  all  diftiiidion  void  ; 
"Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  thy  ahjt  £t  breati 
His  flames  and  torments  only  ate  exprefl ; 
His  rage  can  in  my  fmiles  alone  relent, 
And  all  his  joys  folicit  my  confcnt. 

Soft  love,  fpontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Mifl  from  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  fhoot; 
Whilft  each,  delighted  and  delighting,  gives 
The  pleafing  ecftafy  which  each  receives  : 
Cherifh'd  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy,  it  grows ;") 
Its  cheerful  buds  their  opening  blooHi  difclofe,    / 
And    round    the    happy   foil    diffufive   odour  T 
flows.  3 

If  angry  fate  that  mutual  czrc  denies,  "^ 

The  fading  pla-  t  bewails  it*  due  fupplies;  > 

Wild  with  defpair,  or  fick  with  giief,  it  dies.        j 
By   force   beafls    adt,   and    are    by    force   re- 
flrain'd : 
The  human  mind  by  gentle  mpan«  is  gain'd. 
Thy  ufelcfs  ftrength,  miftaken  king,  employ  : 
Sated  with  rage,  and  iijnorant  of  joy. 
Thou  fhalt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield. 
Nor  reap  the  harveft,  though  thou  fpoil'ft  the  field, 
Know,  Silomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  fway; 
Contrail  thjr  brow,  and  Ifrael  (hall  obej' ; ' 


But  wilful  love  thou  mn(l  with  fmiles  appeafe,    y 
Approach  hi<  awful  throne  by  juft  degrees,  > 

And,  if  thou  would'ft  be  happy,  learn  to  pleafe.  J 

Not  that  thole  arts  can  here  fuccefsful  prove^ 
For  1  am  deftin'd  to  another's  love. 
Beyond  the  cruel  bounds  of  thy  command, 
To  my  dear  equ:>l  in  my  native  land. 
My  }ilighted  vow  I  gave  ;  I  his  receiv'd  ; 
Each  fworewitb  truth,  with  pleafure  each  believ'd. 
The  mutual  contradt  was  to  heaven  convey'd ; 
In  eqi'al  fcales  the  bufy  angels  weigh'd 
Its  folemn  force,  and   clapp'd  their  wings,  and 

fpread 
The  lafting  roll,  recording  what  we  faid. 

Now  in  Kiy  heart  behold  thy  poniard  ftain'd  ; 
Take  the  fad  life  which  I  have  lontj  difdain'd ; 
End,  in  a  dying  virgin's  wretched  fare, 
Thy  ill-ftarr'd  pafTion  and  my  ftedfaft  hate  : 
For-,  long  as  blood  informs  thefe  circling  veins, 
Or  fleeting  breath  its  lateft  power  retains, 
Hear  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  gods  declare. 
Hate  is  my  part,  be  thine,  O  king,  defpair. 

Now  ftrike,  fhe  faid,  and  open'd  bare  her  breafl ; 
.Stand  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confeft,' 
That  David's  fon,  by  impious  pafTion  mov'd. 
Smote  a  fhe-flave,  and  murder'd  what  he  lov'd  ! 

Afhani'd,  confus'd,  I  ftarted  from  the  bed. 
And  to  my  foul,  yet  uncolledled.  faid, 
Into  thyfelf,  fond  Solomon,  return  ; 
Rffleifl  again,  ana  thou  again  (halt  mourn. 
When   1  through   numbcr'd  years  have  pleafure! 

fought. 
And  in  vain  hop6  the  wanton  phantom  caught ; 
To  mock  my  fenfe,  and  mortify  my  pride, 
'Tis  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
Am  1  a  king,  great  Heiiven  !  does  life  or  death 
Hang  on  the  wrath  or  mercy  of  my  breath  ; 
While  kneeling  I  my  fcrvant's  fmiles  implore, 
And  one  mad  damfcl  dares  difpute  my  power  ? 

To  ravifli  her!  that  thought  was  foon  deprcfs'J, 
Which  muft  debafc  the  monarch  to  the  beaft. 
To  fend  her  back  1  O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
To  lands  where  Salomon  muft  never  come  i 
To  that  infulting  rival's  happy  arms. 
For  whom,  difdaining  me,  fte  keeps  her  charms? 

Fantaftic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
How  hard  thy  yoke  1   how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 
Thofc  'fcape  thy  anger,  who  refufe  thy  fway. 
And  thofc  are  punifh'd  moft  who  moft  obey. 
See  Judah's  king  revere  thy  greater  power  : 
What  canft  thou  covet,  or  how  triumph  more  .* 
Why  then,  O  love,  v/ith  an  obdurate  car, 
Does  this  proud  nymph  rcjedl  a  monarch's  prayer  .^ 
Why  to  fome  fnnplc  fhtpherd  dots  fhe  run 
From  the  fond  arm?  of  David's  favourite  fon  ? 
Why  flies  flic  from  (he  glories  of  a  court, 
Where  weahh  and  pleafure  may  thy  reign  fupport. 
To  fome  poor  cottage  on  the  m>untain's  brow. 
Now  bleakwith  winds, and  cover'd  now  with  fnow, 
Where  pinching  want  muft  curb  her  warm  dtfires, 
And  houfehold  cares  fupprefs  thy  genial  fires? 

Foo  aptly  the  afflided  Heathens  prove 
Thy  force,  while  they  eredl  fhe  fhrincs  of  love. 
His  myftic  form  the  artizans  of  Greece 
In  wounded  Ilonc,  or  nioken  gold,  enprefs; 
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And  Cypnin  to  his  godhead  pays  her  vow, 
Fafl  in  his  hand  the  idol  holds  his  bow  ; 
A  quiver  by  his  fide  fuftain«his  (lore 
Of  poihted  darts  ;  fad  emblems  of  his  power  : 
A  pair  of  wings  he  has,  which  he  extends  'J 

Now  to  be  gone  ;  which   now  again  he  bends,    / 
Prone  to  return,  as  belt  may  ferve  his  wanton  C 
ends.  J 

Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtray'd, 
Since  firfl,  a!as  !   I  faw  the  beauteous  maid  : 
I  felt  him  ftrike,  and  now  I  fee  him  fiy  : 
Curs'd  dtemi'n  :   O  1  for  ever  broken  lie 
Thofe  fatal  ihafts,  by  which  1  inward  bleed  ! 

0  !  can  my  wifhes  yet  o'ertake  thy  fpecd ! 

Tir'd  may'ft  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging*^ 

Ving,  / 

)?xcej?t  iihou  turn'fl  thy  courfe,  refolv'dto  bring  f" 

The  damfel  back,  and  fave  the  love-fick  king !    3 

My  foul  thus  flrugcjling  in  the  fatal  net. 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget ; 

1  reafon'd  much,  alas  I  but  more  I  lov'd  : 
Sent  ai'd  recali'd,  ordain'd  and  difapprov'd  ; 
Till,  hopelefs,  plung'd  in  an  abyfs  of  grief, 

I  from  necelfity  rcceiv'd  relief: 

Time  gently  aided  to  affuage  my  pain, 

And  wifdom  took  once  more  ti;e  fucken'J  rein. 

But  (),  how  {h'Tt  my  interval  of  woe  I 
Our  griefs  how  fwift  1   our  remedies  how  flow  ! 
Another  nymph  (for  fo  did   Heaven  ordain, 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain)  ; 
Another  nymph,  amongft  the  many  fair, 
That  made  my  fofter  hours  their  f 'iemn  care, 
Before  the  reft  aff.dted  ftill  to  ftand, 
And  watch'd  my  tiye.  preventing  my  command. 
Abra,  fhe  fo  was  call'd,  did  fooneft  haftc 
To  grace  my  preience  ;  Ahra  went  the  laft  : 
Abra  was  ready  ere  I  call'd  her  name ; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  fii  ft  obftrv'd  her  growin^r  zeal, 
And  laughing  glofs'd,  that  Abra  ferv'd  fo  well. 
To  me  her  actions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  remark'd  but  with  a  common  eye  ; 
Till,  more  appriz'd  of  what  the  rumour  laid, 
More  1  obferv'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  fun  dedin'd  had  Ihot  his  weftern  ray. 
When,  tir'd  with  bufinefs  of  the  folemn  day, 
I  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours. 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  havifrs, 
I  call'd  before  I  fat  to  vvr,fli  my  hands 
(For  fo  the  precept  of  the  law  comnpauds)  : 
Love  had  ordain'd,  that  it  was  Abra's  uirn 
To  mix  the  fweets,  and  minifter  the  urn. 

With  awful  homage,  and  fubmilTive  dread, 
The  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  nils  ;  flie  trembled  as  (he  pour'd  ; 
■Vfith  an  unguarded  look  ftie  now  devour'd 
My  nearer  face  ;  and  now  recali'd  her  eye. 
And  heav'd,  and  flrove  to  hide,  a  fudden  figh. 

And  whence,  faid  I,  canft  thou   have  dread  or 
pain  ?• 
What  can  thy  imagery  of  forrow  mean  ? 
Secluded  from  the  world  and  all  its  care. 
Haft  thou  to  grieve  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear  ? 
For  fure,  I  added,  fure  thy  little  heart 
Ne'er  fslt  love's  anger,  nor  receiv'd  his  dart. 
6 


Abafa'd  fhe  blufli'd,  and  with  difordcr  fpokei 
Her  rifing  fhame  adorn'd  the  words  it  broke. 

If  the  great  mafter  will  defcend  to  hear 
The  humble  feries  of  his  handmaid's  care; 
O  !   while  (lie  tel!s  it,  let  him  not  put  on 
The  look  that  av^-c-s  the  nations  from  the  throne  1 

0  1   kt  not  death  fcvere  in  glory  lie 

In  the  king's  frown,  and  terror  of  his  eye  I 

Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain  ; 
And,  though  ro  mention  be  to  fuffcr  pain, 
If  the  king  fmile  whiiil  I  my  woe  recite,  "^ 

if  weeping  I  hnd  favour  in  his  fight,  > 

Flow  faft,  my  tears,  full  rifing  his  delight.  3 

O  1  witnefs  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above! 
For  can  I  hide  it  ?  I  am  fick  of  love ; 
If  madnefs  may  the  n?me  of  paffion  bear. 
Or  love  hi;  call'ii  what  is  indeed  defpair. 

Thou  Sovereitrn  Power  whole  fecrtt  will  controls 
The  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  fouls ! 
Why  haft  thou  plac'd  fuch  infinite  degrees 
Between  the  caule  and  cure  of  my  difeafe  ? 
The  ni;^hiy  objeifl  of  that  raging  fi.re. 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  muft  expire, 
Hjd  he  been  boxn  fonie  fimple  (Ivpherd's  heir, 
fhe  lowing  herd  or  fleecy  (heep  his  care. 
At  morn  with  hnn  1  o'er  the  hills  had  rtin,        ~l 
.Scornful  of  winter's  froft  and  fummer's  fun,         f 
Siili  aficing  where  he  made  his  flock  to  reil  atT 
noon.  J 

For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expelled  gueft, 

1  had  with  hafty  joy  prepar'd  the  feaft  ; 
And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  diftant  plain. 
Sent  forth  my  loriging  eye  to  meet  the  fwain. 
Wavering,  impatient,  fofs'd  by  hope  and  fear. 
Till  he  and  joy  together  fbould  appear. 
And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  mailer  near. 
On  my  declining  neck  and  open  breaft 
I  ftiould  have  lull'd  the  lovely  youth  to  reft. 
And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day. 
With  fofteft  eare  have  ftol'n  my  arm  away, 
To  riff,  and  fiom  the  fold  releafe  the  (heep. 
Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  flcep. 

Or  if  kind  hc«ven,  propiti>  us  to  my  flame 
(For  fure  from  heaven  the  faithful  atdcr  came)] 
Had  bltft.  my  hie,  and  deck'd  ftiy  natal  hour 
Wjth  height  of  title,  and  extent  of  p.;wer  ; 
Without  a  crime  my  pailion  had  aipir'd, 
Found  the  lov\i  prince,  and  told  what  1  defir'd. 

Then  I  had  coine,  preventing  Sheba'a  quetn, 
To  fee  the  conielieft  of  the  fens  of  men. 
To  hear  the  charming  poet's  aniorous  fc-ng. 
And  gather  honey  falling  from  his  tongue. 
To  take  the  fragrant  kiifes  of  his  mouth, 
Sweeter  than  breezes  of  her  native  fouth, 
l>ikening  his  grace,  his  perfuD,  and  his  mien. 
To  all  that  great  or  beauteous  I  had  feen. 
Serene  and  bright  his  eyes,  as  folar  beams 
Rtfit£ting  temper'd  light  from  cryftal  ftrcamsi 
Ruddy  as  gold  his  cheek  ;  his  bofom  L  ♦ 
As  filver  ;  the  curl'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 
Black  as  the  raven's  wing  ;  his  lip  more  red 
Than  caftern  coral,  or  the  fcarlet  thread  ; 
Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flock 
Coeval,  newly  fhorn,  from  the  clear  brook 
Recent,  and  branching  on  the  funny  rgck. 
tih  ij 
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Ivory,  with  fapphiics  interrperi'd,  explains 
How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins. 
Columns  of  polifh'd  marble,  fiimly  fct 
On  golden  bafes,  are  his  legs  and  feet ; 
His  ftatnre  all  majcftic,  all  divine, 
Straight  as  the  palm-tree,  flrong  as  is  the  pine. 
Saffron  and  myrrh  are  on  his  garments  fhcd, 
And  everlafting  fweets  blooni  round  his  head. 
"What  utter  I '.  where  am  I !  wretched  maid  ! 
Die,  Abra,  die  :  too  plainly  halt  thou  faid 
Thy  foul's  defire  to  meet  his  hijh  embrace. 
And  blelTing  ftamp'd  upon  thy  future  race  ; 
To  bid  attentive  nations  hlefs  thy  womb,     [come. 
With  unborn  monarchs  charg'd,  and  Solomons  to 

Here  o'er  her  Ipeech  her  flowing  eyes  pievail. 
O  foolifli  maid  !  and  O  unhappy  tale  ! 
A'ly  fuffcrlng  heart  for  ever  Ihall  defy 
Kew  wounds  and  danger  from  a  future  eye. 

0  !  yet  my  tortur'd  fenfes  deep  retain  "^ 
The  wretched  memory  of  my  former  pain,  > 
The  dire  affront,  and  my  Egyptian  chain.            3 

As  time,  I  faid,  may  happily  efface 
That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  difgrace. 
Imperial  reafon  fiiall  refumc  her  feat, 
And  Solomon,  once  fall'n,  again  be  great. 
]3ctray'd  by  paffion,  as  fubdued  in  war,  y 

Wc  wifely  Ihould  exert  a  double  care,  ^ 

l«!or  ever  ought  a  fecund  time  to  err.  J 

This  Abra  then — 

1  faw  her  ;  'twas  humanity ;  it  gave 
Some  refpite  to  the  forrows  of  my  flave. 
Her  fond  excefs  proclaim'd  her  paffion  true, 
And  generous  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
Well  I  entreated  her,  who  well  defcrv'd  ; 

I  call'd  her  often,  for  fhe  always  ferv'd. 
Ufc  made  her  perfon  eafy  to  my  fight. 
And  eafe  infenfibly  produc'd  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bowers 
(For  firfl  I  fought  her  but  at  loofer  hours). 
The  apples  fhe  had  gather'd  fnielt  mod  fweet, 
The  cake  (he  kneaded  was  the  favoury  meat : 
But  fruits  their  odour  loft,  and  meats  their  t;;ile, 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feaft. 
Difhonour'd  did  the  fparkling  goblet  iland, 
tJnlefs  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra's  hand  ; 
And,  when  the  virgins  form'd  the  evening  cho'ir, 
Railing  their  voices  to  the  mailer  lyre, 
Too  fiat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  Hjrill ; 
One  fhow'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  flcill ; 
Nor  could  my  foul  approve  the  mufic's  tone. 
Till  all  \\as  hufli'd,  and  Abra  fung  alone. 
Fairer  (he  feem'd  diftinguifii'd  from  the  re!l. 
And  better  mien  difclos'd,  as  better  drtft. 
A  bright  tiara,  rouiN  her  forehead  ty'd. 
To  jufter  bounds  connc'd  its  riling  pride  j 
Thii  blulhing  ruby  on  her  fnowy  bread. 
Rcnder'd  its  panting  whiteneis  more  confefs'd  ; 
Bracelets  of  pearl  gave  roundneis  to  her  arm. 
And  every  gem  augincnted  every  charm. 
Her  f  iifes  pleas'd,  her  beauty  flill  improv'd. 
And  fhe  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  bclov'd. 

And  ndv/  I  could  behold,  avow,  and  blame, 
The  fcveral  f-Uiss  of  my  former  (lame; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompenfe  to  prove 
The  certain  joye  tha:  lie  in  prefpcrcus  love. 


For  what,  faid  I,  from  Abra  can  1  fear, 
Too  humble  to  infult,  too  fofc  to  be  fevere  ? 
The  damfel's  foie  ambition  u  to  pleafe : 
With  freedom  I  may  like,  and  quit  with  eafe  : 
She  fooriis,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind  : 
Why  may  not  peace  and  love  for  once  be  joiiiM  ? 
Great  heaven:  how  frail  thy  crt-ature  man  i? 
made ! 
How  by  himfelf  infenfibly  betray'dl 
In  our  own  (Irength  unhappily  fccure. 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverfe  power. 
And  by  the  blaft  of  felf-opinir.n  mov'd, 
We  wiih  to  charm,  and  feek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  pleafure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  (Iray, 
Mailers  as  yet  of  bur  returning  way  ; 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  difarra  our  mind. 
And  give  our  conduA  to  the  waves  and  wind  : 
Then  in  the  flowery  mead,  or  verdant  (liade, 
'I'o  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid, 
We  weave  the  chaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl, 
And  I'miling  fee  the  ni:arer  waters  roll, 
Till  the  flrong  gun;=;  of  raging  pafTion  rife. 
Till  the  dire  temped  mingles  earth  and  Ikies; 
And,  fwift  ir.to  the  boundlels  ocean- borne. 
Our  foolifh  c  nfidence  too  late  we  mourn  ; 
Round  our  devoted  heads  the  billows  beat. 
And  from  our  troubled  view  the  leffen'd  lands  re- 
treat. 
O  mighty  love !  f:tm  thy  unbounded  power 
How  fliall  the  human  bofom  reft  fecure  ? 
How  iliall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  fnarr  ? 
Or  wifdom  to  cur  caution'd  foul  declare 
The  different  ftiapes  thv^u  pleafeft  to  employ, 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  deftroy  ? 

The  haughty  nymph,  in  open  beauty  drcft. 
To-day  encounters  our  unguarded  bread  : 
She  looks  wirh  niajcdy,  and  moves  with  ftatc; 
Unbent  her  foul,  and  in  mit-fortunc  great. 
She  fcorns  the  world,  and  dares  the  rage  of  fate. 

Herewhilil  we  take  dcrn  manhood  for  our  guide, 
And  guard  our  condu6l  with  becoming  pride; 
Charm'd  with  the  courage  in  her  adion  (howii, 
Wc  praife  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
She  that  c;in  pleal'e  is  certain  ;o  perfuadc, 
Co-day  belov'd,  to-ninrrow  is  obcy'd. 
We  thir.k  wc  fee  through  realun's  optics  right, 
Nur  find  how  beauty's  ravs  elude  our  fight : 
Struck  wjih  her  eye,  whiUt  wc  applaud  her  mind. 
And  when  we  (peak  her  great,  we  wilh  her  kicd. 
To-morrow, 'cruirl  powa- !  thou  arm'il  th€  fair 
With  flowing  f  irrow,  and  di(hcvell'd  hair; 
Sad  her  complaint,  and  humble  is  her  tale. 
Her  iighs  ex;)laining  where  her  accents  fail. 
Here  generoiis  fofinefs  warms  the  honed  bread  ; 
We  raife  the  fad,  and  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd. 
And,  whild  our  wilh  prepares  the  kind  rcLtf, . 
Whiid  pity  mitigates  her  rifmg  grief, 
We  ficken  foon  from  her  contagious  care, 
Grieve  for  her  forrows,  groan  for  her  dcfpair; 
And  againft  love  too  late  thofe  bofoms  arm, 
Which  tears  can  foften,  and  which  fighs  can  warm. 

Againd  this  nearcd,  cruelleft  of  foes, 
What  fhall  wit  meditate,  or  force  oppofe  ? 
Whence,  fcchle  nature,  (hall  we  fumtnon  aid, 
If  by  cur  pity  and  our  pride  betray'd  i 
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External  remedy  fliallwe  hope  to  find, 

When  the   clofe  fiend  hss  gaia'd  our  treacherous 

mind ; 
Infulting  there  does  reafon's  power  deride, 
-  And,  blind  himfelf,  condu6ls  the  dazzled  guide  ? 
My  conquerornDw,  my  lovely  Abra,  held 
My  freedom  in  her  chains  ;  my  heart  was  fiU'd 
With  her,  wi:h  her  alone  ;   in  her  alone 
It  fought  its  peace  and  3  ly  :  while  fhe  was  gone, 
It  figh'd  and  griev'd,  impatient  of  her  (lay 
Return'd,  flie  chas'd  thofe  fi^hs,  that  grief,  awav 
Her  abfence  made  the  night, her  prefcjice  brought 
the  day.  j 

The  ball,  the  play,  the  mafk,  by  turns  fucceed  : 
For  her  1  make  the  fong,  the  dance  with  her  I  lead. 
I  court  her  various  in  each  fhape  and  drefs, 
That  luxury  may  form,  or  thought  exprefs. 

To-day,  beneath  the  pilm-rree  on  the  plains, 
In  Deborah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reij;ns: 
The  wreath  denoting  conqueft  guides  her  brow, 
And  low,  like  Barak,  at  her  feet  (  bow. 
The  mimic  chorus  fings  htr  profpcrous  hand. 
As  flic  had  flain  the  foe,  and  fav'd  the  kind. 

To-morrow  fhe  approves  a  fofter  air, 
Forfakes  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war. 
The  form  of  peaceful  Abigail  nfUimes, 
And  from  the  village  with  the  prefent  comes;    - 
The  youthful  iand  depofe  their  glirtering  arms, 
Receive  her  bounties,  and  recite  her  chniui^; 
Whilft  I  affume  my  father's  ftep  and  mi'^n, 
To  meet  with  due  regard  my  future  qr.?en. 

If  haply  Abra's  will  be  now  inclin'd 
To  range  the  woods,  or  chafe  the  flying  hind, 
Soon  as  the  fun  awakes,  the  fprightly  court 
Leave  their  repofe,  and  haften  to  the  fport. 
In  lefTcn'd  royalty,  and  humble  flatc, 
Thy  king,  Jerufalem,  defcend'  to  wait, 
''I'iil  Abra  comes:  fhe  cowries;  a  milk-Vv'hite  fteed, 
Mixture  of  Perfia's  and  Arabia's'  breed, 
Suftains  the  nymph  :  her  garments  flying  loofe 
(As  the  Sidonian  maids  or  Thracian  ufe). 
And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  bread  appear, 
By  art,  like  negligence,  difclos'd  and  bare. 
Her  left-hand  guides  the  hunting  courfer's  flight, 
A  alvir  bow  fhe  carries  in  her  right. 
And  froii  the  golden  quiver  at  her  l^Je 
Rullles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride. 
Sapphires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  dilplay. 
An  artificial  moon's  increafmg  ray. 
Diana,  huntrefs,  miftrefs  of  the  groves, 
'J'he  favourite  Abra  fpeaks,  and  looks,  and  moves. 
Her,  as  the  prefent  goddefs,  I  obey  : 
Beneath  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay. 
The  mingled  chorus  fings  Diana's  fame  : 
Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 
Her  myftic  praife  ;  the  vocal  triumphs  bound 
Againft  the  hills;  the  hills  refledl  the  found. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  with  the  hunted  woods, 
To  the  large  fifn-pools,  or  the  glaffy  floods, 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points;  a  thoufand  hands, 
1"o-nigl.t  employ'd,  obey  the  king's  commands. 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  j()in'd,and  forms  a  moving  ifle: 
A  golden  chariot  in  the  midll:  is  fet, 
And  iiher  cygnets  feera  to  (eel  its  weigbt. 


Abra,  bright  queen,  afcends  h«r  gaudy  throne, 
In  fcmblance  <>f  the  Grecian  Venus  ktiown  : 
Tritons  and  fea-green  Naiads  round  her  move, 
And  fing  in  moving  flrains  the  force  of  love; 
Whilft,  as  th'  approaching  pageant  d-es  appear. 
And  echoing  crowd?  fpeak  mighty  Venus  near, 
I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  ftand 
Fafl  on  the  urmoft  margin  of  the  land. 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  receive 
The  fancy'd  goddefs  rifingfrom  the  wave. 

O  fubjc(5l  reafon  I   O  imperiou,  love! 
Whither  yet  further  would  my  f  jlly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough,  that  Abra  fhould  be  great 
In  the  wall'd  palace,  or  the  rural  feat  ? 
That  malking  habits,  and  a  borrow'd  name, 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plentitude  of  fliame  t 
No,  no  :  Jerufalem  combin'd  niuH  fee 
Mj  opeti  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  mouth  is  dcflin'd  for  the  feaft  ; 
Abra  invites;  the  nation  is  the  guefl:. 
To  h7.ve  the  honour  of  each  day  fuftain'd, 
The  v.'ood«  are  travers'd,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd ; 
Arabia's  wilds,  and  Egypt's,  are  explor'd  : 
The  edible  creation  decks  the  board  : 
Hardly  the  j-.hcenix 'fcapes — 
The  men  their  lyres,  the  maids  their  voices  raife. 
To  fingmy  happinefs,  and  Abra's  praife: 
Atid  flavifli  hards  our  mutual  loves  rehearfe 
;n  lyii-g  drains  and  ignominious  verfe  : 
While,  from  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride. 
Whom  prudent  love  from  public  eyes  fliould  hide, 
I  flTow  her  to  the  world,  confefs'd  and  known 
Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 
And  now   her    friends    and   flatterers   fill  the 

court; 
From  Dan  and  from  Becrflicba  they  refort  : 
They  barter  places,  and  difpofe  of  grants, 
Whole  provinces  unequal  to  their  wants ; 
They  teach  her  to  recede,  or  to  debate. 
With  toys  of  love  to  mix  affairs  of  ilate  j 
By  prailis'd  rules  her  empire  to  fecure, 
.And  in  my  pleafure  make  my  ruin  fure. 
rhey  gave,   and  flie  transferr'd  the  curs'd  ad-'J 

vice,  [guife,^ 

That  m.onarchs  fhould  their   inward   foul   dif-T 
DiiTemble  and  command,  he  falfe  and  wife ;        J 
By  ignominious  art?,  for  fervile  ends. 
Should    compliment    their   foeSj    and   fhun   their 

fritnd^. 
Atid  now  I  leave  the  true  a!id  juil  lupports 
Of  legal  princes,  and  of  honefl:  courts, 
Birziliai's  and  the  fierce  Benaiah's  heirs, 
Whofe  fires,  great  partners  in  my  father's  cares. 
Saluted  their  young  king,  at  Hebmn  crown'd. 
Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  their  wouiid. 
.(Vnd  now  (unhappy  counfell)  I  prefer 
Thofe  whom  my  follies  only  made  me  fear. 
Old  Corah's  blood,  and  taunting  Shimei's  race;  ~\ 
Mifcreants  v.'ho  ow'd  their  lives  to  David's  grace.  (_ 
Though  they  had  fpurn'J  his  rule,  and  curs'd '. 

him  to  his  face.  J 

S-ill  Abra's  power,  my  fcandal  Aiil  incrcas'd  ; 
Juftice  fubmitted  to  what  Abra  pleas'd  ; 
Her  will  alone  could  fettle  or  revoke. 
And  law  was  Sx'J  by  what  (lie  htcft  fpoke. 
li  h  iij     . 
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Ifrael  pegleiSled,  AVra  ws<;  my  care  : 
I  only  a<Sltd,  thought,  and  liv'ti,  for  her. 
I  durft  not  reafon  with  my  wounded  heart ; 
Abra  poffefs'd  ;  fie  was  its  better  part. 
O  !  had  I  now  review'd  the  famous  caufe, 
Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  fo  jull  applaufc, 
In  vain  on  the  diffembled  mother's  tunjjue 
Had  cunning  art  and  fly  perfeafion  hung, 
And  real  care  in  vain,  and  native  love. 
In  the  true  parent's  panting  bread:  had  ilrcve  ; 
While  both  deceived  had  feen  the  defun'd  child 
Or  {lain  or  fav'd,  as  Abra  frown'd  or  fmil'd. 
Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obey, 
A  lifelefs  king,  a  royal  fhade,  I  lay 
Unheard,  the  ir:jur'd  orphans  now  complain ; 
The  widow's  cries  addrcfs  the  throne  in  vain. 
Caufes  unjudg'd  dil'grare  the  loaded  fik", 
And  lleeping  laws  the  kin;i's  iieuieif]:  revile. 
Ko  more  the  elders  throng'd  around  iny  throne, 
To  hear  my  maxims,  and  reform  their  own. 
No  more  the  young  nobility  were  taught 
How  Mofes  govern'd,  and  how  David  fought. 
I^oofe  and  undifcipiin'd  the  foldier  lay, 
Or  lofl  in  drink  and  game  the  fo'id  day. 
3'orches  and  fchools,  dcfign'd  for  public  good, 
Uncover'd,  and  with  fcaffolds  cumber'd  flood. 
Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin. — 
Half  piljars  wanted  their  expedled  height. 
And  roofs  iniperfeiSt  prejudic'd  the  fight. 
The  artifls  grieve  ;  the  labouring  people  droop  : 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  temple,  lies  unfinifh'd. — 

The  wife  and  great  deplor'd  their  monarch's 
fate, 
And  future  m'.fchi;;fs  of  a  finking  (late. 
la  this,  the  fcrious  faid,  is  this  the  man, 
Whofc  adlive  fo«l  through  every  fcicnce  ran  ? 
Who,  by  juft  rule  and  elevated  feill, 
Prefcrib'd  the  dubisHs  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 
Whofc  golden  fayiiigs,  and  immortal  wit. 
On  large  phyla<5leries  exprelTlvc  writ, 
Were  to  the  forehead  of  the  rabbins  ty'd. 
Our  youth's  inftrudlion,  and  our  age's  pride  ? 
Could  not  the  wife  his  wild  defires  reftrain  .' 
Then  was  our  hearing,  and  his  preaching  vain  ! 
What  from  his  life  and  letters  were  we  taught, 
But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  his  fault  ? 
In  lighter  mood  the  humorous  and  the  gay 
(As  crown'd  with  rofes  at  their  feafts  they  lay) 
Sent  the  full  goblet,  charg'd  with  Abra's  name, 
And  charms  fuperior  to  their  niafter's  fame. 
Laug'uing,  fome  praife  the  king,  who  let  them  fee 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree  : 
£jome  glofs'd,  how  love  and  wifdom  were  at  ftrife. 
And  brought  my  proverbs  to  confront  my  life. 
However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king,  one  cries : 
To  him  who  ivas  the  king,  the  friend  replies. 
The  king^for  Judah's  and  for  wifdom's  curfe. 
To  Abra  yields  :  could  I  or  thou  do  worfe  ? 
Our  ioofer  lives  let  chance  or  folly  fleer, 
If  thus  the  prudent  and  determin'd  err. 
J.et  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair, 
And  touch  the  lute,  and  found  the  wanton  air ; 
Let  us  the  bill's  without  the  fling  receive, 
free,  m  vye  will,  or  to  enjoy,  or  leave. 


Pleafures  (jn  levity's  fmooth  furface  flow  :      [woe. 
Thought  brings  the  wtight  that  finks  the  foul  to 
Now  be  this  maxim  to  the  king  convcy'd, 
And  added  to  the  thoufand  he  has  made. 

Sarily,  O  reafon,  is  thy  power  exprefs'd. 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breafl ! 
And  harfh  the  rules  which  we  from  thee  receive, ' 
II  for  our  wifdom  we  our  pleafure  give  ; 
And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  grieve  : 
If  Juiiah's  king,  at  thy  tribunal  try'd, 
Foriakes  his  joy,  to  vindicate  his  pride. 
And,  changing  forrows,  1  am  only  found 
Looh'd  from  the  chains  of  love,  in  thine  more 
flriiSiy  bound  1 

But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 
How  hard  thy  laws,  how  abfolute  thy  reign  l 
While  thou,  alas !  art  but  an  empty  name, 
To  no  two  men,  whoe'er  difcouts'*'.,  the  fanie  ; 
The  idle  produfl;  of  a  troubled  thought. 
In  borrow'd  fhapes  and  airy  colours  wrought; 
A  fancy'd  line,  and  a  reflcifled  fhade;  "^ 

A  coain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made;       > 
By  artifice  impo.s'd,  by  fear  obey'd  1  j 

Vet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary  thing,  "^ 

Whcnce-ever  I  thy  cruel  effence  bring,  > 

I  own  thy  influence,  for  I  feci  thy  iUng.  j 

Reludlant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  foul, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  (Jeftin'd.to  centrol. 
Yes  ;  thy  inlulting  dictates  fhrdl  'ue  heard  ; 
Virtue  for  once  fhall  be  her  own  reward  : 
Yes;  lebel  Ifrael  1  this  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  difmifs'd  :  the  crowd  fhall  be  obey'd : 
The  king  his  paUion  and  his  rule  fhall  leave. 
No  longer  Ahra's,  but  the  people's  flave, 
My  coward  foul  fhall  bear  its  wayward  fate  ;      T 
I  will,  :ilas  1  be  vyretchcd  to  be  great,  > 

And  figh  in  royalty,  and  grieve  in  (late.  J 

I  faid  :  refolv'd  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once  fo  far,  as  to  expedl  relief 
From  my  defpair  alone — 
I  chofe  to  write  the  thing  I  durft  not  fpeak. 
To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  1  mull  foiluke. 
l"he  harfh  epiftle  labour'ti  much  to  prove 
How  inconfiflent  majelly  and  luve. 
I  always  fh<'uld,  it  faid,  efteem  her  well. 
But  never  fee  her  more  :  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me  ;  but  inftant  wed 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed. 
And  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
To  the  juft  duties  of  an  huinble  wife. 

bhe  read,  and  forth  to  me  fhe  wildly  ran. 
To  me,  the  cafe  of  all  her  former  pain. 
She  kneel'd,  entreated,  ftruggled,  threaten'd,  cry'd, 
And  with  alternate  palfion  liv'd  and  dy'd; 
Till,  now,  deny'd  the  liberty  to  mourn. 
And  by  rude  fury  from  my  prefcncc  torn, 
This  only  objcvil  of  my  real  care, 
Cut  ofTfrom  hope,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
In  fome  few  polling  fatal  hours  is  hurl'd 
From  wealth,  from  power,  from  love,  and  from  the 

Here  tell  mc,  if  thou  dar'fi,  my  confcious  foul. 
What  different  forrows  did  within  thee  roll  ? 
What  pangs,  what   fires,  what  racks,  didft  thou, 

fuftain  .' 
What  fac}  vicilfitudes  of  fmarting  pain  ? 
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How  oft'  from  pomp  and  ftate  did  I  remove, 
To  feed  defpair,  and  cher;fbi  hoptlefs  love  ? 
How  oft',  all  day,  rec^U'd  I  Abra's  charms, 
Iler  beauties  prefs'd,  ar.d  panting  in  my  arms  .' 
How  oft',  with  fighs  vi^w'd  ev'ry  female  face. 
Where  mimic  fancy  might  her  litcnefs  trace  ? 
J  low  oft'  dcfir'd  to  fly  from  Ifrael's  throne, 
And  live  in  fhades  with  her  and  love  alone  .' 
How  oft'  all  night  purfued  her  in  my  dreams, 
O'er  flowery  vallies,  and  through  cryilal  fcreams, 
And,  .laking,  view'd  with  grief  the  rifing  fun, 
And  fondly  mourn'd  the  dear  deluflcn  gone. 

When  thus  the  gather'd  dorms  of  v^'retchcd  love, 
^n  my  fwoln  bofcm,  with  long  war  had  drove  ; 
At  length   they  broke  theii-  bounda ;   at  length 

tbeir  force 
Eore  down  whatever  met  its  flronger  courf?. 
Laid  all  the  civil  bonds  of  manhood  waftc, 
And  fcatter'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  paft. 
So  from  the  hills,  whofe  hollow  caves  contain 
The  congregated  fnow  and  fweliing  rain, 
Till  the  full  ilores  their  ancient  bounds  difdain 
Precipitate  the  furious  torrent  flows : 
In  vain  would  fpeed  avoid,  or  ftrength  oppofe; 
Towns,  forefts,   herds,   and  men,  promifcuous") 
drown'd,  / 

With  one  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground  :  C 
The  echoed  woes  from  diftant  rocks  refound.      J 
And  now,  what  impious  ways  my  wifhes  took, 
How  they  the  monarch  and  the  man  forfook; 
And  how  I  foUow'd  an  abandon'd  wili. 
Through  crooked  paths,  and  fad  retreats  of  ill; 
How  Jiidah's  daughters  now,  now  foreign  flaves, 
Ey  turns  my  proftiiuted  bed  receives  ; 
Through  tribes  of  women  how  I  loofely  rang'd 
Impatient ;  lik'd  to  night,  to-morrow  chaiig'd  ; 
And,  by  the  inftincflof  capricious  lull, 
linjuy'd,  dUdain'ci,  was  grateful,  or  unjuft  : 
O,  he  thefe  femes  from  human  eyes  conceal'd, 
In  clouds  of  decent  fiknce  juftly  veil'd  ', 
O,  be  the  wanton  images  convey 'd 
To  black  oblivinn  and  eternal  fiiade  ! 
Kir  let  their  fad  epitome  alone, 
And  outward  lines,  to  future  age  be  known, 
Enough  to  propagate  the  lure  belief. 
That  vice  engenders  ihame,  and  folly  broods  o'er 
grief! 
Bury'd  in  iloth,  and  loft  in  eafe,  I  lay; 
The  night  I  reveli'd,  and  I  ftept  the  day. 
Kew  heaps  of  fuel  damp'd  my  kindling  fires. 
And  dailychange  cxtinguilliM  young  defircs. 
By  its  own  force  dcftroy'd,  fruition  ceas'd  ; 
And,  always  weary'd,  1  was  never  pleas'd. 
No  longer  now  does  my  negleiftcu  mind- 
Its  wonted  (tores  and  old  ideas  find. 
Fix'd  judgment  there  no  longer  does  abide. 
To  take  the  true,  or  fet  the  falfe  afide. 
No  longer  does  fwift  memory  trace  the  cells. 
Where  fpriniug  wit,  or  young  invention,  dwells. 
Frequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails ; 
Patience  of  toil,  and  love  of  virtue,  fails. 
By  fad  degrees  impair'd,  my  vigour  dies, 
Till  I  command  no  longer  ev'n  in  vice. 

The  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  fway; 
Th^y  aflc,  I  grant ;  they  thrcatw,  I  obey. 


In  regal  garmi^nts  now  I  gravely  ftride, 
Aw'd  by  tht  Perfian  damrcrl's  haughty  pride  : 
Nnw  with  the  loofer  Syrian  dance  and  fing. 
In  robes  tuck'd  up,  oppiobrioiis  to  the  king. 

Charm'd  by  their  eyes,  their  manners  I  acquire, 
And  Ihape  my  fooliflinefs  to  their  defire  ; 
Seduc'd  and  aw'd  by  the  Pliiliftine  dame, 
At  Dagon's  fliiine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
VVitii  the  Chaldean's  charms  her  rites  prevail, 
And  curling  frankincenfe  afcends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new_  altars  drefs. 
And  ferve  her  god,  whofe  perfon  I  carefs. 

Where,  my  deluded  fcnfe,  was  reafon  flown  ? 
Where  the  high  majefly  of  David's  throne  ? 
Where  all  the  maxims  of  eternal  truth, 
Wiih  which  tlie  living  God  inform'd  my  youth. 
When  with  the   lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before 
In  l.fracl's  land  had  fix'd  their  dire  abodes, 
Beaftly  divinities,  and  droves  of  gods  ; 
Oiiiis,  Apis,  powers  th.it  chew,  the  cud. 
And  dog  Anubis,  flatterer  for  his  food  ? 
When  in  the  woody  hills  forbidden  fhade 
I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invok'd  its  aid ; 
When  in  the  fens  to  fnakes  and  flies,  with  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  proftrate  fell; 
To  Ihrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid. 
And  fet  the  bearded  letk,  to  which  I  pray'd; 
When  to  all  beings  facred  rites  were  given. 
Forgot  the  Arbiter  of  earth  and  heaven  ? 

Through  thefe  fad  fhades,  this  chaos  in  my  fouJj 
Some  feeds  <f  light  at  length  began  to  roll. 
The  rifing  motion  of  an  infant  ray  [fl^y. 

Shot  glimmering  through  the  cloud,  and  promis'd 
And  nnw,  one  moment  able  to  refleil,  "y 

I  foujut  the  king  abandon'd  to  neglefi,  v 

Seen  without  awe,  and  ferv'd  without  refpedl.     J^; 
I  found  my  fubjecls  amicably  join 
To  ItfTcn  their  dcfccfts  by  citing  mine. 
The  priefl:  with  pity  pray'd  for  David's  race, 
And  left  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  difgrace. 
l"he  father,  whilfi  he  warn'd  his  erring  fon  "j 

The  fad  rxamples  which  he  ought  to  fhun,  C 

Dcfcrib'd,  and  only  nam'd  not,  Solumon.  j 

Each  bard,  each  fire,  did  to  his  pupil  fing, 
A  wife  child  better  than  a  foolifli  king. 
Into  myfelf  my  reafon's  eye  !  turn'd. 
And  as  1  much  refle6led,  much  I  mourn'd. 
A  mighty  king  1  am, an  earthly  god; 
Natiiiis  obey  ri^v  word,  and  wait  my  nod  : 
I  ralfe  or  fink,  imprifon  or  fet  free, 
And  life  or  death  depend*  on  my  decree. 
Fond  the  idea,  ar.d  the  thought  is  vain  , 
O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thoufand  tyrants  reign-j 
Legions  of  lufl;,  and  various  powers  of  ill, 
Infult  the  mafter's  tributary  will : 
And  he,  from  whom  the  natiorrs  fliould  receive 
Jufiice  and  freedom,  lies  himfelf  a  flave, 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  change  of  wild  defires, 
Lafii'd  by  mad  rage,  and  fcorch'd  by  brutal  fires. 

O  reafon  I  once  again  to  thee  I  call ; 
Accept  my  forrow,  and  retrieve  my  fall. 
Wifdom,  thou  fay 'ft,   from  heaven  receiv'd  hev 

birth. 
Her  bea-iKs  tranfmiuei  to  the  fubjed  earth  : 
H  h  iiij 
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Yet  this  great  emprcfe  of  the  human  foul 
Does  only  with  imagin'd  power  control. 
If  reftlefs  paiTion  by  rebellious  fway 
Compels  the  weak  ufurper  to  obey. 

O  troubled,  weak,  and  coward,  as  thoii  art, 
Without  thy  poor  advice,  the  labourinpf  h.°art 
To  worfe  extremes  with  Ta  ifter  fteps  would  run, 
Not  fav'd  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone. 

Oft*  have  I  laid,  the  praife  of  doing  well 
Is  to  the  ear  as  ointment  to  the  fmell. 
Now,  if  fomc  flits  perchance,  however  fmall, 
Into  the  alabsdcr  urn  {hould  fall, 
The  odours  of  the  fweets  inclos'd  would  die. 
And  llench  corrupit  (fad  charg;e!)  thti-  place  fup- 
So  the  leaft  fjuks,  if  mix'd  with  faireft  deed,  [ply. 
Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  feed  ; 
Into  the  balm  of  pureft  virtue  call, 
Anrioy  all  life  with  one  contagious  biafi:. 

Loft  Solomon  !  purfue  this  thought  no  more  : 
Qi  thy  pafl  errors  recollect  the  ftore ; 
And  filent  weep,  thRt,  while  the  deathlefs  mufe 
Shall  fing  the  jull,  fhallo'er  their  heads  diifufe 
Perfumes  with  lavifh  hand,  fhe  fhall  proclaim     ~) 
Thy  crimes  alone,  and,  to  thy  evil  fame  C 

Jnipartialjfcatter  damps  and  poifons  on  thy  name,  j 
Awaking,  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream'd, 
Much  of  n  y  women  and  their  gods  'afham'd  ; 
iTom  this  ahyf'i  of  exeinplary  vice 
Refolv'd,  as  time  might  aid  my  thought,  to  rife ; 
Again  I  bid  ihe  mournful  goddefs -n  rite 
The  folid  purfuit  of  fugitive  delight, 
hid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wii:g, 
And,  rais'd  from  earth,  and  fav'd  from  paffion,  fing 
Of  human  hope  by  crofs  event  deftroy'd. 
Of  ufelefs  v/ealth  and  greatnefs  unenjoy'd, 
Of  luft  and  love,  with  their  fantallic  train,     rvrvii. 
Their  wifhes,  fmiles,  and  looks,  deceitful  all,  and 


O  F    P  R  1  O  R, 

"  confumed  the  burnt-offering,  and  the  facrifi- 

"  ces;  and  the    glory   of  the   Lord  filled   the 

"  houfe."  -J,  Chron.  vii.  i, 
"  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,   there  we  fat  down ; 

"  yea  we  wept,  when  we  remembered  Sion," 

&c   Pfalm  cxxxvii.  I. 
"  1  faid  of  laughter,  it  is  mad ;  and  of  mirth,  what 

"  doth  it  ?••  Ecdef.  ii.  %. 
"  No  man   can  find  out    the  work   that  God  ma- 

"  keth,  from  the  beginning  to   the  end."  Ch. 

iii.  II. 
'=  Whatfoever  God  doeth,it  (hall  be  for  ever  ;  no- 

"  thing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing  taken 

"  from  it :   snd  God  docth  it,  that  men   f.iould 

"  fear  before  him."  Ver.  14. 
"  Let  u!  hear  the  conclufion  of  the  whole  matter; 
fear  God,  and  keep  his  commandments;  for 

"  this  is  the  whole  duty  of  man."  Ch.  xii.  13. 


POWER. 

BOCK  III. 


TEXTS  CUIEFL7  ALLUDED  TO  IN  BOOK  111. 

"  Or  ever  the  filver  cord  be  loofed,  or  the  golden 
"  bowl  be  broken,  or  the  pit^ier  be  broken  at 
"  the  fountain,  or  tlie  wheel  broken  at  the  cif- 
"  tirn."    Eccl.  xii.  6. 

"  The  iun  arifeth,  and  the  fun  goeth  down,  and 
"  hafrcth  to  his  place  where  he  rofe."  Ch.  1.5. 

"  The  wind  goeth  towards  the  fouth,  and  tui  neth 
"  about  unto  the  north,  [t  wl-i:leth  about  c  n- 
"  tinually  ;  and  the  wind  reurneth  again,  ac- 
"  cor-liiig  tf>  his  cirniit."  Vcr.  6. 

••  All  the  rivers  run  into  the  fea  :  yet  the  fea  is 
"  not  full.  Unto  the  place  from  whence  the 
"  rivers  come,thithcr  they  return  again  "  Ver.  7. 

"  Then  Ihall  the  duft  renirn  to  the  enrth,  as  it 
•'  was :  and  rhefj^irit  (hall  return  unto  God  who 
"  gave  it  "  Ch  xii.' 7. 

"  Now  when  .Solomon  had  made  an  end  of  pray- 
['  ing,  the  fire  cinic   down  from   heaven,  and 


7l>e  Argument. 


Solonion  confjders  man  through  the  fevcral  ftages 
and  conditions  of  life,  ai;d  concludes  in  general 
that  we  are  all  miferable.  He  refledls  more 
particularly  upon  the  trouble  and  uncertainty  of 
greatnefs  and  power;  gives  feme  inftances  there- 
of from  Adam  down  to  himfelf;  and  ftill  con- 
cludes that  all  is  vanity.  He  reafons  again  up- 
on  life,  death,  and  a  future  being  ;  finds  human 
wifdom  too  imperfed:  to  refolve  his  doubts;  has 
recourfe  to  religion ;  is  informed  by  an  angel, 
what  fhall  happen  to  himfelf,  his  family,  and' 
his  kingdom,  till  the  redemption  rf  Ifrael;  and, 
upon  the  wh,  le,  refolvcs  to  fubmit  his  inquiries 
?nd  anxieties  tu  the  will  of  his  Creator. 

CoKF.  then,  my  foul;  I  call  thee  by  that  name. 
Thou  bufy  thing,  from  whence  I  know  I  am  : 
For,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  thou  art ; 
Since  that  muft  needs  exift,  which  can  impart. 
But  how  cam'ft  thou  to  be,  or  whence  thy  faring.''. 
For  various  of  thee  priefts  and  poers  fing. 

Hear'ft  thou  fubmiflive,  but  a  lowly  birth 
Some  feparate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  cffcdl  which  nature  muft  beget, 
As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet; 
Cimpanion  ».f  the  body's  good  or  ill. 
From  force  of  inftind,  more  thai> choice  of  will; 
Conlcious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain, 
As  the  wild  coiirles  of  the  blood  ordain; 
Who,  as  degrees  (f  heat  and  cold  prevail. 
In  youtli  doft  flourifl;,  and  with  age  (halt  fjil; 
Till,  mingled  with  thy  partner's  lateft  breath, 
'I'hou  fly'rt  diflolv'd  in  air,  and  loft  in  death  i 

Or,  if  thy  great  exiflence  would  afpire 
To  caulesniore  fublime,  of  heavenly  fire 
Wert  thou  a  fpark  ftruck  off,  a  feparate  ray, 
Ordain'd  to  mingle  with  terrcftrial  clay; 
With  it  condemn'd  for  certain  years  to  dwell, 
'Co  grieve  its  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  feel; 
To  teach  it  good  and  ill,  difgrace  or  fame, 
Pale  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  with  fliame; 
To  guide  its  a<ftions  with  inforr.iing  care, 
I  In  peace  to  judge,  to  conqyer  ia  the  v.'ar  ;. 


SOLOMON  ON  THE  VANITY  OF  THE  WORLD. 


48« 


JRender  it  agile,  witty,  valiant,  fage. 

As  fits  the  various  courfe  of  human  age  ; 

Till  as  the  earthly  part  decays  and  falN, 

The    captive    breaks     her    prifon's    mouldering 

walls ; 
Hovers  a  while  upin  the  fad  remains, 
Which  now  the  pile  or  fepulchre  contains; 
And  thence  with  liberty  unbounded  flies, 
Impatient  to  regain  her  native  fkies  ? 

Whate'er  thou  art,  where-e'er  ordain'd  to  go, 
(Points  which  we  rather  may  difpute  than  know) 
Come  on,  thou  little  inmate  of  this  breaft, 
Which  for  thy  fake  from  paflions  I  divert, 
For  thefe,  thou  fay'ft,  raife  all  the  ftormj'  ftrife, 
Which  hinder  thy  repofe,  and  trouble  life^ 
Be  the  fair  level  of  fhy  adions  laid. 
As  tempera'ce  wills,  and  prudence  may  perfuade  : 
Be  thy  afff  6tii>ns  undifturb'd  and  clear,  "^ 

Guided  to  what  may  great  or  go- id  appear,         > 
And  try  if  life  be  worth  the  liver's  care,  j 

Amafs'd  in  man,  there  juftly  is  beheld 
What  through  the  while  creation  has  excell'd  : 
The  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beafts  the  fenfe, 
The  angel's  forecaft  and  intelligence  : 
Say  from  thefe  glorious  feeds  what  harvefl  flows. 
Recount  our  blcflings,  and  compare  our  woes. 
In  its  true  light  let  cleared  reafon  Fee 
The  man  dragg'd  out  to  aiSl,  and  forc'd  to  be ; 
Helplefs  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees  T 

To  be  expos'd  and  rear'd  as  {he  may  pleafe,         >■ 
Feel  her  neglecSt  and  pine  from  her  difeafe  :        J 
His  tender  eye  by  toodiredl  a  ray 
Wounded,  ai.d  flying  from  urpra(5lis'd  day; 
His  heart  aflaulted  by  invading  air, 
And  beating  fervent  to  the  vital  war ; 
To  his  young  fenfe  how  various  forms  appear. 
That  fl:rike  his  wonder,  and  excite  his  fear  : 
By  his  diftortions  he  reveals  his  pains; 
He  by  his  tears  and  by  his  fighs  complains; 
Till  time  and  ufe  aflift  the  infant  wretch. 
By  broken  words  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 
His  wants  m  plainer  charaifters  to  ihow, 
And  paint  more  perfedl  figures  of  his  woe; 
Condemri'd  to  facrifice  his  childifli  years 
To  babbling  ignorance,  and  to  empty  fears; 
To  pafs  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 
Aftinji  his  part  upon  a  crowded  ftage; 
To  lafting  toils  expos'd,  and  endlefs  cares. 
To  open  dangers,  and  to  fecret  fnares  ; 
To  malice  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends, 
And  the  more  dangerous  iove  of  feeming  friends. 
His  deeds  examin'd  by  the  people's  will, 
Prone  to  forget  the  good,  and  blame  the  ill; 
Or  fadly  cenfur'd  in  their  curs'd  debate,  ■) 

Who,  in  the  fcorner's  or  the  judge's  feat,  > 

Dare  to  condemn  the  virtue  which  they  bate,      j 
Or,  would  he  rather  leave  this  frantic  fcene, 
And  trees  and  beafts  prefer  to  courts  and  men. 
In  the  remote!!  wood  and  lonely  grot  ■) 

Certain  to  meet  that  worft  of  evils,  thought;       > 
Difft-rf  nt  ideas  to  his  memory  brought,  j 

Some  intricate  as  are  the  pathlefs  woods, 
Impetuous  fome  as  the  defcending  floods; 
With  anxious  doubts,  with  rnging  paflions  torn, 
^0  fweet  companion  Ecar,  with  whom  to  mourn; 
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He  hears  the  echoing  rock  return  his  fighs, 
And  from  himfelf  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 

Thus,  through  what  path  foe'er  of  life  we  rove^ 
Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 
Vc  x'd  with  the  prefent  moment's  heavy  gloom, 
Wny  feck  we  brightnefs  from  the  years  to  come  ? 
DiCturb'd  and  broken  like  a  fick  man's  fleep, 
Our  troubled  thoughts  to  diftant  profpe<5ls  leap, 
Defirous  fiill  what  flics  us  to  o'ertake. 
For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  thofe  that  wake  : 
But,  looking  back,  we  fee  the  dreadful  train 
Of  woe=  anew,  which  were  we  to  fuftain, 
Wc  ihould  refufe  to  tread  the  path  again  ; 
Still  adding  grief,  ftill  counting  from  the  firft. 
Judging  the  lateft  evils  flill  the  worfl:. 
And  fadly  finding  each  progreflive  hour 
Heighten  their  number  and  augment  their  power, 
Till>  by  one  countlefs  fum  of  woes  oppreft, 
Hiary  with  cares,  and  ignorant  of  reft, 
We  find  the  vital  fprings  relax'd  and  worn, 
CompeU'd  our  common  impotence  to  mourn, 
I'has  through  the  round  of  age  to  childhood 

return  ; 
Reflecting  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb 
We  ycfterday  came  forth;   that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  again  v/e  muft  to- morrow  lie. 
Born  to  lament,  to  labour,  and  to  die. 

Pafs  we  the  ills  which  each  man  feels  or  dreads. 
The  weight  or  fallen  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads; 
The  bear,  the  lion,  terrors  of  the  plain, 
The  fiieepfold  fcatter'd,  and  the  ftiepherd  flain  ; 
The  frequent  errors  of  the  pathlefs  wood, 
The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dangerous  flood; 
The  noifome  peililencc,  that  in  open  war        > 
Terrible  marches  through  the  mid-day  air. 
And  fcatters  death  ;  the  arrow  that  by  night 
Cuts  the  dank  mift,  and  fatal  wings  its  flight; 
The  billowing  fnow,  and  violence  of  the  fliower," 
That  from  the  hills  difperfe  their  dreadful  fl:ore, 
And  o'er  the  vales  coiiedled  ruin  pour  ; 
The   worm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  frnit,   fad 

gueft. 
Canker  or  locuft,  hurtful  to  infefl: 
The  blade  ;  while  huflcs  elude  the  tiller's  care. 
And  eminence  of  want  diftinguiflies  the  year. 

Pafs  we  the  flow  difeafe,  and  fubtle  pam. 
Which  our  weak  frame  is  defUn'd  to  fullain  ; 
The  cruel  ftone  with  congregated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way  ;  the  cold  catarrh. 
With  frequent  impulfe,  and  continued  ftrife, 
Weakening  the  wafted  feats  of  irkfome  life; 
The  g'  ul'>  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  ragCj* 
The  lad  experience  of  decay  ;  and  age, 
Herfclf  the  foreft  ill;  while  death  and  eafe, 
Oft'  and  in  vain  invok'dorto  appeafe 
Or  end  the  grief,  vi'ith  hafty  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  patient  and  the  fickly  bed. 

Nought  fhall  it  profit,  that  the  charming  fair, 
Angelic,  fofteft  work  of  heaven,  draws  near 
To  the  cold  fliaking  paralytic  hand, 
Senfeiefs  of  beauty's  touch,  or  love's  command; 
Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  fulfil 
The  diiflates  of  its  feeble  matter's  will. 
Nought  fliall  the  pfaltry  and  the  harp  avail, 
The  plcafing  fong,  or  well-repeated  tale, 
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When  the  quick  fpirits  their  warm  march  forbear, 
And  numbing  coldrefs  has  unbrac'd  'he  ear. 

The  verdant  riling  of  the  flowery  hill, 
The  vale  cnaniell'd,  and  the  cryftal  rill, 
■The  ocean  rolling  and  the  (helly  ftiore, 
Beautiful  objeAs,  (hall  delight  no  more. 
When  the  lax'd  finews  of  ihe  weakeu'd  eye 
In  watery  damo*  or  dim  fuffufion  lie. 
Day  follows  night;  the  clouds  return  again 
After  the  falling  of  the  latter  rain  ; 
But  to  the  aged-blind  ftall  ne'er  return 
Grateful  vicilutude  :  he  ftill  mu. •  mourn 
The  fi'.n.  and  moon,  and  every  ftarry  light, 
JEclips'd  to  him,  and  loll;  in  everlafting  night. 

Behold  where  age's  wretched  viclim  lies, 
See  his  head  trembling,  and  his  half-clos'd  eyes; 
JFreqiient  for  breath  his  panting  bol'om  heaves  ;    "^ 
To  broken  fleep  his  remnant  fenfe  he  gives,  S 

And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives,    j 

LoosSl  by  devouring  time,  the  filver  cord 
Diflcvcr'd  lies;  unhonour'd  from  the  board 
The  cryftal  urn,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by. 
And  apter  utcnfils  their  place  fupply. 
Thefe  things  and  thou  muft  fhare  one  equal  lot. 
Die  and  be  loft,  corrupt  and  be  forgot; 
M'hile  ftiil  another  and  another  race 
Shall  now  fupply,  and  now  give  up  the  place; 
Prom  earth  all  came, to  earth  mult  all  rtturi;. 
Frail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  a<t  the  urn. 

But  be  the  terror  of  thefe  ills  fupprefs'd. 
And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigour  bleQ. 
Home  he  returns  with  the  declining  fun, 
Hi»  deftin'd  tafic  of  labour  hardly  done; 
Goes  forth  again  with  the  afcending  ray, 
Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay. 
And  find  the  ill  fufficient  to  the  day. 
Haply  at  night  he  does  with  horror  fiiua 
A  v»idow'd  daughter  or  a  dying  fon  ; 
His  neighbr.ur's  offspring  he  to-morrow  fee's. 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increafe  ; 
The  next  day,  and  the  next,  he  muft  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend. 
In  every  adt  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  houlehold  ills  ; 
The  due  reward  to  juft  dcfert  refun'd. 
The  truft  betray'd,  the  nuptial  bed  abus'd; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long-depending  caufe, 
And  doubtful  ifTue  of  mifconftrued  laws;. 
The  crafty  turns  of  a  difhoneft  (iate. 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrong-doing  great; 
The  venom'd  tongue,  injurious  to  his  fame, 
Wiiich  nor  can  wifdom  fliun,  nor  fair  advice  re- 
claim. 

Eftecm  we  thefe,  my  friends,  event  and  chance, 
Produc'd  as  atoms  from  their  fluttering  dance  ? 
Or  higher  yet  their  effence  may  we  draw 
From  deftin'd  order  and  eternal  law  .' 
Again,  my  mufe,  the  cruel  doubt  repeat : 
Spring  they,  I  fay,  from  accident  or  fate  : 
Yet  fuch  we  find  they  are  as  can  control 
The  fervile  adlions  (f  our  wavering  ft  ul  : 
Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain,  the  will ; 
Their  ills  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fatal  Search  '.  in  which  the  labouring  mind. 
Still  prefi^'d  with  weight  cf  woe,  dill  hopes  to  find 


A  (hadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peac*, 
From  years  of  pain  <  ne  moment  of  releafe  ; 
Hoping  at  leaft  (he  may  hcrfelf  deceive, 
Againft  experience  willing  to  believe, 
Defirous  to  rejoice,  condemn'd  to  grieve. 

Happy  the  mortal  man,  who  now  at  laft 
Has  through  this  doleful  vale  of  milery  part. 
Who  to  his  deftin'd  llnge  has  carry'd  on 
The  odious  load,  and  laid  his  burden  down  ; 
Whom  the  cut  'orafs,  or  wounded  marble,  ftioWJ. 
Vic2ox  o'er  life,  and  all  her  train  of  woes. 
He,  happier  yet,  who,  privileg'd  by  fa-.e 
To  fhnrter  labour  and  a  lighter  wtight , 
Refciv'd  but  yefterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Order'd  to-morrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O  :   beyond  defcription  happieft  he, 
Who  ne'er  muft  roll  on  life's  tumultuous  fea; 
Who,  with  blefc'd  freedom,  from  the  general"^ 
doom  ( 

Exempt,  muft  never  force  the  teeming  womb»     C 
Nor  fee  the  fun,  nor  fink  into  the  tomb  !  3 

Who  breathes,  muft  luifer;  and  who  thinks, 
muft  mourn  ; 
And  he  alone  is  blefa'd,  who  ne'er  was  born. 

"  Yet  in  thy  turn,  thou  frowning  Preacher,  hear: 
"  Are  not  thefe  general  maxims  too  fevere  ? 
"  Say  :  cannot  power  fecure  its  uwner's  blifs  ''  "^ 
"  And  is  not  wealth  the  potent  lire  of  peace  .'  ( 
"  Are  vitSors  blefs'd  with  famp,  or  kings  with  C 
eafe  ?"  J 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common  care. 
And  man  was  born  to  fuffcr,  and  to  fear. 

"   But  is  no  rank,  no  ftation,  no  degree, 
"  From  this  contagious  taint  of  furrow  free  ?" 

None,  mortal !  none.     Yet  in  a  bolder  ftraln 
Let  rue  this  melancholy  truth  maintain. 
But  heiijce,  ye  worldly  and  profane,  retire  ; 
For  I  adapt  my  voice,  and  rajle  my  lyre. 
To  tuitions  ntit  by  vulgar  ear  rcceiv'd  : 
Ye  Hill  muft  covet  life,  and  be  deceiv'd ; 
Your  very  fear  of  death  fhall  make  you  try. 
To  catch  the  (hade  of  immortality  ; 
Wifhingon  earth  to  linger,  and  to  lave 
Part  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave; 
To  thofe  who  may  furvive  you  to  bequeath 
Something  entire,  in  fpite  of  time  and  deatl) ; 
A  fancy'd  kind  of  being  to  retrieve. 
And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  building,  live. 
FaU'e  hope  !  vain  labour  :   let  f<-nie  ages  fly. 
The  dome  ftiall  moulder,  and  tTie  volume  die  : 
Wretches,  ftill  taught,  ftill  will  ye  think  it  flrangCj 
That  all  the  parts  of  this  great  fabric  change. 
Quit  their  old  ftation,  and  primxval  frame. 
And  lofe  their  ihape,  their  eftence,  and  their  name? 
Reduce  the  fong  :   our  hopes,  our  joys,  are  vain ; 
Our  lot  IS  forrow    and  our  portion  pain. 

What  paufe  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  comfort 
bring 
The  name  of  wife  or  great,  of  judge  or  king  ? 
What  is  a  king  ? — a  man  condemn'd  to  bear 
The  public  burden  of  the  nation's  care  ; 
Now  crown'd  fome  angry  fadlion  to  appeafc; 
Now  falls  a  vit5lim  to  the  people's  cafe; 
From  the  firft  blooming  of  his  ill  taught  youth, 
Nourifti'd  in  flattery,  ar.d  eftrang'd  from  truth  j 
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At  home  furrounJcd  by  a  fervile  crowd. 
Prompt  to  abufe,  and  in  detra«5llon  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  fwords,  and  fpears, 
His  very  ftate  acknowledging  his  fears; 
Marching  amidft  a  thoufand  guards,  he  fhowg 
His  fecret  terror  of  a  thoufand  foes  : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brare, 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  flave; 
Seeking  to  fettle  what  for  ever  flies. 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

But  he  returns  with  conqueft  on  his  brow, 
Brings  up  the  triumph,  and  abfolves  the  vow  : 
The  captive  generals  to  his  car  were  ty'd; 
The  joyful  citizens  tumultuous  tide, 
Echoing  his  glory,  gratify  his  pride. 
What  is  this  triumph  .'  madnefs,  fhouts,  and  noifc, 
One  great  colledlion  of  the  people's  voice. 
The  wretches  he  brings  back  in  chains  relate 
What  may  to-morrow  be  the  vidlor'sfate ; 
The  fpoils  and  trophies,  borne  before  him  fliow 
National  lofs,  and  epidemic  woe, 
Various  diftrefs,  which  he  and  his  may  know. 
Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thoufands  flain, 
The  heroes,  once  the  glory  of  the  plain. 
Left  in  the  conflidl  of  the  fatal  day, 
^)r.the  wolf's  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 
Does  he  not  weep  the  laurel  which  he  wears. 
Wet  with  the  foldiers  blood,  and  widows  tears  ? 

See,  where  he  comes,  the  darling  of  the  war ! 
.See  millions  crowding  round  the  gilded  car ! 
In  the  vaft  joys  of  this  ecftatic  hour. 
And  full  fruition  of  fuccefsful  power. 
One  moment  and  one  thought  might  let  him  fcan 
The  various  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  ftate  of  man. 
Are  the  dire  images  of  fad  diftruft. 
And  popular  change,  obfcur'd  amid  the  dull 
That  rifes  from  the  vi<5lor's  rapid  wheel  ? 
Can  the  loud  clarion  or  ftirill  fife  repel 
The  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  nature's  voice 
Plaintive  be  drown'd  or  lefTen'd  in  the  noife  ; 
Though  fhouts  of  thunder  loud  afflift  the  air, 
btun    the    birds    now     releas'd,    and    Ihake    the 
ivory  chair  ?  [crowd, 

Yon'    crowd   (he    might   reflecS),   yon'   joyful 
Pleas'd  with  my  honours,  in  my  praifes  loud, 
(Should  fleeting  victory  to  the  vanquifh'd  go. 
Should  file  dtprefs  riy  arms,  and  raife  the  fue) 
Would  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wait 
At  the  high  pdlacc,  or  the  crowded  gate; 
With  retilefs  rage  would  pull  my  flatues  down, 
And  call  the  brafs  anew  to  his  renown. 

O  impotent  defjre  of  worldly  fway  I 
That  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day. 
May  of  to-morrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Ghaftly  with  wounds,  and  lifelefs  on  the  bier ! 
Then  (vilenefs  of  mankind  !)  then  of  all  thcfe, 
Whom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  fees. 
Would  one,  alas  '   repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
Wafli  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate  ? 
Or,  march'd  I  chain'a  behind  the  hoftile  car, 
The  vigor's  paftime,  and  the  fport  of  war. 
Would  one,  would  one  his  pitying  forrow  lend, 
Or  be  fo  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  friend  .' 

Avails  it  then,  O  reafon,  to  be  wife  ? 
To  fee  this  cruel  fcenc  with  quicker  eyes  ? 


To  know  with  more  diftindlion  to  complain, 
And  have  fuperior  fenfe  in  feeling  pain  ? 

Let  us  revolve  that  roll  with  flrideft  eye, 
Where  fafc  from  time  diftinguifh'd  adiions  lie  ; 
And  judge  if  greatnefs  be  exempt  from  pain. 
Or  pleafure  ever  may  with  power  remain. 

Adam,  great  type,  for  whom  the  world  was 
■    made. 
The  faireO  blefling  to  his  arms  convey'd, 
A  charming  wife ;  and  air,  and  fea,  and  land, 
And  all  that  move  therein  to  his  command 
Render'd  obedient :  fay,  my  penfive  mufe. 
What  did  thefe  golden  promifes  produce  .'  ' 

Scarce  tailing  life,  he  was  of  joy  bereaT'd  : 
One  day,  I  think,  in  Paradife  he  liv'd  ; 
Dcflin'd  the  next  his  journey  to  purfue. 
Where  wounding  thorns  and  curfed  thirties  grew. 
Ere  yet  he  earns  his  bread,  a-down  his  brow, 
Inclin'dto  earth,  his  labouring  fweat  muft  flow; 
His  limbs  muft  ake,  with  daily  toils  opprefs'd. 
Ere  lor.g-wifl»'d  night  brings  neceflary  reft. 
Still  viewing  with  regret  his  darling  Eve, 
He  for  her  follies  and  his  own  muft  grieve; 
Bewailing  ftill  afrelh  their  haplefs  choice  ; 
His  ear  oft'  frighted  with  the  imag'd  voice 
Of  heaven,  when  firft  it  thunder'd  ;  oft'  his  view 
Aghaft,  as  when  the  infant  lightning  flew. 
And  the  ftern  cherub  itopp'd  the  fatal  road, 
Arm'd  with  the  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 
His  younger  fon  on  the  polluted  ground, 
Firft-fruit  of  death,  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 
Given  by  a  brother's-hand  :   his  eldeft  birth 
Flies,  mark'd  by  Heaven,  a  fugitive  o'er  earth. 
Yet  why  thefe  forrows  heap'd  upon  the  fire. 
Becomes  nor  man,  nor  angel,  to  inquire. 

Each  age  finn'd  on  ;  and  guilt  advanc'd  with 
time : 
The  f<  n  ftill  added  to  the  father's  crime; 
Till  God  arofe,  and,  great  in  anger,  faid, 
Lo  '.  it  repenteth  me,  that  man  was  made  '. 
Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  fun  !   be  dark,  ye  flcies! 
And  frtni  your  deep  abyls,  ye  waters,  rile ! 

Ihe   afirighted    angels  heard  th'  Almighty") 
Lord,  / 

And  o'tr  the  earth  from  wrathful  vials  pour'd    C 
Tempefts  and  ftorms,  obedient  to  his  word.        J 
Mean  time,  hi?  providence  to  Noah  gave 
The  guard  of  all  that  he  defign'd  to  lave. 
Excmjit  from  general  doom  the  patriarch  flood, 
Ciintemn'd   the    waves,    and    triumph'd  o'er  the 
flood. 

The  winds  fall  filent,  and  the  waves  decreafe. 
The  dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  olive  peace; 
Yet  ftill  his  heart  does  inward  forrow  feel. 
Which  faith  alone  forbids  him  to  reveal. 
If  on  the  backward  world  his  views  are  cafl, 
'Tis  death  difTus'd,  and  univerfal  walle. 
Prefent  (fad  profpefl  !)  can  he  aught  defcry, 
But  (what  affcdls  hi.«  melancholy  eye) 
The  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabric  loft. 
In  chains  of  craggy  hill,  or   lengths  of  dreary 

coaft  ? 
While,    to    high    heaven    his    pious  breathings 

turn'd. 
Weeping  he  hop'dj  and  facrificing  mourn'd ; 
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r'cl  night. ) 


When  of  God's  Image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatch'd  from  the  watery  grave,  aud  fav'd  from 

nations  drown'd ; 
And  of  thrte  fons,  the  future  hopes  of  earth, 
The    fetid    whence  empires  mull  receive    their 

hirth. 
One  he  forefees  excluded  heavenly  grace, 
And  mark'd  with  curfes,  fatal  to  his  race  ! 

Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God, 
Of  human  ills  muft  bear  the  deftin'd  load; 
By  blood  and  battles  muft  his  power  maintain, 
And  flay  the  mcnarchs  ere  he  rules  the  plain ; 
Mnft  deal  juft  portions  of  a  fervile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peevifli  wife  ; 
Muil  with  the  tendermother  leave  the  weeping fon, 
In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan  ; 
Muft  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope, 
To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 
Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood, 
Deftroy  I, is  heir,  or  difoLey  his  God. 

Mofes  beheld  that  God ;  but  how  beheld  ? 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd. 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyf*  of  light ; 
While  prefent,  too  fevere  for  human  fight, 
Nor  ftaying  longer  than  one  fwift-wlng' 
The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  de- 
creed 
To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilfome  deed. 
His  youth,  with  wants  and  hardlhrps  muft   en- 
gage; 
Plots  and  rebellions  muft  difturb  his  age  : 
Some  Corah  ftill  arofe,  fome  rebel  flave. 
Prompter  to  fink  the  flate,  than  he  to  fave  : 
And  Ifrael  did  his  rage  fo  far  provoke, 
That  what  the  Godhead  wrote,  the  prr.phet  broke, 
His  voice  fcarc:  heard,  his  ditStates  fcarce  believ'd. 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  liv'd; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  fevereft  law, 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promis'd  land  he  faw. 

My  father's  life  was  one  long  line  of  care, 
A  fcene  of  danger,  and  a  ftate  of  war. 
Alarm'd,  expos'd,  his  childhood  muft  engage 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  rage. 
By  various  turns  his  thrcaten'd  youth  muft  fear 
Goliah's  lifted  fword,  and  Saul's  emitted  fpear. 
Forlorn  he  muft  and  perfecuted  fly, 
Climb  the  fteep  mountain,  in  the  cavern  lie. 
And  often  afk,  and  be  refus'd,  to  die. 

for  ever,  from  his  manly  toil,  r.re  known 
The  weight  of  power,  and  anguiih  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue    can  fpeak   the    reftlcfs   monarch's 

woes. 
When  God  and  Nathan  were  declar'd  his  foes  ? 
When  every  objctfl  his  offence  rcvil'd, 
The  hufband 
The  parent 
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God  and  Nathan  were  declar  d  his  lues  r 
every  objctfl  his  offence  rcvil'd,  "1 

ifband  mnrder'd,  and  the  wifedcfil'd,  f 
arcnt's  fins  iniprclVd  upon  the  dying  f 
child  ?  J 

What  heart  can  think  the  grief  which  he  fuftaio'd, 

When   the   king's  crime  brought  vengeance  on 
the  land ; 

And  the  inexorable  prophet's  voice 

Gave   famine,  plngue,  or  war,  aud   bid   Jiim  fix 
his  choice  ? 
He  dy'd  ;  and,  oh  '.  m^^y  no  refl'-iSion  (lied 

Its  po^fouous  venom  on  the  ri)j';vl  d'.ad  ! 


Yet  the  unwilling  truth  may  be  exprcfs'd. 

Which  long  has  labour'd  in  this  penfive  breaft  X 

Dying,  he  added  to  my  weight  of  care  ; 

He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubted  heir  ; 

Left  his  uiifinifh'd  murder  to  his  fon. 

And  Joah's  blood  entail'd  on  Judah's  crown. 

Young  as  I  was,  I  hafted  to  fulfil 
The  cruel  dJcftates  of  my  parent's  will. 
Of  his  fair  deeds  a  diflant  view  I  took. 
But  turn'd  the  tube,  upon  his  faults  to  look, 
Forgot  his  youth,  fpent  in  his  country's  caufe. 
His-  care  of  right,  his  reverence  to  the  laws; 
But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  folly  trace, 
Broken  and  old  in  Bathfneba's  embrace; 
Could  follow  him,  where-e'er  he  ftiay'd  from"! 
good,  f 

And  cite  his  fad  example,  whilft  I  trod  l" 

Paths  op'en  to  deceit,  and  tiack'd  with  blood.    J 
Soon  docile  to  the  fecret  aifts  of  ill. 
With  fmiles  I  could  betray,  with  temper  kill; 
Soon  in  a  brother  could  a  rival  view, 
Watch  all  his  afts,  and  all  his  ways  purfue. 
in  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled  : 
Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  fpeed. 
Ev'n  there,  my  foul,  ev'n  there  he  fhould  have 

fell. 
But  that  my  intereft  did  my  rage  conceal. 
Doubling  my  crime,  I  promife,  and  deceive, 
Purpofe  to  flay,  whil>  fwearing  to  forgive. 
Treaties,  perfuafions,  fighs,  and  tears,  are  vain  ; 
With  a  niean  lie  curs'd  vengeance  I  fuftain. 
Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power. 
Till,  of  the  deftin'd  fugitive  fecure. 
In  folemn  ftate  to  parricide  I  rife. 
And,  as  God  live?,  this  day  my  brother  dies. 

Be  witnefs  to  my  tears,  celeftial  mufe ; 
In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excufe. 
Fraternal  blood  by  rny  diredlion  (pilt; 
In  vain  on  joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt : 
The  deed  was  adled  by  the  fubjetS's  hand; 
The  fword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  comriiand. 
Mine. was  the  murder;  it  wa<  mine  alone  : 
Years  of  cntrition  muft  the  crime  atone  ; 
Nor  can  my  guilty  foul  cxpeft  relief. 
But  from  a  long  fincerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imptrfciTc  hand,  and  trembling  heart. 
Her  love  of  truth  fiiperior  to  her  art. 
Already  the  reflcding  mufe  has  trac'd 
The  mournful  figures  of  my  actions  part. 
The  penfive  goddefs  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hope,  and  how  vexatious  thought ; 
From  growing  childhood  to  declining  age. 
How  tedioijs  every  ftep,  how  gloomy  every  ftagc. 
This  courfe  of  vanity  almoft  complete, 
Tir'd  in  the  field  of  life,  1  hope  retreat 
In  the  flill  ftiades  of  death  :  for  dread  and  p^in, 
And  7,ricfs,  will  find  their  fhafts  elanc'd  in  vain. 
And  their  points,  broke,  retorted  from  the  head. 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  rcafon  1  wliat  is  death  ? 
Blood  only  ftopp'd,  and  interrupted  breath  ; 
The  utmoft  limit  of  a  narrow  fpan. 
And  end  of  motion  wliich  wi'h  life  began. 
As  fmokc  that  rifes  from  the  kindling  fires 
Is  fecn  this  moment,  and  il\e  n-.xt  ex^Mrcs; 
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As  empty  clouds  by  rifing  winds  are  toft, 

I'heir  fleeting  forms  fcarce  fooiier  found  than  loft  ; 

So  vanishes  our  ftate,  fo  pafs  our  days ; 

So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays  : 

The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  fo  nigh, 

To  live,  is  fcarce  diftinguifh'd  from  to  die. 

Cure  of  the  mifer'b  wilh,  and  coward's  fear, 
Death  only  fliows  us  what  we  knew  was  near. 
With  courage  therefore  view  the  pointed  hour. 
Dread  not  death's  anger,  but  expedl  his  power  ; 
Nor  nature's  law  with  fruitlefs  forrow  mourn, 
But  die,  O  mortal  man  1  for  thou  waft  born. 

Cautious  throughdoubt,  by  want  of  courage  wife, 
To  fuch  advice  the  reafoner  ftill  replies. 

Yet  meafuring  all  the  long  continued  fpace, 
Every  fucceffive  day's  repeated  race. 
Since  time  firft  ftarted  from  his  priftine  goal. 
Till  he  had  reach'd  that  hour  wherein  my  foul 
Join'd  to  my  body  fwell'd  the  womb  ;   I  was 
(At  leaft  r  think  fo)  nothing:  muft  I  pafs 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  vital  breath, 
Ceafing,  configns  me  o'er  to  reft  and  death  ? 
Muft  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  return 
To  the  cold  marble,*  or  contradled  urn  i 
And  never  fhall  thofe  particles  agree. 
That  were  in  life  this  individual  he  ? 
But,  fever'd,  muft  they  join  the  general  mafs,  *> 
Through  other  forms  and  (hapes  ordain'd  to  / 
pafs,  ^ 

Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he  was  ?    J 
Does  the  great  word,  that  gave  him  fenfe,  ordain 
That  life  (hali  never  wake  that  fenfe  again  ? 
And  will  no  power  his  finking  fpirits  fave 
From  the    dark  caves  of  death,  and  chambers  of 
the  grave  ? 

Each  evening  I  behold  the  fetting  fun 
With  downward  fpeed  into  the  ocean  run  : 
Yet  the  lame  light  (pafs  but  fome  fleeting  hours) 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  h'n  powers  ; 
Starts  the  li.-ight  race  again  :  his  conftant  flame 
Rifes  itnd  fets,  returning  ftill  the  fame. 
1  mark  the  various  fury  of  the  winds; 
Thefc  neither  feafons  guide,  nor  order  binds; 
They  now  .dilate,  and  now  contracfl  their  force  ; 
Various  their  ipeed,  but  endlefs  is  their  courfe. 
From  his  firft  fountain  and  beginning  ouze, 
Down  to  the  fea  each  brook  and  torrent  flows  : 
Though  fundry  drops  or  leave  or  fwell  the  iSrcam, 
The  whole  ftill  runs,  with  equal  pace,  the  fame ; 
Still  o;her  waves  fupply  the  rifing  urns. 
And  the  eternal  flood  no  want  of  water  mourns. 

Why  then  muft  man  obey  the  fad  decree, 
WJiifhfubjecfts  neither  fun,  nor  wind,  nor  fea? 

A  flower,  that  docs  with  opening  morn  arife, 
And,  flourilhing  the  day,  at  evening  dies; 
A  winged  eaftern  blaft,  jaft  fkimming  o'er 
7'he  ocean's  brow,  and  finking  on  the  fhore; 
A  fire,  whofe  flames  through  crackling  ftubble  fly  ; 
A  meteor  ftiooting  from  the  fummer  fky  ; 
A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roU'd  ; 
A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told  ; 
A  noon-tide  fhadow,  and  a  midnight  dream  ; 
Arc  emblems,  which  with  femblance  apt  proclaim 
Our  earthly  courfe  :  but,  O  my  foul !  fo  faft 
Mull  life  run  off,  aud  death  for  ever  laft  i 


This  dark  opinion,  fure,  is  too  confin'd  ; 
Elfe  whence  this  hope,  and  terror  of  the  mind  ? 
Does  fomething  ftill,  and  fomewhere  yet  remain, 
Reward  or  punilbment,  delight  or  pain  * 
Suy  :   fliall  our  rellcks  lecond  birth  receive  ? 
sleep  we  to  wake,  and  only  die  to  live  } 
When  the  fad  wife  has  clos'd  her  hufband's  eyes,  1 
And  pierc'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries. 
Lies  the  pale  corpfe  not  yet  entirely  dead, 
The  fpirit  only  from  the  body  fled ; 
The  groffer  part  of  heat  and  motion  void. 
To  be  by  firo,  or  worm,  or  time,  deftroy'd; 
The  foul,  immortal  fubftance,  to  remain, 
Confcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ? 
And,  if  hei"  ails  have  been  dire<fted  well, 
While  with  her  friendly  clay  fhe  deign'd  to  dwell 
Shall  ftie  with  fafety  reach  her  priftine  feat  ? 
Find  her  reft  endlefs,  and  her  blifs  complete  i 
And,  while  the  bury'd  man  we  idly  mourn. 
Do  angels  joy  to  fee  his  better  half  return  ? 
But,  if  (he  has  deform'd  this  earthly  life 
With  murderous  rapine,  and  feditious  ftrife, 
Amaz'd,  repuls'd,  and  by  thofe  angels  driven 
From  the  jethercal  feat,  and  blifsful  heaven. 
In  everlafting  darknefs  muft  flie  lie, 
Still  more  unhappy,  that  fhe  cannot  die? 

Amid  two  feas,  on  one  fmall  point  of  land, 
Weary'd,  uncertain,  and  amaz'd,  we  ftand  : 
On  either  fide  our  thoughts  inceffant  turn; 
Forward  we  dread,  and  looking  back  v/e  mourn* 
Lofing  the  prefcnt  in  this  dubious  hafte. 
And    loft   ourfelves  betwixt   the  future  and  the 

paft. 
Thefc  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breaft. 
My  reafon  ftaggering,  and  my  hopes  opprcfs'd. 
Once  more,  I  faid,  once  more  I  will  inquire. 
What  is  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire. 
This  fluttering  motion,  which  wc  call  the  mind  ? 
How  does  (he  aA  ?  and  where  is  fhe  confin'd  ? 
Have  we  the  power  to  guide  her  as  we  pleafe  ? 
Whence  then  thofe  evils,  that  obftrucft  our  eafe  ? 
We  happinefs  purfue  ;  we  fly  from  pain  ; 
Yet  the  purfuit,  and  yet  the  flight,  is  vain  : 
And,  while  poor  nature  labours  to  be  bleft. 
By  day  with  pleafure,  and  by  night  with  reft. 
Some  ftronger  power  eludes  our  fickly  will, 
Dafhing  our  rifing  hope  with  certain  ill; 
And  makes  us  with  refiedlive  trouble  fee. 
That  all  is  deftin'd,  which  we  fancy  free. 

That   power  fuperior  then,    vvliich  rules  cor 

mind. 
Is  his  decree  by  human  prayer  inclin'd  ? 
Will  he  for  facrifice  our  forrows  eafe  ? 
And  can  our  tears  reverfe  his  firm  decrees  ? 
Then  let  religion  aid,  where  reafon  fails; 
Throw  loads  of  incenfe  in,  to  turn  the  fcales; 
And  let  the  filent  fanftuary  fliow,  "\' 

What  from  the  babbling  fchools  wemaynotf]' 

know,  [woe.  f"  i 

How  man  may  fliun  or  bear  his  deftin'd  part  ofj, 

What  fnall  amend,  or  what  abfolve,  our  fate  ? 
Anxious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  ftate. 
Betwixt  infinity  and  nothing,  bounds. 
Or  boundlefs  terms,  whofe  doubtful  fenfj  con* 

founds. 
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^^4  THE   WORK 

Unequal  thought  I  whilft  all  we  apprehend 
Is    that  our  hopes  niuft  rife,  our  forrows  end 
As  our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend. 

1  faid  ;-^and  inftant  bad  the  priefts  prepare 
The  ritual  facrifice  and  folemn  prayer. 
SeleA  from  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 
A  hundred  bulls  afcend  the  facred  way. 
The  artful  youth  proceed  to  form  the  choir ; 
They  breathe  the  flute,  or  ftrike  the  vocal  wire. 
The  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance  ; 
They  beat  the  timbrel,  and  inftrud  the  dance. 
Follows  the  chofen  tribe  from  Levi  fprung, 
Ghaunting,  by  juft  return,  the  holy  fong. 
Along  the  choir  in  folemn  ftate  they  paft  : 

The  anxious  king  came  laft. 

The  facred  hymn  perform'd,  my  promis'd  vow 
1  paid ;  and.  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 

Father  of  heaven !   (1  faid)  and  Judge  of  earth  1 
"Whofe  word  cail'd  out  this  univerfe  to  birth  ; 
By  whofe  kind  power  and  influencing  care 
The  various  creatures  move,  and  live,  and  are; 
But,  ceafing  once  that  care,  withdrawn  that  power, 
They  move  (alas  '.)  and  live,  and  are  no  more  : 
Omnlfcient  Mafler,  omniprefent  King, 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  lafl  diftrefs  1  bring. 

Thou,  that  canft  ftiil  the  raging  of  the  feas. 
Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bids  the  tempefts  ceafe  ! 
Redeem  my  {hipwreck'd  foul  from  raging  gufls 
Of  cruel  paffion  and  deceitful  lulls  : 
From  florras  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of"^ 
pride,  (. 

Let  thy  ftrong  hand  this  little  veflel  guide  f 

<lt  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  through  the  tide  J 
Impetuous  of  this  life  :  let  thy  command 
Dired  my  courfe,  and  bring  me  fafe  to  land  ! 
If     while   this   weary'd    fiefh   draws    fleeting 
breath, 
Not  fatisfy'd  with  life,  afraid  of  death. 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  fhould  know 
Glimpfe  of  delight,  or  panfe  from  anxious  woe  ; 
From  now,  from  inflant  now,  great  Sire  !  dilpel 
The  clouds  that  prefs  my  foul  ;  from  now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  now  infpire 
My  tongue  to  fing,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyre ; 
My  open  thought  to  joyous  profpeds  raife, 
And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  fing  thy  praife. 
Or,  if  thy  will  ordains  I  ftill  fhall  wait 
Some  new  hereafter,  and  a  future  ftate, 
Permit  me  flrength,  my  weight  of  woe  to  bear, 
And  raife  my  mind  fuperior  to  my  care. 
Let  me,howe'er  unable  to  explain 
The  fecret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man. 
With  humble  zeal  confefs  thy  awful  power; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  ftill  adore. 
So  in  my  conqucft  be  thy  might  deciar'd, 
And  for  thy  juftice  be  thy  name  rever'd. 

My  prayer  fcarce  ended,  a  ftupendous  gloom 
Darkens  the  air  ;  loud  thunder  (hakes  the  dome. 
To  the  beginning  miracle  fucceed 
An  awful  filence  and  religious  dread. 
Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day  ; 
The  facred  wood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 
Untouch'd,  unlighted,  glows — 
Ambrofial  od<.'ur,  fuch  as  never  flows 
f  joRi  Arab's  gum,  or  th?  S«l?«an  rcfe. 
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Does  roMnd  the  air  evolving  fcents  diffufe  t 
The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dews  : 
Celeftial  mufic  (fuch  Jeflides'  lyre. 
Such  Miriam's  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require)   ■ 
Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear. 
With  ecftacy  too  fine,  and  plcafiire  hard  to  bear. 
And  lo  !  what  fees  my  ravifh'd  eye  ?  what  feels 
My  vvond'ring  foul?  An  opening  cloud  reveals 
An  heavenly  form,  embody'd,  and  array'd 
With  robes  of  light.     I  heard.     The  angel  faid  : ' 

Ceafe,  man  of  woman  born,  to  hope  relief 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief ; 
Thy  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind, 
Supprefs  thy  paflions,  and  prepare  thy  mind  ; 
Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow, 
Be  us'd  to  forrow,  and  inur'd  to  woe ; 
By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  o'ercome, 
See  thy  decreafe,  and  haften  to  thy  tomb  ; 
Leave  to  thy  children  tumult,  ftrife,  and  war. 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care  ; 
Send  the  fucceflive  ills  through  ages  down, 
And  let  each  weeping  father  tell  hisfon. 
That  deeper  ftruck,  and  more  diftindlly  griev'd, 
He  muft  ailgment  the  forrows  he  recciv'd. 

The  child,  to  whofe  fucccfs  thy  hope  is  bound, 
Ere  thou  art  fcarce  interr'd,  or  he  is  crowji'd. 
To  luft  of  arbitrary  fway  inclin'd 
(That  curfed  poifon  to  the  prince's  mind  !) 
Shall  from  thy  didlates  and  his  duty  rove. 
And  lofe  his  great  defence,  his  people's  lore; 
lll-counfell'd,  vanquifli'd,  fugitive,  difgrac'd. 
Shall  mourn  the  fame  of  Jacob's  ftrength  elFac'd  ; 
Shall  figh  the  king  diminifli'd,  and  the  crown 
With  lefi'en'd  rays  defcending  to  his  fon  ; 
Shall  fee  the  wreaths,  his  grandfire  knew  to  reap 
By  aftive  toil  and  military  fwcat. 
Pining,  incline  their  fickly  leaves,  and  fhcd 
Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head  ; 
By  arms  or  prayer  unable  to  alTuagc 
Domeftic  horror  and  inteftine  rage. 
Shall  from  the  viiflor  and  the  vanquifti'd  fear, 
From  Ifracl's  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  fpear  ; 
shall  caft  his  weary'd  limb?  on  Jordan's  flood, 
By    brother's   arms    difturb'd,    and    ftjin'd    with 
kindred-blood.  f''^"* 

Hence  labouring  years  fhall  weep  their  dcftln'd 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  fully'd  with  difgracc. 
Time,  by  necefllty  compell'd,  fhall  go 
Through  fcenes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
The  empire,  Icflen'd  in  a  parted  flream. 
Shall  lofc  its  courfe — 

ludulge  thy  tears  :  the  heathen  fh«ll  blafpheme; 
Judah  Ihall  fall,  opprefs'd  by  grief  and  (hamc, 
And  men  Ihall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 

New  Egypts  yet  and  fccond  bonds  remain, 
A  harflitr  Pharaoh,  and  a  heavier  chain. 
Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command. 
Thy  captive  fons  fhall  leave  the  promis'd  land. 
Their  name  inoie  low   their  fervitude  more  vile, 
Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 

Thefc  pointed  fpires,  that   wound  the  ambient 
(Inglorious  change  ;)  fliall  in  deftrudion  lie   (flcy. 
Low,  levell'd  with  the  duil ;  their  heights  un- 
known, 
Or  meafuir'd  by  th«ir  ruin.     Yonder  throne, 
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fnr  taftjnfT  glory  built,  defign'd  the  feat 
Of  kinffs  for  ever  bleft,  for  ever  preat, 
Remov'd  by  tlie  invader's  barbarous  hard, 
Shali  CTrace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
The  fvrant  fhall  demand  yon'  facred  load 
Of  jrold,  and  veflels  fet  apart  to  God, 
Then,  by  vile  hands  to  common  ufe  debas'd,     ~i 
Shall   fend   them   flowing    round    his  drunken  (. 

feaft,  _  C 

With  facrilegious  taunt,  and  impious  jeft.  J 

Twice  fourteen  ages  fhall  their  way  complete; 
Empires  by  various  turns  Ihall  rife  and  fet ; 
While  fhy  abandon'd  tribes  (hall  only  know 
A  different  mafter,  and  a  change  of  woe, 
With  downcaft  eye-lids,  and  with  looks  aghaft, 
Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  paft. 
Afflicfted  Ifrael  fhall  fit  weeping  down, 
Faft  by  the  ftreams  where  Babel's  waters  run  ; 
Their  harps  upon  the  neighbouring  willows  hung, 
Nor  joyous  hymn  encouraging  their  tongue, 
Nor  cheerful  dance  their  feet ;  with  toil  opprefs'd. 
Their  weary'd  limbs  afpiring  but  to  reft. 
In  the  refledtive  ftream  the  fighing  bride, 
Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abafh'd,  fhall  hide 
Her  penfive  head ;  and  in  her  languid  face 
The  bridegroom  fhall  forefee  his  fickiy  race, 
While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  clofe  embrace. 
With   irld»me   anguifh    then    your   priefts   fiiali 

mourn 
Their  long  negleded  feaftsdefpair'd  return, 
And  fad  oblivion  of  their  fiilemn  days. 
Thenceforth  their  voices  they  fhall  only  raifc, 
Louder  to  weep.     By  day,  your  frighted  feers 
Shall  call  fir  fountains  to  exprefs  their  tears, 
And  wifh  their  eyes  were  Hoods;  by  night,  from 

dreams 
Of  opening  gulfs,  black  ftorms,  and  raging  flames, 
Starting  amaz'd,  fhall  to  the  people  fhow 
Emblems    <  f  heavenly  wrath,  and  myflic  types 

of  woe. 
The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  fhall  require 
That    they  fhould   breathe   the  fong,  and    touch 

the  lyre, 
Shall  fay  :  can  Jacob's  fervilc  race  rejoice, 
Untun'd  the  mufic,  and  difus'd  the  voice  ? 
What  can  we  play  (they  fhall  difcourfe),  howfing 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barbarous  king  .' 
We  and  our  fathers,  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  vidlor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lafh,  to  bend,  to  grieve, 
(Out-caft  of  mortal  race  I)  can  we  conceive 
Imaga  of  aught  delightful,  foft,  or  gay  ? 
Alas  !  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longfome  day, 
The  fullefl  blifs  our  hearts  afire  to  know 
Is  but  fome  interval  from  active  woe, 
In  broken  reft  and  ftartling  fleep  to  mourn, 
Till  morn,  the  tyrant,  and  the  fcourge,  return. 
Bred  up  in  grief,  can  plcafure  be  our  theme  ?     ") 
Our  endlef.s  anguifh  does  not  nature  claim  ?  C 

Reafon  and  forrow  are  to  us  the  fame.  S 

Alas  .  with  wild  amazement  we  require, 
If  idle/oJljr  was  not  plcafure's  fire  i 


ilfil;  "> 

1,  is  ill;  C 

•es  in  his  will,  j 


Madnefs,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  birth 
To  grinning  laughter,  and  to  frantic  mirth. 

This  is  the  feries  of  perpetual  woe. 
Which  thou,  alas  I   and  thine,  are  born  to  know, 
llluftrious  wretcti !  repine  not,  nor  reply  :-  '~i 

View  not   what  heaven    ordains  with  reafon'sf 
eye.  _  [high.l 

Too  bright   the   objed  is;  the   diflance  is  tooj 
The  man,  who  would  refolve  the  work  of  fate,. 
May  limit  nimiber,  and  make  crooked  ftraight; 
Stop  thy  inqtiiry  then,  and  curb  thy  fenfe^ 
Nor  let  duft  argue  with  Omnipotence. 
' Tis  God  who  muft  difpofe,  and  man  fuflaia. 
Born  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 
Thy  fiim  of  life  muft  his  decrees  fulfil ; 
What  derogates  from  his  command, 
And  that  alone  is  good  which  centres 

Yet,  that  thy  labouring  fenfesmay  not  droop, 
Loft  to  delight,  and  deftitute  of  hope, 
Remark  what  I,  God's meffenger,  aver 
From  him,  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err. 
The   land,  at   length    redeem'd,   fhall    ceafc    ts 

mourn, 
Shall  from  her  fad  captivity  return. 
Sion  fhall  raife  her  long-dejetfted  head, 
And  in  her  courts  the  law  again  be  read- 
Again  the  glorious  temple  fhall  arife. 
And  with  new  luftre  pierce  the  neighbouring  fkieSi 
The  promis'd  feat  of  empire  fhall  again 
Cover  the  mountain,  and  command  the  plain  ; 
And,  from  thy  race  diftinguifli'd,  one  fhall  fpring. 
Greater  in  acfi:  than  vi.itor,  more  than  king 
In  dignity  and  power;  fent  down  from  heaven, 
To  fuccour  earth.     To  him,  to  him,  'tis  given, 
PalTion,  and  care,  and  anguifh,  to  deftroy. 
Through  hrm,  foft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy, 
Perpetual  o'er  the  world  redeem'd  fnall  flow ; 
No  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 

Now,  Solomon  ;   remembering  who  thou  art, 
A(5l  through  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
Gr.  forth  •  be  ftrong  :  with  patience  and  with  care 
Perform,  and  fuffcr  :  to  thyfelf  fevere, 
Gracious  to  others,  thy  defines  fupprefs'd, 
DifTus'd  thy  vittues;   firft  of  men  1  be  beft. 
Thy  fum  of  duty  let  two  words  contain; 
(O  may  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain  !) 
Be  humble,  and  be  juft.     1  he  angel  faid.= — 
With  upward  fpeed  his  agile  wings  he  fpread ; 
Whilft  on  the  holy  ground  I  proftrate  lay. 
By  various  doubts  impell'd,  or  to  obey. 
Or  to  objeft :   at  length  (my  mournful  look 
Heaven-ward  erecS)  determin'd  thus  I  fpoke  J 

Supreme,  all-wile,  eternal  Potentate  '. 
Sole  Author,  fole  Difpofer  of  our  fate  '• 
Enthron'd  in  light  and  immortality. 
Whom  no  man  fully  fees,  and  none  can  fee  ! 
Original  of  beings !    Power  divine  ! 
Since  that  1  live,  and  that  1  think,  is  thine !— • 
Benign  Creator  I  let  thy  plaftic  hand 
Difpofe  its  own  effcift ;  let  thy  cpmmasd 
Reftore,  Great  Father  !   thy  inftruded  fon; 
And  in  roy  ad  may  thy  great  will  be  do;i9  i^ 
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ENGRAVEN  ON  THREE  SIDES  OF  AN 
ANTIQUE  LAMP, 

GIVEN  BY  ME  TO  LORD   HARLEY. 

Antiquam  hanc  Lampadem 
e  Mufeo  Colbertino  allatam, 
Domino  Harleo  inter  Kniu^Xix  fiia 
,    Reponeiidam  D.  D.  Matthseus  Prior. 

This  Lamp,  which  Prior  to  his  Harley  gave. 
Brought  from  the  altar  of  the  Cyprian  Dame, 

Indulgent  Time,  throu^'h  future  ages  fave. 
Before  the  Mufe  to  burn  with  purer  flame  1 

Sperne  diledum  Veneris  facellum, 
SanAius,  Lampas,  tibi  munus  orno ; 
I,  fove  cafto  vigil  Harleianas 

Igne  Camcenas. 


THE  TURTLE  AND  SPARROV/. 

AN  ELEGIAC  TALE. 
Occe/loned  by  the  death  of  Pritice  George,  1 708. 

Behind  an  unfrequented  glade. 

Where  yew  and  myrtle  mix  their  fhade, 

A  widow  turtle  penlive  fat. 

And  wept  her  murder'd  lover's  fate. 

The  fparrovv  chanc'd  that  way  to  walk 

(A  bird  that  loves  to  chirp  and  talk) ; 

Be  fure  he  did  the  turtle  greet; 

She  anfwer'd  him  as  fhe  thought  meet. 

Sparrows  and  turtles,  by  the  bye, 

Can  think  as  well  as  ycu  or  I : 

But  how  they  did  their  thoughts  exprefs. 

The  margin  fliows  by  T  and  S. 

T.  My  hopes  are  loflr,  my  joys  arc  fled ; 
Alas !  I  weep  Columbo  dead  ; 
Come,  all  ye  winged  lovers,  come. 
Drop  pinks  and  dailies  on  his  tomb : 
Sing,  Philomel,  his  funeral  f  erfe ; 
Ye  pious  redbreafts,  deck  his  hearfe  : 
Fair  fwans,  extend  your  dying  throats, 
Columbo's  death  requires  your  notes : 
*'   For  him,  my  friends,  for  him  I  moan, 
«'  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gor.e." 


Stretch'd  on  the  bier  Columbo  lies  I 
Pale  are  his  cheeks,  and  clos'd  his  eyes; 
Thofe  cheeks,  where  beauty  fmiling  lay  \ 
Thofe  eyes,  where  love  was  us'd  to  play. 
Ah  :  cruel  fate,  alas  I  how  foon 
That  beauty  and  thofe  joys  are  flown  [ 

Columbo  is  no  more !  ye  floods. 
Bear  the  fad  found  to  diflant  woods ; 
The  found  let  echo's  voice  reflore. 
And  fay,  Columbo  is  no  more. 
"  Ye  floods,  ye  woods,  ye  echoes,  moan 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

The  Dryads  all  forfook  the  Wood, 
And  mournful  Naiads  round  me  ilood, 
The  tripping  fawns  and  fairies  cime. 
All  confcious  of  our  mutual  flame, 
"  To  figh  for  him,  with  me  to  moan 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone.'* 

Venus  difdain'd  not  to  appear, 
To  lend  my  grief  a  friendly  ear; 
But  what  avails  her  kindnefs  now  ? 
She  ne'er  fhall  hear  my  fecond  vow  : 
The  loves,  that  round  their  mother  flewj 
Did  in  her  face  her  Ibrrows  view  ; 
Their  drooping  wings  they  penfive  hung. 
Their  arrows  broke,  their  bows  unftrung  j 
They  heard  attentive  what  !  faid. 
And  wept,  with  me,  Columbo  dead  : 
"   For  him  f  ligh,  fbr  him  I  moan, 
"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

"  'Tis  ours  to  weep,"  great  Venus  faid ; 
"  Tis  Jove's  alone  to  be  obey'd  : 
"  Nor  birds  nor  goddeffcs  can  move 
"  The  juft  hehefts  of  futal  Jove. 
"  I  law  thy  mate  with  fad  regret, 
"  And  curs'd  the  fowler's  cruel  net : 
"  Ah,  dear  Columbo  1  how  he  fell, 
"  Whom  Turturella  lov'd  fo  well ! 
"  I  faw  him  bleeding  on  the  ground, 
"  The  fight  tore  up  my  ancient  wound  } 
"  And,  whilft  you  wept,  alas  !   I  cry'd, 
"  Columbo  and  Adonis  dy'd." 

"  Weep,  all  ye  flreams ;  ye  mountains,  groan  J: 
"  I  mourn  Columbo,  dead  and  gone; 
"  Still  let  my  tender  grief  complain, 
"  Nor  day  nor  night  that  grief  reflrain:"_ 
I  faid,  and  Venui  ftiU  reply'd, 
"  Columbo  and  Adonis  dy'd." 
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5.  Poor  Turturella,  hard  tky  cafe, 
And  juft  thy  tears,  alas,  alas!  ' 

X.  And  haft  thou  lov'd,.  and  canft  thou  hear 
With  piteous  heart  a  lover's  care  ? 
Come  then,  vvi'h  me  thy  forrows  join, 
And  eafe  my  woes  by  telling  thine  : 
"  For  thou,  poor  bird,  perhaps  may'ft  moan 
"  Some  Pafferella  dead  and  gone." 

S    Dame  Turtip,  this  runs  foft  in  rhyme. 
But  neither  fuits  the  place  nor  time; 
The  fowler's  hand,  whofc  cruel  cafe 
:^or  dear  Columbo  fet  the  fnare, 
The  fnare  again  for  thee  may  fet ; 
Two  birds  may  perifh  in  one  net  :. 
Thou  fhi'uld'ft  avoid  this  cruel  field. 
And  forrow  ftiould  to  prudence  yield. 
'Tis  fad  to  die  : — 

I".  — Tt  may  be  fo ; 
'Tis  fadder  yet  to  live  in  woe. 

S.  When  widows  ufe  this  canting  drain, 
They  feem  refolv'd  to  wed  again. 

T,    When    widowers   would    this    tiiith   dif- 

They  never  tafted  real  love. 

S.  Love  is  foft  joy  and  gentle  ftrife. 
His  efforts  all  depend  on  life  : 
When  he  has  thrown  two  golden  darts, 
And  flruck  the  lovers'  mutual  hearts. 
Of  his  black  (hafts  let  death  fend  one, 
Alas !  the  pleafing  game  is  done  ; 
111  is  the  poor  furvivor  fped, 
A  corpfe  feels  mighty  cold  in  bed. 
Venus  faid  right — "  nor  tears  can  move, 
'*  Nor  plaints  revoke  the  will  of  Jove." 

All  muft  obey  the  general  doom, 
Down  from  Alcides  to  Tom  Thumb. 
Grim  Pluto  will  not  be  withftood 
By  force  or  craft.     Tall  Robinhood, 
As  well  as  I  ,ittle  Johu,  is  dead 
(You  fee  how  deeply  I  am  read)  : 
With  Fcite's  lean  tipftaff  none  can  dodge, 
He'll  find  you  out  where'er  you  lodge. 
Ajax,  to  (hun  his  general  pqjver. 
In  vain  abfconded  in  a  flower; 
An  idle  fccne  Tythonus  avSted, 
When  to  a  grafshopper  contracted  ; 
Death  ftruct  them  in  thofe  fliapes  again, 
As  once  he  did  when  thsy  were  men. 

For  reptiles  perifli,  plants  decay; 
Flefh  is  but  grafs,  grafs  turns  to  hay, 
And  hay  to  dung,  and  dung  to  clay. 

Thus  heads  extremely  nice  difcover 
That  folks  may  die  fome  ten  times  over ; 
But  oft',  by  too  refin'd  a  touch. 
To  prove  things  plain,  they  prove  too  much. 
Whate'er  Pythagoras  may  fay 
(For  each,  you  know,  will  have  his  way). 
With  great  fubmiffion  I  pronounce. 
That  people  die  no  more  than  once : 
But  once  is  fure  ;  and  death  is  common 
To  bird  and  man,  including  woman  ; 
From  the  fpread  eagle  t»  the  wren, 
Alas  I  no  mortal  fowl  knows  when ; 
All  that  wear  feathers  firft  or  laft 
Muft  one  day  perch  on  Chart^n'smaft ; 
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Muft  lie  beneath  the  cyprefs  fliade. 

Where  Strada's  nightingale  was  laid. 

Thofe  fowl  who  feem  alive  to  fit, 

Affembled  by  Dan  Chaucer's  wit, 

in  profe  have  fl.pt  three  hundred  years. 

Exempt  from  worldly  hope-;  and  fears. 

And,  laid  in  ftate  upon  thtir  herfe, 

Are^  truly  but  embalm'd  in  verfe. 

As  fure  as  Lefbia's  fparrow  I, 

Thou  fure  as  Prior's  dove,  muft  die. 

And  ne'er  again  from  Lethe's  ftreams 

Return  to  Adige,  or  to  Thames. 
T.   1  therefore  weep  Columbo  dead. 

My  hopes  bereav'd,  my  pleafures  fled; 

"  I  therefore  tnuft  for  ever  moan 

"   My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 
S.  Columbo  never  fees  your  tears, 

Your  cries  Columbo  never  hears; 

A  wall  of  brafs,  and  one  of  lead, 

Divide  the  living  from  the  dead. 

Rejiell'd  by  this,  the  gathcr'd  rain 

Of  tears  beats  back  to  earth  again; 

In  t'other  the  collefted  found 

Of  groans,  when  once  receiv'd,  is  drown'd. 

"'Pis  therefore  vain  one  hour  to  grieve 

What  time  itfelf  can  ne'er  retrieve. 

By  nature  ioft,  I  know  a  dove 

Can  never  live  without  her  love; 

Then  quit  this  flame,  and  light  another  ; 

Dame,  I  advife  you  hke  a  brother. 

T    What,  J  to  make  a  fecond  choice  '. 

in  other  nuptials  to  rejoice  ! 
S.  Why  not,  my  bird  .' — 

T.  — No,  Sparrow,  no  ! 

Lee  me  indulge  my  pleafing  woe  : 

Thus  fighing,  cooing,  eafe  my  pain, 

But  never  wifli,  nor  love,  again  : 

Diftrefs'd,  for  ever  let  me  moan 

"  My  dear  Columbo,  dead  and  gone." 

5.  Our  winged  friends  through  all  the  grove 
Cortemn  thy  mad  excefs  of  love  : 
I  tell  thee,  Dame,  the  other  day 
1  met  a  parrot  and  a  jay, 
Who  mock'd  thee  in  their  mimic  tone. 
And  "  wept  Columhc,  dead, and  gone." 

T.  Vi'^hate'er  the  jay  or  parrot  faid, 
My  hopes  are  loft,  my  joys  are  fled, 
And  I  for  ever  muft  deplore 
"  Columbo  dead  aid  gone." — S   Encore/ 
For  fliame  !  forfake  this  Bion-ftyle,    - 
We'll  talk  an  hour,  and  walk  a  mile. 
Does  it  with  fenfe  or  health  agree, 
To  fit  thus  moping  on  a  tree  ? 
To  throw  avVay  a  widow's  life, 
When  you  again  hiay  be  a  wife  ? 
Come  on  ;  I'll  tell  you  my  amours; 
Who  knows  but  they  may  influence  yours? 
"  Example  draws  where  precept  fails, 
"  And  iermoHi  are  lefs  read  than  tales." 

T.  Sparrow,  I  take  thee  for  my  friend, 
As  fuch  will  hear  thee  :  I  defcend  ; 
Hop  on,  and  talk;  but,  honeft  bird. 
Take  care  that  no  immodeft  word 
May  venture  to  offend  my  ear. 
S.  Too  jfeinc-like  turtle,  never  fe». 
I  i 
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By  ntetlird  thinsts  are  bed  difcours'd, 

Begin  we  then  with  wife  the ^rjl  : 

A  handfome,  fenfelcfs,  awkward  fool, 

Who  would  not  yield,  and  could  not  rule : 

Her  alliens  did  her  charms  difgrace. 

And  ftill  her  tongue  talk'd  of  her  face  : 

Count  me  the  leaves  on  yonder  tree, 

So  many  different  wills  had  {he, 

And,  like  the  leaves  as  chance  inclin'd, 

Thofe  wills  were  chang'd  with  every  wind : 

She  courred  the  /vj«  monde  to-night, 

Vajftmhlee,  her  fuprenie  delight; 

The  next  (he  fat  immur'd,  unften. 

And  in  full  health  enjoy'd  the  fplecn; 

She  cenfur'd  that,  {lie  a'ter'd  this, 

And  with  great  care  fet  all  aniifs  ; 

She  now  could  chide,  now  laugh,  now  cry, 

Now  fing,  now  pout,  all  God  ino%us  tvhy  : 

Short  was  her  reigii,  Ihe  cough'd,  and  dy'd. 

Proceed  we  to  my  fecctid  bride: 

Well  born  fhe  wa?,  genteelly  bred. 

And  buxom  both  at  board  and  bed ; 

Glad  to  oblige,  and  pleas'd  to  pleafe. 

And,  as  Tom  Southern  wifely  fays, 

"  No  other  fault  had  {he  in  life, 

"  But  only  that  {he  was  my  wife  '.'* 

O  widow  Turtle  !  every  fhe 

(So  nature's  pleafure  does  decree) 

Appears  a  goddefs  till  enjoy'd  ; 

But  birds,  and  men,  and  gods  are  cloy'd. 

Was  Hercules  one  woman's  man  ? 

Or  Jove  for  ever  Leda's  fwan  ? 

Ah  ;  madam,  ceafe  to  be  miftaken. 

Few  marry'd  fowl  peck  Dunmow-bacon. 

Variety  alone  gives  joy. 

The  fweete{l  meats  the  fooneft  cloy. 

What  fparrow-dame,  what  dove  alive. 

Though  Venus  fhould  the  chariot  drive. 

But  would  accufe  the  harnefs  weight, 

If  always  coupled  to  one  mate; 

And  often  wifh  the  fetter  broke  ? 

'Tis  freedom  but  to  change  the  yoke. 

T    Impious  !   to  wilh  to  wed  again. 
Ere  death  diffolv'd  the  former  chain  '. 

S.  Spare  your  remark,  and  hear  the  refl ; 
She  brought  me  fons ;  but  (Jove  be  bleft  !) 
She  dy'd  in  child-bed  on  the  neft. 
Well,  refl  her  bones  !  quoth  I,  {he's  gone  ; 
But  mu{l  I  therefore  lie  alone  ? 
What :  am  I  to  her  memory  ty'd  ? 
Mufl  I  not  live,  becaiife  {he  dy'd  ? 
And  thus  I  logically  faid 
('Tis  good  to  have  a  rcaforing  head!) 
Is  this  my  wife  ?  P'abatur  not ; 
For  death  diffolv'd  the  marriage-knots 
She  v;a8,  concede,  during  life; 
But,  is  a  piece  of  clay  a  wife  ? 
Again  ;  if  not  a  wife,  d'ye  fee. 
Why  then  no  kin  at  all  to  me  : 
And  he,  who  general  tears  can  fhed 
For  folks  that  happen  to  be  dead, 
May  e'en  with  equal  juflice  moura 
ior  thofe  who  never  yet  were  born. 

*  Sec  '•  The  Wife's  Excufc,  a  coroedy.'^ 


T.  Thofe  points  indeed  you  quaintly  prove, 
But  logic  \i  no  friend  to  love. 

S.  My  children  then  were  juft  pen-feathcr'd  j 
Some  little  corn  for  them  I  gather'd, 
And  fent  them  to  my  fpoufe's  mother ; 
So  left  that  brood,  to  get  another  : 
And,  as  old  Harry  whilom  faid, 
Reflecting  on  Anne  Bnleyn  dead, 
Cockfbones  1   I  now  again  do  ftand 
The  joUieft  bachelor  i'  th*  land. 

T.  Ah  me !  my  joys,  my  hopes,  are  fled  ; 
NlyJirJI,  my  only  love,  is  dead  : 
With  endlefs  grief  let  me  bemoan 
Columbo's  lofs : — 

5.  — Let  me  go  on. 
As  yet  my  fortune  was  but  narrow, 
I  woo'd  my  coufm  Philly  Sparrow, 
C  th'  elder  houfe  of  Chirping  End, 
From  whence  the  younger  branch  defccnd. 
Well  feated  in  a  {leld  of  peafe 
She  liv'd,  extremely  at  her  eafe  ; 
But,  when  the  honey-moon  was  pa{^, 
The  following  nights  were  foon  o'erca{l ; 
She  kept  her  own,  could  plead  the  law. 
And  quarrel  for  a  barley-{lraw  : 
Both,  you  may  judge,  became  lefs  kind. 
As  more  we  knew  each  other's  mind  : 
Slie  foon  grew  fuilen,  I  hard-hearted; 
We  fc' Ided,  hated,  fought,  and  parted. 
To  London,  bltfTed  town  I   I  went ; 
She  boarded  at  a  farm  in  Kent. 
A  magpye  from  the  country  fled, 
Ar:d  kindly  told  me  {he  was  dead  : 
[  prun'd  my  feathers,  cock'd  my  tail, 
Ard  fet  my  heart  again  to  fale. 

My  fourth,  a  mere  coquette,  or  fuch 
I  thought  her;  nor  avails  it  much, 
If  true  or  falfe  ;  our  troubles  Ipring' 
More  from  the  fancy  than  the  thing. 
Two  {laring  horns,  I  often  faid. 
But  ill  become  a  fparrow'shead; 
But  then,  to  fet  that  balance  even. 
Your  cuckold  fparrow  goes  to  heaven. 
The  thing  you  fear,  fuppofc  it  done. 
If  you  inquire,  you  make  it  known. 
Whil{l  at  the  root  your  horns  are  fore. 
The  more  you  fcratch,  they  ache  the  more. 
But  turn  tbe  tables,  and  refledl, 
All  may  not  be  that  you  fuft>e(fl: : 
By  the  mind's  eye,  the  horns  we  meaa 
Arc  only  in  ideas  feen  ; 
*  ris  from  the  infide  of  the  head 
Their  branches  {hoot,  their  antlers  fpread  ; 
Fruitful  fufpicions  often  bear  'em. 
You  fee)  them  from  the  time  you  fear  'em. 
Cuckoo  !   Cuckoo  !  that  echoed  word 
Offends  the  ear  of  vulgar  bird  ; 
But  thofe  of  finer  tafte  have  found 
There's  nothing  in'c  befide  the  found. 
Preferment  always  waits  on  horns. 
And  houfehold  peace  the  gift  adorns ; 
This  way,  or  that,  let  fadlionstend, 
Tiie  fpark  is  ftill  the  cuckold's  friend  : 
This  way,  or  that,  let  madam  roam. 
Well  pleas'd  and  quiet  {he  comes  horns. 


P    O     ^     M 


Now  weigh  the  pleafufe  with  the  pain, 

"The  Jilui  and  minus,  lofs  and  gain, 

And  what  La  Fontaine  laughing  fays 

Is  ferious  truth,  in  fuch  a  cafe ; 

"  Who  flights  the  evil  finds  it  lea"-, 

•'  And  who  does  nothing,  does  the  beftj" 

r  never  (trove  to  rule  the  road, 

She  ne'er  refus'd  to  pledge  my;  teaft  ; 

In  vifits  if  we  chanc'd  to  meet, 

I  faem'd-ohligingr,  file  difcreet ; 

We  neither  )mich  carefs'd  nor  ftroVe, 

But  good  diffembling  pafs'd  for  love. 

"T.   Whate'er  of  light  our  eye  may  know, 
'Tis  only  light  itielf  can  Ihow  ; 
"^Vhate'er  of  love  our  heart  can  feel, 
Tis  mutual  love  alone  can  tell. 

S.  IVty  pretty,  amorous,  fooiilh  bird, 
A  moment'.-!  patience  1  in  one  word, 
The  three  kind  fifters  broke  the  chain  ; 
Shi*  dy'd,  I  rnourn'd,  and  woo'd  again. 
T.  Let  me  with  jiifler  grief  deplore 
T^j  dear  Columbo,  now  no  more; 
Let  me  with  conftant  tears  bewail — 

S.  Your  Ibrrow  does  but  fpoil  my  tale. 
"^Vf  fifth,  (he  prov'd  a  jealous  wife, 
Lord  fhield  us  all  from  fuch  a  life  I 
'Twa?  doubt,  complaint,  reply,  chit-chat, 
'Twas  this,  to-day  ;  to-morrow,  that. 
Sometimes,  forfooth,  upon  the  brook 
I  kept  a  mifs ;  an  honeft  reck 
Told  it  a  fnipe,  who  told  a  fteer. 
Who  told  it  tiiofs  who  told  it  her. 

One  day  a  linnet  and  a  lark 
Had  met  me  ftrolling  in'  the  dark ; 
The  next  a  woodcock  and  an  owl, 
Quick-fightcd,  grave,  and  fuber  fowl, 
Would  on  their  corporal  oath  allege, 
I  kifs'd  a  hen  behind  the  hedge. 
Well ;  madam  Turtle,  to  be  brief, 
(Repeating  but  renews  our  grief) 
As  once  ftie  watch'd  mc  from  a  rail, 
(Poor  foul !)  her  footing  chanc'd  to  fail,' 
And  down  fhe  fell,  and  broke  her  hip  ■, 
"XXx^feter  came,  and  then  the  pip  : 
Death  did  the  only  cure  apply ; 
She  was  at  quiet,  fo  was  I. 

T.  Could  love  unmov'd  thefe  changes  view  ? 
His  farrows,  as  his  joys,  are  true. 

S.  My  deareft  dove,  one  wife  man  fays, 
Alluding  to  our  prefent  cale, 
"  We're  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow !" 
Then  what  avails  fuperfluous  forrow  ? 
Another,  full  as  wife  as  he, 
Adds,  that  "  a  marry'd  m^n  may  fee 
'*  Two  happy  hours,"  and  which  are  they  ? 
Thejfr/I  and  laj},  perhaps  you'll  fay 
'Tis  true,  when  blyrhe  fhe  goes  to  bed, 
And  when  flie  peaceably  lies  dead ; 
"  Women  'twin  fheets  are  beft,"  'tis  faid. 
Be  they  of  Holland,  or  of  lead. 

Now,  cur'd  of  Hymen's  hopes  and  fears. 
And  Aiding  down  the  vale  of  years, 
!  hop'd  to  fix  my  future  reft. 
And  took  a  widoNv  to  my  neft. 
(Ah,  Turtle  1  had  Ihebeen  like  thee. 
Sober,  yet  gentle ;  wife,  yet  free  !) 
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But  (he  was  peevifij,  noify,  bold; 

A  witch  engrafted  on  a  fcold. 

Jove  in  Pandora's  box  conlin'd 

A  hundred  illr.,  to  vex  mankind; 

To  vex  one  bird, 

He  had  at  lead  a  hundred  more. 

And,  foon  as  time  that  veil  withdrew,' 

The  plagues  o'er  .tl!  the  p;iri{h  flew  ; 

Her  ftock  of  borrow'd  tears  grew  dry. 

And  native  teitipefts  arm'd  her  eye  ; 

Black  clouds  around  her  forehead  hung,' 

And  thunder  rattled  on  her  tongue. 

VVe,  young  or  old,  or  cock  or  hen, 

All  liv'd  in  iEolus's  den  ; 

The  nearcfc  her,  the  more  accurft, 

111  far'd  her  friends,  her  hufuand  wor(^. 

But  Jove  amiclfl  his  anger  fpares, 

Remarks  our  faults,  but  hears  our  prayers. 

In  ftiort,  (he  ^y'd.     Wtiy  then  (lie's  dead. 
Quoth  I.  and  once  again  i'll  wed. 

Would  Heaven  this  mourning  year  were  pad  J 
One  may  have  better  luck  at  lad.  ( 

Matters  at  worlt  are  fure  to  mend, 
The  devil's  wife  was  but  a  fiend. 

1".  Thy  tale  has  rais'd  a  turtle's  fpleen. 
Uxorious  inmate  !   bird  obfcene  I 
Dar'd  thou  dofile  thefe  facred  groves, 
Thefe  filent  feats  of  faithful  loves  i 
Begone,  with  flagging  Wings  fit  down 
On  fome  old  penthoufe  near  tlie  tovvn ; 
In  brewers'  dables  peck  thy  grain. 
Then  Wafli  it  down  with  puddled  rain ; 
And  hear  thy  dirty  od'spring  fquall 
From  bottles  on  a  fuburb  wall. 
Where  thou  haft  baen,  return  again, 
Vile  bii'd  :   thou'  haft  convers'd  with  men; 
Notions  like  thofe  from  men  lire  given, 
Thofe  viled  creatures  i;nder  heaven. 

To  cities  and  to  courts  repair. 
Flattery  and  falfehood  iiourift  there ; 
There  all  thy  wretched  arts  employ, 
Where  riches  triumph  over  joy  ; 
Where  pafTion  does  with  imsreil  barter, 
And  Hymen  holds  by  Mammon's  charter  j 
Where  truth  by  point  of  law  is  parry'd. 
And  knaves  and  prudcsare  isxi  tiaies  marry'i 


APPLICATION, 

WRITTEN  LONG  AFTER  THE  TAL'E. 

O  DEAREST  daughter  *  of  two  beared  friends, 
To  thee  nny  mufe  this  little  tale  comujendsv 
Loving  and  Wd,  regard  thy  future  hiate. 
Long  love  his  petfon,  though  deplore  his  fate  ; 
Seem  young  when  old  in  thy  deaf  hu(band's  arm*. 
For  conftant  virtue  has  iittmortal  charms. 
And  when  I  lie  low  fepKlchred  in  earth, 
And  the  glad  year  returns  thy  day  of  birth, 
Vouchfafe  t6  fay,  '•  Ere  I  could  write  or  fpell, 
"  The  bard,  who  from  my  cradle  wilh'd  me  weH* 

*   Ladv  Marparet  Civendifh    Har'ev,  daughter  of  T:d- 
ard     Earl  of  Oxroid.aQd  .ii>ervi'jra»  Datchtlsut  PcrtUai* 
Si-j 
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■*  Told  me  I  (hould  the  pratingr  fparrow  blame, 
"  And  bad  me  imitate  the  turtle's  flame." 


DOWN-HALL,  A  BALLAD. 

7oihe  tun-  of  King  "Jobn  and  the  Abbtt  of  CanUrbury, 
1715- 

I  SI  NO  not  old  Jafon,  wh'>  travcll'd  through  Greece, 
To  kifs  'he  fair  maids,  and  polTf  fs  the  rich  fl-ece  ; 
Nc^  Gnj:  1  apneas,  who.  led  by  his  mother, 
Got  jidof  one  wife,  and  went  far  for  another. 

Derry  dovD,  down,  hey  derry  d  >wn 

Nor  him  who  through  Afia  and   Esrope  did 
roam, 
Ulyfles  by  name,  who  ne'er  cry'd  to  go  home. 
But  rather  defir'd  to  fee  cj-ies  and  nicn,         [Pen. 
Than  return  to  his  farms,,  and  converfe  with  old 

Hang  Homer  and   Virgil  I  their   meaning  to 
feek, 
A  man  muft  have  pok'd  into  Latin  and  Greek  : 
Thofe  who  love  thtir  .iwn  tongue,- we  have  reafon 

to  hope. 
Haxe  read  them  'ranflated  by  Drydcn  and  Pope. 

But  I  fing  of  exploits  that  have  lately  been  done 
By  t^v  P-jrilh  heroe=,  cali'd  Md  thew  and  John  ; 
And  hovr  tiiey  rid  friendly  from  fire  l.oudon  town, 
Fair  EfTex  to  fee,  and  a  place  they  call  Ddwd 

Now  ere  they  went  out  you  may  rightly  fuppofr 
How  much  they  difcours'd  both  in  prudence    and 
profe ;  [certed, 

For,  before  this  great  j  lurney  was  throughly  con- 
Full  often  they  met,  and  as  often  they  par'ed. 

And  thus  Matthew  faid.  Look  you  here,  my 
friend  John, 
I  fairly  have  fravelTd  years  thirty  and  r>ne; 
And,  though  I  '-ill  carrj'd  my  foverrign's  warrants, 
I  only  have  gone  upon  other  folks  errands. 

And  now  in  thi«  journey  of  life  T  would  have 
A  place  whf-re  to  bait,  'twixt  the  c  urt  and  the 

grave ; 
Where  joyful  to  live,  not  unwilling  to  die — 
Gadzooks  \  I  have  ju'l  fuch  a  place  in  my  eye. 

There  arc  gardens  fo  (lately,  and  arbours  fo 

thick, 
A  portal  of  f'one,  and  a  fabric  of  brick  : 
The  n'^atter  next  week  fhall  be  all  in  your  power  ; 
But  the  money,  gadzooks !  muil  be  paid  in  an 

hour. 

For  things  in  this  world  muft  by  law  be  made 
certain: 
We  both  muft  repair  unto  Oliver  Martin  ; 
For  he  is  a  lawyer  of  worthy  renown, 
I'll  bring  you  to  fee :  he  muft  fix  yoti  at  Down. 

t  Mr  Prior,  and  Mr,  Johtj  Morley  of  Haltlcai, 


Quoth  Matthew,  I  know,  that,  from  Berwick  t* 
Dover, 
You've  f  )lri  all  our  premifes  over  and  over : 
.And  now,  if  y  ur  buyer-  and  feller*  a^ree, 
You  may  throw  all  our  acres  into  the  south  Sea. 

But  a  word  to  the  purpofe     to-morrow,  dear 
friend, 
We'll  fee  .what  to  night  you  fo  highly  commend  i 
And,  if  wih  a  garden  and  hc«i:fe  I  am  bleft, 
Let  tjie  devil  and  Corinjjfby  gn  with  the  reft. 

Then  anfwer'd  'Squire  Morley,  Pray  get  a  ca- 

lalb.  [Iplaftvj 

That  in  fi.mmcr  may  burn,  and  in  win.er  may 

1  love  dirt  and  duft  ;  and  'is  always  my  pleafu.-e, 

To  take  with  me  much  of  the  f)il  that  I  meafure. 

But   Mafhew   thought  better;   for  Matthew 
thought  right. 
And  hired  a  chariot  fo  trim  and  fo  tight,      f pafs : 
That  extremes  both  of  winter  and  fummer  might 
For  one  window  was  canvas,  the  other  was  glaifs. 

Draw  up,  quoth  friend  Matthew;  pull  d^wn, 

quoth  friend  J"hn, 

We  {hall  be  both  hotter  and  colder  anon,     [fpeed ; 

Thu^.    talking    and    fcolding,    they  f  .rward    did 

And  Rolpho  pac'd  by,  under  Newman  the  Swede, 

Into  an  old  inn  did  this  equipage  roll, 
At  a  town  they  call  Hodlon,  the  fiijn  of  the  bull. 
Near  a  nym;'h  with  an  urn  that  divides  the  high- 
And  into  a  puddle  thr<  ws  mother  of  tea.        [way. 

Come  here,  ray  fweet  landlady,  pray  how  d'ye 
do  ?  [Sue  .'' 

Where    is    Cicily   fo  cleanly,  and  Prudence,  and 
And  where  is  the  widow  that  dwelt  here  below  ? 
And  the  hoftler  that  fung  about  eight  years  ago? 

And  where  is  your  fifter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear  ? 

Whofe  Voice  to  her  maids  like  a  trumpet  was  clear? 

By  my  troth  !  fhe  replies,  you  grow  younger,   I 

think  •  [drink  ? 

.-ind   pray.  Sir,   what  wine   does  the  gentlemaa 

Why  now  let  me  die.  Sir,  or  live  upon  trufl-, 
If  I  know  to  which  queition  to  anfwer  you  firft  '.  . 
Why  things,  fince  I  faw  you,  moft  ftrangely  have 

vary'd, 
The  hoftler  is  hang'd,  and  the  widow  is  marry 'd. 

And  Prue  left  a  child  for  the  parifli  to  nurfe ; 
And  Cicily  went  off  with  3  gentlemaii's  purfc ; 
And  as  to  my  fifter,  fo  mild  and  fo  dear, 
She  has  lain  in  the  chacch-yard  full  many  a  year. 

Well,  peace  to  her  afties !  what  fignifies  gtief  ? 
She  roafted  red  veal,  and  ftie  powder'd  lean  beef : 
Fulf  nicely  »hc  knew  to  cook  up  a  fine  di(h  ; 
For  tough  were  her  pullets,  and  tender  her  fifli. 

For  that  matter.  Sir,  be  you  'fquire,  knight,  or 
lord, 
I'll  give  yoa  whate'er  a  good  inn  cap  afford : 
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i  fliould  look  on  myfelf  as  unhappily  fped, 
Did  I  yield  to  a  fi  er,  or  living,  or  dead. 


Of  mutton  a  delicate  neck  and  a  bread 
Shall  fwim  in  the  water  in  which  they  werf  dred: 
And,  becaufe  y^u  great  folks  are  with  rarities  ta- 
ken, [bacon. 
Addle-eggs  fliall  be  next  courfe,  toft  up  with  rank 

Then  fupper  was  ferv'd,  and  the  fheets  they 
were  laid, 
And  Morley  m  ft  lovingly  whifper'd  the  maid. 
The  maid  .    was  flie  han dfome  ?  why  truly  f  >  fo  : 
But  what  Morley  whifper'd  we  never  (hall  know. 

Then  up  rofe  thefe  heroes  asbrilk  a*;  the  fun, 
And  their  horfes,  like  his,  were  prepared  to  run. 
Now  whi^n  in  the  morning   Matt  afk'd  for  the 

fcore, 
John  kindly  had  paid  it  the  evening  before. 

Their  breakfaft  fo  warm  to  be  fure  they  did  ear, 
A  cuftom  in  travellers  mighty  difcrect ,  [on, 

And  thus  wirh  great  friendfhip  and  glee  they  went 
To  find  out  the  place  you  fliall  liea    of  anon, 

Cali'd  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

But  what  did   they  talk  of  from  morning  to 

noon  ?  [moon  ; 

Why,  of  fpots  in  the    fuH,  and  the  man  in  the 

Of  the  Czar's  gentle  temper,  the  (locks  in  the  city. 

The  wife  men  of  Greece,  and  the  fecret  committee. 

So  to  Harlow  they  came  ;  and,  hey !  where  are 

you  all  ? 
5how  us  into  the  parlour,  and  mind  when  I  call : 
Why,  your  maids  have  no  motion,  your  men  have 

no  life ; 
Well,  ma  Ler,  I  hear  you  have  bury'd  your  wife. 

Come  this  very  inftant,  take  care  to  provide 
Tea,  fugar,  and  toat,  and  a  horfe  and  a  guide. 
Are  the    Harrifons  here,  both  the   old  and  the , 

young  ? 
And  where  (lands  fair  Down,  the  delight  of  nay 

fong  ? 

O  'fquire,  to  the  grief  of  my  heart  I  may  fay, 
I  have  bury'd  two  wives  fince  you  travaJl'd  this 

way; 
And  the  Harrifons  both  may  be  prefently  here  ; 
And  Down  (laniis,  1  think,  where  it  (leod  the  lail 

year. 

Then  Joan  brought  the  tea-pot,  and  Caleb  the 

toad,  [hod : 

And  the  wine  was  froth'd  out  by  the  hand  oi  mine 

But  we  clear'd  our  extempore  banquet  fo  faft. 

That  the  Harrifons  both  were  forgot  in  the  hade. 

Nnw  hey  for  Down-hall !  for  the  guide  he  was 
got; 
The  chariot  was  mounted  ;  the  horfes  did  trot ; 
The  guide  he  did  bring  us  a  dozen  miles  round. 
But  uh  !  all^  vain,  for  po  Down  could  be  found. 


O  thou  P.)pifh  guide,  thou  haft  led  us  adray. 
Says  he,  How  the  devil  flio'ild  I  know  the  way  ? 
1  never  yet  travcll'd  this  road  in  my  life  : 
But  Down  lies  on  the  left,  I  was  told  by  my  wife. 

Thy  wife,  anfwer'd  Matthew,  when  (he  went 

abroad, 
Ne'er  told  thee  of  half  the  by-ways  (he  had  trod  J 
Perhap    die  met  friends,  and  brought  pence  to  thy 

houfe. 
But  thou  (halt  go  home  without  ever  a  fous. 

What  is  this  thing,  Morley,  and  how  can  you 
mean  it  I  [jt. 

We  have  loll  our  e7ate  here,  before  we  have  feen 
Have  patience  iDic  Morley  in  anger  re  ly'd  : 
I'o  find  out  our  way,  let  us  fend  off  our  guide. 

0  here  I  fpy  Down  :  cad  your  eye  to  the  wed, 
Where  a  wind-mill  fo  ftately  dands  plainly  confeit. 
On  the  wed,  reply'd  Matthew, no  windmill  I  find: 
As  well  thou  may':t  tell  mc,  I  fee  the  wed-wind. 

Now  pardon  me,  Morley,  the  wind-mill  I  fpy. 
But,  faithful  Aciiates,  n    houfe  is    here  nijjh. 
Look  again,  fays  mild  Morley  ;  gadzooks  !  you  are 

blind  . 
The  mill  ilands  before,  and  the  houfe  lies  behind. 

O,  now  a  low  ruin'd  white  (hed  I  difcern, 
Undll'd  and  lingUz'd  ;  I  believe  'tis  a  Karn. 
A  barn     why  you  rave  :   'tis  a  houfifor  a  (quire, 
A  judice  of  peace,  or  a  knight  of  our  (hire. 

A  houfe  (hould  be  built,  or  with  brick,  or  with 
done.  [one ; 

Why  'tis  plader  and  lath ;  and  I  think  chat's  all 
And  fiich  a-  it  is,  it  has  dood  with  great  fame, 
Been  called  a  hall,  and  has  given  its  name 

To  Down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

0  Morley  !  O  Morley  !  if  that  be  a  hall, 

i'he  fame  with  the  building  will  I'uddenly  fall— 
With  }  our  friend  Jemmy   Gibbs  about  building* 

agree ; 
My  bufinclsis  land,  and  it  matters  not  me. 

1  wifh  you  C"uld  tell  what  aduceyour  head  ails! 

1  (how'd  you  Down-hall ;  did  you  look  for  Vcr- 

failles  ?  [you. 

Then  take  houfe  and  farm  as  John  Ballet  will  let 
Fur  better  fr  worfe,  as  1  took  my  dame  Betty. 

And  now.  Sir, a  word  to  the  wife  is  enough; 
You'll  make  very  little  of  all  your  old  Uuff" : 
Aid  to  build  at  your  age,  by  my  troth,  you  grow 

iimple ! 
Are  you  young  and  rich,  like  the  mailer  of  Wim. 

plef? 

If  you  have  thefe  whims  of  apartments  and  gar- 
dens, [things ; 
From  twice  fifty  acres  you'll  ne'er  fee  five  far- 

f  Edward  Earl  of  OxJ«rd. 
I  i  iij 
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And  ip  yours  T  ftiall  find  the  true  gentleman's  fate  ; 
Ere  you  finifli  your  houle,  you'll  have  fpent  your 
eilate. 

Now  let  us  touch  thumbs,  and  be  friends  ere  we 
part.  [heart. 

Here,  John,  is  my  thumb ;  and,  here,  Mat,  is  my 
To  Halftead  I  fpeed,  and  you  go  back  to  town. 
Tbus  ends  the  firfl  part  of  the  ballad  of  Down. 

Derry  down,  down,  bey  derry  dowq. 


VERSES 

#PDKEN   TO   LADY    HENRIETTA-CAVENDISH-BfOL- 
1,E8  HARLET,  COUNTESS  OF  OX»OKB. 

Jn-iLeUirary  of  St.  yobns  College,  Cambridge^ 
November  (j.l"]!^. 

Madam, 
Since  Anna  vifited  the  mufes'  feat 
(Around  her  tomb  let  weeping  aiigels  wait !) 
Hail  thou,  the  brighteit  of  thy  fex,  and  beft, 
Molt   gracious  neighbour  \,  and  mofl  welcome 

gueft. 
Not  Harley's  felf,  to  Cam  and  Ifis  dear, 
In  virtues  and  in  arts  great  Oxford's  heir; 
Not  he  fuch  prefent  honour  (hall  receive. 
As  to  his  confort  we  afpire  to  give. 

Writings  of  men  our  thoughts  to-day  Degle<fts, 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  folter  fex  : 
Plato  and  Tu.ly  we  forbear  to  read. 
And  their  great  followers  whom  this  houfe  has  bred, 
To  iludy  leflons  from  thy  morals  given. 
And  fhimng  ciiaraifters,  imprefs'd  by  heaven. 
Science  in  books  no  longer  we  purfue, 
Minerva's  felf  in  Harriet's  face  we  view ; 
For,  when  with  beauty  we  can  virtue  join. 
We  paint  the  femblance  of  a  form  divine. 

Their  pious  incenfe  Itt  our  neighbours  bring, 
To  the  kind  memory  of  fome  bounteous  king; 
Wiih  grateful  hand  due  altars  let  them  raifc, 
To  fome  good  knight's  §  or  holy  prelate's  |j  praife: 
ItVe  tUMe  our  vmcts  to  a  nwblcr  theme, 
Your  eyes  we  blefs,  your  praifes  we  proclai 
Sain'  John's  was  founded  in  a  woman's  name, 
Enjoiu'd  by  ftalute,  to  the  fair  we  bow  ; 
Jn  fpite  of  time,  we  keep  our  anciept  vow ; 
"S/ih'at  Margaret  Tudor  was,  is  Harriet  Hurley 
now. 


iim;  C 
imc.    J 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  ORPHAN, 

JLEFRESKNTED   BT   SOME  OF  THE  WESTMIN3TRR 
■    SCU0I.AR3,  AT   niCKFORO's  D ANCIMti-ROOW, 

FiEttDAKr   X.  IJZO. 

Spoken  by  Lord  Duplm,  ivlo  aSled  CotdiUo  the  Page. 

What  '.  would  my  humble  comrades  have  me  fay, 
Getide  fpcdators,  pray  excufe  the  play  J 

+  The  tamilv  Beat  was  then  at  Wrnivle. 
<$  Sir  r,  xMiiie.lounder  of  St.  Jcn!nVC'ilief:e,f>xon, 
l!  iLiclikiM'ii>  i.auu  alio  watt «  gt.ptious  ucr^elWiloi,  - 


Such  work  by  hireling  aSors  flxould  be  done. 
Whom  you  may  clap  or  hifs  for  half  a  crown. 
Our  generous  fcenes  for  friendfhip  we  repeat; 
And,  if  we  don't  delight,  at  leaft  we  treat. 
Ours  is  the  damage,  if  we  chance  to  blunder; 
We  may  be  alk'd  "  whofe  patent  we  a<S  under  ?'* 
How  (hall  we  gain  you,  a  la  mode  de  France  ? 
We  hir'd  this  room  ;  but  none  of  us  can  dance. 
In  cutting  capers  we  fhall  never  pleafe  : 
Our  learning  does  not  lie  below  our  knees 

Shall  we  procure  you  fymphony  and  found  ? 
Then  you  mufl  each  fubfcribe  two  hundred  pound. 
There  we  Ihould  fail  too,  as  to  point  of  voice  : 
Miilake  \js  not ;  we're  no  Italian  boys. 
True  Britons  born  ;  from  Wc&minfter  we  comCi 
And  only  fpeak  the  ftyle  of  anfient  R.ome. 
We  would  deferve,  not  poorly  beg,  applaufe  ; 
And  (land  or  tall  by  Freind's  and  Bufby's  law*. 

For  the  diftrefs'd,  your  pity  we  implore 
If  once  refus'd,  we'll  trouble  you  no  more. 
But  leave  our  Orphan  fqualling  at  your  door. 


V   ? 

oor.     i 


PIUSBAND  AND  WIFE. 

H.  On',  with  what  woes  am  I  oppreft  ! 

H^.  Be  ftill,  you  fenfelefs  calf ! 
What  if  the  gods  (hould  make  you  bleft  J 

H.  Why  then  I'd  ling  and  laugh  : 
But,  if  they  won't,  I'll  wail  and  cry. 

IV.  You'll  hardly  laugh,  before  you  die. 


TRUTH  AND  FALSEHOOD. 

A  TALE. 

Oncc  on  a  time,  in  fun-(hine  weather, 

Falfehood  and  Truth  walk'd  out  together, 

The  neighbouring  woods  and  lawns  to  VieWj 

As  oppoiites  will  (ometimes  do. 

Through  many  a  blooming  mead  they  paft,  • 

And  at  a  brook  arriv'd  at  laft. 

The  purling  (ircam,  the  margin  green 

With  flowers  bedeck'd,  a  vtrnal  fcene, 

Invited  each  itinerant  maid 

To  reft  awhile  beneath  the  (hade. 

Under  a  fpreading  beach  they  fat. 

And  pafs'd  the  time  with  female  chat ; 

V^'hilfl  each  her  cliaracfter  maintain'd  ; 

One  fpoke  her  thoughts,  the  other  feign'd. 

At  leijgth,  quoth  Faliehood,  filter  Truth 

(For  lo  (he  cail'd  her  from  her  youth), 

Wiiat  if,  to  (hun  yon'  fultry  beam, 

We  bathe  in  th;s  delightful  llream  ; 

The  bottom  fmooth,  the  water  clear. 

And  there's  no  prying  (hepherd  near  1— • 

M'ith  all  my  heart,  the  nymph  reply'd, 

And  threw  her  Inowy  robe*  alide, 

Stript  herfelf  naked  to  the  flcin, 

And  with  a  fpriiig  leapt  headlong  in. 

Fallchcod  more  Icifurciy  undreit, 

And,  laying  b)  her  taudry  vcft. 
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Ttlck'd  hcrfelf  out  in  Truth's  array. 
And  crofs  the  meadows  tript  away. 

From  this  curft  hour,  the  fraudful  dame 
Of  facred  Truth  ufurps  the  name. 
And,  with  a  vile,  perfidious  mind, 
Roam*  far  and  near,  to  cheat  mankind; 
Falfe  fighs  fuborns,  and  artful  tears. 
And  Itarts  with  vain  pretended  fearj ; 
In  vifits  flill  appears  maft  wife. 
And  rolls  at  church  her  faint-like  eyes-; 
Talks  very  much,  plays  idle  tricks, 
While  rifing  ftock  f  her  confcicnce  pricks  ; 
When  being,  p.  or  thing,  extremely  graveli'd, 
St)e  fecrets  op'd,  and  all  unravell'd. 
But  on  Ihe  will,  and  fecrets  tell 
Of  John  and  Joan,  and  Ned  and  Nell, 
Reviling  every  one  (he  knows. 
As  fancy  leads,  beneath  the  rofe. 
Her  tongue  fo  voluble  and  kind, 
It  always  runs  before  her  mind  ; 
As  times  do  ferve,  Ihe  flily  pleads, 
And  copious  tears  ftill  Ihow  her  needs, 
With  promifes  as  thick  as  \veeds — 
Speaks /ro  and  con,  is  wondrous  civil. 
To-day  a  faint,  to-morrow  devil. 

Poor  Truth  (he  ftript,  as  has  been  faid. 
And  naked  left  the  lovely  maid. 
Who,  fcorning  from  her  caufe  to  wince. 
Has  gone  ftark-naked  ever  fmcc  ; 
And  ever  naked  will  appear, 
Belov'd  by  all  who  truth  revere. 


THE  CONVERSATION. 


It  always  has  been  thought  difcreet. 

To  know  the  company  you  meet; 

And  fure  there  may  be  (ecret  danger. 

In  talking  much  before  a  ftranger. 

"  Agreed  :   What  then  ?"  Then  drink  your  ale; 

I'll  pledge  you,  and  repeat  my  tale. 

No  matter  where  the  fcene  is  fix'd  : 
The  perfons  were  but  oddly  mixt ; 
When  foher  Damcn  thus  began 
(And  Damon  is  a  clever  man) : 
"  1  now  grow  old  ;  but  ftill,  from  youth, 
"  Have  held  for  modefty  and  truth. 
"  The  men,  who  by  thefe  fea-nwrks  (leer, 
•'   In  life's  great  voyage  never  err  : 
"  Upon  this  point  1  dare  defy 
"  The  world.     1  paufe  for  a  reply." 

«'  Sir,  cither  is  a  good  aiSftant," 
Said  one  who  fat  a  little  diftant  : 
"  Truth  decks  our  fpeeches  and  our  hooks, 
**  Andmodefty  adorns  our  looks  : 
"  But  farther  progrefs  we  mufl  tike  : 
•«  Not  only  bom  to  look  and  fpeak ; 
•'  1  he  man  mad  aiS.     The  Siagyrite 
"  Says  thus,  and  fays  extremely  right  : 
"   Stridl  juttice  is  the  fovereign  guide, 
^  That  o'er  our  aclioug  (houid  pcciide ; 

-f  South-Sea,  t7*o. 


«'  This  queen  of  virtues  5s  confeft 

"  To  regulate  and  bind  the  re(k. 

"  Thrice  happy,  if  you  once  can  (ind 

"  Her  equal  balance  poife  your  mind  : 

"  All  different  graces  foan  will  enter, 

"  Like  lines  concurrent  to  their  centre." 

'Twas  thus,  in  (hort,  thefe  two  went  on. 
With  yea  and  nay,  and  pro  and  con. 
Through  many  points  divinely  dark. 
And  Waterland  affaulting  Clarke  ; 
Till,  in  theology  half  loft, 
Damon  took  up  the  Evening-Paft  ; 
Confounded  Spain,  con>pos'd  the  North, 
And  deep  in  politics  held  forth. 

"  Methinks  we're  in  the  like  condition, 
"  A<  at  the  treaty  of  Partition  : 
"  Thatftroke,  for  tWl  King  William's  care, 
"  Begat  another  tedious  war. 
"   Matthew,  who  knew  the  whole  intrigue, 
"  Ne'er  much  approv'd  that  myftic  league  : 
"   In  the  vile  Utrecht  treaty  too, 
*'   Poor  man  !   he  found  enough  to  do. 
"  Sometimes  to  me  he  did  apply  ; 
"   But  down-right  Dunftable  was  I, 
"   And  told  him  where  they  were  miftaken, 
"   And  counfel'd  him  to  favc  his  bacon  ; 
"  But  (pais  his  politics  and  profe) 
"   I  never  herded  with  his  foes; 
"  Nay,  in  his  verfes,  as  a  friend, 
«  I  ftill  found  fomething  to  commend, 
"  Sir,  I  excus'd  his  Nut-brown  Maid, 
"   Whate'er  feverer  critics  faid  ; 
"  Too  far,  I  own,  the  girl  was  try'd; 
"  The  women  all  were  on  my  fide. 
"  For  Alma  I  return'd  him  thanks ; 
"  I  lik'd  her  with  her  little  prarks. 
"  Indeed,  poor  Solomon  in  rhyme 
"  Was  much  too  grave  to  be  fublime." 
Pindar  and  Damon  fcorn  tranfition. 
So  on  he  ran  a  new  divifion ; 
Till,  out  of  breath,  he  turn'd  to  fpit 
(Chance  often  helps  us  more  than  wit), 
T'  other  that  lucky  moment  took, 
Juft  nick'd  the  tmie,  broke  in  and  fpoke, 

"  Of  all  the  gifts  the  gods  afford 
"   (li  \ye  may  take  old  I'ully's  word), 
"  The  greateft  is  a  friend,  whofe  love 
"  Knows  how  to  praife,  and  when  reprove: 
"  Fmm  fuch  a  treafure  never  part, 
"   But  hang  the  jewel  on  your  heart : 
"  And,  pray,  Sir  (it  delights  me),  tell, 
"  Y.'u  know  this  author  mighty  well — " 

"  Know  him  !  d'ye  qnefl:ion  it  ?  Ods  fiOj.  I 
"  Sir,  does  a  beggar  know  his  did  I 
"  I  lov'd  him;  as  !  told  you,  I 
"  Advis'd  him" — Here  a  ftander-by 
Twitch'd  Damon  gently  by  the  cloke. 
And  thus,  unwilling,  filence  broke; 

**  Damon,  'tis  time  we  (hould  retire  : 
"  The  man  you  talk  with  is  Mat  Prior." 
Patron  through  life,  and   from  thy  birth  »;jy 
friend, 
Dorfet !  to  thee,  this  fable  let  me  fend  : 
With  Damon's  lightnefs  weigh  thy  folid  Worth; 
The  foil  is  knovyo  to  let  the  diamond  forrb  ; 
1  i  iiij 
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Let  the  felgn'd  tale  this  real  moral  give, 
How  many  Damons,  hovfje-w  Dorf^ts  live  ! 


THE  FEMALE  PHAETON. 

Thus  Kitty*,  beautiful  and  young. 

And  wild  a-  colt  untam'd, 
Befpoke  I  he  fair  hom  whence  {he  fprung. 

With  little  rage  infiam'd  : 

Inflam'd  with  rage  at  fad  reftfaint. 
Which  wife  mamma  ordain'd; 

And  fore'y  vcx'd  to  play  the  famt, 
Wh|lft  wit  and  beauty  reijfc'd  : 

"  Shall  1  thumb  holy  boolc^  confin'd 

With  Abigails  foifakt^'i  ? 
Kitty's  for  rther  things  defign'd. 

Or  I  am  much  miflaktjn. 

MuftLady   ienny^'riflc  about, 

An^  vifit  with  her  cowfins? 
At  balU  muajhe  make  all  the  rout, 

And  bring  home  hearts  by  dttzens  ? 

What  has  (he  better,  pray,  than  I, 
What  hidden  chaims  to  boaft, 

That  all  mankind  fi;r  her  fhonld  die, 
Whilft  1  am  fcarce  a  toalL  ? 

peareft  Mamma  :   for  once  let  mc, 

Unchain'd,'my  fortune  try; 
I'll  have  my  earl  as  well  as  Ihe  ||, 

Or  know  the  reafilin  why. 

I'll  foon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit  fcore. 

Make  all  her  1.  vers  latl ; 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  loos'd  before; 

She,  I  vrzi  loos'd  at  all  " 

Fondnefs  prevail'd,  Mamma  gave  way; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  defire, 
Obtaiii'd  the  chai  iot  for  a  day, 

And/ei   he  -world  on  fire. 


THE  JUDGMENT  OF  VENUS. 

When  Kneller's  works  of  various  grace     - 

Were  to  fair  Venus  ftiown, 
The  goddefs  fpy'd  in  every  face 

Some  features  of  her  own. 

Juft  fo,  (and  pointing  with  her  hand) 

So  fhone,  fays  fhe,  my  eyes  5. 
When  from  two  goddeffcs  I  gain'd 

An  apple  for  a  prize. 

*  Lady  Catharine  Hyde,  now  Diicheri  of  Queenfterry. 
!|  The  Earl  of  Effex  married  Lady  Jane  Hyde, 
i  Lady  Raoelaghi. 


When  in  the  glafs,  and  river  tea. 

My  fare  I  lately  view'd, 
Such  was  I,  if  the  glafs  be  true, 

If  true  the  cryftal  flood. 

In  colours  of  this  glorious  kindf 

Apclles  painted  me : 
My  hair  thus  fl- wing  with  the  wind, 

Sprung  from  my  native  fea. 

Like  this  ||,  diforder'd,  wild,  forlorn, 
Big  with  ten  thoufand  fears, 

Thee,  my  Adoni".  did  I  mourn, 
Ev'n  beautiful  iu  tears. 

But  viewing  Myra  plac'd  apar^ 

1  fear,  fays  flic,  I  fear, 
Apelles,  that  Sir  Godfrey's  art 

Has  far  furpafs'd  thine  here. 

0r  I,  a  goddefs  of  the  ikies. 

By  Myra  am  outdone, 
And  mufl  refign  to  her  the  prize, 

The  apple,  which  1  won. 

But,  foon  as  flie  had  Myra  feen, 

Majeflically  fair, 
The  Iparkling  eye,  the  look  ferenc, 

The  gay  and  eafy  air; 

With  fiery  emulation  fill'd. 
The  wondering  goddefs  cry'd, 

Apelles  muft  to  Kneller  yield, 
Or  Venus  muit  to  Hyde. 


DAPHNE  AND  APOLLO. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  OViD*S 

METAMORPHOSES. 

"  N^ympha,  frecor,  Penci,  mane." 
APOLLO. 

Abate,  fair  fugitive,  abate  thy  fpeed, 
Diimils  thy  fears  and  turn  thy  beauteous  head  ; 
With  kind  regard  a  panting  lover  view  ; 
I.efslwiftly  fly,  lels  Iwiftly  I'll  purfue  : 
Pathicfs,  alas  !  and  lugged  is  the  ground. 
Seme  ftone  may  hurt  thee,  or  fome  thorn  may 
wound. 

DAPHNE   (aftdc). 

This  care  is  for  hiniftif,  as  fure  as  death  ! 
One  n  i1e  has  put  the  fellow  out  of  breath; 
He'll  never  do :  I'll  lead  him  t'other  round  : 
Wafhy  he  is,  perhaps  not  over  found. 

APOLLO. 

You  fly,  alas  I  not  knowing  whom  you  fly ; 
Nor  ill-bred  fwain.  nor  rufty  clown  am  I : 
I  Claros  ifle,  and  Tenedos  command— 

DAPHNE 

Thank  you  :  I  would  oot  leave  my  native  land. 

f  Lady  Salisbury. 

H  Lady  Jane,  fitter  to  the  Duke  of  Douglas  j  aftcrwatdJ 
married  to  Sir  John  Stewart,  - 


,  P    O    E 

What  is  t»  come,  ty  certain  arts  I  know. 

DAPHNE. 

Pjfh  !  Partridge  has  as  fair,  pretence  as  you. 

APOLLO. 

Behold  the  beauties  of  my  locks-^- 

DAPHNE. 

-A  fig!- 
That  may  be  counterfeit,  a  Spanifh  wijj  : 
Who  cares  for  all  tha-t  bufli  of  curling  hair,' 
Whilft  your  fmooth  chin  is  fo  extremely  bare : 

APOLLO. 

I  Cng— 

DAPHNE. 

—That  ne\'er  {hall  be  Daphne's  choice: 
Srphacio  had  an  admirable  voice. 

APOLLO. 

Of  every  herb  I  tell  the  myftic  power ; 
To  certain  health  the  patient  reflore ; 
Sent  for,  carefs'd— 

DAPHNE. 

— Ours  is  a  wholcfome  air ; 
You'd  betfcr  go  to  town,  and  pracftife  there  i 
for  me,  I've  no  obftrucftions  to  remove  ;  ") 

I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  your  father  Jove  ;  > 

And  phyfic  is  a  weak  ally  to  love.  j 

APOLLO. 

Tor  learning  fam'd,  fine  verfes  I  compofe.      "% 

DAPHNE.  / 

So  do  your  brother  quacks,  and  brother  beaux.  C 
Memorials  only  and  reviews  write  profe.  j 

APOLLO. 

From  the  bent  yew  I  fend  the  pointed  reed,  ' 
Sure  of  its  aim,  and  fatal  in  its  fpeed.— > 

DAPHNE. 

Then,  leaving  me,  whom  fure  you  would  not  kill, 
In  yonder  thicket  exercife  your  (kill ; 
Shoot  there  ar  beads  ;  but  for  the  human  heart, 
Your  coufin  Cupid  has  the  only  dart. 

APOLLO. 

Yet  turn,  O  beauteous  maid  '.  yet  deign  to  hear, 
A  love-fick  deity's  impetuous  prayer  ; 
O  let  me  woo  thee  as  thou  would'fl:  be  wood  '■ 

DAPHNE. 

Firft,  therefore,  be  not  fo  extremely  rude. 
Tear  not  the  hedges  down,  nor  tread  the  clover, 
liike  an  hobgoblin,  rather  than  a  lover. 
Next,  to  my  father's  grotto  fometimes  come  ; 
At  ebbing  ride  he  always  is  at  home. 
Read  the  Courant  with  him,  and  let  him  know  ") 
A  little  politics ;  how  matters  go  C 

Upon  his  brother-rivers,  Rhine  or  Fo.  j 

As  any  maid  or  footman  comes  or  goes, 
Pull  off  your  hat,  and  alk  how  Daphne  does  : 
Thefe  fort  of  folks  will  to  each  other  tell, 
That  you    refped;    me ;   that,  you   know,   looks 

well 
Then  if  you  are,  as  you  pretend,  the  god 
That  rules  the  day,  and  much  upon  the  road, 
You'll  find  a  hundred  trifles  in  your  way, 
That  you  may  bring  one  home  from  Africa  ; 
Some  little  rarity,  fome  bird,  or  beaft, 
And  now  then  a  jewel  from  the  eaft ; 
A  lacquer'd  cabinet,  fome  China  ware ; 
You  have  them  mighty  cheap  at  Pekio  fair. 


M    %  SCS 

Next,  nota  bene,  you  fhall  never  rove, 

Nor  take  example  by  your  father  Jove. 

La    ,  for  the  cafe  and  comfort  of  my  life. 

Make  me  your  (Lord!  what  ftartlesyou?)  youf 

wife 
I'm  now  (they  fay)  fixteen,  or  fomething  more; 
Wc  mortals  feldom  live  above  fourfcore  : 
f  ourfcore  ;  you're  good  at  numbers  ;  let  us  fee, 
Seventeen  fuppole,  remaining  fixy-three 
Aye,  in  that  fpan  of  time,  you'll  bury  me. 
M-  an  time,  if  yon  have  tumult,  noif.;,  and  ftrifc, 
(  Things  not  abhorrent  to  a  marry'd  life  :) 
They'll  quickly  end,  you  fee  ;  what  fignify 
A  fev.-  odd  years  to  you  that  never  die? 
And  after  all,  you're  half  yur  time  away; 
You  know  vour  bufinefs  tdkes  you  up  all  day; 
And,  coining  late  f(.  bed,  yu  need  not  fear. 
Whatever  noife  I  make,  you'll  fleep.  my  dear  s 
Or,  if  a  winter-evening  {h<;uid  be 'long, 
Ev'h  read  your  phyfic-book,  or  make  a  fong. 
Your  fteeds,  your  wife,  diachalon,  and  rhynie. 
May  take  up  any  honeft  godhead's  time. 
1  hus,  as  you  like  it,  you  may  love  again, 
And  let  a:. other  Daphne  have  her  reign. 

Now  love,  or  leave,  my  dear;  retreat  or  follows 
I  Daphne  (this  premis'd)  take  thee  Apoilo. 
And  may  I  fplit  into  ten  thoufand  trees, 
If  I  giyt  up  on  other  terms  than  thefe  I 

She  laid  ;  but  what  the  aniorons  god  reply'd, 
(So  fare  ordain'd)  is  to  our  fearch  deny'd; 
By  rats,  alas  .   the  manufcript  is  cat, 
O  cruel  banquet  1   which  we  all  regret, 
Bavius,  thy  labours  maft  this  work  reftore; 
May  thy  good-wili  be  equal  to  thy  power  t 


THE   MICE. 

TO   MR.  ADKIAN   DRIFT,  1  708. 

Two  mice,  dear  boy,  of  genteel  faflvion. 
And  (what  i-  mere)  good  education, 
Frolic  and  gay  in  infant  years. 
Equally  fhar'd  their  parents'  cares. 
The  fire  of  thefe  two  babes  (poor  creature '.) 
Paid  his  la't  debt  to  human  nature  ; 
A  wealthy  widow  left  behind, 
Four  babes,  three  males,  one  female  kind. 
The  fire  being  under  ground  and  bury'd, 
'  Fwas  thought  his  fpoufe  would  foon  have  mar- 
ry'd ; 
Matches  propos'd,  and  numerous  fuitors. 
Molt  tender  hufbands  careful  tutors. 
She  modeftly  refus'd  ;  and  fhow'd 
She'd  be  a  mother  to  her  brood. 
Mother !  dear  mother  ;  that  endearing  thotrght 
Has  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  fancies  brought. 
Tell  me,  oh  :  tell  me  (thou  art  now  above) 
How  to  defcribe  thy  true  maternal  love, 
Thy  early  pangs,  thy  growing  anxious  cares, 
Thy  flattering  hopes,  thy  fervent  pious  prayer*, 
Thy  doleful  days  and  melancholy  nights, 
Cloyfter'd  from  common  joys  and  juft  delights; 
How  thou  didft  conftanily  in  private  mourn. 
And  walh  with  daily  tears  thy  fpoufs's)  urn ; 
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How  it  employ'd  your  tTioughts  and  lucid  time, 
That  your  young  offspring  might  to  honour  climb  ; 
How  your  firft  care,  by  numerous  griefs  oppreft, 
Under  the  burden  funk,  and  went  to  reft ; 
How  your  dear  darling,  by  confumption's  wafle, 
Breath'd  her  laft  piety  into  your  breaft  ; 
How  you,  alas!  tir'd  with  your  pilgrimage, 
Bow'd  down  your  head,  2.nd  dy'd  in  good  old  age. 
Though  not  infpir'd,  oh !  may  I  never  be 
Forgetful  of  my  pedigree,  or  thee  I 
Ungrateful  howfoe'er,  mayn't  I  forget 
To  pay  this  fmalJ,  yet  tributary  debt '. 
And  when  we  meet  at  God's  tribunal  throne. 
Own  me,  I  pray  thee,  for  a  pious  fon. 

But  why  all  this  ?  Is  this  your  fable  ? 
Believe  me.  Mat,  it  feeras  a  Babel ; 
If  you  will  let  me  know  th'  intent  on't. 
Go  to  your  mice,  and  make  an  end  on't. 

Well  tlien,  dear  brother .- 

As  furc  as  ^[iudi's  *  fword  could  fwaddle. 
Two  mice  were  brought  up  in  one  cradle; 
Well  bred,  I  think,  of  equal  port, 
One  for  the  gown,  one  for  the  court : 
They  parted ;  (did  they  fo,  an't  pleafe  you  ?) 
Yes,  that  they  did  (dear  Sir),  to  eafe  you. 
One  went  to  Holland,  where  they  huff  folk, 
T"  other  to  vend  his  wares  in  Suffolk. 
(That  mice  have  travell'd  in  old  times, 
Horace  and  Prior  tell  in  rhymes, 
Thofe  two  great  wonders  of  their  ages, 
Superior  far  to  all  the  fages ! ) 
Many  days  paft,  and  many  a  night. 
Ere  they  could  gaia  each  other's  fight ; 
At  laft,  in  weather  cold  nor  fultry, 
They  met  at  the  Three  Cranes  in  Poultry. 
After  much  bufs,  and  great  grimace 
(Ufual  you  know  in  fuch  a  cafe), 
Much  chat  arofe,  what  had  been  done, 
What  might  before  next  fummer's  fun ; 
Much  faid  of  France,  of  Suffolk's  goodnefs. 
The  gentry's  loyalty,  mob's  rudenefs. 
That  ended,  o'er  a  charming  bottle 
They  enter'd  on  this  tittle-tattle. 

Quoth  Suffolk,  by  pre-eminence 
In  years,  though  (God  knows)  not  in  fenfe; 
All's  gone,  dear  biother,  only  we 
Rcmam  to  raife  poflerity  : 
Marry  you,  brother;  I'll  go  down, 
Sell  nouns  and  verbs,  and  lie  alone; 
May  you  ne'er  meet  with  feuds,  or  babble, 
May  olive-branches  crown  your  table  ! 
Somewhat  I'll  fave.  and  for  this  end. 
To  prove  a  brother  and  a  friend. 
What  I  propofe  is  juft,  1  fwear  it; 
Or  may  I  perifli,  by  this  claret ! 
The  dice  are  thrown,  choofe  this  or  that 
('Tis  all  alike  to  honefl  Mat)  ; 
I'll  take  then  the  contrary  part. 
And  propagate  with  all  my  heart. 
After  fome  thought,  fome  Portugiiefef, 
Some  wine,  the  younger  thus  replies  : 

fair  arc  your  words,  as  fair  your  carriage, 
Let  me  be  free,  drudge  you  in  marriage ; 


«  Hudibras. 


t  Snuff, 


Get  me  a  boy  call'd  Adrian, 
Trull  me,  I'il  do  for't  what  I  can. 

Home  went  well  pleas'd  the  Suffolk  tony. 
Heart  free  from  care,  as  purfe  from  money ; 
He  got  a  lufty  fqualling  boy 
(Doubtlefs  the  dad's  and  mamma's  joy). 
In  fhort,  to  make  things  fquarc  and  even, 
Adrian  he  nam'd  was  by  Dick  Stephen. 
Mat's  debt  thus  paid,  he  now  enlarges, 
And  fends  you  in  a  bill  of  charges, 
A  cradle,  brother,  and  a  baflcet 
(Granted  as  foon  as  e'er  I  afk  it)  ; 
A  coat  not  of  the  fmalleft  fcantling, 
Frocks,  {lockings,  (hoes,  to  grace  the  bantling ; 
Thefe  too  were  fent  (or  I'm  no  drubber), 
Nay,  ?dd  to  thefe  the  fine  gum-rubber; 
Yet  thefe  won't  do,  fend  t'other  coat. 
For,  faith,  the  firfl's  not  worth  a  groat; 
Difmally  fhrunk,  as  herrings  ihotten, 
Suppos'd  originally  rotten. 
Pray  let  the  next  be  each  way  longer, 
Of  fluff  more  durable,  and  flronger,; 
Send  it  next  week,  if  you  are  able. 
By  this  time,  Sir,  you  know  the  fable. 
From  this,  and  letters  of  the  fame  make. 
You'll  find  what  'tis  to  have  a  name-fake. 

Cold  and  hard  times.  Sir,  here  (believe  it). 
I've  loft  my  curate  too,  and  grieve  it. 
At  Eafter,  for  what  I  can  fee, 
( A  time  of  eafe  and  vacancy) 
If  things  but  alter,  and  not  undone, 
I'll  kifs  your  hands,  and  vifit  London. 
Molly  fends  greeting;  fo  do  I,  Sir; 
Send  a  good  coat,  that's  all ;  good-by,  Sir. 


TWO  RIDiDLES. 


»IR3T    *RINTED    IN    THE    EXAMINER,    Iyi9. 

Sphinx  was  a  monfter  that  would  eat 
Whatever  ftranger  flie  could  get; 
Unlefs  his  ready  wit  difclos'd 
The  fubtle  riddle  ftic  propos'd. 

CEdipus  was  refolv'd  to  go. 
And  try  what  ftrength  of  parts  would  do. 
Says  Sphinx,  on  this  depends  your  fate ; 
Tell  me  what  animal  is  that, 
Which  has  four  feet  at  morning  bright, 
Has  two  at  noon,  and  three  at  night  ? 
'Tis  man,  faid  he,  who,  weak  by  nature. 
At  firft  creeps,  like  his  fellow-creature. 
Upon  all-four ;  as  years  accrue, 
With  fturdy  fteps  he  walks  on  two  ; 
In  ajre,  at  length,  grows  weak  and  ficfc. 
For  his  third  leg  adopts  a  flick. 

Now,  in  your  turn,  'tis  juft,  methinks. 
You  fliouid  refolve  me,  Madam  Sphiox. 
What  greater  ft-a:-ger  yet  is  he. 
Who  has  fuur  legs,  then  two,  then  three ; 
Then  lofes  one,  then  gets  two  more. 
And  ruQi  away  at  laft  on  four? 
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EPfGRAM  FXTEMPORE, 
9o  Ae  Majler  of  St.  Johns  Colhge,\   I  71  j, 

I  Steod,  Sir,  patiftit  at  your  feet 

Before  your  elbow-chair ; 
But  make  a  bifliop's  throne  your  feat, 

I'll  i»(W  before  you  there. 

One  only  thing  can  keep  you  down. 

For  your  grtat  foul  too  mean  ; 
you'd  riot,  to  mount  a  bifhop's  throne, 

Pay  homage  ||  to  the  queen. 


NELL  AND  JOHN. 

When  Nell,  giv'n  o'er  by  the  docftor,  was  dying, 
And  John  at  the  chimney  flood  decently  crying ; 
*Tis  m  vain,  faid  the  woman,  to  make  fuch  ado, 
For  to  our  long  home  we  muft  all  of  us  go  ! 

True,   Nell,  reply'd  John ;  but  what  yet  is  the 

worft 
For  us  that  remain,  the  beft  always  po  firft ; 
Remember,  dear  wife,  that  I  faid  fo  laft  year, 
When  you  loft  your  white  heifer,  and  I  my  brown 

marc  ! 


BIBO  AND  CHARON. 

When  Bibo  thought  fit  from  the  world  to  re- 
treat, 
As  full  of  champagne  as  an  egg's  full  of  meat. 
He  wak'd  in  the  boat ;  and  to  Charon  he  faid, 
He  would  be  row'd  back,  far  he  was  not  yet  dead. 
Trim  the  boat,  and  fit  quiet,   flern  Charon  re- 
ply'd ;  [dy'd. 
You  may  have  forgot ;  you  was  drunk  when  you 


WIVES  BY  THE  DOZEN. 

O  Death  1  how  thou  fpoil'ft  the  beft   proie<ft  of 

life  ? 
Said  Gabriel,  who  ftill,  as  he  bury'd  one  wife, 

For  the  fake  of  her  family,  marry'd  her  coufin  ; 
And  thus,  in  an  honeft  collateral  line, 
He  ftill  marry'd  on  till  his  number  was  nine, 

full  forry  to  die  till  he  made  up  his  dozen. 


FATAL  LOVE. 


Poor   Hal  caught  his  death,  flanding  under  a 

fpout,  [out ; 

£xpeding  till  midnight,  when  Nan  would  come 
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t  See  the  hiftory  of  this  cpigratn,  Gent.  Mag.  1774,  p. 

(J  Mr.  Prior,  tlipuph  lie  paid  a  becomin;;  deference  to 
the  Maltcr  01  6c  J  >hn's,  a^  a  Fdloiv  of  that  Colkoe, 
thouelu  Ibme  refptd  was  riue  to  the  public  chaiHckr 
■vvliitlslic  liitii  Juit  be.cre  i'i.Uiii.ea  in  Fi  ancc. 


But  fatal  his  patience,  as  cruel  the  dame, 
And  curs'd  was  the  weather  that  quench'd  the 
man's  iiame. 
Who'cr  thou  art,  that  read'ft  thefe  moral  linet. 
Make  love  at  home,  and  go  to  bed  betiiues. 


A  SAILOR'S  Wife. 

QnoTH  Richard  in  jeft,  looking  wiftly  at  NelJy, 
Methinks,  child,  you  feem  fomething  round  in 

the  belly. 
Nell  anfwer'd  him  fnappiflily.  How  can  that  be. 
When  my  hufband  has  been  more  than  two  year» 

at  fea  ?  [carry** 

Thy  hufband!   quoth  Dick:  why  that  matter  wac 
Moft  fecrctly,  Nell ;  I  ne'er  thought  thou  wert 

marry'd. 


ON  A  FART, 


LET  IN  TKE  HOU3B  OF  COfAMONS, 

Reader,  1  was  born,  and  cry'd  • 
I  crack'd,  I  fmelt,  and  fo  I  dy'd. 
Like  Julius  Caefar's  was  iny  death 
Who  in  the  Senate  loft  his  breath. 
Much  alike  entonib'd  does  lie 
The  noble  Romulus  and  I : 
And  when  I  dy'd,  like  Flora  fair, 
I  left  the  Commonwealth  my  heir* 


THE  MODERN  SAINT. 

Her  time  with  equal 4]rudence  Silvia  fliarer, 
Firft  writes  a  blht-doux,  then  fays  her  prayers; 
Her  mafs  and  toilet;  vefpers  and  the  play.; 
Thus  God  and  Alhtaroth  divide  the  day  ; 
Coijftam  (he  keeps  her  Ember-week  and  Jjcnt, 
At  Eafter  calls  ail  Ifrael  to  her  tent : 
Loofe  without  bawd,  and  pious  without  zeal. 
She  ftill  repeats  the  lins  ftie  would  conceal. 
Envy  herfelf  from  Silvia's  life  muft  grant. 
An  artful  woman  makes  a  Modern  Saint. 


THE  PARALLEL. 


Prometheus,  forming  Mr,  Day, 
Carv'd  fomething  like  a  man  in  clay. 

The  mortal's  work  might  well  mifcarry  i 
He,  that  does  heaven  and  earth  control, 
Alone  has  power  to  form  a  foul^ 

His  hand  is  evident  in  Harry. 
Since  one  is  but  a  moving  clod. 
T'other  the  lively  form  of  God  ,* 

'Squire  Wallis,  you  will  fcarcc  be  able 

To  prove  all  jroerry  but  fable. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WHO    WAS  FOND    OT    FORTUNE-TELLING. 


You,  Madam,  may  v.ith  fafety  go, 
Decrees  of  deftiny  to  know  ; 
For  at  your  birth  kind  planets  reign'd, 
And  certain  happinefs  ordain'd  : 
Such  charms  as  yours  are  only  given 
To  chofcn  favourites  of  hcavai. 

But.  fuch  is  my  uncertain  ilate, 
*Tis  dangerous  o  try  my  fate  ; 
For  I  would  only  know  fr^m  art 
The  future  motions  of  your  heart. 
And  what  predcftinated  doom 
Attends  my  love  for  years  to  come; 
JIo  kcrets  elfe,  that  mortals  learn, 
BJy  cajrcs  deferve,  or  life  oncern  : 
Bu-  this  will  fo  importani  be, 
I  dread  to  fearch  the  dark  decree ; 
For,  while  the  fmalleft  hope  remains,    • 
Faint  joys  are  mingled  with  my  pains; 
Vain  diftant  views  ray  fancy  pleafe. 
And  give  fome  intermitting  eafe  : 
But,  IhoUd  the  ftars  too  plainly  fli^vr 
That  you  have  doom'd  my  endltfs  woe. 
No  human  force,  or  art  could  hear 
The  tnrment  of  my  w  ild  defpair. 

This  fecret  then  I  dare  not  knowr, 
And  other  truths  are  ufelefs  now. 
What  matters,  if  unbleft  in  love, 
How  long  or  fhort  my  life  will  prove  ? 
To  gra'ify  whatl'".w  defire. 
Should  I  wkh  needlcfshafte  inquire 
How  great,  how  wealthy  I  Ihali  be  ? 
Oh  !  what  is  wealth  or  power  to  me  ! 
If  I  am  happy,  or  undoi  e, 
It  muft  proceed  from  you  alone. 


A  GREEK  EPIGRAM  IMITATED. 

When  hungry  wolves  had  trefpafs'd  on  the  fold, 

And  the  robb'd  fiiepherd  his  fad  ftory  »old ; 

"  Call  in  Akides,"  faid  a  crafty  prieft  ; 

•*  Give  him    ne  half,  and  he'll  fecure  the  reft." 

No  !  faid  the  fhepherd,  if  the  Fates  decree. 

By  ravagmg  my  ftock,  to  ruin  me. 

To  their  commands  I  willingly  refign, 

Power  is  their  charadler,  and  patience  mine; 

Though,  troth     to  me  there  leems  but  little  odds. 

Who  prove  the  greateft  robbers,  wolves  or  gods : 


TO  A  FRIEND  ON  HIS  NUPTIALS. 

When  Jove  lay  bleft  in  his  Alcmxna's  charms, 
Three  nights  in  one  he  preis'd  her  in  his  arms  ; 
The  (un  lay  fet,  and  cnfcinus  nature  ftrove 
To  (hade  her  god,  and  to  prolong  his  love. 

From  that  Aufpicious  night  Alcides  ca'^c; 
What  leTs  could  rifc  from  Jove,  and  fuch  a  dame  I 


May  this  aufpiclous  night  with  that  csmpare, 
Nor  lei's  the  joys,  nnr  leis  the  rifing  heir  ; 
He  ftrong  as  Jove,  flie  like  Alcmsena  fair  ! 


THE  WANDERING  PILGRIM. 

HUMBLY    ADOK£SS£D    TO 

SJR  THOMAi  FRANK   AND,   Bari. 

POST-MASTER,    AND    PAT  MASTER-GENERAL   Tf 
QUEEN    ANNE. 

Will  Piggot  f  muft  to  Coxwould  ||  ga, 

lo  live,  alas  !  m  want, 
Unlefs  Sir  Th' mas  fay,  No,  n©; 

Th'  allowance  is  too  ftant. 

The  gracious  knight  full  well  does  v?tet 

1  en  farthings  ne'er  will  dc 
To  keep  a  man  each  day  in  meat: 

Some  bread  to  meart  is  due. 

A  Rechabite  poor  Will  muft  live, 

And  drii  k  of  Adam's  ale; 
Pure  element  no  life  can  give, 

Or  mortal  foul  regale. 

Spare  diet,  and  fpring  water  clear, 

'  Phyficians  hold  are  good ; 
Who  diets  tl.us  need  never  fear 
A  fever  in  the  blood. 

But  pafs — The  .^fculapian  crew, 

Who  eat  and  quaff  the  heft. 
They  feldom  mifs  to  bake  and  brcw^ 

Or  lin  to  break  their  faft. 

Could  Yorkftiire  tyke  but  do  tlie  fame^ 

Ihen  he  like  them  might  thrive  ; 
But  fortune,  Fortune,  cruel  dame  I 

To  ftarve  thoudoft  him  drive. 

In  Will's  old  matter's  plenteous  days, 

Hts  memory  e'er  be  bleft  / 

What  need  of  fpeaking  in  his  praifc  J 
His  goodnefs  ftands  coiifcft. 

At  his  fam'd  gate  ftood  Charity, 
In  lovely  fweet  array ;  * 

Ceres  and  Hofpitality 

Dwelt  there  both  night  and  day. 

But,  to  conclude,  and  be  concife. 

Truth  muft  Will'*  voucher  be  ; 
Truth  never  yet  went  in  difguifc. 

For  naked  ftiil  is  (he. 


t  Thi»  merry  petition  was  written  to  obtain  the  potter'^ 
place  for  Will  Piggot. 
y  Twelve  milcj  no«h  beyond  the  city  of  \orfc. 


P    O    E    M    ^. 


j<4 


There  Ls  but  one,  but  one  alone , 

Can  fft  the  pilgrim  free. 
And  mall'-  him  ceafe  to  pine  and  moan  ; 

O  Frankland  !  it  is  thee. 

O  !  fave  him  from  a  dreary  way; 

To  Coxwould  he  mu);  hie, 
Bereft  of  thee,  he  wends  aftray, 

At  Coxwouid  he  mud  die. 

Oh  !  let  him  in  thy  hall  but  ftand, 

And  wear  a  porter's  gown. 
Duteous  to  what  thou  may 'ft  command; 

Thus  William's  wiflies  crown. 


VENUS*S  ADVICE  TO  THE  MUSES. 

Thus  to  the  mufe<;  fpoke  the  Cyprian  dame  ; 
*'   Adorn  my  altars,  and  revere  my  name. 
**  My  fon  fhall  elfe  afTume  his  potent  darts, 
"  Twang  goes  the  bow,  my  girls ;  have  at  your 
"  hearts  " 
The  mufes  anfwer'd,  "  Venus,  we  deride 
•'  The  vagrant's  malice,  and  his  mother's  pride  ; 
"  Send  him  to  nymphs  wh:i  fleep  on  Ida's  fliade, 
"  To  the  loofe  dance,  and  wanton  mafquerade ; 
*'  Our  thoughts  are  fettled   and  intenr  our  look, 
"  On  the  inOruiflive  verfe,  and  moral  book  : 
"  On  female  idlenefs  his  power  relies; 
'•  But,  when  he  finds  us  ftudying  hard,  he  flies," 


CUPID  TURNED  PLOUGHMAN. 


FROM    MOSCH0S. 


His  larun,  his  bow,  and  quiver,  laid  afide, 
A  ruftic  wallet  o'er  his  fhoulder>  ty'd. 
Sly  Cupid,  always  on  new  raifchief  bent. 
To  the  rich  field  and  furrow'd  tillage  went; 
Like  any  ploughman  toil'd  the  little  god. 
His  'une  he  whittled,  and  his  wheat  he  fow'd; 
Then  fat  and  laugh'd,  and  to  the  ikies  above 
Raifing  his  eye,  he  thus  infulted  Jove  : 
Lay  by  your  hail^  your  hu  tful  ft-irms  reftrain. 
And,  as  1  bid  you,  let  it  fhine  or  rain  ; 
Elfe  you  ajjain  beneath  my  yoke  (hall  bow. 
Feel   the    fharg   goad,   and   draw    the    fcrvile  | 
ploue;h ;  ( 

What  once  Europa  was,  Nannette  is  now. 


PONTIUS  AND  PONTIA. 

Pontius  (who  loves,  you  kn^w,  a  joke, 
Much  better  than  he  loves  his  life) 

Chanc'd  t'other  morning  to  p.  ovoke 
The  patience  uf  a  well-bred  wifff. 

Talking  of  you,  fald  he,  my  dear, 
Two  of  the  grea*e!l  wits  in  town, 

©ne  afk'd  if  that  high  furze  of  hair 
"Was,  ionafde,  all  your  own. 


Her  own  !  moft  certain,  t'other  fald  j  " 

For  Nan,  who  knows  the  thing,  will  tell  ye. 

The  hair  was  boHght,  'he  money  paid, 
And  the  receipt  was  fign'd  Ducailly. 

Pontia  fthat  civil  prudent  fhe. 

Who  values  wit  much  lefs  than  fenfc. 

And  neve'  darts  a  repartee. 

But  p  rely  in  her  own  defence). 

Reply'd,  thefe  friends  of  yours,  my  dear. 
Are  given  extremely  much  to  fatire  ! 

But  pr'ythce,  bulb.ind,  let  one  hear 

Sometimes  lefs  wit,  and  more  good-i»tnre. 

Now  I  have  one  unlucky  thought,  i 

That  would  have  fpoil'd  your  friend's  conceit 

Some  hair  I  have,  I'm  fure,  unbought : 
Pray  bring  your  brother  wits  to  Icc't, 


CUPID   TURNED  STROLLER. 

FR®M    ANACREON. 

At  dead  of  night,  when  ftars  appear, 

And  ftrong  Bnores  turns  the  bear  ; 

When  mortals  fl.  tp  their  cares  away, 

Fatigu'd  with  labours  of  the  day, 

Cupid  wasknockmg  at  my  gate; 

Who's  there  I  fays  I,  who  knocks  fo  late, 

Difturbs  my  dreams,  and  breaks  my  reft  i 

"  O  fear  not  me,  a  harmlefs  giieft, 

He  faid,  but  open,  open,  pray! 

A  f  lolifli  child,  I've  loft  my  way. 

And  wander  here  this  moon-light  night. 

All  wer  and  cold,  and  wanting  light." 

With  due  regard  his  voice  I  heard. 

Then  rofe,  a  ready  lamp  prepar'd. 

And  faw  a  naked  boy  below. 

With  wings,  a  quiver,  and  a  bow  ; 

In  hafte  1  ran,  unlock'd  my  gate. 

Secure  and  thoughtlefs  of  my  fate ;  / 

I  fet  the  child  an  caCy  chair 

Againft  the  fire,  and  dry'd  hi:;  hair; 

B.rought  friendly  cups  of  cheerful  wine. 

And  warm'd  his  little  hands  with  mine. 

All  this  did  I  with  kind  intent ; 

But  he,  on  wsnton  mifchief  bent, 

Said,  deareft  friend,  this  bow  you  fee, 

This  pretty  bow  belongs  to  me  : 

Obferve,  I  pray,  if  all  be  right ; 

I  tear  the  rain  has  fpoil'd  it  quite. 

He  drew  it  then,  and  ftrait  I  found 

Within  my  breaft  a  fecret  wound. 

This  done,  the  rogue  no  longer  ftaid. 

But  leapt  away,  and  laughing  faid, 

"  Kind  hoft,  adieu  !   we  now  muft  part; 

"  Safe  is  my  bow,  but  fick  thy  heart '." 


TO  A  POET  OF  QUALITY, 

PRAISING    THE    LADT    HINCHINBROKE. 

Or  thy  judicioti-s  mufe's  fenfe, 

Young  Hinchinbroke  fo  very  proud  is, 


5«<» 

That  Sacharifla  and  Hortenfe 

She  looks,  henceforth,  upon  as  dowdies 


Yet  {he  to  one  miift  ftill  fubmit, 

To  dear  Mamma  muft  pay  her  duty; 

She  wonders,  praifing  Wilmot's  wit. 

Thou  fliauld'ft  forget  his  daughter's  bcautj. 


THE    W0RK3   OF    1»RI0R. 

In  her  alone  I  Cna  whate'er 

Beauties  a  country  landfcapc  grace 

No  fhade  fo  lovely  as  her  hair. 
Nor  plain  lb  fweet  as  in  lier  fece. 


THE  PEDANr. 


Ltsander  talks  extremely  well ; 
On  any  fubjedl  let  him  dwell. 

His  tropes  and  figures  will  content  ye  ; 
He  fliould  pofTefs  to  all  de^ees 
The  art  of  talk  ;  he  pracftifes 

Fall  fourteen  hours  in  four-and-twenty. 


CAUTIOUS  ALICE. 


So  pood  a  wife  doth  Lifly  make, 
That  from  all  company  flie  flieth; 

Such  virtuous  courfes  doth  flie  take, 
That  flie  all  evil  tongues  defieth  j 

And,  for  her  deareft  fpoufe's  fake. 
She  with  his  brethren  only  lieth. 


THE  INCURABLE. 


Phillis,  youboaft  of  perfedl  health  in  vain. 
And  laugh  at  thole  who  of  their  ills  complain  ; 
That  with  a  frequent  fever  Cloe  burns. 
And  Stella's  plumpnefs  into  dropfy  turns ! 
O  Phillis,  while  the  patients  are  nineteen, 
L.ittle,  alas  !  are  their  diftenapers  feen. 
But  thou,  for  all  thy  feeming  health,  art  ill, 
Beyond  thy  lover's  hopes,  or  Blackmore's  Ikill; 
No  lenitives  can  thy  dilcafe  affuage, 
i  tell  thee,  *tis  incurable — 'tis  age. 


TO  FORTUNE. 


Whilst  I  in  prlfon  or  in  court  look  down, 
Nor  beg  thy  favour,  nor  delerve  thy  frown, 
In  vain,  malicious  fortune,  halt  thou  try'd, 
By  taking  from  my  ftate,  to  quell  my  pride  : 
Infulting  girl '.  thy  prefent  rage  abate. 
And,  would'fl  thou  have  me  humbled,  majte  me 
great. 


NONPAREIL. 


Ltt  others  fl-om  the  town  retire. 
And  in  the  fields  feek  new  delight ; 

My  Phillis  does  fuch  joys  infpire. 
No  other  obje(£t$  pleafe  my  Ught, 


Lilies  and  rofes  there  combine, 

More  beauteous  than  iu  flowery  field  ; 
■  Tranfparent  is  her  fkin  fo  fine. 

To  this  each  cryflal  ftream  muft  yield. 

Her  voice  more  fweet  than  warbling  found,' 
Though  fuitg  by  nightingale  or  lark ; 

Her  eyes  fuch  lulire  dart  around, 
Compar'd  to  them,  the  fun  is  dark. 

Both  light  and  vital  heat  they  give  ; 

Cherifh'd  by  them,  my  love  takes  root. 
From  her  kind  loi  ks  does  life  receive, 

Growa  a  fair  plane,  bears  Bowers  and  fruit. 

Such  fruif,  I  ween,  did  once  deceive 
The  common  parent  of  mankind. 

And  made  tranfgrefs  our  mother  Eve  : 
Poifon  its  core,  though  fair  its  rind. 

Yet  fo  delicious  is  its  tafte, 

I  cannot  from  the  bait  abftain. 
But  to  th'  enchanting  plcafure  hafte. 

Though  I  were  fure  'twould  end  in  patrt. 


CHASTE  FLORIMEL. 

No— I'll  endure  ten  thoufand  deaths. 

Ere  any  farther  I'll  comply  ; 
Ob,  Sir  1   no  man  on  earth  that  breathes 

Had  ever  ytt  his  hand  fo  high  ; 

Oh  1  take  your  fword,  and  pierce  my  heart. 
Undaunted  fee  me  meet  the  wound ; 

Oh  !  will  you  zA  a  Tarqu,in's  part  ? 
A  fecondLucrece  y«u  have  found. 

Thus  to  the  preffing  Corydon, 

Poor  Florimel,  unhappy  maid  .' 
Fearing  by  love  to  be  undone. 

In  broken  dying  accents  faid. 

Delia,  who  held  the  confcious  door. 

Infpir'd  by  truth  and  brandy,  fmil'd. 
Knowing,  that  fi.'£te<in  months  before. 

Our  Lucrece  had  her  fecond  child. 

And,  hark  ye !  Madam,  cry'd  the  bawd, 

None  of  your  Sights,  your  high-rope  dodging  ; 

Be  civil  here,  or  march  abroad ; 

Oblige  the  'fquire,  or  quit  the  lodging. 

Oh  I  have  I — Florimel  went  on — 

Have  I  then  loft  my  Delia's  aid  ? 
Where  fhal!  forfaken  virtue  run, 

If  by  her  friend  fhe  is  betray'd  ? 

Oh  !  curfc  on  empty  £riendihip*s  natile! 
Lord;  wiiat  is  all  our  future  view  ', 


FOE 


Then,  dear  deftroyer  of  my  fame, 
Let  my  laft  fuccour  be  to  you  ! 

From  Delia's  rage,  and  Forrune's  frown, 
A  wretched  love  fick  maid  deliver  ; 

Oh  !  tip  me  but  anothera:rown, 

Dear  Sir,  and  mate  me  yours  for  ever. 


DOCTORS  DIFFER. 


When  Willis   *  of  Ephraim  heard  Rochefter  ^ 
preach,  [brother, 

Thus    Bcntly  faid  to    him,    I   pr'ythee,     dear 
How  lik'ft  thou  this  fermon  ?  'tis  out  of  my  reach. 

His  is  one  way,  faid  Willis,  and  ours  is  another. 
I  care  not  for  carping ;  but,  this  I  can  tell. 
We  preach  very  ladly,  if  he  preaches  well. 


EPIGRAM  f. 


Meek  Francis  lies  here,  friend  :  without  flop  or 
ftay,  [way. 

As  you  vahie  your  peace,   make  the  beft  of  your 
Though  at   prefent  arretted  by  death's  caitiff  paw. 
If  he  ftirs,  he  may  ftill  have  recourfe  to  the  law. 
And  in  the  King's-bench  Ihould  a  verditft  be  found, 
That  by  livery  and  feifin  his  grave  is  his  ground. 
He  will  claim  to  himfelf  what  is  flriitly  his  due. 
And  an  aftion  of  trefpafs  will  flraightway  enfue. 
That  you  without  right  on  his  premifes  tread, 
On  a  fimple  furmife  that  the  owner  is  dead. 


•  N    BISHOr    ATTERBURY  S,.  BURTING     THE    DURE 
OF    BUCKINGKAM,    I7Z0i 

"  I  HAVE  no  hopes,"  the  Duke  he  fays,  and  dies; 
"  Irvfure  and  certain  hopes,"  the  prelate  cries  : 
Of  thefe  two  learned  peers,  I  pr'ythee,  fay,  man. 
Who  is  the  lying  knave, the  prieft,  or  layman? 
The  Duke  he  ftands  an  infidel  confeft, 
"  He's  our  dear  brother,"  quoth  the  lordly  prieft. 
The  Duke,  though  knave,  ftill  "  Brother  dear," 

he  cries ; 
And  who  can  fay  the  reverend  prelate  lies  ? 


UPON  HONOUR. 

A    FRASMENT. 


HoNOHR,  1  fay,  orhonefl  fame, 

I  mean  the  fubflance,  not  the  nam»; 

(Not  that  light  heap  of  taudry  v.'ares. 

Of  ermine,  coronets,  and  flars, 

Which  often  is  by  merit  fought. 

By  gold  and  flattery  oftener  bought ; 

*  Bifliop  of  GlouceRer. 

1  Biihop  Atterbury. 

t  Sec  Atcsibury'stetceri,  !n  Pspe'j  Works,  ei.  1751. 


The  fhade,  for  which  ambition  look* 
In  Selden's  *  or  in  Aflimolc's  §  books) 
But  the  true  glory,  which  proceeds, 
Refledled  bright,  from  honeft  deeds, 
Which  we  in  our  own  breaft  perceive. 
And  kings  can  neither  take  nor  give. 


J" 


ENIGMA. 

ON    PAM    AT    LOO. 


By  birth  I'm  a  (lave,  yet  can  give  you  a  crown 
I  difpofe  of  all  honours,  myfelf  having  none  • 
I'm  oblig'd  by  juft  maxims  to  govern  my  life 
Yet  I  hang  my  own  n.after,  and  lie  with  his  wife. 
When  men  are  a-gaming,  I  cunningly  fneak. 
And  their  cudgels  and  fhovels  away  from'  them 

take. 
Fair  maidens  and  ladies  I  by  the  hand  get, 
And  pick   off  their  diamonds,   though   ne'er  [o 

well  fet. 
For  when  I  have  comrades  we  rob  in  whole  bands. 
Then   prefently   take   oiT  your  lands  from  your 

hands. 
But,  this  fury  once  over,  I'vefuch  winning  arts. 
That  you  love  me  much  more  than  you  do  your 

own  hearts. 


ANOTHER. 


Form's  half  beneath,  and  half  above  the  earth 
We  filters  owe  to  art  our  fecond  birth  ; 
The  fmith's  and  carpenter's  adopted  daughters 
Made  on  the  land,  to  travel  on  the  waters. 
Swifter  they  move,  as  they  are  ftraiter  bound. 
Yet  neither  tread  the  air,  or  wave,  or  ground; 
They  ferve  the  poor  for  ufe,  the  rich  for  whim, 
Sink  when  it  rains,  and  when  it  freezes,  fwim. 


THE  OLD  GENTRY. 

That  all  from  Adam  firft  began, 
None  but  ungodly  Wooifton  doubts  ; 

And  that  his  fon,  and  his  fon's  fon. 

Were  all  but  ploughmen,  clowns,  and  louts^ 

Each,  when  his  ruftic  paitis  began, 

To  merit  pleaded  equal  right ; 
'Twas  only  whojeft  off  at  noon. 

Or  v.-ho  went  on  to  work  till  night. 

But  coronets  we  owe  to  crowns. 
And  favour  to  a  court's  affcdion; 

By  nature  we  are  Adam's  fons. 
And  foes  of  Anftis  f.by  eledion. 


*  TitlesefHanoMr. 
I  Order  ottlie  Garter* 
1  Girter  Kins  a:  Arms. 


Kingfale  !   eight  hundred  years  have  roU'd 
Since  thy  forefathers  held  the  plow ; 

When  this  in  ftory  fliall  be  told. 
Add,  that  my  kindred  do  fo  now. 

The  man  who  by  his  labour  get* 
His  bread,  in  independent  ftate. 

Who  never  begs,  and  feldom  ea's, 
Himfelf  can  fix  or  change  his  fate. 


THE    WORKS   OF  PRIOR. 


THE  INSATIABLE  PRIEST. 

LoKE  Preachill  admires  what  we  laymen  can 
mean. 
That  thus  by  our  profit  and  pleafure  are  fway'd  : 
He  has  bttt  three  livings,  and  would  be  a  dean  ; 
His  wife  dy'd  this  year,  he  has  marry'd   his 
maid. 

To  fupprefs  all  his  carnal  defires  in  their  birth, 
At  all  hours  a  lufty  young  hufly  is  near  : 

And,  to  take  off  his  thoughts  from  the  things  of 
this  earth. 
He  can  be  content  with  two  thoufand  a-year. 


A  FRENCH  SONG  IMITATED. 

Wbt  thus  from  the  plain  does  my  fliepherdefs  rove, 
Forfaking  her  fwain,  and  negleding  his  love  ? 
You  have  heard  all  my  grief,  ynu  fee  how  I  die, 
ah :  give  fome  relief  to  the  fwain  whom  you  fly. 

How  can  you  complain,  or  what  am  I  to  fay. 
Since  my  dog  lies  unfed,  and  my  flieep  run  aftray  ? 
Need  I  tell  what  [  mean,  that  I  languifli  alone  1 
When  I  leave  all  the  plain,  you  may  guefs   'tis 
for  one. 


A  CASE  STATED. 


Now  how  fliall  I  do  with  my  love  and  my  pride, 

Dear  Dick  §,    give  me  counfel,  iffrieiidfhip  has 

any  ;  [reply'd, 

Fry'thee  purge,    or  let  blood !    furely    Richard 

And  forget  the  coquette  in  the   arms  ef  your 

Nanny  ^. 

While  I  pleaded  with  paflion  how  much  I  deferv'd , 
For  the  pains  and  the  torments  of  more  than  a 
year; 

She  look'd  in  an  almanack,  whence  (he  obferv'd. 
That  it  wanted  a  fortnight  to  Bart'l'mew  fair. 

My  Cowley  and  Waller  how  vainly  I  quote, 
While  my  negligent  judge  only  hears  with  her 
eye ! 

In  a  long  flaxen  wig,  and  cmbroider'd  new  coat, 
Her  fparkfayiug  nothing  talks  better  than  I. 


\  Mr.  Shelton- 


1  Mrs,  Surtism- 


UPON 
PLAYING  AT  OMBRE  WITH  TWO  LADIES. 

I  KNOW  that  fortune  long  has  wanted  fight. 
And  therefore  pardon'd  when  fhe  did  not  right ; 
But  yet  till  then  it  never  did  appear. 
That,  as  Ihe  wanted  eyes,  flic  could  not  hear; 
I  be>:g'd  that  Ihe  would  give  me  leave  to  lofe, 
A  thing  fhe  does  nut  commonly  refufe! 
Two  matadores  are  out  again  ft  my  game, 
Yet  ftiil  I  play,  and  ftill  my  luck's  the  fame  ; 
Unconquer'd  in  three  fuits  it  does  remain, 
Whereas  I  only  aflc  in  one  to  gain  ; 
Yet  flie,  ftill  contradidting,  gifts  imparts. 
And  gives  fuceefs  in  every  fuit — but  hearts. 


CUPID'S  PROMISE, 

A    FRENCH    SONG    PARAPHRASE*. 

Soft  Cupid,  wanton,  amourous  boy, 
The  other  day,  mov'd  with  my  lyre. 

In  flattering  accents  fpoke  his  joy. 
And  utter'd  thus  his  fond  defire. 

Oh  !  raife  thy  voice  I  one  fong  I  aflc  ; 

Touch  then  thy  harrnonions  ftring  : 
To  Thyrfis  eafy  is  the  talk. 

Who  can  fo  fweetly  play  and  fing„ 

Two  kiiTes  from  my  mother  dear, 
Thyrfis,  thy  due  reward  (hall  be ; 

None,  none,  like  beauty's  queen  is  fair, 
Paris  has  vouch'd  this  truth  for  me. 

I  ftrait  reply'd.  Thou  know'ft  alone 
That  brighteft  Chloe  rales  my  brcal^  ; 

I'll  fingthee  two  inftead  of  one. 

If  thoul't  be  kind,  and  make  me  bleft. 

One  kifs  from  Chloe's  lips,  no  more, 
I  crave  :   He  promis'd  me  fuceefs ; 

I  play'd  with  all  my  flcill  and  power. 
My  glowing  paffion  to  exprefs. 

But,  oh  !  my  Chloe,  beauteous  maid '. 

Wilt  thou  the  wifti'd  reward  beftow  ? 
Wilt  thou  make  good  what  love  has  faid,- 

And,  by  thy  grant,  his  power  Ihow  ? 


to  THE  EARL  OF  OXFORD. 

WRITTEN    EXTEMPORE,   IN    LADV  OXFORO'S 
STUDY,  1717. 

Pen,  ink,  and  was,  and  paper,  fend 
To  the  kind  wife,  the  lovely  friend  : 
Smiling  bid  her  freely  write 
What  htr  happy  thoughts  indite ; 
Of  virtue,  goodnefs,  peace,  and  love, 
Thtughts  which  angels  may  approve. 


J*     O     E     M    S. 
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A      LETTER 


To  THE  HONOURABLE    LADV    MARGARET  CAVEN- 
Disrt  HARLEY,  WHEN  A  CU1I.D. 

Mt  noble,  lovely,  little  Peggy, 
Let  this  my  firft  epiftle  beg  you. 
At  dawn  of  morn,  and  clofe  of  even, 
To  lift  your  heart  and  hands  to  Heaven. 
In  double  beauty  fay  your  prayer  : 
Our  Father  firft,— then,  Notre  Fere.' 
And,  deareft  child,  along  the  day, 
In  every  thing  yi  u  do  and  fay. 
Obey  and  pleafe  my  lord  and  h»dy, 
So  God  (hall  love,  and  angels  aid  ye. 

Tf  to  thefe  precepts  you  attend, 

No  fecond  letter  need  I  fend, 

And  fo  I  reft  your  conftant  friend. 


LINES 


WRITTEN  UNDIlR    THE  PRINT  OF    TOM  BRITTON' 
THE   SMALL-COAL-MAN, 

•  PainteS  by  Mr.  Woolajlon. 

Though  doom'd  to  fmall-coal,  yet  to  arts  ally'd. 
Rich  without  wealthy  and  famous  without  pride  ; 
Alufic's  beft  patron,  judge  of  books  and  men, 
Belov'd  and  honour'd  by  Apollo's  train : 
In  Greece  or  Rome  fure  never  did  appear 
So  bright  a  genius,  in  fo  dark  a  fphere  : 
More  of  the  man  had  artfully  been  fav'd, .  . 
Had  Kaellcr  painted,  and  had  Vertuc  grav'd. 


TRUTH  TOLD  AT  LAST. 

Says  Pontius  in  rage,  contraditSing  his  wife, 
•'  You  never  yet  told  me  one  truth  in  your  life." 
Vext  Pontia  no  way  could  this  thtfis  allow, 
*'  You're  a  cuckold,  fays  fhe;  do  I  tell  you  truth 
"  now  ?" 


WRITTEN  m  LADY  HOWE'S  OVID'S 
EPISTLES. 

However  high,  however  told,  the  fair, 
However  great  the  dying  lover's  care, 
Oyid,  kind  author,  found  him  fome  irelief, 
Rang'd  his  unruly  fighs,  and  fet  his  grief; 
Taught  him  what  accents  had  the  power  to  move. 
And  alwflys  gain'd  him  pity,  fometimes  love. 
But,  oh  I  what  pangs  torment  the  deftin'd  heart. 
That  feels  the  wound,  yet  dares  not  Ihow  the  dart ; 
■tVhat  eafe  could  Ovid  to  his  forrows  give. 
Who  mull  not  fpeak,  and  therefore  cannot  live  ? 


AN    EPISTLE,    1716. 

!  PRAV,  good  Lord  Harley,  let  Jonathan  know. 
How  long  you  intend  to  live  incognito. 

Vour  humble  fervant, 

Elkana  Settle. 
Vol.  VII. 


ANOtHER  EPISTLE. 


I  PRAY  I^ady  Harriot  fhe  time  to  aflign 
When  flic  fliall  receive  a  tu;key  and  chine; 
That  a  body  may  come  to  St.  James's,  to  dine. 


TRUE'S  EPITAPH. 

If  wit  or  honefty  could  fave 

Our  mouldering  afaes  from  the  gave, 
This  ftone  had  fliil  remain'd  iinmark'd, 
1  (Hll  writ  j)roSi;,  I'rue  ftill  have  bark'd. 
But  envious  Fate  has  claim'd  its  due; 
Here  lies  the  mortal  part  of  True  : 
His  dcathlefs  virtues  muft  furvive. 
To  better  us  that  are  alive. 

His  prudence  and  his  wit  were  feeii 
In  that,  from  Mary's  grace  and  mien, 
Heown'd  the  power,  and  lov'd  the  queen. 
By  long  obedience  he  confcft 
That  ferving  her  was  to  be  biefl — 
Ye  murmurers,  let  True  evince 
That  men  are  hearts,  and  dogs  have  fchfe  I 

His  faith  and  truth  ail  Whitehall  knows, 
He  ne'er  could  fawn  or  flatter  thofe 
Whom  he  believ'd  were  Mary's  foes  : 
Ne'er  fkulk'd  from  whence  his  fovereign  led 
Or  fnarl'd  againli  the  hand  that  fed  him. — 
Read  this,  ye  ftatcfmen  now  in  favour, 
And  mend  your  ©wn  by  True's  behaviour  1 


him. 


EPIGRAM. 


To  Richmond  and  Peterburgh,  Matt  gave  his 
letters,  [betters. 

And  thought  they  were  fafe  ill  the  hands  of  his 

How  happen'd  it  then  that  Ihe  packets  were  lofl  ? 

Thefe  were  Knights  of  the  Garter,  not  Knights  of 
the  Pofl. 


THE  VICEROY, 

A  BALLAD. 
To  the  tune  of,  Lady  Ifdbellas  Tragedy. 

Of  Nero,  tyrant,  petty  king  *, 

Who  heretofore  did  reign 
In  fam'd  Hibernia,  I  will  fing. 

And  in  a  ditty  plain. 

He  hated  was  by  rich  and  poofj  ' 

For  reafons  you  (hall  hear ; 
So  ill  he  exercis'd  his  power, 

I'hat  he  himlelf  did  fear. 

Full  proud  and  arrogant  was  he, 

And  covetous  withal ; 
The  guilty  he  would  ftill  fet  freej 

But  guiklefs  men  enthral. 

*  Lord  Coningibf,  one  of  the  lord;:  jufticesof  Ir»Iand. 
Kk 
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He,  with  a  IiaugRty  impious  nod, 

Would  curfe  and  dogmatize  ; 
Not  fearing  either  man  or  God: 

Gold  he  did  idolize. 

A  patriot  f  of  high  degree, 

Who  could  no  longer  bear 
This  upftart  viceroy's  tyranny, 

Againft  him  did  declare. 

And,  arm'd-vTith  truth,  impeach'd  theDoa 

Of  his  enormous  crimes, 
Which  I'll  unfold  to  you  anon. 

In  low,  but  faithful  rhymes. 

The  articles  recorded  (land 

Againft  this  peerlefs  peer, 
Search  but  the  archives  of  the  land  Jf, 

You'll  find  them  written  there. 

'Attend,  and  juftly  I'll  recite 

His  trcafnns  to  you  all. 
The  heads  fet  in  their  native  IlghC 
(And  figh  poor  Gaphny's  fall). 

That  traiterouily  he  did  abufe 

The  power  in  him  repos'd. 
Arid  wickedly  the  fame  did  ufc. 

On  all  mankmd  impos'd. 

That  he,  contrary  to  all  law. 

An  oath  did  frame  and  make^ 
Compelling  the  militia 

Th'  illegal  oath  to  take. 

Free- quarters  for  the  army  too 

tie  did  exaft  and  force 
On  Proteftants;  his  love  to  IhoWj. 

Than  Papift  us'd  them  worfe. 

©n  all  proviCons  deflin'd  for 

The  camp  at  Limerick, 
He  laid  a  tax  full  hard  and  fore, 

Though  many  men  were  fick. 

The  futlers  too  he  did  ordain 

For  licences  fliould  pay, 
Which  they  refus'd  with  juft  difdain,. 

And  fled  the  camp  away. 

By  which  provifions  were  fo  fcant. 
That  hundreds  there  did  die  : 

The  foldiers  food  and  drink  did  want. 
Nor  famine  could  they  fly. 

He  fo  much  lov'd  his  private  gain. 

He  could  not  hear  or  lee;. 
They  might  or  die,  or  might  complaic, 

Without  leVici  fardie. 

That,  above  and  againft  all  right, 

By  word  of  mouth  did  he. 
In  council  fitting,  hcUilh  fpite, 

The  farmer's  fate  decree  : 

;    -t  The  Earl  of  Bellamont  impeached  Cofiinf;fby.g 
II  Journal,  S^bbati,  16  (lie  Dcccmbti>,  lOys., 


That  he,  0  del  /  without  trial, 

Straitway  Ihould  hanged  be  ; 
Though  then  the  courts  were  open  alT, 

Yet  Nero  judge  would  be. 

No  fooner  faid,  but  it  was  done. 

The  lourreau  did  his  worft; 
Gaphny,alas  '.   is  dead  and  gone, 

And  left  his  judge  accurft. 

In  this  concife  defpotic  way 

Unhappy  Gaphny  fell. 
Which  did  all  honeft  men  affray. 

As  truly  it  might  well. 

Full  two  good  hundred  pounds  a  year^ 

This  poor  man's  real  eftate, 
He  fettled  on  his  favourite  dear, 

And  CuUiford  can  fay't. 

Befidcs,  he  gave  five  hundred  pound 

To  Fielding  his  own  fcribe, 
Who  was  his  bail  ;  one  friend  he  found, 

He  ow'd  him  to  the  bribe. 

But  for  this  horrid  murcer  vile 

None  did  him  profecute; 
His  old  friend  help'd  him  o'er  the  ftilc; 

With  Satan  who  difpute  I 

With  France,  fair  England's  mortal  foe< 

A  trade  he  carry'd  on  ; 
Had  any  other  done  't,  I  trow, 

To  Tripos  he  had  gone. 

That  he  did  likewife  traiteroufly, 

To  bring  his  ends  to  bear. 
Enrich  himfelf  moft  knaviihly; 

O  thief  without  compare  ! 

Vaft  quantities  of  ftores  did  he 

Embezzle  and  purloin; 
Of  the  king's  ftores  he  kept  a  key,. 

Converting  them  to  coin. 

The  forfeited  eftates  alfo. 

Both  real  and  perfonal, 
Did  vvith  the  ftores  together  go. 

Fierce  Cerberus  fwallow'd  all.  • 

Mean  while  the  foldiers  figh'd  and  fobb'd, 

For  not  one  fous  had  they; 
His  excellence  had  each  man  fobb'd, 

For  he  had  funk  their  pay. 

Nero,  without  the  leaft  difguife. 

The  Papifts  at  all  times 
Still  favour'd,  and  their  robberies 

Look'd  on  as  trivial  crimes. 

The  Proteftants  whom  they  did  rob 

During  his  government, 
Were  forc'd  with  patience,  like  good  Job, 

To  reft  themfclves  content. 


POEMS. 


For  he  did  bafely  them  refufe 

All  legal  remedy ; 
The  Romans  ftUl  he  well  did  ufc, 

Still  fcreen'd  their  roguery. 

Succin<5lly  thus  to  you  IVe  told, 
How  this  viceroy  did  reign  ; 

And  other  truths  I  (hall  unfold, 
For  truth  is  always  plain. 

The  bed  of  queens  he  hath  revil'd, 
Before  and  fince  her  death; 

He,  cruel  and  ungrateful,  fmil'd 
When  flie  refign'd  her  breath. 

Forgetful  of  the  favours  kind 

She  had  on  him  heftow'd, 
Like  Lucifer  his  rancorous  mind, 

He  lov'd  nor  her  nor  God. 

But  liften,  Nero,  lend  thy  ears, 

As  ftill  thou  haft  them  on ; 
Hear  what  Britannia  fays  with  tears. 

Of  Anna  dead  and  gone. 

''  Oh  !  facred  be  her  memory, 
"  For  ever  dear  her  name  1 

"  There  never  was,  nor  e'er  can  be, 
"  A  brighter,  jufter  dame. 

"  Bleft  be  my  fons,  and  eke  all  thofe 
"  Who  on  her  praifes  dwell ! 

"  She  conquer'd  Britain's  fierceft  foes, 
"  She  did  all  queens  excel. 

"  All  princes,  kings,  and  potentates, 

"  Ambaffadors  did  fend  ; 
•'  All  nations,  provinces,  and  ftates, 

"  Sought  Anna  for  their  friend. 

"  In  Anna  they  did  all  confide, 
"  For  Anna  they  couM  truft  : 

"  Her  royal  faith  they  all  had  try'd, 
"  For  Anna  ftill  was  juft., 

"  Truth,  mercy,  juftice,  did  furround 
"  Her  awful  judgment-feat, 

"  In  her  the  graces  all  were  found, 
"  In  Anna  all  complete. 

''  She  held  the  fword  and  balance  right, 
•*  And  fought  her  people's  good ; 

••  In  clemency  (he  did  delight, 

"  Her  reign  not  ftain'd  with  blood. 

"  Her  gracious  goodnefs,  piety, 
"  In  all  her  deeds  did  (hine, 

*«  And  bounteous  was  her  charity ; 
"  All  attributes  divine. 

"  Confummate  wifdom,  meeknefs  all, 
"  Adorn 'd  the  words  (he  fpoke, 

"  When  they  from  her  fair  lips  did  falj ; 
*^  And  fiyeet  her  lovely  look. 


Ten  thoufand  glorious  deeds  to  crown, 
"  She  caus'd  dire  war  to  ceafe  : 
A  greater  cmprefs  ne'er  was  known  ; 
"  She  fix'd  the  world  in  peace. 

This  laft  and  godlike  aft  atchiev'd, 
"  To  heaven  (he  wing'd  her  flight  : 
Her  lofs  with  tears  all  Europe  griev'd  ; 
"  Their  ftrength,  and  dear  delight. 

Leave  we  in  blifs  this  heavenly  faint, 
"  Revere,  ye  juft,  her  urn  ; 
"  Her  virtues  high  and  excellent, 
"  Aftrea  gone  we  mourn. 

"  Commemorate,  my  fons,  the  day 
"  Which  gave  great  Anna  birth  ; 

"  Keep  it  for  ever  and  for  aye, 
"  And  annual  be  your  mirth  !" 

lUuftrlous  George  now  fills  the  throne, 

Our  wife  benign  good  king  : 
Who  can  his  wondrous  deeds  make  known, 

Or  his  bright  anions  fing  ? 

Thee,  favourite  Nero,  he  has  deign'3 

To  raife  to  high  degree  ! 
Well  thou  thy  honours  haft  fuftain'd. 

Well  vouch'd  thy  anceftry. 

But  pafs — Thefe  honours  on  thee  laid. 
Can  they  e'er  make  thee  white  ? 

Don't  Gaphny's  blood,  which  thou  haft  (hed. 
Thy  guilty  foul  affright  ? 

Oh !  are  there  not,  grim  mortal,  tell. 

Places  of  blifs  and  woe  ? 
Oh  !  is  there  not  a  heaven,  a  hell  ?  / 

But  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 

Can  nought  change  thy  obdurate  mind  ? 

Wilt  thou  fctf  ever  rail  ? 
The  prophet  on  thee  well  refin'd. 

And  fet  thy  wit  to  fale. 

How  thou  art  loft  to  fenfe  and  (hame. 

Three  countries  witnefs  be  : 
Thy  condu(5l  all  juft  men  do  blame, 

Liibcra  nos,  Domi/ie  ! 

Dame  Juftice  waits  thee,  Well  I  ween. 

Her  (word  is  brandifli'd  high  : 
Nought  can  thee  from  her  vengeance  fcrecHi 

Nor  canft  thou  from  her  fly. 

Heavy  her  ire  will  fall  on  thee, 

The  glittering  fteel  is  fure  : 
Sooner  or  later,  all  agree, 

She  cuts  off  the  impure. 

To  her  I  leave  thee,  gloomy  peer ! 

Think  on  thy  crimes  committed  ; 
Repent,  and  be  for  once  fincere. 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  be  de-witced. 
Kkij 
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APOLOGY  TO  A  LADY, 


WHO  TOLD  ME,  I  COULD  NOT  LOVE  HER  HEARTILY, 
BECAUSE  I    HAD   LOVED    OTHERS. 

Probably  by  Mr.  Frier  f . 
11^  IMITATION  OF   MR.  WALLER. 

Fair  Sylvia,  ceafe  to  blame  my  youth 

For  havingf  lov'd  before  ; 
So  men,  ere  they  have  learnt  the  truth,  , 

Strange  deities  adore. 

My  youth  ('tis  true)  has  often  rang'd. 

Like  bees  o'er  gaudy  flowers; 
And  many  thoufend  Icves  has  chang'd. 

Till  it  was  fixt  in  yours. 

For,  Sylvia,  when  I  faw  thofe  eyes, 

'Twas  foor>  deterniin'd  there  ; 
Stars  might  as  well  forfake  the  flcies. 

And  vanifh  into  air  1 

If  I  from  this  great  rule  do  err, 

New  beauties  to  explore  ; 
May  I  again  turn  wanderer^ 

And  never  fettle  more  \ 


AGAINST  MODESTY  IN  LOVE. 

F»R  many  nnfuccefsful  years 

At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay  ; 
And  often  bath'd  them  with  my  tears, 

Defpair'd,  but  durft  not  pray. 

No  proftrate  wretch,  before  the  ftirinc 

Of  any  faint  above. 
E'er  thought  his  goddefs  more  divine. 

Or  paid  more  awful  love. 

Still  the  difdainful  dame  look'd  down 

With  an  infulting  pride  ; 
Receiv'd  my  paffion  with  a  frown. 

Or  tofs'd  her  Bead  afide. 

When  Cupid  whifper'd  In  my  ear. 

"  Ufe  more  prevailing  charms, 
"  Fond,  whining,  modeft  fool,  draw  near, 

"  And  clafp  her  in  your  arms. 

'•  With  eager  tiffes  tempt  the  maid, 

"  From  Cynthia's  feet  depart; 
*  The  lips  he  warmly  muft  invade, 

"  Who  would  poffefs  the  heart." 

With  that  I  (hook  off  all  my  fears, 

My  better  fortune  try'd ; 
And  Cynrhia  gave  what  (he  for  years 

Had  foolifiiiy  deny'd. 

i>ti»^''- "^"^^  manner  in  ivhich  this  and  the  twn  foUowinff 

cdhnyPoems,  there  is  littl:  dnubt  but  thev  are  the  nrn 
«lua.ons  of  the  excellent  poet  to  whom  they  are  afcr.bed: 


ON  A  YOUNG  LADY'S  GOING  TO  TOWN 
IN  THE  bPRlNG. 

One  night  unhappy  Celadon, 

Beneath  a  friendly  myrtle's  fhade. 

With  folded  arms  and  eyes  caft  down. 

Gently  repo!-'d  his  love-fick  head  : 

Whilft  Thjyfis  fporting  on  the  neighbouring  plain, 

Thus  heard  the  difcontented  youth  complain  : 

"  Afk  not  the  caufe  why  fickly  flowers 

"   Faintly  recline  their  drooping  heads; 
"  As  fearful  of  approaching  fhowers, 

"  They  ftrive  to  hide  them  in  their  beds, 
"  Grieving  with  Celadon  they  downward  grow, 
"  And  feel  with  him  a  fympathy  of  woe. 

"  Chloris  will  go  ;  the  cruel  fair, 

"  Regardlcfs  of  her  dying  fwain, 
"  Leaves  him  to  languifh,  to  defpair, 
"   And  murmur  out  in  fighs  his  pain, 
"  The  fugitive  to  fair  Augufta  flies, 
"  To  make  new  flaves,  and  gain  new  vitSlories. 

"  So  reftlefs  monarchs,  though  poflefs'd 

"  Of  all  that  we  call  (late  or  power, 
"  Fancy  themfelves  but  meanly  bleft, 
"  Vainly  ambitious  ftill  of  more. 
Round  the  wide  world  impatiently  they  roans, 
Not  fatisfy'd  with  private  I'way  at  home." 


WHEN  THE  CAT  IS  AWAY, 
THE  MICE  MAY  PLAY. 

A  FABLE  *,  INSCRIBED  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

Probably  by  Mr.  Priori 

"  In  domibus  Mures  avido  dente  omnia  captant ; 
"  In  domibus  Fures  avida  mente  omnia  raptant." 

A  LADY  once  (fo  ftories  fay) 

By  rats  and  mice  infefted. 
With  gins  and  traps  long  fought  to  (lay 
The  thieves ;  but  ftill  they  fcap'd  away. 

And  daily  her  molefted. 

Great  havock  'mongft  her  cheefe  was  made, 

And  much  the  lofs  did  grieve  her  : 
At  length  Grimalkin  to  her  aid 
She  call'd  (no  more  of  cats  afraid), 

And  begg'd  him  to  relieve  her. 

Soon  as  Grimalkin  came  In  view. 

The  vermin  back  retreated  ; 
Grimalkin  fwifc  as  lightning  flew, 
Thoufands  of  mice  he  daily  flew, 

Thoufands  of  rats  defeated. 

♦  The  hints  of  this  and  the  followini;  fable  appear  t» 
have  originated  from  "  The  Fable  of  the  old  Lady  and 
her  Cats,"printed  in  "  The  General  Hortfcript,"  Nov.  7, 
1 70<?-    They  have  been  both  afcribcd  to  Ur .  3wift. 
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Ne^er  cat  before  fuch  glory  won  ; 

All  people  did  adore  him  : 
Grimalkin  far  all  cats  out-ftione, 
And  in  his  lady's  favour  none 

Was  then  preferr'd  before  him. 
1 
Pert  Mrs.  Abigail  alone 

Envy'd  Grimalkin's  glory  : 
Her  favourite  lap-dog  now  was  grown 
NeglecSed  ;  him  fhe  did  bemoan, 

And  rav'd  like  any  Tory. 

She  cannot  bear,  fhe  fwcars  (he  won't 

To  fee  the  cat  regarded  ; 
But  firmly  is  refolv'd  upon't, 
And  vows,  that,  whatfoe'er  comes  on't, 

She'll  have  the  cat  difcardcd. 

She' begs,  fhe  ftorms,  fhe  fawns,  fhe  frets, 

(Her  arts  are  all  employ 'd) 
And  tells  her  lady  in  a  pet. 
Grimalkin  cofl;  her  more  in  meat 

Than  all  the  rats  deflroy'd. 

At  length  this  fpiteful  waiting-maid 

Produc'd  a  thing  amazing  ; 
The  favourite  cat's  a  vidlim  made. 
To  fatisfy  this  prating  jade, 

And  fairly  turn'd  a-gtazing. 

Now  lap-dog  is  again  reftor'd 

Into  his  lady's  favour; 
Sumptuoufly  kept  at  bed  and  board. 
And  he  (fo  Nab  has  given  her  word) 

Shall  from  all  vermin  fave  her. 

Nab  much  exults  at  J;his  fuccefs. 
And,  overwhelm'd  with  joy, 
Her  lady  fondly  does  carels, 
And  tells  her,  Fubb  can  do  no  lefs 
Than  all  her  foes  deftroy. 

But  vain  fuch  hopes ;  the  mice  that  fled 

Return,  now  Grim's  difcarded  ; 
Whilft  Fubb  till  ten,  on  filken  bed, 
Securely  lolls  his  drowfy  head, 
And  leaves  cheefe  unregarded. 

Nor  rats  nor  mice  the  lap-dog  fear. 
Now  uncontrcU'd  their  theft  is : 
And  whatfoe'er  the  vermin  fpare. 
Nab  and  her  dog  betwixt  them  fhare, 
Nor  pie  nor  pippin  left  is. 

Mean  while,  to  cover  their  deceit. 
At  once,  and  flander  Grim  ; 

Nab  fays,  the  cat  comes  out  of  fpite, 

To  rob  her  lady  every  night, 
So  lays  it  all  on  him. 

Nor  com  fecnre  in  garret  high, 

Nor  cheelecake  fafe  in  clofet; 
The  cellars  now  iiiiguairded  lie, 
On  every  Ihelf  the  vermin  prey  ; 
And  ftill  Grimalkin  docs  it. 


The  gains  from  corn  aipa.cc  decay'd,  . 

No  bags  to  market  go  : 
Complaints  came  from  the  dairy-maid, 
The  mice  had  fpoil'd  her  butter  trade. 
And  eke  her  checfe  aUo. 

With  this  fame  lady  once  there  liv'd 

A  trufty  fervant-maid. 
Who,  hearing  this,  full  much  was  griev'd, 
Fearing  her  lady  was  deceiv'd, 

And  hallenM  to  her  aid. 

Much  art  fhe  us'd  for  to  difclofc 

And  find  out  the  deceit ; 
At  length  fhe  to  the  lady  goes, 
Difcovers  her  domeftic  foes, 

And  opens  all  the  cheat. 

Struck  with  the  fenfe  of  her  miftake, 

The  lady,  difcontented, 
Refolves  again  her  cat  to  take, 
And  ne'er  again  her  cat  furfake. 

Left  fhe  again  repent  it. 


THE  WIDOW  AND  HER  CAT; 

A  FABLE  f. 

A  WIDOW  kept  a  favourite  cat, 
-  At  firft  a  gentle  -creature  ; 
But.  when  he  was  growu  fleek  and  fat. 
With  many  a  moufe,  and  many  a  rat, 
Hfi  foon  difcios'd  his  nature. 

The  fox  and  he  were  friends  of  old, 

Nor  could  they  now  be  parted; 
They  nightly  flunk  to  rob  the  fold, 
Devour'd  the  lambs,  the  fleeces  fold; 
And  Pufs  grew  lion-hearted. 

He  fcratch'd  her  maid,  he  flole  the  cream. 

He  tore  her  befl  lac'd  pinner; 
Nor  Chanticleer  upon  the  Deam, 
Nor  chick,  nor  duckling  'fcapes,  when  Grim 

Invites  the  fos  to  dinner. 

The  dame  full  wifely  did  decree, 
For  fear  he  fhould  difpatch  more. 

That  the  fall'e  wretch  fhould  worried  be  ; 

But  in  a  faucy  manner  he 

Thus  fpeech'd  it  like  a  Lechmere  §  : 

"  Mufl  I,  againfl  all  right  and  law,         i 

"  Like  pole-cat  vile  be  treated  .'' 
"   I,  who  fo  long  with  tooth  and  claw, 
"  Have  kept  domeftic  mice  in  awe, 
"  And  foreign  foes  defeated  1 


t  In  Tindal's  "  Continuarion  of  Rapin,"  XVII.  4?4, 
this  fable  is  i'aid  to  be  by  Prior  or  Swilt.  In  Boyer's  "  Po- 
litical State,"  i7iO,  p.  519,  where  it  i s  a/'/^/jV<i  to liie  Quits 
o»  iMarlUorougii,  it  is  ("aiil  to  be  by  Swift  or  i'rior. 

4    file  telvbrutcd  lauyer. 
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"  Your  golden  pippin*,  and  your  pies, 

"  How  oft  have  I  defended ! 
"  Tis  true,  the  pinner  which  you  prize, 
"  I  tore  in  frolic  ;   to  your  eyes 

"  I  never  harm  intended. 

"  I  am  a  cat  of  honour."— "  Stay!" 

Quoth  fee,  "  no  longer  parley  ; 
"  Whate'er  you  did  in  battle  flay, 
"'By  law  of  arms,  became  your  prey  :  " 
»♦  I  hope  you  won  it  fairly. 

*'  Of  this  we'll  grant  you  ftand  acquit, 

"  But  not  of  your  outrages  : 
"  Tell  me,  perfidious  '.  was  it  fit 
"  To  make  ray  cream  a  perquifite, 

"  And  fteal,  to  mend  your  wage*  ? 

"  So  flagrant  is  thy  infulence, 

"  So  vile  thy  breach  of  truft  is, 
"  That  longer  with  thee  to  difpenfe, 
«'  Were  want  of  power,  or  want  of  fenfe— 
"  Here,  Towzer  ! — do  him  juftice." 


SONGS, 

SET  TO  MUSIC  BT  THi:  MOST  EMINENT  MASTERS* 
I,   Set  hy  Mr.  Abel. 

Reading  ends  In  melancholy; 

Wine  breeds  vices  and  difeafes; 
Wealth  is  but  care,  and  love  but  folly; 

Only  friendfliip  truly  pleafes. 
My  wealth,  my  books,  my  fla(k,my  Molly; 

I'arewell  all,  if  friendfliip  ceafes. 

II.    Set  by  Mr.  Purcell. 

Whither  would  my  paflinn  run 

Shall  I  fly  her,  or  puifue  htr  ?  ^ 

Lofing  her,  I  am  undone  ; 

Ye:  would  not  gain  her,  to  undo  her. 

Ye  tyrants  of  the  human  breaft. 

Love  and  reafon '.  ceafe  your  war. 
And  order  death  to  give  me  reft  ; 

bo  each  will  equal  triumph  fliare. 

III.  Set  by  Mr.DeFefcb, 

Strephonetta,  why  d'ye  fly  me. 

With  fuch  rigour  in  your  eyes  I 
Oh  !  'tis  cruel  to  deny  me. 

Since  your  charms  1  !•  much  prize. 

But  I  plainly  fee  the  reafon, 

Why  in  vain  i  you  pirfued; 
Her  to  gain  'twas  out  of  ftaftin, 

Who  before  the  chaplain  woo'd. 

IV.  Set  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Come,  weep  no  more,  for  ':i«  in  vpin; 
Torment  no:  thus  your  pretty  heart : 


Think,  Flavia,  we  may  meet  again. 
As  well  as,  that  we  now  muft  part. 

You  figh  and  weep  ;  the  gods  negledl 
That  precious  dew  your  eyes  let  fail : 

Our  joy  and  grief  with  like  refpeA 
They  mind  ;  and  that  is,  not  at  all. 

We  pray,  in  hopes  they  will  be  kind, 
As  if  they  did  regard  our  ftate  : 

They  hear ;  and  the  return  we  find 
Is,  that  no  prayers  can  alter  face. 

Then  clear  yeur  brow,  and  look  more  gay, 
Do  not  yourfelf  to  grief  refign  ; 

Who  knows  but  that  thofe  powers  may, 
The  pair  they  now  have  parted,  join  ? 

But  fince  they  have  thus  cruel  been, 
And  could  fuch  conftant  lovers  fever; 

I  dare  not  truft,  left,  now  they're  in, 
They  fiiould  divide  us  two  for  ever. 

Then,  Flavia,  come,  and  let  us  grieve. 
Remembering  though  upon  what  fcorc ; 

This  our  hft  parting  look  believe, 
Believe  we  muft  embrace  no  more. 

Yet  fliould  our  fun  fliine  out  at  laft. 
And  fortune,  without  more  deceit, 

Throw  but  one  reconciling  caft, 

To  make  two  wandering  lovers  meet; 

How  great  then  would  our  pleafure  be. 
To  find  Heaven  kinder  than  believ'd; 

And  we,  who  had  no  hopes  to  lee 
Each  other,  to  be  thus  deceiv'd  ! 

But  fay,  ftiould  Heaven  bring  no  relief, 
Suppofe  our  fun  fliould  never  rife  : 

Why  then  what's  due  to  fuch  a  grief, 
We've  paid  already  with  our  eyes. 

V.   Set  hy  Mr.  De  Fcfch. 

I^et  perjur'd  fair  Amynta  know, 
What  for  her  fake  I  undergo  ; 
Tell  her  for  her  how  I  fiiftain 
A  lingering  fever's  wafting  pain ; 
Tell  her  the  rornients  I  endure. 
Which  only,  only  flic  can  cure. 

Buf,  oh  I  fhe  fcorns  to  hear,  or  fee. 
The  wretch  that  lies  fo  low  as  me ; 
Her  fudden  greatnefs  turns  her  brain. 
And  Strephon  hopes,a!c5 !   in  vain  : 
■For  ne'er  'twas  found  (though  often  try'd] 
That  pity  ever  dwelt  with  pride. 

VI.  Set  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Philli!,  fincc  we  have  hoth  been  kind, 
And  (  f  each  other  had  our  fill : 

Tell  me  what  pleafure  you  can  find. 
In  forcing  nature  'gainft  her  wili* 


POEMS. 


k^^ 


TIs  true,  you  may  •with  art  and  pain, 
Keep  in  lome  glowings  of  defire  , 

But  ftill  thofe  glowings  which  remain, 
Are  only  alhes  of  the  fire. 

Then  let  us  free  each  orhers  foul. 
And  laugh  at  the  dull  conftant  fool, 

"Who  would  love's  liberty  control, 
And  teach  us  how  to  whine  by  rule. 

JLet  us  no  impofitions  fet. 

Or  clogs  upon  each  other's  heart ; 
Eut,  as  for  plcafure  firft  we  met, 

So  now  for  pleafure  let  us  part. 

We  both  have  fpent  our  ftock  of  love, 
So  conftquently  fhould  be  free ; 

Tbyrfis  expeds  you  in  yon'  grove. 
And  pretty  Chloris  ftays  for  mc. 

VII.  Set  by  Mr.  De  FefcL 

Fhillis,  this  pious  talk  give  o'er. 
And  modeftly  pretend  no  more; 

It  is  too  plain  an  art : 
Surely  you  take  mc  for  a  fool. 
And  would  by  this  prove  me  fo  dull. 

As  not  to  know  your  heart. 

In  vain  you  fancy  to  deceive, 
For  truiy  I  can  ne'er  believe 

But  this  is  all  a  (ham : 
rSince  any  one  may  plainly  fee. 
You'd  only  fave  yourfelf  with  me. 

And  with  another  damn. 

VIII.  Sd  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Still, Dorinda,  I  adore, 
Thinii  I  mean  not  to  deceive  you; 
Fcr  I  lov'dyou  much  before, 
And,  alas  I  now  love  you  more. 
Though  I  force  myfelf  to  leave  you. 

Staying,  I  my  vows  {hall  fail ; 
Virtue  yields,  as  love  grows  ftronger; 

fierce  defires  will  fure  prevail ; 

You  are  fair,  and  I  am  frail, 
And  dare  truft  myfelf  no  longer. 

You,  my  love,  too  cicely  coy. 
Left  I  fhould  have  gain'd  the  treafure. 
Made  my  vows  and  oaths  deftroy 
The  pleafiiig  hopes  I  did  enjoy 
®f  all  my  future  peace  and  pleafure* 

To  my  vows  I  have  been  true. 
And  in  filence  hid  my  anguilh, 
But  I  cannot  promife  too 
What  my  love  may  make  me  do. 
While  with  her  for  whom  1  languilh. 

For  in  thee  ftrange  magic  lies. 
And  my  heart  is  too,  too  tender  j 


N  othing's  proof  agalnfl  thofe  eye?, 
Beft  relolves  and  ftriiteft  ties 
To  their  force  rauft  foon  furrender. 

But,  Dorinda,  you're  fevere, 
I  mod  doating,  thus  to  fever  ; 

Since  from  all  I  hold  moft  dear, 

That  you  may  no  longer  fear, 
I  divorce  myfelf  for  ever. 

IX.  Set  by  Mr.  De  Fefc^» 

Is  it,  O  love,  thy  want  of  eyes. 

Or  by  the  fates  decreed. 
That  hearts  fo  feldom  fympathize. 

Or  for  each  other  bleed  ? 

If  thou  would'ft  make  two  youthful  heart? 

One  amorous  fhaft  obey; 
'Twould  fave  thee  the  expence  of  darts. 

And  moie  eiitcnd  thy  fway. 

Forbear,  alas !  thus  to  dcflroy 

Thyfelf,  thy  growing  power  ; 
For  that  which  would  be  ftretch'd  by  joy^ 

Defpair  will  foon  devour. 

Ah',  would  then  my  rekntlefs  fair, 

For  thy  own  fake  and  mine  ; 
That  boundlefs  blifs  may  be  my  fliare, 

And  double  glory  thine. 

X.   Stt  by  Mr.  Sfiilib. 

Why,  Harry,  what  ails  you  ?  why  look  y«m  fa 

fad? 
To  think  and  ne'er  drink,  will  make  you  ftark-mad. 
'Tis  the  miftrefs,  the  friend,  and  the  bottle,  old 

boy  ! 
Which  create  all  the  pleafare  poor  mortals  enjoys 
But  wine  of  the  three's  the  moft  cordial  brother, 
'Eoi  one  it  relieves,  and  it  ftrengthene  the  other;, 

XI.    S:t  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Since  my  words,  though  ne'er  fo  tender. 

With  fincereft  truth  expreft. 
Cannot  make  your  heart  furrender, 
-   Nor  fo  much  as  warm  your  breall : 

What  will  move  the  fprings  of  nature? 

What  will  make  you  think  me  true  ! 
Tell  me,  thou  myfterious  creature. 

Tell  poor  Strephon  what  will  do. 

Do  not,  Charmion,  rack  your  lover. 

Thus,  by  feeming  not  to  know 
What  fo  plainly  all  difcover. 

What  bis  eyes  fo  plainly  fliow. 

Fair  one,  'tis  yourfelf  deceiving, 

'Tis  againft  your  reafon's  law-s  : 
Atheift-like  (th'  effecft  perceiving^ 

Still  to  dilbelicve  the  caufc. 
KkiUj 
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XII.   Set  By  Mr.  Be  fefch. 


MoRiLLA,  charming  vfithout  art, 

And  kind  without  defign, 
Can  never  lofe  the  fmallefl  part 

Of  fuch  a  heart  as  mine. 

Oblig'd  a^thoufand  feveral  ways. 
It  ne'er  can  break  her  chains ; 

While  pafiion,  which  her  beauties  r^ife, 
My  gratitude  maintains. 

XIII.   Set  by  Mr.  Be  Fefch. 

Love  !  inform  thy  faithful  cretturc 
How  to  keep  his  fair  ont's  heart; 

Muft  it  be  by  truth  of  nature, 
Or  by  poor  diffembling  art  ? 

Tell  the  fecret,  fhew  the  wonder, 
How  we  both  m.ay  gain  our  ends ; 

I  am  loft  if  we're  afunder, 
Ever  tortur'd  if  we're  friends. 


XIV.  Sif  by  Mr.  Be  Tefd, 

Touch  the  lyre,  on  every  firing. 
Touch  it,  Orpheus,!  will  fing 
A  fong  which  fhall  immortal  be; 
Si;.ce  Ihe  I  fing'.-.  a  deity; 
A  Leonora,  whcfe  bleft  birth 
Has  Bo  relation  to  this  earth. 

XV.  Sei  by  Mr.  SmUb. 

Once  T  was  unconfin'd  and  free. 
Would  I  had  been  fo  ftiil  1'     ' 

Enjoying  fweeteft  liberty. 
And  roving  at  my  will. 

But  now,  not  mafter  of  my  hearty         < 

Cupid  does  fo  decide, 
That  two  Ihe-tyrants  Ihall  it  part, 

And  fo  poor  me  divide. 

Vicloria's  will  I  muft  obey. 

She  acSls  without  control : 
Phillis  lias  fuch  a  taking  way, 

6hc  charms  my  very  foul. 

Deceiv'd  by  Phillis'  looks  and  fmiles, 

Into  !.er  fn^rts  I  riin  : 
Vifloria  (how-  me  all  her  wiles, 

Which  yet  I  dare  not  fhun. 

From  one  I  fancy  every  kifs 

Has fomeihing  in't  divine; 
And,  awfcfl,  taH^  the  balmy  hlifs, 
'    That  joins  her  lips  with  mine. ' 

2ut,  when  the  other  I  embrace, 
'    Thoiigh  fhe'be  not  a  queen, 
Rethinks  'tisfweet  with  fuch  a  lafs 
'   To  tumble  on  the  green.  . 


Thus  here  you  fee  a  fiiared  heart, 

But  I,  meanwhile,  the  fool : 
Each  in  it  Has  an  equal  part, 

But  neither  yet  the  whole. 

Nor  will  it,  if  I  right  forecaft, 

To  either  wholly  yield  : 
I  find  the  time  approaches  faft. 

When  both  muft  quit  the  field. 

XVI.     Set  by  Mr.  Be  Fefih, 

Farewell,  Arnynta,  we  muft  part; 

The  charm  has  loft  its  power. 
Which  held  fo  faft  my  captiv'd  heart 

Until  this  fatal  hour. 

Hadft  thou  not  thus  my  love  abus'd, 

And  us'd  me  ne'er  fo  ill, 
Thy  cruelty  I  had  excus'd. 

And  1  had  lov'd  thee  ftill. 

But  know,  my  foul  difdains  thy  fway. 
And  fcorns  thy  charms  and  thee, 

To  which  each  fluttering  coxcomb  may 
As  welcome  be  as  me. 

Think  in  what  perfedl  blifs  you  reign'd, 

How  lov'd  before  thy  fall ; 
And  now,  alasl  hovy  much  difdain'd 

By  me,  and  fcorn'd  by  all. 

Yet  thinking  of  each  happy  hour. 
Which  I  with  thee  have  fpent,' 

So  robs  my  rage  of  all  its  power. 
That  I  almoft  relent. 

But  pride  will  never  let  be  bow, 
No  more  thy  charms  can  move  ; 

Yet  thou  art  worth  my  pity  now, 
Becaufe  tho^i  hadft  my  love. 

XVII.    Set  by  Mr.  Smith, 

Accept,  my  love,  as  true  a  heart 

As  ever  lover  gave  : 
'Tis  free  (it  rows)  from  any  art. 

And  proud  to  be  your  flave. 

Then  take  it  kindly,  as  'twas  meant, 

And  let  the  giver  live  : 
Who,  with  it,  would  the  world  have  fent. 

Had  it  been  his  to  give.  ' 

And,  that  Dorinda  may  not  fear 

I  e'er  will  prove  untrue. 
My  vow  ftiall,  ending  with  the  year, 

With  it  begin  anew. 

XYUI.     Set  by  Mr.  Be  Fefii, 

Nannt  bluftics  when  I  woo  her, 
And,  with  kindly-chiding  eyes. 

Faintly  fays,  I  fliall  undo  her, 
Faintly,  O  forbear  I  fte  cries. 
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But  her  breads  while  I  am  prefling, 
While  to  hers  my  lips  1  join, 

Warm'd  (he  feems  to  tafte  the  blefling, 
And  her  kifles  anfwer  mine. 

Undebauch'd  by  rules  of  honour, 
Innocence  with  nature  charms; 

One  bids,  gently  pufh  me  from  her. 
T'other,  take  me  in  her  arms. 


2^IX.     Sit  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Since  we  your  hufband  daily  fe? 

So  jealous  out  of  feafon, 
,  Phillis,  let  you  and  I  agree 

To  make  him  fo  with  reafon. 

I'm  vext  to  think,  that  every  night 

A  fot  within  thy  arms, 
Tafting  the  moft  divine  delight, 

Should  fully  all  your  charm*. 

While  fretting  I  mufl  lie  alone, 
Curfmg  the  powers  divine, 

That  undefervedly  have  thrown 
A  pearl  unto  a  fv/ine. 

Then,  Philiis,  heal  my  wounded  heart, 

My  burning  paflion  cool ; 
Let  me,  at  leaft,  in  thee  have  part 

With  thy  infipid  fool. 


XX.    Set  ly  C.  J^^, 

Phillis,  give  this  humour  over, 
We  too  long  have  time  abus'd; 

I  fhall  turn  an  arrant  rover. 
If  the  favour's  ftill  refus'd. 

Faith!  'tis  nonfcnfe  out  of  meafure, 

Without  ending,  thus  to  fee 
Women  fotc'd  lo  tafte  a  pleafure 

Which  they  love  as  well  as  we. 

Let  not  pride  and  folly  (hare  you, 
We  were  made  but  to  enjoy  ; 

Ne'er  will  age  or  cenfure  fpare  you, 
£'er  the  more  for  laeing  coy. 

Never  fancy  time's  before  yoy, 

'Youth,  believe  me,  will  away ; 
Then,  alas !  who  will  adore  you, 
"  Or  to  wrinkles  tribute  pay  ? 

All  the  fwalns  on  you  attending 

Show  how  much  your  charms  deferve; 

But,  mifer-like,  for  fear  of  fpending 
You  araidfl  your  plenty  ftarve. 

While  a  thoufand  freer  laffes, 

■Who  their  youth  and  charms  employ, 
Though  your  beauty  their's  furpaifes, 

Ljive  in  far  aiore  perfecl  joy. 
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Haste,  my  Nannette,  my  lovely  maid  ! 

Hafte  to  the  bower  thy  fwain  has  made ; 

For  thee  alone  I  made  the  bower. 

And  ftrew'd  the  couch  with  many  a  flower. 

None  but  my  fheep  fhall  near  us  come  : 

Venus  be  prais'd  '.  my  fheep  are  dumb. 

Great  God  of  love  '.  take  thou  my  crook. 

To  keep  the  wolf  from  Nannette's  flock. 

Guard  thou  the  fheep,  to  her  fo  dear ; 

My  own,  alas  '.  are  Icfs  my  care. 

But  of  the  wolf  if  thou'rt  afraid. 

Come  not  to  us  to  call  for  aid  ; 

For  with  her  fwain  my  love  fhall  flay, 

Though  the  wolf  prowl,  and  the  fheep  flray. 

XXII.    Sethy  Mr.Ik-Fefdb. 

Since  by  ill  fate  I'm  forc'd  away. 

And  Inatch'd  fo  foon  from  thofe  dear  arms, 
Againfl  my  will  I  muft  obey. 

And  leave  thofe  fweet  endearing  charms. 

Yet  flill  love  on,  and  never  fear, 
But  you  and  coullancy  will  prove 

Enough  my  prefent  flame  to  bear,  , 

And  make  me,  though  in  abfence,  love. 

For,  though  your  prefence  fate  denies, 

I  feel,  alas '.   the  killing  fmart ; 
And  can  with  undifcerned  eyes. 

Behold  your  pidure  in  my  heart. 

XXIir.    Set  by  Mr.  De  Fefd}. 

In  vain,  alas !  poor  Strephon  tries 

To  eafe  his  tortur'd  breaft  ; 
Since  Amoret  the  cure  denies, 

And  makes  his  pain  a  jefl.  i 

Ah  !  fair-one,  why  to  me  fo  coy  ? 

And  why  to  him  fo  true. 
Who  with  more  coldnefs  flights  the  joy. 
Than  I  with  love  purfue  i  , 

Die  then,  unhappy  lover !    die; 

For,  fince  (he  gives  thee  death. 
The  world  has  nothing  that  can  buy 

A  minute  more  of  breath. 

Yet,  though  I  could  your  fcorn  outlive, 

'Twcre  folly ;  fince  to  me 
Not  love  itfelf  a  joy  can  give, 

But,  Amoret,  in  thee. 

XXIV.  SetbyMr.BiFefch. 

Well  !  I  will  never  more  complain, 

Or  call  the  fates  unkind ; 
Alas  1  how  fond  it  is,  how  vain  ! 
But  felf-conceitcdnefsdoes  reign 

in  every  mortal  mind* 
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'Tis  true  they  long  did  me  deny, 

Nor  would  permit  a  fight : 
I  rag'd ;  for  I  could  not  efpy, 
Or  think  that  any  harm  could  lie 

Dirguis'd  in  that  delight. 

At  laft,  my  wiflies  to  fulfil, 

They  did  their  power  refign ; 
1  faw  her ;  but  I  wifli  I  ftill 
Had  been  obedient  to  their  will, 
And  they  not  unto  mine. 

Yet  I  by  this  have  learnt  the  wit,  ' 

Never  to  grieve  or  fret : 
Contentedly  I  will  fubmit. 
And  think  that  bcft  which  they  think  fit, 

Without  the  leaft  regret. 

XXV.SetlyMr.C.S. 

Chloe  beauty  has  and  wit, 

And  an  air  that  is  not  common ; 

Every  charm  in  her  docs  meet, 
fit  to  make  a  handfome  woman. 

But  we  do  not  only  find 

Here  a  lovely  face  or  feature  ; 

For  file's  merciful  and  kind. 

Beauty's  anfwer'd  by  good-naturc4 

She  is  always  doing  good, 
Of  her  favours  never  fparing, 

And,  as  all  good  Chriftians  fhou-ld. 
Keeps  poor  mortals  from  defpairing. 

Jove  the  power  knew  of  her  charms. 
And  tliat  no  man  could  endure  them; 

So,  providing  'gainft  all  harms, 
Gave  to  her  the  power  to  cure  them. 

And  'twould  be  a  cruel  thing, 

When  her  black  eyes  have  rais'd  defire, 
Should  flic  not  her  bucket  bring. 

And  kindly  help  to  quench  the  fire. 

XXVI. 

Since,  Moggy,  I  mun  bid  adieu. 

How  can  1  help  defpairing  ? 
Let  cruel  fate  us  ftill  purfue. 

There's  nought  more  worth  my  caring. 

•Twas  {he  alone  could  calm  my  foul, 
When  racking  thoughts  did  grieve  me; 

Her  eyes  my  trouble  could  control, 
And  into  joys  deceive  me. 

Farewell,  ye  brooks;  no  more  along 
Your  banks  mun  I  be  walking  ; 

No  more,  you'll  hear  my  pipe  or  fong, 
Or  pretty  Moggy's  talking. 

But  1  by  (^eath  an  end  vi'ill  give 
To  grief,  Cnce  we  mun  fever; 

For  who  can  after  parting  live, 
Ought  to  be  wretched  ever. 


XXVff. 


Some  kind  angel,  gently  flying, 
Mov'd  with  pity  at  my  pain, 

Tell  Corinna  I  am  dying, 
Till  with  joy  we  meet  again. 

Tell  Corinna,  fince  we  parted, 
I  have  never  known  delight : 

And  (hall  foon  be  broken-hearted. 
If  I  longer  want  her  fight. 

Tell  her  how  her  lover,  mourning, 
Thinks  each  lazy  day  a  year ; 

Curfing  every  morn  returning, 
Since  Corinna  is  not  here. 

Tell  her  too,  not  didant  places. 
Will  fhe  be  but  true  and  kind, 

Join'd  with  time  and  change  of  faces, 
E'er  fliali  Ihake  my  conftant  mind. 

XXVIII.    NELLY. 

Whilst  others  proclaim 

This  nymph,  or  that  fwain, 
Deareft  Nelly  the  lovely  I'll  fing; 

She  (hall  grace  every  verfe, 

I'll  her  beauties  reheatfe. 
Which  lovers  can't  think  an  ill  thing. 

Her  eyes  fhine  as  bright 

As  flars  in  the  night, 
Her  complexion  divinely  is  fairj 

Her  lips,  red  as  a  cherry. 

Would  a  hermit  make  merry. 
And  black  as  a  coal  is  her  hair. 

Her  breath,  like'a  rofe. 

Its  fweets  doesdifciofe, 
Whenever  you  ravifh  a  kifs; 

Like  ivory  inchas'd. 

Her  teeth  are  well  plac'd. 
An  exquifite  beauty  (he  is. 

Her  plump  breads  are  white. 

Delighting  the  fight. 
There  Cupid  difcovers  her  charms ; 

Oh  1  (pare  then  the  reft, 

And  think  of  the  beft : 
'Tis  heaven  to  die  in  her  arms. 

She's  blooming  as  May, 

Briflc,  lively,  and  gay ; 
The  graces  play  all  round  about  her  : 

She's  prudent  and  witty, 

Sings  wondroufly  pretty, 
And  there  is  no  living  without  her. 


MISCELLANEA. 

AD    COMITEM    DORCESTRia, 

J/i  Annum  ineunUm  l684> 

AD    JANUM. 

Sic  tua  perpetuis  fument  altaria  donis, 
Piurima  lie  fianunx  pabula  mittat  Ar^f ; 


POEMS. 


S'l 


Sic  dum  facra  novis  redimuntur  tempora  fertis, 

Neftoreos  pofcant  foemina  virque  dies  ; 
Caffide  depolitsi,  placidc  fic  nuncia  pacis 

Janua  fopito  cardine  limen  amet : 
Candida  procedant  feftivo  tempora  motu, 

Et  favcat  Domino  qualibet  hora  meo  1 
Publica  conciliis  gravibus  feu  commcaa  ti^aftet, 

Seu  vacuum  pecftus  mollior  urat  amor; 
Seu  pia  mordaci  meditetur  vulnera  charta, 

Vulriera  qux  tali  fola  levantur  oj^e  ; 
Seu  legat  oblito  facilis  mea  carmina  faftu, 

O  I  bene  carminibus  confule,  Dive,  mcis, 
Jane  fave,  Domini  venict  natalis  ad  aras; 

O  I  fuperis  ipfis  facra  fit  ilia  dies  : 
Sacra  fit  ilia  dies,  niveoque  notata  lapillo, 

Qua  tulit  illuftris  nobile  mater  onus, 
Qua  mihi,  patronum  geftit,  gcntique  Quiritem, 

Artificique  Deo  pene  dcdifle  parem. 


AD  DOM.  GOWER,  COLL.  MAGISTRUM, 

EFISTOLA    DEPRECATORIA. 

Nisi  tuam  jampridem  benevolcntiam  et  laudatam 
ab  expertis  audiviffem,  et  expertus  ipfe  fxpiflime 
laudaffem,  et  pudor  et  triftitia  confcio  mihi  filen- 
tium  indixiflenc  :  at  enim  V.  R.  dura  coram  pa- 
trono,  amico,  patre,  provolvor,  te  non  dubitat 
impetrare  audax  dolor  per  accepta  olim  beneficia, 
per  efiluentes  lacrymas  (et  hae  mentiri  nefciunt) 
pcrque  tuum  ifthunc  celeberrimum  candorem, 
qucm  imprudens  laeli,  folicitus  repeto  ut  peccanti 
jgnofcas,  et  obliteres  crimen,  ut  non  folum  ad 
condifcipulorum  menfam,  fed  ad  magiftri  gratiam 
rcilituatur,  favoris  tui  ftudiofiflimus,  M.  P. 


CARMEN  DEPRECATORIUM 


AD    EUNDEM. 


Iratas  acuit  dum  laefus  Apollo  fagittas, 

Megleilas  renovat  mcefta  Thalia  preces; 
Qualefcurique  poteft  jejune  promere  cantu  : 

Keumihi  non  eft  resingeniofa  fames! 
Grana  ncges,  alacri  languet  vis  ignea  gallp, 

Deme  laboranti  pabula,  languet  equus. 
Latrantis  ftomachi  fterilis  nee  pafcis  hiatum 

Daphni,  nee  arentem  Caftalis  unda  fitim. 
Turn  bene  laffatur  Flaccus  cum  dixerit  Ohe  '. 

Pieriafque  merum  nobilitavit  aquas. 
Jejuni  depreffa  jacet  vel  Mufa  Maronis, 

Flet  culicem  efuriens  qui  fatur  arma  canit, 
O  fi  Mscenas  major  mihi  riferit,  O  ii 

Fulgenti  folitum  regnet  in  ore  jubar, 
Crimine  purgato  pie  poft  jejunia,  Mufa 

Inciperet  prsful  gtandia,  teque  loqui. 

M.  P. 


"    DOM    BIBIMUS— 

**    OBREPIT    NON    1NTEI.LECTA    SENECTHS." 

SiSTE  mero  bibulas  cfFufo  temporis  alas, 
Heftcrnumve  aiinax  coge  redire  diem ; 
1 


Nil  facis;  ufque  volabit  inexorabilis  attas, 
Caniticmque  caput  fcntiet  atquc  lugas, 

I  brevis,  et  properans  in  funus  ne<Ste  corollas^ 
Mox  conflagrando  conde  Falerna  rogo. 

Clepfydra  Saturni  tua  nee  cryftallina  diflant, 
DuQi  motu  parili  vinum  et  atena  fluunt. 

Dum  loquor,  ecce !  perit  redimltae  gloria  frontlj^ 
Dat  rofa  de  fertis  lapfa,  Memento  mori. 

Sed  tibi,  dum  noras  nimis  propcrare  pueilas, 
Ut  citius  runipat  ftamina,  Bacchus  adeft. 

Deftituic  csecum  fubito  folcbrius  crbem, 
Occafum  tretnulo  narrat  adefTe  rubor. 

M.  P* 


REVERENDO    IN    CHRISTO    PATI^ 

THOM-ffi  SPRAT, 

EPISCOPO  -ROFFENSI,  &C. 
t.UOXIfCtVUV. 

ViciMus,  exultans  faufto  crepat  omine  Daphnisj 

Teftaturque  bones  nuncia  fibra  Deos; 
Grandius  eloquium  meditare,  Thalia,  patronum 

Quern  modo  laudafti,  nunc  vcnerare  patrem. 
Quis  putet  incertis  vOivi  fubtegmina  Parcis  ? 

Quis  mcritos  sequum  deftituiffe  Jovem  i 
Cum  virtute  tuum  crefcit  decus,  au<3;e  facerdos, 

Impatienfque  breves  fpernit  utrumque  modos, 
Qnaliter  Elseo  felix  in  pulvere  vidtor, 

Cui  femel  ornatas  lambit  oliva  comas, 
Sufpirans  partas  queritur  marccfcere  frondes, 

Et  parat  clapfas  ad  nova  bella  rotas : 
Sic  tibi  major  honos  veteres  protrudit  honores^ 

Metaquc  prseterit^e  laudis  origo  nova:  eft : 
Phoebaeas  juvenile  caput  cinxcrc  corollje, 

Palma  viri  decuit  tempora,  mitra  fenis. 

M.  P. 


EPISTOLA  EODEM  TEMPORE  MISSA; 

Cum  voluntas  regia,  optimatum  confenfus,  bo- 
norumque  omnium  ftudia  infulam  merenti  concef- 
ferint,  ignofcas,  pater  reverenJe,  quod  inter  com- 
munem  populi  plaufum  cliens  eo  minus  ad  enar- 
randum  fufficiens  quo  beneficiis  plus  fuerim  de- 
vindus,  et  tuos  in  ecclefia  honores  et  ecclefias  i. 
tuis  honoribus  felicitatem  feftinet  gratulari,  faworig 
tui  ftudiofiflimus,  M.  p. 


AD  FRANC.  EPISC.  ELIENSEM, 

ExoRATA  boni  tribuerunt  munara  Divi, 
Patronique  novus  tempora  cingit  honos, 

Concedas  hilaris  repetitum  Mufa  laborem, 
Et  notum  celebres,  et  mihi  duke  decus. 

O  fi  te  canerem,  praeful  venerabilis,  O  fi 
f  tftula  cum  titulis  crefceret  audta  tuis, 
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^que  turba  tibi  non  cederet  ima  clientum, 
Cederet  ac  numeris  optima  Mufa  meia. 

Hoc  tamen  utmeditor.mihiquid  nifivotafuperfimt? 
Imbelles  humeros  nobile  laffat  onus. 

Ergo  minor  virtus  celcbretur,  dum  tibi  praeful 
Quod  laudem  fuperes  gloiia  major  crit. 

Gum  virtutes  tuas  unufquifqve  coUaudet  ct  ho- 
Bores  gratuletur,  noftrse  V.  R.  audaclae  ignofcat 
tua  benignitas,  fi  minima  pollens  eloquentii,  ar- 
dertiffimo  tamen  ftudio  accenfus,  ad  communem 
populi  chorum  adjungens  vocera,  cum  virum  op- 
timum turn  benigniffinium  celebret  patronum,  qui, 
tuismaxime  devincflus  beneficiis,  funimoperc  co- 
patnr  merito  vocari 

Favoris  tui  ftudiofiflimus,  M.  P. 


•*    <y7IC<yJID  VULT,  VALDE    VtJtT." 

DoM  tingit  Siculus  folis  ccclique  meatus, 
Aftra  polofque  tuos  quos  fibi  condit  habet. 

Nil  facit  inftantis  mo  tis  bcUique  tumultus ; 
Ufque  fed  egregium  fedulus  urget  opus. 

J4o»  vacat  exiguje  curas  impendere  vitae  ; 
Sat  Ubi  curarum  Conditor  orbis  habec 


IN  COMITIS  EXONIENSIS  CHRIST  AM, 

TRITICI  FASCEM  LEONIBUS  SUSTENTATUM,  1689. 

Lemma,  •'  SuJIentare  et  Behellare." 

Piric  tibi  dat  fortes  Cybele  veneranda  leoncs, 

Flavaque  colle<ftas  addit  Eleufis  opes : 
Invidii  major,  vidloque  potentior  aevo, 

I  decus,  I  noftra  Ceciliana  domus. 
Sparge  inopi  fruges,  et  pelle  leonibushoftem; 

Copia  quid  valet  hinc,  quid  timor  inde,  refer. 
Pollens  muneribus  belli  vei  pacis,  habes,  quo 

Atque  homines  fuperes,  atque  imitere  Deos. 


EPITAPHIUM. 

M.  S.  Caroli  Montague, 

Honorabllis  Georgii  de  Horton  in  agro  Northanto- 

nienfi 

Filius  natu  fextus, 

Henrici  Comitis  de  Manchefter  nepos, 

Scholiae  Rcgiae  Weftmonafterienfis  Alumnus, 

CoUcgi  S.  S.  Triniratis  Cantabrigienfis  Socius. 

JLiteras  humauiores  feliciter  excoluit, 

Et  in  difpari  laudis  genere  ciarus, 

Inter  Poetas  pariter  ac  Oratores  Anglos  excelluit : 

Magna  ingenii  indole  ; 

Bonarumque  artfum  difciplinis  inflrudlus, 

Ex  Academi.x  umbraculis 

In  confpeclum  hominuni  prodiit, 


Literatorum  dccus  et  pr«fidium. 

Omni  dehinc  cogitatione 

Coramuni  bono  promovendo  incubuit : 

Breviqne  hunc  virum, 

Sua  in  fenatu  folertia,  in  concilio  providentia, 

In  utroqiie,  juftitia,  fides,  audoritas, 

Ad  gcrendam  ararii  curam  evexit: 

Ubi  laborantibus  fifci  rebus  opportune  fubvenlcnl, 

Simul  monetara  argenteam 

Magno  Republicae  detrimento  imminutam 

De  novo  cudi  fecit ; 

Et  inter  abfolvendum  tantje  molis  opus, 

Flagrante  etiam  bello, 

Impreflls  chartulis 

Pecuwarum  rationem  pretiumque  impertiit. 

His  meritis  et  patriae  et  priiicipis  gratiamconfecutuS, 

Fauiiliam  fuam  diu  illuilrem.illuftriorem  reddidit; 

Baro  fcilicet,  deinde  Comes  de  Halifax  creatus, 

Ad  tres  Montacutani  nominis  proceres  quartus  ac- 

ceflit. 

Summo  dcnique  Perifcelidis  honore  ornatus, 

Publici  commodi  indefeffus  adhuc  confultor, 

Media  inter  conamina,otium  cum  dlgnitate, 

Quod  defideravit,  et  meruit,  vix  tandem  aflecutus; 

(Proh  brevem  humanarum  rerum  fiduciam^) 

Omnibus  bonis  flebilis  occidit, 

XXI  die  Mail,  Anno  Salutis  m.dccxv. 

iEtatis  fuae  liv. 

Patruo  de  fe  optime  merenti, 

Et  bonorum  et  honorum  hseres, 

Georgius  comes  de  Halifax. 


EPITAPH. 


Here  lies  Sir  Thomas  Powrs,  Knight : 

As  to  hi-  Profeffion, 

In  accufing  cautious;  in  defending  vehement ; 

In  all  his  pleadings  fedate,  clear,  and  itroug  ; 

In  all  his  decifions  unprejudic'd  and  equitable. 

He  ftudied,  pradlifed,  and  governed  the  Law 

In  fuch  a  manner,  that 

Nothingequalledhi5knowledge,excepthiseloquencc; 

Nothing  excelled  both,  except  his  juilice. 

As  to  his  Life, 

He  poflefled,  by  a  natural  happinefs. 

All  thofe  civil  virtues  wrhich  form  the  gentleman  : 

And  to  thefe,  by  divine  goodnefs,  were  added 

That  fervant  zeal  and  extenfive  charity, 

Which  diftinguifti  the  perfed  Chriftian  1 

The  tree  is  knotvn  by  Ins  fruit. 

He  was  a  loving  hulband.and  an  indulgent  father, 

A  conftawt  friend,  and  a  charitable  patron ; 

Frequenting  the  devotions  of  the  church  ; 

Pleading  the  caufe,  and  relieving  the  neceilitiee, 

of,  the  poor. 

What  by  example  he  taught  throughout  his  life. 

At  his  death  he  recommended  to  his  family  and 

friends  : 

"  To  fear  God,  and  live  uprightly." 

Let  whoever  reads  this  ftone,  j 

Be  wife,  and  be  initrut^ed. 
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In  eafy  dialogues  is  Fletcher  s  praife  ; 

He  mov'd  the  mind,  but  had  no  power  to  raife  : 

Great  Jonfon  did  by  ftrength  of  judgment  pleafe  ; 

Yet  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  eafe  s 

But  both  to  CoNGREVE  juftly  fhall  fubmit  ; 

One  match'd  in  judgment,  both  o'er-match'd  in  wit. 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  fee, 

Ethirege  his  courtfhip,  Southerners  purity; 

The  fatire,  wit,  and  flrength  of  manly  IVycherly, 

This  is  your  portion  ;  this  your  native  ftore ;  •> 

Heav'n  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before,  ^ 

To  Shatfpeare  gave  as  much  ;  flie  could  not  give  him  more.  ^ 

DRTDEN's  verses  TO  CONCRETE. 
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^i^iLLiAM  CoNGREVE,  onc  of  the  grcatcfl  names  in  the  Englifh  drama,  was  the  fon  of  William 
Congreve,  Efq  fecond  fon  of  Richard  Congreve,  Efq.  of  Congreve  and  Stretton,  in  StafFordfhire. 

He  was  born,  as  appears  by  the  infcription  on  his  monument,  in  1672 ;  but  the  place  of  his  birth 
is  differently  afligned  by  his  biographers. 

Jacob,  from  information  communicated  by  himfelf,  afferts,  that  he  drew  his  firfl  breath  at  the 
village  of  Bardfa,  near  Leeds  in  Yorkfhire,  which  was  the  eftate  of  Sir  John  Lewis,  his  great  uncle 
ty  the  mother's  fide. 

In  the  "  General  Didtionary,"  it  is  contended,  on  the  authority  of  his  friend  Southerne,  that  he 
was  a  native  of  Ireland  :  but  it  is  not  faid  when  or  where  he  was  born ;  nor  are  thefe  circumftanees 
mentioned  in  the  Englifti  tranflatiou  of  Sir  James  Ware's  works,  in  which  his  life  is  inferted  as  a 
native  of  that  country. 

Notwithftsnding  his  own  affertion,  Dr.  Johnfon  is  fo  deficient  in  candour  as  to  "  doubt  whether 
he  told  the  truth  about  his  birth,"  and  infinuates  a  fufpicion  of  his  maintaining  a  "  falfehood  of  con- 
venience or  vanity ;"  for  which  there  does  not  appear  to  be  any  fufficlent  reafon,  as  his  veracity  was 
as  unqueflionable  as  his  genius ;  and  bis  afligning  fo  particularly  the  place  in  Yorkfliire,  where  he 
declared  he  was  born,  has  all  the  appearance  of  truth. 

His  laft  biographer,  the  learned  and  candid  Dr.  Kippis,  decidedly  prefers  his  own  teftlmoay  to 
that  of  Southerne,  who  might  poffibly  be  miftaken,  or  might  very  probably  be  firmly  perfuaded, 
from  his  having  feen  him  a  youth  in  Ireland,  that  he  was  his  countryman. 

His  own  authority  for  the  matter  of  fadl,  publifhcd  by  Jacob  in  his  lifetime,  feems  fo  ftrong,  that 
at  firft  fight  it  muft  appear  not  only  probable,  but  morally  certain,  that  England  is  entitled  to  the 
honour  of  his  birth. 

In  the  preface  to  "  The  Poetical  Regifter,"  printed  in  1719,  Jacob,  fpeaking  of  the  communica* 
tions  which  he  had  received  from  living  authors,  has  this  paflage  :  "  I  am  in  particular  obliged  to 
Mr.  Congreve  for  his  free  and  early  communication  of  what  relates  to  himfelf,  as  well  as  bis  kind 
direftions  for  the  compofing  this  work." 

His  father  carried  him,  when  a  child,  into  Ireland,  where  he  then  had  fome  military  employment, 
but  afterwards  was  fteward  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  which  fixed  his  refidencc  there. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  in  the  fchool  of  Kilkenny,  and  gave  very  early  proofs 
of  a  poetical  genius.  His  firft  attempt  in  poetry,  it  is  faid,  was  a  copy  of  verfes  on  the  death  of  his 
matter's  magpie. 

He  went  from  the  fchOol  of  Kilkenny  to  the  univerfity  of  Dublin,  where,  in  a  very  fliort  time, 
under  the  direilion  of  Dr.  St.  George  Aflie,  he  became  perfedly  acquainted  with  the  differenc 
branches  of  polite  literature,  and  acquired- a  corredl  and  critical  knowledge  of  the  dailies. 

Having  palTed  through  the  ufual  preparatory  fludies  with  great,  celerity  and  fuccefs,  his  fither 
thought  it  proper  to  affign  him  a  profeflion  ;  and,  about  the  time  of  the  Revolution,  fent  him,  at  the 
age  of  Cxteen,  to  fludy  law  in  the  Middle  Temple,  where  he  lived  for  feveral  years,  but  with  very 
little  attention  xojiatutes  or  reports. 

His  difpofition  to  become  an  author  appeared  very  early ;  for,  at  the  age  cf  feventcen,  he  wrote  a 
novel,  called  lucegnita,  or  Love  and  Dut;^  ^ecomlkd,  which,  under  the  affunied  name  of  Cleo^Ul,  he  de- 
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dicated  to  Mrs.  Catharine  Levefon.  His  defign  in  writing  It,  was  to  fliow  how  works  of  tlus  kin4 
ought  to  be  written.  It  is  praifed  by  his  biographers,  though  Dr.  Johnfon  faftidioufly  fays,  he 
"  would  rather  praife  it  than  read  it,"  and  has  merit  for  Atch  a  time  of  life.  It  is  chiefly  diftin- 
guifhed  by  that  intricacy  of  plot,  which  he  afterwards  fo  much  difplayed  in  his  dramatic  writings; 
and  fomething  alfo  may  be  traced  in  the  dialogue  parts  of  his  fucceeding  corrufcations  of  wit.  i'hc 
ftory,  however,  is  very  unnatural. 

About  three  years  after  his  return  to  England,  he  wrote  his  firft  dramatic  performance,  Th;  Old 
Bachelor,  "  to  amufe  himfelf,"  as  he  fays,  "  in  a  flow  recovery  from  a  fit  of  ficknefs."  It  was  a<ftcd 
at  the  theatre  in  Drury  Lane,  in  1693,  when  he  was  not  more  than  twenty-one  years  old-,  atid  was 
then  recommended  by  Dryden,  Southerne,  and  Maynwaring,  who,  finding  it  deficient  in  fome  things 
requifite  to  the Tuccefs  of  its  exhibition,  fitted  it  for  the  ftage.  Dryden  faid,  that  he  had  never  feen 
fuch  a  firfl  play. 

"Such  a  com.edy,  written  at  fuch  an  age,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  requires  fome  confideration.  As. 
the  lighter  fpecles  of  dramatic  poetry  profeffes  the  imitation  of  common  life,  of  veal  manner.',  and 
common  incidents,  it  apparently  prefuppofes  a  familiar  knowledge  of  many  charaders,  and  exaift 
obfervatlons  of  the  pafling  world ;  the  difficulty,  therefore,  is,  to  conceive  how  this  knowled-^e  can 
be  obtained  by  a  boy." 

.Cut  if  the  Old  Bachelor  be  more  nearly  examined,  it  will  be  found  to  be  one  of  thofe  comedies, 
whlgh  may  be  made  by  a  mind  vigorous  and  acute,  and  furniftied  with  fuch  comic  charaflers  by  the 
perufal  of  other  poets,  without  much  adlual  conmieice  with  mankind.  The  dialogue  is  one  coh- 
ftant  reciprocation  of  conceits,  or  clafli  of  wit,  in  which  nothing  flows  neceflarily  from  the  occafion, 
or  is  diftated  by  nature.  The  charaflers,  both  of  men  and  women,  are  either  fiditious  and  artifi- 
cial, or  eafy  and  common  ;  and  the  catafl;rophe  afifes  from  a  mifliake  not  Very  probably  produced,  by 
marrying  a.  woman  in  a  nialk. 

Yet  thjs  gay  comedy,  when  all  thefe  dedudllons  are  made,  will  ilil!  remain  the  work  of  very 
powerful  and  fertile  faculties  :  the  dialogue  is  quick  and  fparkling,  the  incidents  fuch  as  feize  the  at- 
tention, and  the  wit  fo  exuberanf,  that  it  "  o'erinforms  its  tenement." 

The  Old  ?:achclor,  when  printed,  was  dedicated  to  Lord  Clifford,  elded  fon  of  the  Earl  of  Bur- 
lington, the  friend  and  patron  of  his  father. 

The  fuccefs  that  attended  this  play  upon  the  flage,  and  after  it  came  from  the  prcfs,  was  Angu- 
larly beneficial  to  Congreve ;  for  it  procured  him  the  patronage  of  Montague,  who  immediately 
made  him  one  of  the  Commiffioners  for  licenfing  coaches,  and  foon  after  gave  him  a  place  in  the  Pipe 
Office,  and  another  in  the  Cuftoms,  of  fix  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

The  next  year,  he  produced  the  Double  Dealer,  which  was  not  received  with  equal  kindnefs, 
though  the  charafters  of  it  are  ft;rongly  drawn,  the  wit  genuine  and  original,  the  plot  finely  laid,  and 
the  Condudlt  inimitable.  It  was  dedicated  to  his  patron,  Montague,  and  defended  againft  the  capri- 
cious difpofition  of  audiences,  with  a  confiderable  difplay  of  critical  ability.  Dryden,  his  poetical  fa. 
ther,  adtirefled  a  copy  of  verfes  to. him  on  its  appearance,  which  are  generally  known  ;  and  Hopkins 
alfo  wrote  a  copy  of  verfes  on  the  fame  occafion. 

The  exhibition  of  both  thofe  plays  was  honoured  by  the  prefence  of  Qneen  Mary,  on  whofe  death, 
■which  happened  in  the  clofe  of  this  year,  he  teftified  his  gratitude,  and  concurred  with  the  general 
forrow,  by  writing  The  Mourning  Mufe  of  Alexis ^  an  clegical  paftorai,  which  has  been  extravagantly 
commended.  ' 

In  1695,  he  rroduced  Zoi'.»/or  Zcw,  with  which  the  new  theatre,  in  Lincoln's^Inn-T^ields,  was 
opened,  under  the  dircdlion  of  Betterton.  It  met  with  fo  much  fuccefs,  that  Bettertnn  and  the 
other  managers  made  him  an  offer  of  a  whole  fliare  with  them  in  their  profits,  on  rendition  of  his 
furnifhing  them  with  a  new  play  every  year,  which  he  accepted.  It  was  dedicated  to  the  Eatl  of 
Dorfet,  the  univetfal  patron.  It  is  frequently  aded  with  the  approbation  it  juftly  merits.  It  is,  as 
Dr.  j!>hnfon  obferves,  of  nearer  alliance  to  life,  and  exhibits  more  real  manners  than  either  the  Old 
Bachelor  oi;  the  Double  Diahr.  The  charafter  of  Forefight  was  then  Common.  The  Sailor  is  not 
accounted  very  natural,  but  he  is  very  pleafant. 
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Two  years  afterwards  (1697),  he  produced  the  Moumi/ir  BiiJe,  a  tragedy,  which  was,  received 
with  more  applaufe  ;han  any  other  of  his  plays,  and  ftill  continues  to  be  acfled  and  applauded.  The 
verilfication  is  regular,  the  plot  is  bui'y  and  intricate,  and  the  events  take  hold  ..n  the^afention.  It 
is  fo  written.  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  as  to  fliow  him  fufficiently  qualified  for  eit4ier  kind  of  dramatic 
poetry.  But,  except  a  very  few  paffages,  he  adds,  w^  are  rather  amazed  wi  h  noife,  and  pe  plexed 
Vith  (Iratagem,  than  entertained  wirh  any  true  delineation  of  natural  chat  afters.  It  is  not  wi'hout 
faults;  but  it  has  confiderable  excellencies  .  and  it  is  fome  argument  in  its  favi.ur  that  it  maintains 
its  popularity  on  the  theatre.  Mrs.  SiddAns  has  not  deemed  it  derogatory  to  her  reputati<tn  to  ap- 
pear frequently  in  the  charadler  of  Zara, 

To  thefe  ftridlures,  Dr.  Johnfon  has  added  a  p.\irage  highly  to  Congreve's  honour  :  "  But  what- 
ever objedions  may  be  made  either  tp  his  comic  or  tragic  utcelK'ncies,  they  are  loft  at  once  in  a 
blaze  of  admiration,  when  it  is  rememb.-red  that  he  had  produced  tbti'e  four  plays  before  h£  had 
paffed  his  twenty-fifth  year  ;  before  other  men,  even  fuch  as  are  Tome  time  to  fhine  in  eminence,  have 
pafTed  their  probation  of  literature,  or  prefume  to  hope  for  any  other  notice  than  fuch  as  is  beftowed 
on  diligence  and  inquiry.  Among  all  the  effefls  of  early  genius  which  literary  hiflory  records,  I 
doubt  whether  any  one  can  be  produced  that  more  furpaffes  the  comaion  limits  of  nature  than  the 
plays  of  Congre^e." 

In  1698,  the  famous  Jeremy  Collier  publilhed  his  "  Short  View  of  the  Immorality  and  Profane- 
nefs  of  the  Englifli" Stage,"  in  which  he  cenfured,  with  fierce  and  implacable  feverity,  mod  of  the 
diamatic  writers,  from  Dryden  to  Durfey.  Cotigreve,  among  others,  attempted  an  anfwer,  under 
a  very  plain  title  :  Amendments  of  Mr.  Colihrs  Falfe  and  'ImperftB  Citations,  \S)e.  from  the  Old  Bachelor^ 
Double  Dealer,  Love  for  Low,  Mourning  BriSc  :  By  the  Author  of  thefe  Plays.  It  was  addreffcd  to 
his  friend  Walter  Aloyi^,  Efq.,  and  contained  a  modeft,  but  fpirited' jullification  of  the  greateft  part 
of  the  pafTages  oDJefted  to;  but  it  was  totally  out  of  his  power  to  defend  the  general  tendency  of 
hie  plays.  Collier  replied,  with  equal  zeal,  and  pertinacity,  and  lived  to  fee  the  reward  of  his  labouf 
in  the  retornia'ion  of  the  llage. 

In  1700,  his  laft  comedy,  The  Way  of  the  World,  was  exhibited  at  Lincoln's- Inn- Fields.,  It  met 
with  but  indifferent  fuccefs,  though  it  is  perhaps  the  m.>ft  perfeiil  of  all  his  comedies.  The  language 
is  pure,  the  wit  genuine,  the  charadlers  natural,  and  the  painting  highly  finifhed.  It  is  now  as  fre- 
(juently  performed  as  any  <  f  his  other  plays. 

The  fate  of  this  play,  whjch  was  written,  as  he  hints  in  the  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Montague, 
with  great  labour  and  much  thought,  completed  his  difguft  at  the  theatre ;  and  fri  m  this  time  he 
refolved  to  commit  his  quiet  and  his  fame  no  more  to  the  caprice  of  an  audience  ;  Upon  which  Den- 
nis well  obferved,  that  Congreve  quitted  the  ftage  early,  and  that  comedy  quitted  it  with  him. 

He  af;erwards  produced  two  mufical  pieces,  The  fudgmcnt  of  Paris,  a  mafque,  performed  in  170I, 
and  Semele.  an  opera,  which  was  never  reprefentcd.  '' 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  a  Hymn  to  Harmony,  in  honour  of  St.  Cecilia's  day,  which  was  fct  to 
ttiufic  by  Mr.  Eccles,  a  famous  compofer,  «ho  fet  the  fongs  in  his,  opera. 

In  1705,  he  wrote  The  Tears  of  Amaryllis  for  Amyntas-,  a  paftoral,  on  the  d£ath''of  the  Marquis  of 

Blandford,  only  fon'  of  the  Duke  "of  Marlborough,  which  he  addreffed  to  Lord  Treafurer  Godol- 

phin. 

.      About  the  fame  time,  Marlborough's  vidlories  furnifhed  him  with  materials  for  An  Ode  to  the  ^een- 

In  another  Pindaric  Ode  he  celebrated  that  great  flatefman  and  true  patriot.  Lord  Godolphin  ;  td 

which  he  added,  a  criticifm  on  that  fpecies  of  poetry. 

Though  he  very  feldom  rifked  the  charatiler  he  had  obtained  for  the  fake  of  exalting  it,  yet  he 
never  miffed  any  opportunity  of  paying  his  compliments  to  his  illuflrious  friends,  nor  negle<51ed 
any  occafion  of  fhowing  his  gratitude  to  thole  of  a  Icfs  exalted  Ration. 

He  wrote  an  epilogue  to  liis  old  friend  Southerne's  "  Oroonoko,"  and  Dryden  has  acknowledged 
his  afliftance  in  the  tranflation  of  Virgil.  He  contributed,  by  his  verfion  of  the  eleventh  fatire  of  Ju- 
venal, to  the  tranflation  of  that  poet,  publifhed  by  Dryden  ;  and  wrote  a  copy  of  vcrfes  to  him 
on  his  tranflation  of  Perfius.  He  wrote  alfo  a  prologue  for  a  play  of  Mr.  Charles  Dryden's,  and 
^ave  a  nobie  teflimony  of  his  filial  regard  to  the  memory  of  his  father,  in  the  dedication  »f  his  plays 
to  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle, 
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In  1710,  lie  puWifhed  a  colleAion  of  his  plays  and  niifcellaneous  pocm=,  with  a  dedication  to  T-fa- 
lifax ;  and  thoujjh  he  lived  many  years  after  the  publication,  yet  he  almi-ft  added  nothing  to  thcni, 
hi't  lived  on  in  literary  indrlence,  er.gajjed  in  no  cnntroverfy,  and  contending  with  no  'rival,  but 
j.alTing  his  time  amon^  the  great  and  fplendid,  in  the  placid  enjoyment  of  his  fame  and  fortune. 

He  continued  always  of  the  V^^hig  party;  bat  without  violence  or  acrimony;  and  his  firmnefi 
and  abilities  were  fo  much  honoured  by  the  adveife  party,  that  when,  upon  the  removal  of  the 
Whigs,  fome  intercefuon  ^as  ufed  left  he  flioiild  be  difplaced,  Harley  made  this  anfwer  : 
i'Tiin  obrufa  adeo  geflanius  pe<ftora  Pceni         ''  ^ 
Nee  tam  averfus  equos  Tyria  fol  jung'it  ab  urbe. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  George,  when  his  friends  returned  to  power,  he  was  made  Secretary  for 
the  ifland  of  Jamaica,  which,  with  his  place  in  the  Cui'.oms,  is  faid  to  have  afforded  him  izool. 
B-year. 

Thus  exalted,  above  dependence,  he  gave  himfclf  no  trouble  about  reputation.  He  wifhed  to  be 
confidered  rather  a«  a  man  of  faihion  than  of  wit ;  and  when  he  received  a  vifit  from  Voltaire,  diP 
gufted  him  by  defiring  to  be  confidered  not  as  an  author,  but  a  gentleman  ;  to  which  the  French 
poet  replied,  "  that  if  he  had  been  only  a  geritleniah,  he  fhould  not  have  come  to  vifit  him." 

The  common  fenfe  cf  mankind  Will  find  it  difficult  to  acquit  Congreve  of  fome  degree  of  vanity 
and  affeclation  iri  his  reception  of  Voltaire,  yet  he  has  found  an  ingenious  defender  in  an  eminent 
modern  poet.  "  I  have  often  thoujjht,"  fays  Mafon,  in'his  memcirs  of  Gray,  "  that  Mr.  Congreve 
might  very  well  be  vindicated  on  this  head,  it  feldorh  happens  that  the  vanity  of  authorfhip  con- 
tinues to  the  end  of 'a  nian's  da^s.  It  ufually  foon  leave?  him  where  it  found  him,  and  if  he  has  not 
fomething  better  to  build  his  felf-apptobation  upon,  than  that  of  being  a  popular  writer,  he  generally 
Hnds  himfelf  ill  at  eafe,  if  refpedled  wholly  on  that  account.  Mr.  CongreVe  was  much  advanced  in 
rears  when  the  young  French  poet  paid  him  this  vifir,  and  thougli  a  man  of  the  world,  he  might 
•inw  feel  that  indifference  to  literary  fame  which  Mr.  Gray,  who  always  led  a  more  retired  and 
philcfophical  life,  certainly  felt  much  earlier.  Both  of  them,  therefore,  might  reafonably,  at  times,  ex- 
|;rels  fome  difguft,  if  their  quiet  was  obtruded  upon  by  perfons  wlio  thought  they  flattered  them  by 
I'uch  irttrufion."  ■     : 

In  a  familiar  epiftle  to  I^ord  Cobham,  Of  hvprvjingthc  Prefent  Time,  written  but  a  very  fhort 
ti-ne  before  hi.s  de-ath,  he  defcribes,  witli  fimple  elegance  and  dignity  of  fentiment,  the  fludies  and 
Uniufements  of  hi?  declining  age.  .,.;.,,,  o 

*       '  '  Come,  fee  thy  friend  retir'd,  without  regret, 

Forgei ting  care  or  ftrivingto  forget, 
In  eafy  contemplation  footiiing  time, 
With  morals  much,  avid  now  and  then  with  rhyme, 
Kf'-  fo  robuft  in  body  as  in  mind. 
And  always  undejefted,  though  declin'd. 

His  {Indies,  in  his  latter  days,  were  obfbrudted  by  catarafls  in  his  eyes,  which  at  lafl.  terminated 
•in  total  blindr.efs.  This  melancholy  fiare  was  aggravated  by  the  gout,  for  which  he  fought  relief 
by  a  journey  to  Bath,  but  being  overturned  in  his  chariot,  complained  from  that  time  of  a  j  ain  iii 
his  {\i}if  and  died  at  hishoufe,  in  Surry  ftreet,  in  the  Strand,  London,  January  19.  1728-9,  in  the 
i-'th  year  of  his  age.  Having  lain  in  ftate  in  the  Jtrufakm  Chamber,  he  was  buiitd  on  the  a6th 
following,  in  Wefiminfier  Abbey,  the  pall  being  fupported  by  perfons  of  the  firfl  diftindlion. 

Sometime  after,  an  elegant  monument  was  ereded  to  his  memory,  among  the  worthies  of  his  coun- 
try, with  the  following  infcription','  by  Henrietta  Duchefs  of  Marlborough  : 

"  William  Congreve  died,  January  i(J.  1728,  aged  56,  and  Was  bnricd  near  this  place,  to  whofe 
Hi ori.  valuable  memory  this  monument  is  fet  up,  by  Henrietta  Duchefs  of  MarlborougTi,  as  a  mark 
};ow  dear  'Y  ihc  remembers  the  happlncfs  and  honour  fhc  enjoyed  in  the  fincere  friendfhip  of  fo 
V.orthy  and  honeft  a  man,  whofe  virtue,  candour,  and  "wit,  gained  him  the  love  and  efleem  of  the 
iprefent  age,  and  whofe  writings  will  be  the  admiration  of  the  future." 

Ke  cortftituted  the  Earl  of  Godolphin  his  fole  executor,  in  truft  for  the  duchefs  his  wife,  leaving 
acol.  to  his  friend  Mrs  Bracegirdle,  whofe  admirable  performance  added  fpirit  to  his  dramatic 
pieces,  and  3~ol.  to  William  Congreve,  fon  of  Colonel  William  Congreve  of  Higbgate;  and 
2,00 1,  to  Mrs. /-line  Congreve,  daughter  of  Colunel  Ralph  Congreve  of  Clargcs-Scisct.  ' 
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The  bequefl;  of  the  bulk  of  his  fortune,  amounting  to  10,000 1.  to  the  Duchefs  of  Marlbo- 
rough, has  been  expofed  to  ftritftures,  and  is  not  to  be  jtiflified.  Her  attachment  to  him  appears 
to  have  been  of  a  very  extravagant  nature,  and  her  veneration  for  his  memory  approached  even  to 
madnefs. '  Common  fame  reports,  that  flie  had  his  figure  made  in  wax,  after  his  death ;  talked  to 
it  as  if  it  had  been  alive;  placed  it  at  tuble  with  her;  took  great  care  to  help  it  to  different  kinds 
of  food;  had  an  imaginary  fore  on  its  leg  regularly  dreficd  ;  and  even  confulted  phyficians  vyith  re- 
lation to  its  health.  But  as  this  account  is  giounded  o:ily  on  common  report,  there  is  the  higRefl 
probability  of  its  being  greatly  cxaggeiattd. 

His  plays  and  poems  were  collected  and  printed,  not  long  afcer  his  death,  .in  3  toIs.  izmo.  with 
memoirs  of  his  life,  by  Mr.  Wilfoti. 

It  appears  from  iVir.  Ayfcough's  catalogue,  that  there  are  preferved,  in  the  Britifh  Mifeum,  feveral ' 
original  letters  of  Congreve's  to  Mr.  Porter,  and  a  manufcript  poem  intituled,  Sjtiri  againji  Love. 

A  Short  Effuy  on  Humour,  in  Englijh  Comedy,  and  Remarks  on  J^jn/ox,  which  are  very  judicious,  are 
inferted  among  "  Dennis'  Letters,"  and  one  paper  is  afcribed  to  hint  in  the  "  Tatler." 

The  manners  of  C^ngreve  may  reafonably  be  fuppofed  to  have  been  polite,  and  his  converfation 
equally  pleafing  with  his  writings;  fince  he  was  univerfally  beloved  and  cfteemed  by  his  contem- 
poraries. Among  his  friends,  he  was  able  to  name  every  man  of  his  time,  whom  wit  and  elegance 
had  raifed  to  reputation.  Every  writer  mentioned  him  with  refpcdt.  Addifon  teftified  his  regard 
for  him  upon  many  occafions ;  Steele  made  him  the  patron  of  his  "  Mifcellany  ;"  Pope  infcribcd  to 
him  his  tranllation  of  the  Iliad;  Dennis  always  fpoke  of  him,  not  with  decency  only,  but  with  ve- 
neration ;  and  Young,  is  lavilh  in  his  praife  : 

Congreve,  who  crown'd  with  laurels  bravely  won, 

Sits  fmiling  at  the  goal  while  others  run.  Love  of  Fame,  Sat.  L 

The  general  eftimation  of  his  genius  as  a  dramatift,  is  finely  exprefTed  by  Dr.  Johnfon  :  "  Con- 
greve," fays  that  excellent  critic,  "  has  merit  of  the  highefl:  kind  :  he  is  an  original  writer,  who 
borrowed  neither  the  models  of  his  plot,  nor  the  manner  of  his  dialogue.  His  characfters  are  com- 
ni'tnly  fiiflitious  and  artificial,  with  very  little  of  nature,  and  not  much  of  life.  He  formed  a  pecu- 
liar idea  of  comic  excellence,  whic'i  he  fuppofed  to  confift  in  gay  remarks  and  unexpeifled  anfvvcrs ; 
but  that  which  he  endeavoured,  he  feldom  iailed  of  j'trfortring.  His  fcenes  exhibit  not  much  of 
humour,  i.inagery,  or  palTion  :  his  pcrfonages  are  a  kind  of  intelleiSlual  gladiators;  every  fentence  is 
to  ward  or  ftrike,  the  conteft  of  fraartnefs  is  never  intermitted;  his  wit  is  a  meteor  playing  to  and 
fro  with  alternate  corruications.  His  comedies  have,  therefore,  in  fome  degree,  the  operation  ef 
tragedies;  they  furprife  rather  than  divert ;  and  raife  admiration  rather  than  merriment.  But  theyii 
are  the  works  of  a  mind  replete  vi'ith  image,  and  quick  in  combination." 

His  biographers  have  bellowed  the  moft  eKti  avagant  encomiums  on  his  Mlfcellaneous  Poems.  Such 
exuberant  and  indifcriminate  praife  is  feldom  the  refult  of  judgment,  and  certainly  is  not  fo  in  the 
prefent  cafe.  His  dramatic  works  excepted,  few  readers  will  now  be  able  to  go  through  his  poeti- 
cal produiflions  with  any  great  degree  of  pleafure.  Dr.  Johnfon's  criticifm  upon  them  affords  a 
fine  contraft.  to  the  loud  applaufes  of  the  biographers;  and  indeed,  in  every  view,  deferves  to  be 
inferted.  Perhaps,  in  the  faftidioufnefs  of  his  taile,  he  may  fometimes  be  thought  too  fevere  ;  but 
his  remarks,  in  general,  are  flriftiy  jufl. 

"  Of  his  mifcellaneous  poetry  I  cannot  fay  any  thing  very  favourable.  The  powers  of  Congreve  feeni 
to  leave  him  when  he  leaves  the  flage,  as  Aiitus  was  no  longer  flirong  than  he  could  touch  the  ground. 
It  cannot  be  obfervcd  without  wonder,  that  a  mind  fo  vigorous  and  fertile  in  dramatic  compofitions 
Ihould  on  any  other  occafion  difcover  nothing  but  impotence  and  poverty.  He  has  in  thefe  little 
pieces  neither  elevation,  fancy,  felcAion  of  language,  nor  (kill  in  verfification  ;  yet,  if  1  were  re- 
quired  to  felcd  from  the  whole  mafs  of  Englifh  poetry,  the  mod  poetical  paragraph,  I  know  net 
what  I  could  prefer  to  an  exclamation  in  the  Mourning  Bride. 

Algeria.     It  was  a  fancy'd  noife  ;   for  all  is  hufli'd. 
Leonnra.     It  bore  the  avcent  of  a  human  voice. 

LI  ii 


jJ3»  THE    LIFE    OF    CONGRE^'^E. 

yllmena.    It  was  thy  fear,  or  elfe  fome  tranCent  wind 

Whittling  thro'  hollows  of  this  vaulted  ifle. 

We'll  liften. 
Leonora.     Hark ! 
Almer'ia.     No,  all  is  hufli'd,  and  ftill  as  death.— .'Tis  dreadful  1 

How  reverend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile, 

Whofe  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads 
•  To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  ponderous  roof, 

By  its  own  weight  made  ftedfaft  and  immoveable. 

Looking  tranquility     It  ftrikes  an  awe 

And  terror  on  my  aching  fight ;  the  tombs 

And  monumental  caves  of  death  look-cold, 

And  (hoot  a  chillnefs  to  my  trembling  heart. 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice; 

Nay,  quickly  fpeak  to  me,  and  let  me  hear 

Thy  voice — my  own  affrights  me  with  its  echoes.  , 

He  who  reads  thefe  lines  enjoys,  for  a  moment,  the  powers  of  a  poet ;  he  feels  what  he  remem- 
bers to  have  felt  before,  but  he  feels  it  with  great  increafe  of  fenfibility ;  he  recognizes  a  familiar 
image,  but  meets  again  amplified  and  expanded,  cmbellifhed  with  beauty,  and  enlarged  with  ma- 
jefty. 

This  tiflue  of  poetry,  from  which  he  feem*  to  have  hoped  a  lading  oanae,  is  totally  negledted,  and 
known  only  as  it  is  appended  to  his  plays. 

The  Birth  of  the  Mufe  is  a  miferable  fidlion.  One  good  line  it  has,  which  was  borrowed  from 
Dryden.  Of  his  irregular  poems,  that  to  Mrs.  Arabella  Hunt,  feems  to  be  the  beft.  His  Ode  for 
St.  Cecilia's  Day,  however,  has  fome  lines  which  Pope  had  in  his  mind  \yhen  he  wrote  his  own. 
His  Imitations  of  Horace  are  feebly  paraphraflical,  and  the  additions  which  he  makes  are  of  little 
value.  Of  his  tranflations,  Tb»  Satire  ofju-venal  was  written  very  early,  and  may  therefore  be  for- 
given, though  it  had  not  the  maffinefs  and  vigour  of  the  original.  In  all  his  verfions,  ftrength  and 
fprightlinefs  are  wanting :  his  Hymn  to  Venus,  from  Homer,  is  perhaps  the  beft.  His  lines  are 
Weakened  with  expletives,  and  his  rhymes  are  frequently  impeifeiSl.  His  petty  poems  are  feldom 
worth  'he  coft  of  criticifm.  Sometimes  the  thoughts  are  falfe,  and  fometimes  common.  In  his 
verfes  on  Lady  Gethin,  the  latter  part  is  an  imitation  of  Dryden's  "  Ode  on  Mrs.  Killigrew  :"  Doris, 
that  has  been  fo  laviftily  flattered  by  Steele,  has  indeed  fome  lively  ftanzas ;  but  the  expreflion  might 
be  mended,  and  the  moft  ftriking  part  of  the  characfler  had  been  already  Ihown  in  Love  for  Lovt. 
His  Art  of  Pkafmg  is  founded  on  a  vulgar,  but  perhaps  impra»SicabIe  principle,  and  the  ftaiencfs  of 
the  fenfe  is  not  concealed  by  any  novelty  of  illuftration  or  elegance  of  diflion. 

While  comedy,  or  while  tragedy  is  regarded,  his  plays  are  likely  to  be  read  ;  but  except  what 
relates  to  the  ftage,  I  know  not  that  he  has  ever  written  a  ftanza  that  is  fung,  or  a  couplet  that  is 
quoted.     The  general  charafter  of  his  Mifcdlanies  is,  that  they  fhow  little  wit,  and  little  virtue. 

Yet  to  him  it  muft  be  confeffedj  that  we  are  indebted  for  the  correftion  of  a  national  error, 
and  for  the  cure  of  our  Pindaric  madnefs.  He  firft  taught  the  Englifti  writers  that  Pindar's  odes 
were  regular ;  and  though  certainly  he  had  not  the  fire  requifite  for  the  higher  fpecies  of  lyric 
poetry,  he  has  fliown  us  that  eathufiafm  has  its  rule?,  and  that  i.i  mere  confufion  there  is  Beithcr 
grace  nor  greatnefs." 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEM. 


TO  MR.  CONGREVE, 

ON    HIS     PLATS    AND     POEM.S. 

BY  MRS.  ELlZABErn  TOLLEr  \. 

CoNGREVE  1   the  jufteft  glory  of  our  age  ! 
The  whole  Menander  of  the  Engliili  jjage  1 
Thy  comic  mufe,  in  each  complete  defign, 
Dots  manly  fenfe  and  fprightly  wit  combine. 
And  fure  the  theatre  was  meant  a  fchool, 
To  lafh  the  vicious,  and  expofe  the  fool ; 
The  wilful  fool,  whnfe  wit  is  always  fhown 
To  hit  another's  fault  and  mifs  his  own, 
Laughs  at  himfelf,  when  by  thy  Ikill  expreft, 
Aild  always  in  his  neighbour  finds  the  jeft. 
A  fame  from  vulgar  chara(5lers  to  raife 
Is  every  poet's  labi  ur,  and  his  praife; 
They,  fearful,  coaft  ;  while  you  forfake  the  fhore, 
And  undifcover'd  worlds  of  wit  explore. 
Enrich  the  fcene  with  charaiSers  unknown, 
There  plant  your  colonies,  and  fix  your  throne. 
Let   Maikwell's  treacheries  and  I'ouchwood's'i 

rage,  .  C 

Let  rugged  Ben,  and  Forefight's  timorous  age,  ( 
And  Hcartwell's  fullen  paffion,  grace  the  (lage.  3 

t  Daughter  of  George  Toilet,  Efq. 


Then  let  half  critics  veil  their  idle  fpite, 

For  he  knows  beft  to  rail,  who  worft  can  write. 

Let  jufter  fatire  now  employ  thy  pen. 

To  tax  the  vicious  on  the  world's  great  fcene; 

There  the  reformer's  praLfe  the  poet  fliares. 

And  b'ldly  lafheswhnm  the  zealot  fpares. 

Ye  Britilh  fair  !  could  your  bright  eycsrefufc- 
A  pitying  tear  to  grace  his  tragic  mufe  .' 
Can  generous  Ofrayn  figh  beneath  his  chain. 
Or  the  diftrefs'd  Almeria  weep  in  vain  ? 
A  kindly  pity  every  breaft  m.uft  move, 
For  injUr'd  virtue,  or  for  fuffering  love. 
The  nymphs  adorn  Paftora's  facred  tomb. 
And  mourn  the  lov'd  Amynta'slhort-liv'd  bloom; 
The  learn'd  admire  l^e  poet,  when  he  flies 
To  trace  the  Theban  fwan  amid  the  Ikies ; 
When  he  tranflates,  ftill  faithful  to  the  fenfe. 
He  copies  and  improves  each  excellence. 
Or  when  he  teaches  how  the  rich  and  great. 
And  all  but  deathlefs  wit,  muft  yield  to  fate  ; 
Or  when  he  fings  the  courfer's  rapid  fpeed, 
Or  virtue's,  loftier  praife,  and  noblfer  deed; 
Each  various  grace  cmbellilhes  his  fong. 
As  Horace  eafy,  and  as  Pindar  ftrong ; 
Pindar,  who  long  like  oracles  ador'd  "1 

In  reverend  darknefs,  now  to  light  reftor'd,         f 
Shall  {lamp  thy  current  wit,  and  feal  thy  fame's  f 
record.  j 
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" Minuentur  atrs 

"  Carmine  curs." 


Hon. 


IPISTLE 

'ro    THE    RIGHT    HONOORARI-E 

CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX. 

To  yon,  my LorJ,  my  mufe  her  trilute  pays 
of  various  verfe,  in  vaiicms  rude  tflays  ; 
To  ycu  fte  firft  addrefs'd  her  early  voice, 
By  inclination  led,  and  fix'd  by  choice; 
To  yi.u,  on  who!c  indulgence  fhe  depends, 
Hf  r  few  collcded  lays  llie  now  commends. 

By  no  one  meafure  bound,  her  nrunbers  range, 
And,  unrefolv'd  in  choice,  delight  in  change  ; 
Her  fongs  to  no  diftinguilh'd  fame  afpire. 
For  now  fbe    t;ics   the  leed,    anon    attempts   the 

lyre : 
In  high  Parnaffus  (he  no  birth  right  claims. 
Nor  drinks  deep  draughts  of  He!ic«nian  tlreams  : 
Yet  near  the  facred  mount  flie  loves  to  rove, 
Viiits  the  fprirgs,  and  hovtisiound  the  giove. 
Sl.e  knows  what  dangers  wait  too  bold  a  lligiic, 
And  ftars  to  fall  from  an  karian  height : 
Yet  (lie  admires  the  wing  that  fafely  foars, 
^.t  dlftance  folio v.s,  and  its  track  adures. 
bhe   knows   what  r.-om,    what    force,    the  fwan 

requires, 
Whofe  tow'ring  head  above  the  chuds  afpires, 
Arid  knows  as  well,  it  is  yoi:r  lowell  praile, 
ijuth  heights  to  rrath  wiiii  toual  llrL-ng'.h  and  cafe. 

O  had  your  genius  been  to  leil'ure  bom. 
And  not  more  bound  to  aid  us,  than  adorn  ! 
All'ii'n  in  verfe  with  ancient  Greece  had  vic'd, 
And    gain'd    akne    a    lame,  v>hich,  there,  ftven 

ftates  divide. 
But  filch,  tv'n  fuch  renown,  too  de?.r  had  colt, 
iJi.J  we  the  patriot  in  the  poet  loll. 
A  true  poetic  fiatc  we  had  dcplor'd, 
Ii..d  not  your  miniftry  our  coin  reflor'<!. 

But  fliil,  my  lord,  though  your  cxaltLd  name 
ftands  foiemoft  in  the  faircft  lift  of  fame, 
'I'hough  your  ambition  ends  in  public  good 
(A  ■.'ji;uc  lineal  to  your  houfc  and  bicod) :  , 


Yet  think  not  meanly  of  your  other  praife. 
Nor  flight  the  trophies  wiiich  the  mufes  rajfe. 
How  otc  a  patriot's  btft-laid  fchemes  we  find 
By  party  crcfs'd,  or  faction  undermin'd  1 
If  he  fuccctd,  he  undergoes  this  lot, 
The  gi'od  recciv'd,  the  giver  is  forgot. 
But  lioiiours  which  frcm  verfe  their  fuurce  derive. 
Shall  bi  th  furmount  detradiion,  and  furvivt  : 
And  poets  have  unqueftion'd  right  to  claim. 
If  not  the  greateft,  the  uioft  lalling  name. 

W.  CONGREVE. 


THE  MOURNING  MUSE  OF  ALEXIS. 

A    PA3T«RAL. 

Lamenting  the  death  f  ^j^een  Mary. 
"  Infandum,  rcgina,  jubes  renovare  dolorem." 

VlRG. 
ALEXIS,    MKNALCAJ. 
MKNAICAS. 

Beholp,  Aktis,  fee  this  gloomy  fhade, 
Which  leetns  alone  for  forrow's  fhcltcrmade; 
Where  n'.>  glad  beams  of  light  can  ever  play. 
But  night  fuccetding  night  excludes  the  day, 
WJiere  nevir  birds  with  harmony  repair, 
And  lightfcmc  notes,  to  cheer  the  duiky  air  : 
7o  welcome  day,  or  bid  the  fun  faiewell, 
By  morning  lark,  or  evening  I'hilomcl. 

No  violet  here,  nor  daily,  e'er  wasfeen  ; 
No  fweeily-budding  flower,  nor  fjirmging  green  : 
for  fragrant  myrtle,  and  the  bluiliing  rofe, 
Here  b.ilelul  yew  with  deadly  cyprefs  grows. 
Here  tlien,  ixtended  on  this  wiiher'd  mofs, 
We'll  lie,  and  thou  Ihalt  fing  of  Afbion's  lofs, 
Of  Albion's  lofs,  and  of  Pallora's  death, 
Begin  thy  mournful  fong,  and  r«ilc  thy  tuntfiil 
buath. 


POEM     S. 


SiS 


.  ■  ,  .     ALEXI3. 

Ah  wr»e  too  jrreat  !   Ah  thcrre  which  far  exceeds 
The  hwly  lays  of  humble  Hiephcrds  reeds  ! 

O  coui.i  I  fing  in  verfe  of  .equal  (train 
With  the  Sicilian  bard,  or  Mantuan  fwain  ; 
Qr  mekinjr  words  snd  moving'  numbers  choofo, 
Sweet  di  the  I'ritilh  C   lin'.s  niouruim;  mufe  ; 
Couid  I,  like  hii;,  in  rmieful  g;rief  excel, 
And  mourn  hke  Stella  for  her  Aftrofel; 
Then  might  I  r.:i:'e  my  voice  (fecurc  of  flcili), 
And  with  melo;aous  woe  the  valleys  fill; 
The  liitcning  echo  on  my  fong  fliould  wait, 
And  hollow  rocks  Pailora's  name  repeat; 
]Each    whiftliniT    vvind,    and    niinmuring    ftream 

Ihpuld  tell. 
How  lov'd  file  liv'd,  and  how  lamented  fell. 

MiiNALCAS. 

,  Wert  thou  with  every  hay  arid  laurel  crov/n'd, 
And  high  as  Pan  himl'cif  in  fong  renown'd  ; 
■Yet  would  not  all  thy  art  avail,  to  fiiovv 
Verfe  worthy  of  her  name,  or  of  our  woe  : 
But  fuch  true  paffion  in  thy  face  aopears, 
In  thy  ])a!e  lips,  thick  fighs,  aiidgulliitig  tears ; 
Guch  tender  forro'.f,  in  thy  heatt  I  read, 
As  fhallfupply  aillkill,  if  not  excesd. 
Then  leave  this  common  line  of  dumb  diflrefs, 
JLach  vulgar  grief  can  fighs  and  tears  e5tprefs ; 
In  fweet  complaining  notes  thy  paflion  vent. 
And  not  in  iighs,^  But  words  explaining  lighs,  la- 
ment. 

ALEX'S. 

.  Wild  be  my  words,  Menalca?,  wild  my  thought, 
^rtlefs  as  nature's  notes  in  birds  untaught ; 
Boundlefs  my  verfe,  and  roving  b<;  my  drains, 
Various  as  flowers  on  unfrequented  plains. 
And  thou,  Thnlia,  darling  of  my  brcaft. 
By  whom  infpir'd,  I  fung  at  Comus'  feail; 
M'^hile  in  a  ring,  the  joily  rural  throng 
Have  fat  and  IntiiVl  to  hear  my  cheerful  fang  ; 
Begone,  with  all  thy  mr.h  and  fprightly  lays. 
My  pipe  no  longer  now  rhy  power  jibcys; 
.Learn  to  lament,  niy  niu'e,  to  weep,  and  mourn, 
Thy  fpringing  laurels  ail  ro  cyprels  turn ; 
Wound  vvlth  thy  difrhal  cries  the  tender  air,   [hair  ; 
And  beat  thy  Inowy  breaft,  and   rend   thy  yeliow 
Far  hetice,  in  utriioll  wilds,  thy  dwelling  choofe, 
Begone,  Thalia;   forrow  is  my  mufe. 

I  mourn  Paftora  dead;  let  AlMon  mourn, 

.    And  fable  thuds  her  chalky  cliff-,  adorn. 

No  more .  thefe  woods  ihall  with  her  light  be 
hlefs'd, 
Nor  with  her  feet,  thefe  flowery  pldlns  be  prefs'd; 
No  more  the  winds  ihall  with  her  treff.-s  play. 
And  from  her  balmy  brer.th  fteal  fweets  away  ; 
No  more  thefe  rivers  cheerfully  (hall  pafs, 
rieas'd  to  refltCx  the  beauties  of  her  face; 
While  on  their  banks  tlie  wondering  flocks  have 

ftbod. 
Greedy  of  fight,  and  negligent  of  food. 
No  more  the  nymnhs  fhall  with  foft  tales  delight 
Her  ears,  no  more  with  dances  pleafe  her  light  : 
Nor  ever  more  fiii.ll  fw  in  make  fong  of  mirth, 
'I'd  hiefs  the  juyots  day  that  gave  her  birth; 
I.oil  is  thnt  day  which  had  front  her  its  lii.'ht, 
Vor  ever  lufl  ui;h  her,  In  endlefani^ht : 


[;j  endlefs  nl^jht  and  arms  of  dea'h  fhe  lies, 
Ueath  in  eternal  fliades  has  {hut  Pailora's  eyc». 
Lament  ye  nympiis,  and   mourn  ye  wretched 
fivaln< ; 
Sfray  all  ye  flicks,  and  dtfart  h:  ye  plains  ; 
Sigh  all  yewind-*,  and  weep  yc  cryllal  floods; 
Fade  all  ye  flowers,  and  wirher  all  ye  woods. 
I  mourn  Padura  d'.'ad  ;    let  Albion  mo'irii, 
And  fabie  clouds  her  cha'.ky  cliifs  ad>rn. 
\.\''ithin  a  difmal  grot,  which  da.Tips  furrourid, 
.All  cold  flu*  lies  upon    h'  unwhoiefome  ground; 
"I'he  ni.irhle  wecjis,  ai  d  with  a  filent  pac:;, 
It'-  trickling  tears  diflil  upon  her  face. 
Falfely  ye  weep,  ye  rtec>,  and  falfcly  mourn; 
Ft  never  vvill  you  let  the  nymph  return  1 
W'ith  a  feign'd  grief  the  faiihlefs  tomb  relents. 
And  like  the  crocodile  its  prey  lainent-t. 

O  (he  was  heavenly  fair,  in  face  and  nnnd  I 
rh-ver  in  nature  were  fuch  beauties  join'd  : 
vVithrmr,  all  Ihining;    and  within,  all  white; 
Pure  lo  the  lenfe,  and  pleafing  to  the  fight; 
Like  fonie  rare  flower,  whoic  leaves  aJl  cohturs 

yield. 
And  opening  is  with  fweetefl  od  -urs  fill'd. 
As  lofty  pines  o'ertop  the  lowly  reed, 
So  did  her  graceful  height  all  ny.nphs  exceed  ; 
fo  which  e.xeellir.g  height,  fhe  bore  a  niind 
Humbie,  as  ofiers  bending  to  the  wind. 

Thus  excellent  fhe  was 

Ah  %Tretched  fate  '   (he  was,  hut  is  no  more  : 
Help  me,  ys  hills  and  valleys,  to  deplore. 

iniourn  Paftora  dead;  let  .'Vlbioa  mourn, 
Aiui  fable  clouds  her  chalky  eilffs  adorn. 
From  that  bUA  earth,  on  whicli  her  body  iie?, 
May    booming    flowers    with    fragrant    fvvccts 

arife. 
Let  Myrrha  v^.-epi-^g  aromatic  gimi, 
.'Vnd  ever-living  ian;  el,  (hade  hei'  tomb, 
rhitlier  let  all  th'  indiifhioiis  bees  rtpair, 
Unhide  thrir  thighs  and  leave  their  honey  there  : 
I'hlrhtr  let  f.'.ii'ies  with  their  train  refort, 
Ncgle(fl  their  revels  and  their  midnight  fport ; 
There  in  unufual  waiiings  wal^e  the  night. 
And  watch  her  by  the  fieiy  glow-worm's  ligh\ 
,    There  may  hd  difmal  yew  nor  cyyrefs  grow. 
Nor  hoily-bufl-i,  nor  bitter  alder's  bough; 
Let  each  Uidueky  bird  far  build  his  neft. 
And  diflsnr  dvUi  receive  each  howling  be:(l  ; 
Let  wolves  be  gone,  be  laverjs  put  to  flight, 
Wi'.h  howtmg  o'.v's,  and  bats  tHi.t  hate  the  li(>hf. 
But  let  tl;e  fijihlng  doves  that  fnrro-.vs  bring. 
And  nightingales  in  fwcet  compiainitgs  liag  ; 
Let  fvvans  from  their  forfaken  rivers  fly,  "y 

And,  fickening  at  her  tomb,  make  hafte  to  die,  >■ 
That  they  may  help  to  fmg  her  elegy.  j 

Let  Echo  too,  in  mimic  moan  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  "  Faftora  is  no  more!" 

1  mourn  Faflcra  dead;  let  .Albion  mourn. 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  clilTs  adorn. 
And  fee  the  heavens  lo  weep  in  dew  prepare. 
And  lieavy  mrAs  (iLfcuie  the  buiden'd  air; 
A  fii'Jtl-^n  damp  o'er  all  the  plain  is  fpread, 
Lach  lily  folds  its  leaves  and  hangs  its  head: , 
Oil  cve^  y  tree  the  blciTums  turn  to  tears,  - 
And  evtrv  b  vgh  a  we^rping  moiihurt  bear?, 
L  i  ii:j 
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Their  wings  the  feathei-'d  airy  people  dro'  p, 
And  flocks  beneath  their  dewy  fleeces  rtoop 

The  ri-cks  a-e  cleit,  and  new-defccnding  rills 
Furrow  the  brows  of  all  ih'  impending  hills  : 
The  water-gods  to  floods  their  rivulets  turn, 
And  each,  wifh  ftreaming  eyes,  fuppiies  his  want- 
ing urn.  [grove 
The  fawns  forfake  the  woods,   the  nymphs  the 
And  round  the  plain  in  fad  diftradlion  rove  ; 
In  prickly  brake>  tlieir  tender  limbs  they  tear, 
And  leave  on  thorns  their  lock.'^  of  golden  hair. 
With   their  fharp  nails,  themfclves  the   fatyrs 
wound, 
And   tug   their    fliaggy  beards,    and    bite   with 
grief  the  g'  ound. 
Lo  Fan  himfelf  beneath  a  blafled  oak 
Dcj-cflrd  lies,  his  pipe  in  pieces  br.  ke. 
See  Pales  weeping  too,  in  wild  aefpair, 
And  to  rhe  piercing  winds  her  bofom  hare. 

And  fee  yon  fading  myrtle,  where  appears 
The  queer  of  love,  all  bath'd  in  flowing  tears; 
See    how    fhe   wruigs   her   hands,  and  beats   her 

breaft, 
And  tears  her  ufelefs  girdle  from  her  waifl : 
Hear  the  fad  riiu  murs  of  lier  fishing  doves. 
For  grief  they  figh    forgetful  of  their  loves. 

L,o,  Love  himfelf,  witli  heavy  woet  rppreft  : 
See  how  his  forrows  fwell  his  tender  bvealt ; 
His  bow  he  breaRs,  and  wide  his  arrows  flings. 
And  folds  his  litrlc  arirfs,  and  hangs  his  drooping 

wings ; 
Then  !.iys  his  Ji.'nln  upon  the  dyin-^  R<"<if^, 
And  all  with  tears  btdtws  his  beauteous  face, 
With  te:-.rs,  which  from  his  folded  lidsarife. 
And  evea  Lov?  Iiimfelf  has  weeping  eyes. 
All  iiavure  mourns;   the  floods  and  rocks  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  "  Paftua  is  no  more !" 

I  nioun  Paftora  dead  ;  let  A!:iion  mourn, 
And  fable  cii  uds  her  chalky  tliffs  adorn.- 
The  rocks  can  melt,  and  air  in  nji[l~  can  mourn, 
And  flo  'ds  can  weep,  and  winds  to  fighs  can  turn  ; 
The  birds   in  fongs,  their  forrows  can  difcloff. 
And   nvmphs  and  fwain-,  in  words,  can  tell  their 

woes. 
But,  oh  !  behold  that  deep  and  wild  defjair, 
Whicli  neither  winds  can  fhov/,  nor  floods,  nor  air. 
See  the  great  fliepherd,  chief  of  all  the  fwains, 
Lord  of  thefe  woods,  and  wide  extended  plains 
atrctch'd  on   the  ground,   and   ciofe  to  earth  his 

face, 
Scaldi;  g  with  tears  th'  already-faded  grafs; 
To  the  cold  clay  he  join-  his  throbbing  breaft. 
No  more  within  Paftora's  arios  to  relc  !  - 
No  mr  re     for  thofe  once  foft  and  circling  arms 
Themfclves  are  clay,  and  cold  are  all  her  therms; 
Cold  arc  -hofe  lips,  ■.  hich  he  no  more  muft  kifs, 
And  cold  that  bofom, Tince  all  downy  bliis; 
Ou  -whofe  foft  pillows,  lull'd  in  fwect  delights, 
He  us'd  in  balmy  flcep  to  lofe  the  nights. 

Ah  '    ivhere  u  all  that  love  and  fondnefs  fled  ? 
Ah  :   where  is  all  that  tender  fweetncfs  laid  ? 
Todufl;)   uft  all  that  heaven  ol  beauty  come  I 
And  niuA  Paftora  moulder  in  the  tomb  ! 
Ah,  death     more  fierce  and  unrcienting  far, 
Than  wildeft  wolves  or  favage  tigers  arc  : 


Witlrlan.b-  and  (heep  their  hungers  are  appeas'A 
But  ravenous  death  the  {hephtnitfs  has  feiz'd. 
I  mourn  Paftora  dead  ;  let  AiHion  mourn, 
And  fable  clouds  her  chalky  cliffs  ad  .rn. 

"  But  fee   Menalcas,  where  a  fudden  light, 
"  With   wonder   flops  my   fong,  and  ftrikes  mj 

"  fight ! 
"  And  where  Paftora  lies,  it  fprcads  around, 
", Showing  all  radiant  bright  the  facred  ground. 
"  While  from  her  tomb,  behold,  a  flame  afcends 
•'  Of  whiteft  fire,  whofe  flight  ro  heaven  extends  ! 
"  On  flaking  wings  it  mounts,  and  quick  a^  fight 
"  Cuts  through  the  yielding  air  with  rays  of  light ; 
"  Till  the  blue  firmament  at  laft  it  gains, 
''  And,  fixing  there,  a  glorious  ftar  remains  :" 

Faireft  it  fliines  of  all  that  light  the  flcies, 
As  once  on  earth  were  feen  Paftora's  eyes. 


TO  THE  KING, 

ON    THE    TAKING    OF    NAMOR. 

Irregu.ar  Ode. 

"   Psasfenti  tibi  mature;  iarjiimur  honore«  : 
"   Nil  onturum  aha.:,  nil  ortum  talc  fatcntes.'* 

Hor.  ad  AuguftuiB. 


Of  orm"!  qnd  war  my  mufe  afpires  to  fing, 
Ai.d  ftrike  thi-  lyn-  iipon  an  imtiy'd  firing: 
New  lire  informs  my  foul,  ui.felt  bef  re  ; 
And,  on  new  wings,  to  heights  unknown  I  foar. 
O  |)0  >er  unfeen  !   by  whole  refiltleis  force 
Compell'd,  1  take  this  flight,  dired:  my  courfe  ; 
For  fancy  wild  and  pathkfs  ways  will  ci.oofe. 
Which  judgment  rarely,  or  with  pain,  purfues  : 
Say,    facred   nymph,    whence   this   great    change 

proceeds. 
Why  fcorns  the  lowly  fwain  his  oaten  reeds ; 
Daring  aloud  to  ftrike  the  founding  lyre, 

^nd  fing  hen  ic  deeds; 
NeglecSling  flames  of  love,  for  martial  fire  ? 
II. 
William,  alone,  my  feeble  voice  can  raife; 
What  voice  fo  weak,  that  cannot  fing  hi.-  praif*;  ( 
The  liftcning  world  each  whilpcr  will  befriend  I 
That  breathes  his  name,  and  every  ear  attend. 
The  hovering  winds  on  downy   wings  fiiall  wait 
around,  [found. 

And.catch,  and  waft  to  foreign  lands,  the  flying 
Ev'n  I  will  in  his  praife  be  heard  ; 
For  by  his  name  my  verle  ftiall  be  preferr'd. 
Borne  like  a  lark  upon  this  eagle's  wing. 
High  as  the  fpheres,  I  will  his  triumph  fing; 
High  a^;  the  head  of  Fame ;  Fame  whofe  exalted 
fize  [flcies : 

From   the  deep  vale  extends  up    to  the  vaulted 

A  thoufand  talkmg  tongues  the  monfter  bears, 
A  thoufand  waking  eye*  and  ever-open  ears; 
Hourly  flie  ftalks  wi:h  huge  gigantic  pace, 
Aleafuring   the    globe,  like  time,   with  conftant 
race  : 
Yet  (hali  fhe  ftay,  and  bend  to  William's  praifa  ; 
6 
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Of  him  her  thoufand  ears  fliall  hear  triumphant 
lays,  [(^'Ah  gaze. 

Ot  him  her  tongue   fiiall  talk,    on  him  her   eyes 
III. 
But  lo,  a  change,  aftonifhlrjr  my  eyes ! 
And  all  aKUnd,  beheld,  new  olijeds  rife  ' 

What  tcinis  are  tliefe  i  fee  ?  a-rd  whence  ? 
Being-  lul)£tantial  !   or  does  air  LOiideiife, 
To  clothe  in  vifi  .nary  (liype  nvy  various  thought? 
Are  thefc  by  fancy  wnnii^ht  ! 
Can  ft.rong  id'?as  ftrikc  fo  deep  th-  fenfe  ? 
O  facrcd  poefy  !   O  bou.  dlels  power  . 
What  wonders  doll  thou  trace,  what  hidden  Worlds 
explore !  ['^^y* 

Throujrh  feas.  earth,  air,  and  the  wide-circling 
What  is  not  fought  and  feen  by  thy  all-piercing  eye  1 

IV. 

'Twa'  now,  when  flowery  lawns  the  prDfpe(5l  made, 
And  flowing  brooks  beneath  a  forefl's  (hade; 
A  lowing  heifer,  lovelieft  of  the  herd. 
Stood  feeding  by  ,  while  two  fierce  bulls  f  repar'd 
Their  armed  heads  fcr  fight ;    by  fate  of  war   to 
pr.JVE 
The  viflor  woithy  of  the  fair-one's  love. 
Unthougln  prefage  of  what  met  next  my  view  I 

For  fnon  the  ftiady  fcene  withdrew  : 
And  now.  for  woods,  and  fields,  and  fpringir.g 
flower:-, 
Behold  a  t"wn  arife,bulwark'd  with  walls,  and  lofty 
towers  ! 
Tv.o  rival  aimies  all  the  plain  o'erfpread, 
Each  in  battalia  rang'd,  and  fhining  r.rms  array'd  : 
With  eager  eyes  beholding  both  from  far 
Namur,  the  prize  and  inillrefs  of  the  war, 

/  V. 

Now,  thirft  of  conque    .  and  immortal  fame, 
Does  every  chief  and  foldier's  heart  inflame. 
Defenfive  arms  the  Gallic  forces  bear, 
While  hardy  Britons  f(  r  the  florm  prepare  : 
For  f  irtune  had,  with  partial  hand,  before 
Rtfign'd  the  rule  to  Gallia's  power. 
Hi^h  on  a  rock  the  mighty  foruefs   iands, 

Foundt-d  by  fate,  and  wrought  by  nature's  hands. 
A  wondious  talk  it  is  th'  al'cenr  to  gain. 

Through  craggy  cliffs,  that  Itrikc  the  fight  with 

pain, 
And  n  d  impending  terrors  o'er  the  plajn. 
To  this,  what  dangers  men  can  add,  by  force  or 
ficili 
(Ami  great  is  human  force  and  wir  in  ill), 
Are  join'd;  on  every  fidt  wide-gaping  engines  wait, 
Teeming  with  fire,  and  hig  with  certain  fate  ; 
Ready  to  hurl  dellruiSlion  from  above, 
In  dreadful  roar,  mocking  the  wrath  of  Jove. 
Thus  fearful  doei  the  face  of  adverle  power  ap- 
pear ; 
But  Britifli  forces  are  unus'd  to  fear; 
Though  thus  oppi.'s'd  they  might,  if  William  were 
-    not  there. 

VI. 

But  hark,  the  voice  of  war  !  behold  the  florm  be- 
gin !  . 
The  trumpet's  clangor  fpeaks  in  loud  alarms. 

Mingling  (litill  notes,  with  dreadful  din 
Of  cannons  buril,  and  rattling  daih  of  arms. 


Clamours  from  earth  to  heaven,  from  heaven  to 
tarth  rebound, 
DilHncftion  in  pr,  mifcuous  noife  is  drown 'd 
And  echo  loft  in  one  continued  found. 
Torren.s  of  fire  from  brazen  mouths  are  fent 
Follow'd  by  peals,  as  if  each  pole  were  r  nt  • 
Such  flames  the  gulf  of  Tartarus  difgorge 
So  vaulted  JE-.nn  roars  from  Vulcan's  foige* 
Such  were  the  peals  from  thence,  fuch  tne  vaft 
blaze  that  broke. 
Reddening  with  horrid  glonm  the  dufky  fmoke 
When  the  huge  Cyclops  did  with  moulding  thunder 

fweat, 
And  maflive  bolts  on  repercuflive  anvils  bsat. 

VII. 

Amidft  this  rage,  behold,  where  William  ftands 
Undaunted,  undifmay'd '  ' 

With  face  ferene,  difpenfing  dread  command"! ; 
Which,  heard  with  awe,  are  w  ith  delight  obey'd. 
A  thoufaijl  fiery  deaths  around  him  fly  • 
And  burning  balls  hif,  harmlefs  by  : 
For  ev'ry  fire  his  facred  head  niuft  fpare. 
Nor  dares  the  lightning  touch  the  laurels  there. 

VIII. 

Now  many  a  wounded  Briton  feels  the  ra^e 
Of  miffive  fires  that  fefter  in  each  limb,    "^ 
Which  dire  revenge  alone  has  power  r'affaage- 
Revenge  makes  danger  dreadjefs  feem.  * 

And  now,  with  del'peratc  force,  and  freih  at- 
tack, 
Through  obvious  deaths,  refifllefs  way  they 
make  ; 
Raifing  high  piles  of  earth,  and  heap  on  heap  they 
lay, 
And  then  afcend ;  refembling  thus  (as  far 
As  race  of  men  inferior  may) 
The  fam'd  gigantic  war. 
When  thofe  tall  fons  of  earth  did  heaven  afpire  ; 
(A  brave,  biit  impious  fire  1) 
Uprooting  hilLs,  with  mo.,  flupendous  hale, 
To  form  the  high  and  dreadful  fcale. 
The  gods,  with  hoi  ror  and  amaze,  Icok'd  down, 
Bchoicing  rocks  from  their  firm  bafis  rent; 
-Moiiniain  on  mountaiti  thrown,       .Fment! 
With  threatening  hurl  that  fliook  th'  ueri;.rfirma- 
1  h'  attempt  did  fear  in  heaven  create  - 
Even  J've  defponding  fai:e, ' 
Till  Mars,  with  all  his  force  collecfted,  flood, 
And  p  ur'd  whole  war  on  the  rcbeljiou*  brood  ; 
Who,  tumbling  headlong  from  th'  empyreal  flcies,  ' 
O'erwhc  Im'd  thofe  hills,  by  which  they  thought 
to  rife. 
Mars  on  the  gods  did  then  his  aid  bellow, 
And  now  in   godlike   William  llorms  with  equal 
force  below. 

IX. 

Still  they  proceed,  with  firm  unfhaken  pace, 
And  hardy  rreafts  oppos'd  to  danger's  face. 
With  daring  feet,  on  fpringing  mines  they  tread 
Of  fecret  lulpiiur,  in  dire  ambufli  laid. 

Still  tiiey  proceed,  though  all  beneath,  the  labour- 
ing earth 
Tre.Tibles  to  give  the  dread  irruptions  birth. 

Through  this,  through  more,  through  all  they  gg^ 
Mounting  at  lall  amidft  the  vanquilh'd  foe. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  THE  MUSE. 

TO  THE  RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  I,OF.D  HALIFAX. 
"   Di^um  laiide  virum  mufa  vstat  Kori. —  KoR. 

Descend,  celeftial  mufe !  thy  fon  infpire 

Of  thee  to  fing  ;  infufe  thy  holy  fire. 

Belov'd  of  gods  and  men,  thyfelf  difclofe  ; 

Say,  from  what  fource  thy  heavenly  power  arofe 

Which,  from  unnumbcr'd  years  d«livtrit7g  down 

The  deeds  of  heroes  deathltfs  in  renown, 

Extends  their  life  and  fjme  to  ages  yet  unknown. 

Time  and  the  mufe  fet  forth  with  equal  pace ; 

At  once  the  rivals  Rafted  to  the  race  : 

And  both  at  once  the  dtftin'd  courfe  fhall  end. 

Or  both  to  all  eternity  contend. 

One  to  prcferve  what  t'other  cannot  fave, 

And  reftue  virtue  rifing  from  the  grave. 


See,  how  they  climb,  and  fcale  the  fteepy  walls ! 
See,  how  the  Britons  rife !   fee  the  retiring  Gauls  1 
Now  from  the  fort,  behold,  the  yielding  flag  is 

fpread. 
And  William's  banner  on  the  breach  dlfplay'd. 

Hark,  the  triumphant  fliouts  from  every  voice  1    ^ 

The  ficies  with  acclamations  ring  1 
Hark,  how  around,  the  hills  rejoice, 
And  rocks  refleded  los  fintj  ! 
Hautboys  and  fifes  and  trumpets  join'd 

Heroic  harmony  prepare, 
And  charm  to  filence  every  wind. 

And  glad  the  late-tormented  air. 
Far  is  the  found  of  martial  mufic  fj^read. 
Echoing  through  all  the  Gallic  hoft, 
Whofe  m'meroua  troops  the  dreadful  florm  fur- 

vey'd : 
But  they,  with  wonder  or  wi:h  awe  difmay'd, 
Unmov'd  beheld  the  furtrels  #[l. 
William,  their  numerous  troops  with  terror  fiU'd, 
Siicb  wondrous  chr.rms  can  gudiike  valour  flio.v  ! 
Not  the  wing'd  Fcrfeus,  with  petrific  fliield 
Of  Gorgen's  head,  to  mote  amazement  charm'd  his 
foCi 
Nor,  when  on  foaring  horfe  he  flew,  to  aid 
And  five  from  monfter's  rage  the  beauteous 
maid ; 
Or  more  heroic  was  the  deed  ; 
Or  fhe  to  furer  chains  decreed. 
Than  was  Namur,  till  now  by  William  freed. 

XI. 

Defcend,  my  mufe,  from  thy  too-daring  height, 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  eafe  thy  wide-ftretch'd 
wing  ; 
For  weary  art  thou  grown  of  this  unwonted  flight. 
And  doft  with  pain  of  triumphs  fing. 
More  fit  for  thee,  refume  thy  rural  reeds ; 
For  war  let  m-re  harmoriious  harps  be  (>fung  : 
Sing   thou  bf  love,  and  leave  great  William's 
deeds  [^ung 

To  him  who  fufSg  the  Boyne;  or  him  to  vvhohi  he 
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To  thee,  O  Montague,  thefe  drains  are  fung. 
For  thee  my  voice  is  tun'd,  and  fpeaking  lyre  is 

flrung ; 
For  every  grace  of  every  mufe  is  thine ;  f 

In  ihee  their  various  fires  united  (bine,  y 

Darling  of  Phoebus  and  the  tuneful  ^ine  ! 
To  thee  alone  I  dare  my  fong  commend, 
Whofe  nattre  can  forgive,  and  power  defend, 
And  (how  by  turns  the  patron  and  the  friend. 
Begin,  my  mufe,  from  Jove  derive  thy  fnng. 
Thy  fong  of  right  does  firft  to  Jove  belong; 
For  thou  thyfelf  art  of  celeftial  feed. 
Nor  dare  a  fire  itiferior  boaft  the  breed. 
When  lirfl;  the  frame  of  this  vail  ball  was  made, 
And  Jove  with  joy  the  finiih'd  work  furvey'd ; 
Vicillitude  of  things,  of  men  and  ftates, 
Their  rife  and  fall,  were  dellin'd  by  the  fates. 
Then  time  had  firit  a  name ;  by  firm  decree 
Appointed  lord  of  all  futurity, 
Within  whofe  ample  bofom  fates  repofe 
Caufes  of  things,  and  fecret  feeds  enclofe. 
Which,  ripenine  there,  (ball  one  day  gain  a  birth, 
And  force  a  palTage  through  the  teeming  earth. 
To  him  they  give  to  rule  the  fparious  light. 
And  bound  the  yet  unpartcd  day  and  night ; 
To  wing  the  hours  that  whirl  the  rolling  iphere, 
To  fnift  the  fcafons,  and  conducfl  the  year, 
Duration  of  dominion  and  of  power 
To  him  prefcribe,  and  fix  each  fated  hour. 
This  mighty  rule  to  time  the  fates  ordain. 
But  yet  to  hard  conditions  bind  his  reign  ; 
For  every  beauteous  birth  he  brings  to  light, 
(How  good  foe'er  and  grateful  in  his  fight,) 
He  muft  again  to  native  earth  reftore. 
And  all  his  race  with  iron  teeth  devour. 
Nor  good  nor  great  fliall  'fcape  his  hungry  mavr. 
But  bleeding  nature  prove  the  rigid  law. 

Not  yet  the  loofen'd  earth  aloft  was  flung. 
Or  pois'd  amid  the  llciesin  balance  hungj 
Nor  yet  did  golden  fires  the  fun  adorn. 
Or  borrow'd  luftre  filver  Cynthia's  horn  J 
Nor  yet  had  time  commifiion  to  begin, 
Or  fate  the  many  twified  web  to  fi  in  ; 
When  all  the  heavenly  hofl  afiemhled  came 
To  view  the  world  yet  refiing  on  its  frame; 
Eager  they  prefs,  to  fee  the  fire  dilmifs 
And  roll  the  gltbe  along  the  vaft  abyfs. 

When  deep  revolving  thoughts  the  god  retain, 
Which  for  a  fpace  fufpend  the  pron-.is'd  fcene ; 
Once  more  his  eyes  en  time  intentive  look, 
Again  infpedl  fate's  uuiverfal  book  : 
Abroad  the  wondrous  volijn'.e  he  difplays, 
And  prtfent  views  the  deeds  li  future  days. 

A  beauteous  fcene  adorns  the  furemoll  page. 
Where  nature's  blocm  \  relents  the  golden  ag-.-. 
The  golden  leaf  to  filver  foon  refigns. 
And  fair  the  {beet,  but  yet  more  famtly,  fhines. 
Of  bafer  braf?,  the  ne.\t  denotes  the  times  ; 
An  impious  page,  defcrm'd  Vt-ith  deadly  crimes,    , 
The  fourth  yet  wears  a  worfe  and  browner  face, 
And  adds  to  gloomy  days  an  iron  race. 

He  turi;s  the  book,  and  every  age  reviews, 
1  hen  all  the  kingly  line  his  eye  purfue' : 
The  fiift  of  men,  and  lords  of  earth  defign'd. 
Who  I  nder  him  ihould  goTcru  hum:.a-kind,     ^ 
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©f  future  heroes,  t^cre,  the  lives  he  reads, 
In  i'earch  of  glory  fpent,  and  godlike  deeds; 
V.'ho  empires  found,  and  goodly  cities  build. 
And  favage  men  compel  to  leave  the  field. 

All  this  he  faw,  and  all  he  faw  approv'd ; 
When  lo  I  but  thence  a  narrow  fpace  remov'd, 
And  hungry  time  h&s  all  tlie  Iccne  defac'd. 
The  kings  deftroy'd,  and  laid  the  kingdoms  wafte  : 
Together  all  in  common  luins  lie, 
Anid  but  anon,  and  ev'n  tht  ruins  die.. 
Til'  Almighty,  inly  tcuch'd,  compaffion  found. 
To  lee  great  aiilions  in  ohiivion  drown'd  ; 
And  forward  fearch'd  the  roll,  to  find  if  fate 
Kad  no  refervc  to  Spare  the  good  and  great. 
Bright  in  his  view  the  Trcjan  heroes  fiiine. 
And  llian  flrudlutes  rais'd  by  hands  divine  ; 
But  Ilium  I'uun  in  native  dult  is  laid, 
And  all  her  boafted  pile  a  ruin  made  : 
Not  great  iLncas  can  her  fall  withftand. 
But  flics,  to  favc  his  gods,  to  foreign  land. 
The  Roman  race  fuccee^  the  Dafdau  ftate, 
And  firll,  and  fccond  Csefar,  godlike  gieat. 
titill  i-n  to  after  days  his  eyes  defcend. 
And  rifing  heroes  flill  the  learch  attend. 
Proceeding  thus,  he  many  empires  pals'd; 
When  fair  Biitancia  fix'd  his  fight  at  laft. 

Above  the  waves  ftie  lifts  her  filver  head. 
And  looks  a  Venus  born  from  Ocean's  bed. 
For  rolling  year'^,  her  happy  fortunes  I'miiC, 
And  fates  propitious  blefs  the  beauteous  ifle  ; 
To  worlds  remote  ftis  wide  extends  her  reign, 
And  wields  the  trident  of  the  ftormy  main. 
Thus  on  the  bafc  of  empire  firm  (he  ftands, 
While  bright  Eliza  rules  the  willing  lands. 

But  foon  a  lowering  iky  comes  on  apace, 
And  faterevers'd  (hows 'an  iil-omen'd  face. 
1  he  void  of  l.eavtn  a  gloomy  horror  fills, 
And  cloudy  veils  involve  her  (hining  hills  ; 
Uf  greatnefs  pafs'd  i;o  footfteps  (he  retains. 
Sunk  in  a  feries  of  ir.glorious  reigns. 
She  feels  the  change,  and  deep  regrets  the  (liame 
Of  honours  loll,  and  her  dimiuiih'd  name  ; 
Confcious,  (he  f'eeks  from  day  to  fiirowd  her  head, 
And  glad  wnuld  (brink  beneath  her  oozy  bed. 
'I'husJar,  the  facrcd  leaves  Britannia's  wots 
In  (hady  draughts  and  dulky  lines  difclofe. 
Th'  enlulng  fcenc  revolves  a  martial  age, 
And  ardent  colours  gild  the  glowing  page. 

Behold  !   cf  radiant  light  an  orb  atife, 
Which,  kindling  day,  reftores  the  daxken'd  Qcies: 
And  fee  1   on  feasihe  beamy  ball  defcends, 
And  now  its  courfe  lo  fair  Britannia  bends: 
Along  the  foamy  main  the  billow  s  bear 
The  floating  fire,  and  waft  the  (hining  fphere. 
Hail,  happy  omen  I   Hail,  aufpicious  light  ! 
Thou  glorious  guide  to  yet  a  greater  light. 
For  fee  a  prir.ce,  whom  dazzling  arms  array,     "^ 
Purfuing  clofely,  plows  the  watery  way,  > 

Tracing  ilx  glory  through  the  flaming  fea.  j 

Britannia,  rife  ;  awake,   O  faireft  Ifle, 
Fiom  iron  deep;  iigain  thy  fortunes  fmile. 
Once  more  look  up,  the  mighty  man  behold, 
Whofe  reign  renews  the  former  age  tf  gold. 
The  fates  at  length  the  bliliful  web  have  f|^un, 
And  bid  it  routed  in  exidit.f;  cirdesrun. 


Again  (hill  diliant  lands  confufs  thy  fway, 

Again  the  watery  world  thy  rule  obey  ; 

Arain  thy  martial  fons  (hall  third  for  fame. 

And  win  in  foreign  fields  i  deathlefs  name; 

For  William's  geniits  every  foul  infpires. 

And  warn:sthe  Irozen  youth  with  warlike  fires. 

Already,  f<.e,  ihe  hoftile  troops  rerrear. 

And  fecm  forewarn'd  vi  their  impending  fate. 

Already  routed  foes  his  fury  feel, 

And  fly  the  force  <  f  his  unerring  fteel. 

'1  he  haughty  Gaul,  who  well,  till  now,  might  boaft 

A  matchlefs  fword  and  unrtfifltd  hofk. 

At  his  forefeen  approach  the  field  forfakes; 

His  cities  tremble,  and  his  empire  (hakes. 

His  towering  enfigns  long  had  aw'd  the  plain. 

And  fleets  audacioufly  ufurp'd  the  main  ; 

A  gathering  ftirrii  he  leern'd,  whiLh  from  afar 

Ttem'd  with  a  deluge  of  deftrii6tive  war. 

Till  William's  (tr'Tiger  genius  foar'd  above, 

And  down  the.fliies  the  daring  tempeli  drove. 

So  from  :he  radiant  fun  retires  the  night. 

And  wcflcrn  clouds  (hot  through  with  orient  light. 

So  when  th'  alTuming  god,  whom  (lorms  obey. 

To  all  the  warring  winds  at  ence  gives  way, 

The  frantic  brethren  ravage  all  around, 

And    rocki,   and  woods,   and   Ihores,   their  ra"'e 

refoufid  ; 
Incumbent  o'er  the  main,  at  length  they  fweep 
The  l.qui'l  plains,  and  raife  the  peaceful  deep. 
But  when  iuperior  Neptune  leaves  his  bed. 
His  trident  (hakes,  and  fhows  his  awful  head; 
The  madding  winds  are  huih'd,  the  tempells  ceafe, 
And  every  rolling  furge  refides  in  peace. 

And  now  the  lacred  leaf  a  landfliip  wears, 
Where  heaven  ferer.e,  and  air  unmov'd,  appears. 
The  rofe  and  lily  jaint  the  verdant  plains, 
And  palm  and  olive  (hade  the  iiylvan  fcenes. 
l"he  peaceful  Thames  beneath  his  banks  abides. 
And  fofc,  and  ilill,  the  filver,  furface  glides. 
The  Zephyrs  fan  the  fieldi^,  the  whil'pering  breeze 
With  frngiant  breath  remurmurs  through  the  trees. 
'l"he  warbling  birds,  applauding  new-born  light. 
In  wanton  mea.^urts  wing  their  airy  fiight. 
Above  the  floods  the  finny  race  repair. 
And  bound  aloft,  and  bafk  In  upper  air  ; 
They  gild  their  fcaly  backs  in  Plioebus'  beams. 
And  fci^rn  to  (Icim  the  level  of  the  flreams. 
Whole  nature  wears  a  gay  andjoyous  face, 
And  blooms  and  ripens  with  ihc  fruits  of  peace. 

No  more  theUbounng  hind  regrets  his  toil. 
But  cheerfully  manmres  the  grateful  foil  ; 
Secure  the  glebe  a  plenteotis  crop  will  yield, 
And  golden  Certs  grace  the  waving  iield. 
'1  ii'  adventurous  n;a:),  who  dtirfl  the  deep  explore, 
Oppofc  the  winds,  and  tempt  the  fhelfy  ihore. 
Beneath  his  roof  now  taftes  unbroken  reft, 
Ei;ough  with  native  vesLh  and  plenty  blcft. 

Nil  more  the  forward  youth  purines  alarms, 
Nur  leaves  the  lacred  arts  for  fiubborn  arms. 
No  more  the  mothers  from  their  hopes  are  torn. 
Nor  weeping  maids  the  promis'd  lover  mourn. 
No  more  the  widows'  fl.rieks,  and  orphans'  cries, 
'I  ormcnt  the  patient  a;r,  and  pierce  the  (kies  ; 
Bur  peaceful  joys  the  prolperous  times  afibrd. 
And  baiiiih'd  virtue  is  ag^.ia  icUor'd. 
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And  he  whofe  arms  alone  fiifta'tn'd  the  toil, 
And  (.-rcpp'd  the  n  idding  franri*  of  Britain's  ifle; 
By  whofe  i'luflnous  deeds,  her  leatlers  fir'd, 
Have  honours  Irft  retriev'd,  and  new  acquir'd, 
With  equal  fway  will  virue's  laws  niai'.tain, 
And  good,  as  jjreat,  in  awful  peace  ihall  reign  ; 
For  his  example  ftill  the  rule  fhall  give, 
And  thofe  it  taught  to  conquc'-,  teach  to  live. 

Proceeding  on,  the  father  IHU  unfolds 
Succeeding  leaves,  and  brighter  ftill  beholds; 
The  lateft  feen  the  falreft  feems  ti'  fhine, 
Yet  fudden  does  to  one  more  fair  refign. 
Th'  Eternal  paus'd — ^ — 
Nor  would  Britannia's  fate  beyond  explore  ; 
Enough  he  favv  befides  the  coming  flore. 
Enough  the  liero  had  already  d  )".e, 
.   And  round  the  wide  extent  of  glory  run  : 
Kor  further  now  the  fhining  path  purfues, 
But  like  the  fun  the  fame  bright  race  renews. 

And  fhall  remorfelefs  fates  on  him  have  power! 
Or  time  unequally  fuch  worth  devour  1 
Then,  wherefore  fliall  the  brave  for  fame  conteft  ? 
Why  is  this  man  diflinguifli'd  from  the  red  ? 
Whofe  foaring  genius  now  fubliine  afpires. 
And  deathlefs  fame  the  due  rev/ard  requires. 
Approving  heaven  th'  exalted  virtire  views, 
Nor  can  the  claim  which  it  approves  refufe. 
The  great  Creator  foon  the  grant  refolves, 
And  in  his  mighty  mind  the  means  revolves. 
He  thought ;  nor  doubted  once  again  to  choofe. 
But  fjiake  the  word,  and  made  th'  immortal  mufe. 
Ne'er  did  his  power  produce  fo  bright  a,  child, 
On  whofe  creation  infant  nature  fmil'd. 
Perfe<5l  ac  firft,  a  fmifh'd  form  fhe  wears, 
And  youth  perpetual  in  her  face  appears. 
Th'  affembled  gods,  who  long  expelling  ftaid,    T 
With  new  delight  gaze  on  the  lovely  maid,         f 
And  think  the  wilh'd-fcr  world  was  well  de-  f 
lay'd.  J 

Nor  did  the  fire  hlmfelf  his  joy  difguife, 
But  fledfafl  view'd,  and  fix'd,  and  fed  his  eyes  : 
Intent  a  fpace,  at  length  he  filence  broke. 
And  thus  the  god  the  heavenly  fair  befpoke: 
"  To  thee,  immortal  maid,  from   this  blefs'd 
"  hour, 
"  O'er  time  and  fame,  I  give  unbounded  power. 
"  Thou  from  oblivion  fhalt  the  hero  fave ; 
*'  Shalt  rife,  revive,  immortalize  the  brave. 
"  To  thee,  the  Dardan  prince  fhall  owe  his  fame; — 
"  To  thee,  the  Csefars  their  eternal  name. 
"  Eliza,  lung  by  thee,  with  fate  fball  ftrive, 
"  And  long  as  time  in  facred  verfe  furvive. 
"  And  yet,  O  mufe,  remains  the  nobl«ft  theme; 
*•  The  firfl  of  men,  mature  for  endlefs  fame, 
"  Thy  future  fongs  fliall  grace,  and  all  thy  lays, 
*'  Thenceforth, alone  fhall  wait  on  William's  praife. 
"  On  his  heroic  deeds  thy  vcrfe  (hall  rife  ;• 
"  Thcu  (lialt  diffufe  the  fires  that  he  fupplies. 
"  Through  him  thy  fongs  Ihall  more  fublime  af- 
fpire  ;  [quire ; 

"  And  he,  through  them,  fhall  deathlefs  fame  ac- 
*'  Nor  time  nor  fate  his  glcry  (hall  oppofe, 
"  Or  blaft  the  monuments  the  mufe  beftows." 

This  faid;  no   more  remain'd      Th'  ethereal 
Again  impatient  crowd  the  cryflal  coa(t,         [hoft 


The  father,  now,  within  his  fpacious  hands, 
Encompafs'd   all  the    mingled  mafs  of  feas  and 

lands; 
And,  having  heav'd  aloft  the  ponderous  fpherc, 
He  launch'd  the  world  to  float  in  ambient  air. 


ON  MRS.  ARABELLA  HUNT,  SINGING. 

IRREGULAR  ODE. 
I. 

Let  all  be  hufh'd,  each  foftefl  motion  ceafe, 
Be  every  loud  tumultuous  thought  at  peace, 
And  every  ruder  galp  of  brearh 
Be  calm,  as  in  the  arms  of  death. 
And  thou,  mv)ft  fick'e,  mofi  uneafy  part, 
Thnu  reftlefs  wanderer,  my  heart. 
Be  (liil :  gently,  ah  leave, 
Thou  bufy,  idle  thing,  to  heave. 
Stir  not  a  pulfe;  and  let  my  bloody    " 
That  turbulent,  unruly  flood. 
Be  foftly  ftay'd  : 
Let  me  be  all,  but  my  attention,  dead. 
Go,  reft,  unnecefTary  fprings  of  life, 

Leave  your  officious  toil  and  ftrife  ; 
For  I  would  hear  her  voice,  and  try 
If  it  he  poflible  to  die. 

II. 
Come,  all  ye  love-fick  maids  and  wounded  fwains, 

And  liften  to  her  healing  ftrains. 
A  wondrous  balm  between  her  lips  fhe  wears. 
Of  fovereign  force  to  foften  cares  ; 
And  this  through  every  ear  fhe  can  imi^art 
(By  tuneful  breath  diffus'd)  to  every  heart. 
Swiftly  the  gentle  charmer  flies. 
And  to  the  tender  grief  foft  air  applies, 
Which,  warbling  myftic  founds, 
Cements  the  bleeding  panter's  wound;. 
But  ah  1  beware  of  clamorous  moan  ; 
Let  no  unpleafing  murmur,  or  har(h  groan, 

Your  flighted  loves  declare: 
Your  very  tendereft  moving  fighs  forbear, 
For  even  they  will  be  too  boifterous  here. 
Hither  let  nought  but  facred  filence  come. 
And  let  all  faucy  praife  be  dumb. 
III. 
And  lo  1  Silence  himfelf  is  here  ; 
Methinks  I  fee  the  midnight  god  appear. 
In  all  his  downy  pomp  array'd, 

Behold  the  reverend  (hade  : 
An  ancient  figh  he  fits  upon, 
Whofe  memory  of  found  is  long  fince  gone. 
And  purpofely  annihilated  for  his  throne  : 
Beneath,  two  foft  tranfparent  clouds  do  meet, 
In  which  he  feems  to  fink  his  foftcr  feet. 
A  melancholy  thought,  condens'd  to  air, 
Stol'n  from  a  lover  in  defpair. 
Like  a  thin  mantle,  ferves  to  wrap 
In  fluid  folds  his  vifionary  fliape. 
A  wreath  of  darknefs  round  his  head  he  wears, 
Where  curling  mil*.s  fupply  fhe  want  of  hairs'; 
While  the  ftill  vapours,  which  from  poppies  rife, 
Bedew  bis  hoary  face,  and  luU  his  eyes. 


But  hark  !  the  heavenly  fphere  turns  round, 
And  filence  now  is  drown'd 
In  ecftafy  of  found 
Hlow  on  a  fudden  the  ftill  air  is  charm'd, 
As  if  all  harmony  were  jufl  alarm'd  ! 

And  every  foul,  with  tranfport  fill'd, 
Alternately  is  thaw'd  and  chill'd. 
See  hf'vv  the  heavenly  choir 
Come  flocking  to  admire, 
And  with  what  fpeed  and  care 
Defcending  angels  cull  the  thinnefl  air  ! 
Hafte  then,  come  all  th'  immortal  throng, 

And  liften  to  her  fong  '. 
Leave  your  lov'd  manfions  in  the  fky, 
And  hither,  quickly  hither  fly 
Your  lofs  of  heaven  nor  (hall  you  need  to  fear  ; 
While  flie  fuigs,  'tis  heaven  here. 

V. 

See  how  they  crowd,  fee  how  the  little  cherubs 

fkip: 
While  others  fit  around  her  mouth,  and  fip 

Sweet  Hallelujahs  from  her  lip, 
Thofe  lips,  where  in  furprife  of  bUfs  they  rove  j 

For  ne'er  before  did  angels  tafte 
So  exquifite  a  feaft, 
Of  mufic  and  of  love. 

Prepare  then,  ye  iiamortal  choir, 

Each  lacred  minftrcl  tune  his  lyre, 
'  And  with  her  voice  in  chorus  join ; 
Her  voice,  which  next  to  fours  is  mofl.  divine. 

Blefs  the  glad  earth  with  heavenly  lays, 
And  to  that  pitch  th'  eternal  accents  raife, 

Which  only  breath  infpir'd  can  reach,      [teach  : 
To  notes,  which  only  fhe  can  learn,  and  you  can 

While  we,  charm'd  with  the  lov'd  excefs, 

Are  wrapt  in  fweet  forgetfulnefs 
Of  all,  of  all,  but  of  the  prefent  happinef*  : 

Wifhing  for  ever  in  that  ftate  to  lie, 

For  ever  to  be  dying  fo,  yet  never  die. 


priam's  lamentation  and  petition 
to  achilles, 

FOR  THE  BODY  OF  HIS  SON  HECTOR. 

TrariJlaUd from  the  Greek  of  Homer,  Iliad  a. 
Beginning  at  this  line : 

'Eg^svaj'— — — 

Argument  introduilory  to  this  tranftation. 

Hedlor's  body  (after  he  was  flain)  remained  flillin 
the  poffeflion  of  Achilles;  for  which  Priam 
made  great  lamentation.  Jupiter  had  pity  on 
him;  and  fent  Iris  to  comfort  him,  and  diredl 
■  him  after  what  manner  he  (h^nld  go  to  A.chil 
les's  tent ;  and  how  he  fhould  there  ranfom  the 
body  of  his  fon.  Priam  a'ccordingly  orders  his 
fhariot  to  be  got  ready,  and, preparing  rich  pre- 


attend  his  perfon  plac'd,  ^ 

.Icymus  ;   the  reft  v 

3,  greater  ftate  exnrefs'd.  j 
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fents  for  Achilles,  fets  forward  to  the  Grecian 
camp,  accompanied  by  nobody  but  his  herald 
Idacus.  Mercury,  at  Jupi'er'j  command,  meets 
him  by  the  way,  in  tht  fii»ure  of  a  young  Gre- 
cian, and,  after  bemoaning  his  misfortune,  un- 
dertakf-s  to  drive  his  chariot  unobferved  through 
the  guards,  and  to  the  do(»r  of  Achilles's  tent  ; 
which  havii-.g  performed,  he  difcovcred  himfelf 
a  god,  and  giving  him  a  fliort  inftrudtion  how 
to  move  Achilles  to  compaflionj  flew  up  to  hea- 
ven. 

So  fpake  the  god,  and  heavenward  took  his  flight; 

When  Priam  frc'm  his  chariot  did  alight ; 

Leaving  Idseus  there,  alone  he  went 

With  folemn  pace  into  Achilles'  tent. 

Heedlefs  he  pafs'd  through  various  rooms  of  ftatc« 

Until  approaching  where  the  hero  fate  ; 

There,  at  a  feaft,  the  good  old  Priam  found 

Jove's  beft-belov'd,  with  all  his  chiefs  around; 

Two  only  were  t*  attend  his  perfon  plac'd, 

Automedon  and  Ale 

At  greater  di!tance, 

Priam,  unfeen  by  thefe,  his  way  purfued, 
And  firft  of  all  was  by  Achilles  vicw'd. 
About  hi>  knees  his  trembling  arms  he  caft. 
And  agonizing  grafp'd  and  held  them  fall; ; 
Then  caught  his  hand>,and  kifs'd  and  prefs'd  them 

clofe, 
Thofe  hands,  th'  inhuman  authors  of  his  woes; 
Thofe  hands,  whofe  unrelenting  force  had  cuft. 
Much  of  his  blood  (for  many  fonshe  loft). 

But,  as  a  wretch  who  has  a  murder  done. 
And,  feeking  refuge,  does  from  juftice  run, 
Entering  lome  lioufe,  in  hafte, where  he's  unknown. 
Creates  amazement  in  the  lookers-on': 
So  did  Achilles  gaze,  furpris'd  to  fee 
The  godlike  Priam's  royal  mifery  ; 
All  ju  each  other  gaz'd,  all  in  furprife, 
And  mute,  yet  feem'd  to  qneftion  with  their  €ye«| 
rill  he  at  length  the  folemn  f'l^nce  broke; 
And  thus  the  venerable  fuppliant  fpoke  : 

"   Divine  Achilles,  at  your  feet  behold 
"  A  proftrate  king  in  wretchednefs  grown  old  ; 
"  Think  on  your  father,  and  then  look  on  me, 
"   His  hoary  age  and  helplefs  perfon  fee; 
"  So  furrow'd  are  his  cheeks,  fo  white  his  hairs, 
"  Such,  and  fo  many,  his  declining  yiars; 
"  Could  you  imagine  (but  that  cannot  be) 
"  Could  you  imagine  fuch,  his  mifery ! 
"  Yet  it  may  come,  when  he  fhall  be  opprefs'd, 
"  And  neighbouring  princes  lay  his  country  waftej 
"  Ev'n  at  this  time,  perhaps, fome  powerful  foe, 
"   Who  will  no  mercy,  no  compaflion,  fhow, 
"  Entering  his  palace,  fees  him  feebly  fly, 
"   And  feek  protefflion  where  no  help  is  nigh. 
"  In  vain  he  may  your  fatal  abfence  mourn, 
"   And  wifh,  in  vain,  for  your  delay'd  return  ; 
"  Yet,  that  he  hears  you  live,  is  fome  relief; 
"   Some  hopes  alleviate  his  excefs  of  grief; 
"   It  glads  his  foul  to  think  he  once  may  fee 
"  His  much-lov'd  fon ;  would  that  were  granted 

me! 
"  But  I,  moft  wretched  1 !  of  all  bereft ! 
"  Of  all  my  worthy  fons  how  few  are  left ! 


54» 


THE    WORKS    OF    CONGREVE. 


"   Yft  fifty  g:oodl}'  youths  1  bad  to  boati, 

*'  When  firll  the  Greeks  invaded  Ilioti's  coafl : 

"  Nineteen,  the  joyful  ifiue  of  one  womb, 

"   Arc  i:ow,  alas!  a  mournful  tribute  to  one  tomb. 

"   Mercilefs  war  this  devafration  wraught, 

"   And  tlieir  ftrong-  nerves  to  diflblution  brought. 

"  Stili  one  was  left,  in  whom  was  all  my  hope, 
"   My  age's  comfort,  and  his  couiury's  prop  ; 
•'   He<Sor,  my  darling,  and  my  laft  defeiice, 
"  Whofe  life  alnne  their  deaths  could  recompenfe  ; 
"  And,  to  complete  my  ftore  of  countlcfs  w<.e, 

"  Him  you  have  flain of  him  bereav'd  me  too! 

"  For  his  fake  only  hither  am  I  come  ; 

"  Rich  gifts  1  bri.ng,  and  wealth,  an  endlefs  fum  ; 

"  All  to  redeem  that  fatal  prize  you  won, 

"  A  wr.rthlefs  ranf -m  for  fo  brave  a  fon. 

"   Fear  the  juft  gods,  Achilles;  and  on  me 
"  With  pity  look  ;  think  you  your  father  fee; 
*'  Such  as  1  am,  he  is ;  alone  in  this, 
"  I  can  no  eqnal  have  in  miferies ; 
**  Of  all  mankind  moft  wretched  and  forlorn, 
**  Bow'd   with  fuch  weight  as  never  has  been 

borne ; 
**  Reduc'd  to  kneel  and  pray  to  you,  from  whom 
*'  The  fpring  and  foorce  of  all  my  iorrows  come ; 
"  With  gifts  to  court  m.ine  and  my  country'sbane, 
••  And  kifs  thofe  hands  which  have  my  children 

flain." 
He  fpake 

Now  fadnefs  o'er  Achilles'  face  appears,  -^ 

Priam  he  views,  and  for  lii»  father  feiirs;  C 

That,  and  compaffion,  melt  him  into  tears,  j 

Then  gently  with  his  hand  he  |.iut  away 
Old  Piiani's  face;   but  he  flill  proftrate  lay. 
And  there,  with  tears  and  fighs,  afrefh  begun 
To  mourn  the  fall  of  his  i!l-fa'ed  fon. 
But  paflion  different  ways  Achilles  turns. 
Now  he  Patroclus,  now  his  father  mouins  : 
1  bus  both  with  lamentations  fill'J  the  place, 
_Till  foxrow  feem'd  to  wear  one  common  face. 


THE  LAMENTATIONS  OF 

HECUBA,  ANDROMACHE,  AND  HELEN 

OVER  THE  DEAD  BODY  OF  HECTOR. 

Iranjlated  fi  om  the  Greek  of  Homer.  Jliad  u. 

Beginning  at  this  line  : 
*H^;  Ji  KPtn'o'XiirXai  ixtivecl»  ■au^ira.v  l^'  ajai. 

Conncilion  of  this  ivith  the  former  tratfluiion, 

Priam,  at  laft,  moves  Achilles  to  ccmpafTion,  and, 
after  having  made  him  prefcnts  of  great  value, 
obtains  the  body  of  his  fon.  Mercury  awakens 
Priam  early  in  the  morning,  and  advifes  him  to 
hafte  away  with  the  body,  left  Agametr.non 
fhould  be  informed  of  his  being  in  the  camp  : 
he  himfclf  hcl(s  to  harnefsthc  mules  and  horles, 
and  conveys  him  falely ,  and  without  nolle,  cha- 
riot and  al),  ffoni  anvji'g  the  Grecian  ttnts; 


then  fJes  up  to  heaven,  leaving  Priam  and  Idzu* 
to  travel  on  with  the  body  toward  Troy. 

Now  did  the  faffron  morn  her  beams  difplay. 
Gilding  the  f.ice  of  univerfal  day; 
When  mourning  Priam  to  the  town  return'd  ; 
Slowly  his  chariot  mov'd,  as  that  had  mourn'd; 
The  mules  beneath  the  mangled  body  gru. 
As  bearing  (now)  unufual  weight  of  woe.  '' 

To  Pergamus'  high  top  CafTinclra  flies. 
Thence  fhe  afar  the  fad  procefTion  fpies  : 
Her  father  and  Idasus  firft  appear. 
Then  Hedlor's  corpfe  extended  on  a  bier; 
At  which  her  boundlefs  grief  loud  cries  bejrari. 
And,  thus  lamenting,  through  the  ftreet  fhe  ran  ; 
"   Hither,  ye  wretched  Trojans,  hi:  her  all  '. 
"   Behold  the  godlike  He&or's  funeral  I 
"  If  e'er  you  went  with  joy  to  fee  him  come 
"  Adorn'd  with  conqucft  and  with  laurels  home, 
"  Affemble  now,  his  ranfom'd  body  fee, 
"  What  once  was  ail  your  joy  ;  now  all  your  ini- 
fcry  :" 

She  fpake,  and  flrait  the  numerous  crowd  obey'd, 
Nor  man,  nor  woman,  in  the  city  flay'd; 
Common  confent  of  grief  had  made  them  one  ; 
With  clamorous  moan  to  Scxa's  gate  they  run  ; 
There  the  lov'd  body  of  their  Hedtor  meet. 
Which  they,  with  loud  and  Irelh  lamentings,  greet. 
His  reverend  mother,  and  his  tender  wife. 
Equal  in  love,  in  grief  had  equal  flnfe  : 
In  lorrow  they  no  moderation  knew, 
But,  wildly  vvailing,  to  the  chariot  flew  ; 
There  ffrove  the  rolling  wheels  to  hold,  while  each 
Attempted  lirft  his  breathlefs  cc-rpfe  to  reach  ; 
Aloud  they  beat  their  breafls,  and  tore  their  hair, 
Rending  around  with  {bricks  the  fuffering  air. 

Now  had  the  throng  of  people  ftopt  the  way, 
Who  would  have  there  lamented  all  the  day ; 
But  Piiam  from  his  chariot  rofe,  and  fpake, 
"  Trojans,    enough ;    trace   with    your    forrows 

make ; 
"  Give  way  to  me,  and  yield  the  chariot  room  : 
"  Firft  let  me  bear  my  Heflor's  body  home, 
"  Then  mourn  your  fill."  At  this  the  crowd  gave 
Yielding  like  waves  of  a  divided  fea.  [way, 

Idaeus  to  the  palace  drove,  then  laid 
With  care  the  body  on  afumptuous  bed, 
And  round  about  were  Ikilful  fingers  plac'd, 
Who  wept,  and  Cgh'd,  and  in  fad  notes  exprefs'd 
Their  moan;  all  in  a  chorus  did  agree 
Of  univerfal  mournful  harmony. 
When  firft  Andromache  her  pafTion  broke, 
And  thus  (clolie  preffing  his.  pale  checks)  flie  fpokc : 

Andromache's  lamentation. 

O  my  loft  hulband  1  let  me  ever  moura 
Thy  early  fate,  and  too  untimely  urn  : 
In  the  full  pride  of  youth  thy  glories  fade, 
And  thou  in  aOics  rauft  with  them  belaid. 

Why  is  n:y  heart  thus  miferably  torn  1 
Why  am  I  thus  diftrefs'd  !  why  thus  forlorn  ! 
Am  I  that  wretched  thing  a  widow  left  I 
Why  do  I  live,  who  am  of  thee  bereft  ? 
Yet  I  were  bleft,  were  I  alone  undone; 
Alas,  my  child  '.  where  ca.T  an  infant  run  ? 
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Unhappy  orphan  !  t!>.ou  in  woes  art  nTirsM ; 
Why  wsrc  you  horn  ? — I  am  with  hleiTingscurs'd  ; 
For  km!!:  ere  thou  (halt  be  to  manhood  grown, 
Wide  defolation  will  lay  wafte  this  town  : 
Who  is  there  now  that  can  protedion  give, 
Since  he.  who  washer  ftrength,  no  more  doth  live? 
Who  of  her  reverend  matrons  will  have  care? 
Who  fave  her  children  from  the  rage  of  war  ? 
For  he  to  all  father  and  hufjand  was, 
And  all  are  orphans  now,  and  widowsi,  by  his  lofs. 
Soon  VI  ill  the  Grecians  now  infulting  come. 
And  bear  us  captives  to  their  diflant  home  ; 
I,  with  my  child,  muft  the  fame  fortune  Ihare, 
And  all  alike  be  prifoncrs  of  the  war; 
'Mongft  bafc-born  wretches  he  bis  lot  muft  have, 
And  be  to  fome  inhuman  lord  a  flave. 
Elfcfonie  avenging  Greek,  with  fury  fiU'd, 
Or  for  an  only  fon  or  father  kill'd 
By  Hedlor's  hand,  on  him  will  vent  his  rage, 
And  with  his  blo^d  his  thirfty  grief  afTuage  ; 
For  many  fell  by  his  relenrlefs  hand, 
Biting  that  ground,  with  which  their  blood  was 
flain'd. 
Fierce  was  thy  father  (O  my  child)  in  war. 
And  never  did  his  f;ies  in  battle  fparc; 
Thence  come  thefe  fufferings,  which  fo  much  have 

cofl. 
ATuch  woe  to  all,  but  fure  to  me  the  mofl. 
1  faw  him  nc^t  vi'hen  in  the  ]>angs  of  death, 
Nor  did  my  lips  receive  hislatell  breath  ; 
Why  held  he  not  to  me  his  dying  hand  ? 
And  why  receiv'd  not  I  his  lad  command  ? 
Something  he  would  have  faid,  had  1  been  there, 
Which  [  ftiould  ftill  in  fad  remembrance  bear  ; 
For  I  could  never,  never  words  forget, 
Which  night  and  day  I  fhould  with  tears  repeat, 
bhe  fpake,  and  wept  afrefh,  when  all  around 
A-general  figh  diffus'd  a  mournful  found. 
I'hen  Hecuba,  who  long  had  been  oppreft 
With  boiling  pafHons  in  her  aged  breaft, 
Mingling  her  words  with  fighs  and  tears,  begun 
A  lamentation  for  her  darling  fon. 

Hecuba's  lamentation. 
Heflor,  my  joy,  and  to  my  foiil  more  dear 
Than  all  my  other  numerous  ilTue  were  ; 
O  my  lafl  comfort,  and  my  beft-bclov'd  I 
Thou,  at  whofe  fall  even  Jove  himfelf  was  mov'd, 
And  fent  a  god  his  dread  commands  to  bear. 
So  far  thou  wert  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care; 
From  fierce  Achilles'  chains  thy  corpfe  was  freed, 
So  kind  a  fate  was  for  none  etfe  decreed  : 
My  other  fi^ns,  made  prifonsrs  by  his  hands, 
Were  fold  like  flaves,  and  fnipt  to  foreign  lands. 
Thou  too  were  fentenc'd  by  his  barbarous  doom. 
And  dtagg'd,  when  dead,  about  Patroclus'  tomb. 
His  Icv'd  Patroclus,  whom  thy  hands  had  ilain  : 
And  yet  that  cruelty  was  us'd  in  vain, 
Since  all  could  not  reftore  his  life  again. 
Now  frefh  and  glowing  ev'n  in  death  thou  art, 
And  fair  as  he  who  feli  by  Phosbu'.'  dart. 
Kere  weeping  Hecuba  her  pafiion  iiay'd, 
And  univerfal  moan  again  v?a5  maJe; 
When  Helen's  lamenrarion  htrs  fupply'd, 
jS,;:d  thuf,  aljud,  lYut  f^tiji  beauty  ciy'd, 


HELEN  S  LAMENTATION. 

O  Hcdor,  thou  were  rooted  jn  my  heart, 
No  brother  there  had  half  fo  large  a  part  1 
Not  Itfs  than  twenty  years  ate  now  pafs'do'er. 
Since  firft  I  landed  on  the  Trojan  flmre; 
Since  I  with  godlike  Paris  fled  from  home  : 
(Would  I  had  dy'd  before  that  day  had  coms  !) 
In  all  which  time  (fo  gentle  was  thy  mind) 
I  ne'er  could  charge  thee  with  a  deed  unkmd  ; 
Not  one  untender  word,  or  look  of  fcorn. 
Which  [  too  often  have  from  others  borne. 
But  you  from  their  reproach  ftill  fet  me  free. 
And  kindly  have  reprov'd  their  cruelty; 
If  by  my  fillers  or  the  queen  revil'd, 
(For  the  good  king,  like  yoti,  was  ever  mild) 
Your  kindnefs  dill  has  all  my  grief  beguii'd. 
Ever  in  tears  let  me  your  lofs  bemoan. 
Who  had  no  friend  alive  but  you  alone  : 
All  will  reproach  me  now  where'er  I  pafs, 
And  fly  with  horror  from  my  hated  face. 
Phis  faid,  fhe  wepr;  and  the  vail  throng  was  mov'd. 
And  with  a  general  figh  her  grief  approv'd. 
V.'hen    Priam    (who  had    heard    the    mourning 

crowd) 
Rofe  from  his  feat,  and  thus  he  fpake  aloud  : 

'•  C;afe  your  lamentings,  Trojans,  for  a  while, 
"  And  fell  down  trees  to  build  a  funeral  pile; 
"   Fear  not  an  ambufh  by  the  Grecians  laid, 
"   For  with  Achilles  twelve  days  truce  I  made." 

He  fpake ;  and  all  obey'd  as  with  one  mind. 
Chariots  were  brought,  and  mules  and  oxen  join'dj 
forth  from  the  city  all  the  people  Vvrent, 
And  nine  days  fprace  was  in  that  labour  fpent ; 
Fhe  tentli,  a  moft  llupendous  pile  they  made, 
And  on  the  top  the  manly  Hedtor  laid, 
Then  gave  it  fitc;  while  all,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Beheld  the  rolling  flames  and  fmoke  arife. 
All  night  they  wept,  aad  all  the  night  it  burn'd ; 
But  when  the  rofy  morn  with  day  returned, 
About  the  pile  the  thronging  people  came. 
And  with  black  wine  quench  d  the  remaining  flame. 
His  brothers  then  and  friends  iearch'd  every  where, 
And  gathering  up  his  fnovvy  bones  with  care, 
Wept    o'er    them ;    when    an    urn   of  gold   was 

brought. 
Wrapt  in  foft  purple  palls,  and  richly  wrought. 
In  which  the  facred  afhes  were  interr'd. 
Then  o'er  his  grave  a  nMUument  they  rear'd. 
Aleantime   ftrong  guards  were  plac'd,  and  care- 
ful fpies. 
To  viratch  the  Grecians,  and  prevent  furprife. 
The  wt^rk  once  ended,  all  the  vaft  refort 
Of  mourning  people  went  to  Priam's  court; 
'rhcre  they  refrefu'd  their  weary  limbs  with  reft, 
hnding  the  funeral  with  a  folemu  leait. 


PARAPHRASE  UPON  HORACE, 

ODE    XIX.    LIB.    I. 

"  Mater  fa;va  Cupidinum,  &c." 

I. 

The  tyrant  q-iecn  of  foft  defire?, 
Willi  the  reliilicfs  aid  of  fpri^^htiy  wins 
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And  wanton' eafe,  confpires 

To  make  my  heart  its  peace  refi{rn, 
And  re-admit  love's  long- rcjeiled  fires.  ' 

F^r  beauteous  Glycera  I  burn,  [return. 

The    flames  ib   long  repell'd    with   double   force 
MatciileCsher  face  appears,  and  fhines  more  bright 
Than  polifli'd  marble  when  rcfltding  light  : 
Her  very  coynefs  warms  ; 

And  with  a  grateful  fuLennef?  fhe  charms: 
Each  look  darts  forth  a  th;>ufand  rays, 

Whofe  luflre  an  unwary  fighr  betrays; 
My  eye-balls  fwim,  and  I  grow  giddy  while  I  gaze. 
II. 

She  comes!  ffie  comes  !  ihe  ru/hcs  in  my  veins  ! 

At  once  all  Venus  enters,  and  at  large  (be  reigns  ! 
Cyprus  no  more  with  her  abode  is  bleft; 
1  am  her  palace,  and  her  throne  my  breaft. 
Of  favage  Scythian  arms  ii-   more  I  write, 
Of  Parthian  archers,  who  in  flying  fight. 
And  make  rough  war  their  fport; 

Such  idle  themes  no,more  can  move, 
JJor  any  thing  but  what's  of  high  import : 

And  what's  of  high  import,  but  L  ve  ? 
Vervain  and  gums,  and  the  green  turf  prepare  ; 
With  viiiie  of  two  years  old  your  cups  be  fili'd  : 

After  our  facrifice  and  prayer, 
TJhe  goddefs  may  incline  her  heart  to  yield. 


STANZ.JiS 

JN    IMITATION    or    HORACE, 
LIB.    11.    ODE    XIV. 

"  Eheu  fugaces,  Pofihume,  Pollhume, 
"  Labuntur  ani.i,  &c." 


Ah  '  no,  'tis  all  in  ^in,  believe  me  'tis. 

This  pious  artifice, 

Iv'ot  all  thcfe  prayers  and  alms  can  buy 

One  moment  tow'id  eternity. 

Eternity!   that  boundlef^  race, 
Which  rime  himfelf  can  nevi;r  run 
(Swift  as  he  flies,  with  an  unweary'd  pace)  : 
Which,  when   ten   thoufand,  thoufand  years  are 

done, 
Is  flill  the  fame,  and  flill  to  be  begun. 

Fis'd  are  thofe  limits,  which  prclcribe 
A  fhort  extent  to  the  moft  lafling  breach; 
And  th(  u<ih  thou  could'ft  for  facrifice  lay  down 
Millions  of  o'her  lives  to  fave  thy  own, 

'Twere  fruitlefs  all ;  nM  all  would  bribe 
One  fupernumerary  gafp  from  death. 
II. 

In  vain's  thy  inexhauftcd  ftore 

Of  wejilth,  in  vain  thy  power; 

Thy  honouf!,  titles,  all  mu';  fail, 
Where  piety  iifelf  can  nought  avail. 
The  rich,  the  great,  the  innocent,  and  juft, 

Muft  all  be  huddled  to  the  grave. 
With  the  moft  vile  and  ignominious  flave, 

And  uiidiflinguifh'd  lie  in  dult. 

In  vain  the  fearful  flies  alarms, 
Ib  vain  he  is  fecure  from  wouncfc  «f  arms, 


In  vain  avoids  the  faithlefs  fess, 
And  is  confin'd  to  home  an!  eafe, 
Bounding  his  knowledge,  to  extend  his  days. 

hi  vain  are  all  thofe  arts  we  try. 
All  our  evafi  ,ns,  and  regret  to  die  : 
From  the  contagion  of  mortality. 

No  clime  is  pure,  no  air  is  free  : 
And  no  rerea 
Is  fo  obfcure,  as  to  be  hid  from  fate. 
Ill 
Th'^u  muft,  alas '   thou  muft,  my  friend; 
(  The  very  hour  thou  now  doft  Spend 
In  iUidying  to  avoid,  brings  on  thy  end) 
Thou  muft  forego  the  deareft  joys  of  life; 
Leave  the  warm  bofom  of  thy  tender  wife. 
And  all  the  much-lov'd  offspring  of  her  womb, 
To  moulder  in  the  cold  e:i. braces  of  a  tomb. 
-\[\  muft  be  le*"t,  and  all  be  loll ; 
Tby  houfe,  vvhofi  ftately  ftrudlure  fo  much  coft. 

Shall  nr^t  afford 
Ro  m  for  the  ftinkmg  carcafe  of  its  lord. 
Of  all  thy  pleafant  gardens,  gr'-ts,  and  bowers. 
Thy    coftly  fruits,   thy   far-fetch'd   plants  and 
flowers,  • 

Nought  flialt  thou  fave; 
Or  but  a  fprig  of  rolemary  {halt  have. 
To  wither  with  thee  in  the  grave  : 
The  reft  ftiall  live  and  floiirilh,  to  upbraid 
Their  tranfitory  mafter  dead. 

IV. 

Then  (hall  thy  leng-expedling  heir 
A  joyful  mourning  wear  : 
And  riot  in  the  wafte  of  that  eflate 
Which  thou  haft  taken  fo  much  uains  to  get, 
\\l  thy  hid  ftores  he  fhall  unfold, 
And  fet  at  large  thy  captive  gold. 
That  precicius  wine,  ci-ndemn'd  by  thee 
To  vaults  and  prifons,  fliall  again  bs  free  :  ' 
Bury'd  alive  though  now  it  lies, 

Again  fliall  rife; 
Again  its  fparkling  furface  ftiow. 
And  free  as  element  profufely  flow. 
With  fuch  high  food  he  fliall  fct  forth  his  feaftg. 
That  cardinals  ftiall  wifti  to  be  his  gucftsj 
And  pamper'd  prelates  fee 
Thensfelves  outdone  in  luxury. 


IN  IMIFATION  OF  HORACE, 

ODE  IX.    LIB.    I. 

"  Vides  ut  a!ta,  &c." 
I. 

Bless  me,  'tis  cold  !  how  chill  the  air! 
How  naked  does  the  world  appear  '. 
But  fee  (big  with  the  offspring  of  the  north) 
The  teeming  clouds  bring  forth  : 

A  fhower  of  loft  and  fleecy  rain 
Falls,  to  ncw-clothe  the  earth  again. 

Behold  the  mountain-tops  around. 

As  if  wiifi  fur  of  ermins  crown'd  ; 
And  lo  !  iiow  by  degrees 
The  univerfal  mantle  hides  the  trees 

In  hoary  flakes,  which  downward  fly, 
As  if  it  were  the  autumn  of  the  Iky  : 


POEMS. 


ii* 


Tr?mTili.ig,  the  grcves  fuflain  their  weighr,  and 
Like  aged  iinibs,  which  feebly  go  [bow 

Beneath  a.  venerable  head  of  fiiow. 

II. 
Diffufive  co!rl  does  the  whole  earth  invade, 
Like  a  difeafe,  through  all  its  veins  'tis  I'pread, 
And  each  late  livir.j!;  llream  is  numb'd  and  dead. 
I,tt's  mi_lt  the  frozen  hour«,  make  waj-ni  the  air; 
I^et  cheerful  fires  Sol's  feeble  beams  repair  ; 
Fill  the  large  bowl  with  J'parkling  wine  ; 
Let's  drink  till  our  own  faces  fliine, 

Till  we  like  funs  appear, 
To  light  and  warm  the  hemifphere. 
Wine  can  difpenfe  (o  all  both  light  and  heat, 

They  arc  with  wine  incorporate  ;  [mix, 

That  powerful  juice,   with  which  no    cold  dares 
Which  flill  is  fluid,  and  no  froft  can  fix  : 

Let  that  but  in  abundance  flow. 
And  let  it  ftorm  and  thunder,  hail  and  fnow, 
'  ris  Heaven's  concern  ;  and  let  it  be 
The  care  of  Heaven  ftill  for  me  :  [feas. 

Thole  winds  which  rend  the  oaks  and  plough  the 
Great  Jove  can,  if  he  pleafe, 
With  one.  cemmanding  nod  appeafe. 

111. 
Seek  not  to  know  to-morrow's  doom; 
That  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come  : 
The  prefent  moment's  all  our  f^ore ; 
The  next  fliould  Heaven  allow, 
Then  this  will  be  no  more  : 
So  all  our  life  is  but  one  inftant  now. 
Look  on  each  day  you've  paft 
To  be  a  mighty  treafure  won; 
And  lay  each  moment  out  in  haile; 
We're  fure  to  live  too  faft. 
And  cannot  live  too  foon. 
Youth  (loth  a  thoufand  pleafurps  bring, 
Which  from  decrepit  age  will  fly  ; 
The  Sowers  that  flourilh  in  the  fpring, 
In  winter's  cold  embraces  die. 

IV. 

Now  Love,  that  everlafling  bt;y,  invites 
To  revel  wjjile  you  may,  in  foft  delights: 
Now  tliejiind  nymph  yields  all  her  charms, 
Nor  yields  in  vain  to  youthful  arms. 
Slowly  file  promifes  at  night  to  meet. 
But  eagerly  prevents  the  hour  with  fwifter  feet. 
To  gloomy  groves  and  fhadcs  oblcure  fhe  flies, 
There  veils  the  bright  tonfeflion  of  her  eyes. 
Unwillingly  ihe  ftay«, 
Would  more  unwillingly  depart, 
And  in  foft  fighs  conveys 
The  whifpers  of  her  he^rt. 
Still  (he  invites  and  ftill  denies. 
And  vows  ihe'U  leave  you  if  you're  rude  ; 
Then  from  her  ravifher  ilie  flies, 
But  flies  to  be  purfu'd; 
If  from  his  fight  (he  does  herlelf  convey, 
With  a  feign'd  laugh  (he  will  herfclf  betray, 
And  cunningly  infirudt  him  in  the  way. 


SONG. 


I  look'j),  and  I  figh'd,  and  I  wlih'd  I  could  fpealc. 
And  very  fain  would  have  been  at  iicr  j 
Vol.  Yll. 


But  when  I  flrove  mod  my  grfat  paffion  to  brck]s 
Stiii  then  I  faid  feaft  i>f  the  matter. 
It. 
I  fwore  to  myfelf,  and  refolv'd  1  would  try 

Some  way  my  poor  heart  to  recover; 
Bi;t  that  was  all  vain,  fir  I  fooncr  could  die. 
Than  live  with  forbearing  to  love  her. 
i>i. 
Dear  Cxlia,  be  kjnd  then ;  and  fince  your  ow» 
eyes 
By  looks  can  command  adoration, 
Give  mine  leave  to  talk  too,  and  do  not  defpifc 
Thofe  oglings  that  tell  you  my  palTion. 

IV. 

We'll  look,  and  we'll  lovg,  and  though  neither 
(hould  fpeak, 

The  pleafure  we'll  ftill  be  purfuing;  [make 

And  fo,   without  words,   I  don't  doubt  we  may 

A  very  good  end  of  this  wooing. 


THE  RECONCILIATION. 

RECITATIVE. 

Fajr  Cailia  love  pfetf.;nded, 
And  nam'd  the  myrtle  bower, 
Where  Damon  long  attended  ' 
Beyond  the  promis'd  hour. 
At  length  impatient  growing 
Of  anxious  expeftjtion. 
His  heart  with  rage  o'erflowingj 
He  vented  thus  his  pailion. 

ODE. 

To  all  the  fex  deceitful, 

A  long  and  lall  adieu  ; 
Since  women  prove  ungrateful 

As  oft  as  men  prove  true. 
The  pains  they  caufe  are  many, 

And  long  and  hard  t'-"  bear; 
The  joys  they  give  (if  any) 

few,  fliori,  and  infincere. 

RECITATIVE. 

But  Celia  now,  repenting 
Her  breach  of  aflignation, 
Arriv'd  wi:h  eyes  confenting, 
And  fparkiing  inclination. 
lAkc  Citherea  fniiling. 
She  blufli'd,  and  laid  his  paffion; 
The  (hepherd  ceas'd  reviling. 
And  fling  this  recantation. 

PALINODE. 

How  eng3gi<ig,  hov/  endearing. 

Is  a  lover's  pain  and  care  ! 
And  what  joy  the  nymph's  appearing, 

After  abfence  or  defpair  1 
Women  wife  increafe  defiring, 

By  contriving  kind  delays  ; 
And  advancing,  or  retiring, 

All  they  mean  is  more  to  pleafe. 


ABSENCE. 


Alas  !   whTit  pains,   what  racking   thoughts  hs 

proves, 
Who  lives  rcniov'd  from  her  he  desreft  loves  I 
M  m 
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In  cruel  atfence  doom'd  pad  joys  to  mourn, 
And  think  on  hoiirs  that  will  no  more  return  ! 
Oh  let  me  ne'er  the  pangs  of  abftnce  try, 
Save  me  from  abfence.  Love,  or  let  mc  die. 


SONG. 

False  though  flie  be  to  me  and  love, 

I'll  ne'er  purfue  revenge; 
For  ftill  the  charmer  1  approve. 

Though  I  deplore  her  change. 

In  hours  of  Mif<  we  oft  have  met. 
They  cruld  not  always  lad  ; 

Ard  thrugh  the  preffiit  I  regret, 
}'m  grateful  for  the  paft. 


SONG  IN  DIALOGUE, 

FOR  TWO  WOMEN. 


I  LOVE  atrd  am  belov'd  again, 
Strtplioi.  no  more  (hail  figh  in  vain  ; 
1  ve  tr>  d  his  faith,  and  found  him  truCj 
And  all  my  coynefs  bid  adieu. 
It. 

I  love,  and  an\  belov'd  again, 
Y-t  f.ill  n.y  Ihyrfis  Ihall  complain; 
Vm  fiire  he'.^  mine,  whi  e  I  retuft  him, 
But  when  I  jield,  I  itar  to  loL'  him. 

I.  Mcc  will  grn\r  faint  with  tedious  fading; 

a.  And  both  will  tire  with  often  ^fting. 
When  ihty  tind  the  blifs  not  lafting. 

I    l>ove  i-  coirplete  in  kind  pclTcfling. 

4.   Ah  no  .   ah  no  1  that  ends  the  blefling. 

■     CHORUS  OF   BOTI;. 

Then  let  us  beware  how  far  we  confent. 
To  (oof)  when  we  yield,  too  late  we  repent  J 
*Tis  ignprance  makes  men  admire ; 
And  grantmg  defire. 
We  feed  imt  the  fire, 
But  make  it  more  quickly  expire. 


SONG. 


T«LL  me  no  more  I  am  deceived, 

J  hat  Cloe's  falfe  and  common  ; 
I  always  knew  (at  kaft  believ'd) 

She  was  a  very  woman  : 
As  Inch  1  lik'd,  a^  fuch  carefs'd, 
She  ftill  wa'.  conftaiit  when  poflefs'd, 

:3he  could  do  more  for  no  man. 
u. 
But,  oh  !  her  thoughts  on  others  ran. 

And  that  you  think  a  hard  thing ; 
perhaps  (he  fancy 'd  you  the  man. 

And  what  care  1  one  farthing  ?       ^ 
You  think  (he's  falfe,  I'm  fine  (he's  kind; 
I  take  her  body,  you  her  mind. 

Who  has  the  better  bargain  J 


THE  petition- 
Grant  me,  gentle  Love,  faid  I, 
One  dear  blefiing  ere  i  die  ; 
Long  I've  borne  excefs  of  pain, 
Let  rne  now  fome  bills  obtain. 

Thus  to  almighty  Love  I  cry'd, 
When  angi}*  thus  the  god  repiy'd  : 

Bleffings  greater  none  can  have. 
Art  thou  not  Amynta's  flave  ? 
Ctafe,  fond  mortal,  to  implore. 
For  Love,  ev'n  Love  himfell's  no  more. 


SONG. 


Cruel  Amynta  can  you  fee 

A  heart  thus  torn,  which  you  betray'd  ? 
Love  of  himfolf  ne'er  vanquift'd  me, 

But  through  your  eyes  the  conqueft  made. 
II. 
In  ambulh  there  the  trai'or  lay. 

Where  I  was  led  by  faithlefs  fmiles; 
No  wretche'?  are  fo  loll  as  they  » 

Whom  much  fecurity  beguiles. 


SONG. 

I. 

See,  fee,  (he  wakes,  Sabina  wakes ! 

And  now  the  fun  begins  to  rife  ; 
Lefs  glorious  is  the  morn  that  breaks 

From  his  bright  beams,  than  her  fair  eye.s. 
II. 
With  light  united,  day  they  give, 

B^t  different  fates  ere  night  fulfil; 
How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live  '. 

How  many  will  her  coldnefs  kill '. 


Occajloned  by  a  Lady^s  ba-ving  ivrit  ferfes  in  (ommett- 
datlon  of  a  Poem  ivhicL  ivui  ivrittenin  praife  of  ana- 
ther  Lady, 

Hard  is  the  talk,  and  bold  th*  adventurous  flight, 

OI  him,  who  dares  in  praife  of  beauty  write  ; 

For  when  to  that  high  theme  our  thoughts  afcend, 

'Tis  to  detratft,  too  poorly  to  commend. 

And  he,  who,  praifing  beauty,  does  no  wrong. 

May  boafl  to  be  fucceffful  in  iiis  fong  : 

But  when  the  fair  themlclves  approve  his  lays. 

And  one  accepts,  and  one  vouchl'afes  to  praife  ; 

His  wide  ambition  knows  no  farther  bound. 

Nor  can  his  niufe  with  brighter  fame  be  crowa'4^ 


EPIGRAM, 


Written  after  the  de^eefe  of  Mrs,  Arahella  Hunt,  un- 
der her  FiSlure  draiin  playing  on  a  Lutt, 

Were  the,    on  earth  another  voice  liketliinCj 
Another  hand  io  bleft  with  &ill  divijicl 
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The  late  sffli^ed  world  fome  hopes  might  have, 
And  harmony  retrieve  thee  from  the  grave. 


SONG. 


Pious  Selinda  jfoes  to  prayer*, 

If  1  but  aflc  the  favour; 
And  yet  the  tender  fool's  in  tear*, 

When  fhe  believes  I'll  leave  her. 
II. 
Would  I  were  free  from  this  reftraint. 

Or  elfe  had  hopes  to  win  her  ! 
Would  (he  could  make  of  me  a  faint, 

Or  I  of  her  a  finncr '. 


A  HYMN  TO  HARMONY, 

IN  HONOUR  OF  ST.  CECIHa's  DAY,  MDCCI. 
Set  to  Mufic  by  Mr.  John  Eccks. 

I. 

©  HARMONY,  to  thee  we  fing, 
To  thee  the  grat^ul  tribute  bring 
Of  facred  verl'e,  and  fweet  refounding  lays; 
Thy  aid  invoking  while  thy  power  we  praife. 
All  hail  to  thee, 
All-powerful  Harmony  I 
Wife  nature  owns  rhy  undifputed  fway. 
Her  wondrous  works  refigning  to  thy  care  : 
The  planetary  orbs  thy  rule  obey, 
And  tuneful  roll,  unerring  in  their  way. 
Thy  voice  informing  each  melodious  fphere. 

CHORUS. 

All  hail  to  thee. 
All-powerful  Harmony  I 
ii. 

Thy  voice,  O  Harmony,  with  awful  found 
Could  penetrate  th'  abyis  profound, 
Explore  the  realms  of  ancient  night. 

And  fcarch  the  living  fource  of  unborn  light. 
ConfufiKii  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled, 

And  Chaos  deeper  plung'd  his  varquifh'd  head. 
Then  didlt  thou.  Harmony,  give  birth 
To  this  fair  form  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
Then  all  thufc  ftiining  world>  above 
In  myflic  dance  began  to  move 

Around  the  radiant  fphere  of  central  fire, 

A  never-ceafmg,  nevcr-filent  choir. 

CHORUS, 

ConfuGon  heard  thy  voice,  and  fled, 
^nd  Chaos  deeper  plung'd  his  vanquilh'd  head. 
in. 
Thou  only,  goddefs,  iirft  could'ft  tell 
The  mighty  charms  in  numbers  found  ; 
And  didft  to  heavenly  minds  reveal 
The  fecret  force  of  tuneful  found. 
When  firft  Cyllenius  form'd  the  lyre, 
Thou  didfl  the  god  infpire ; 
When  iirfl  the  vocai  fhell  he  ftrung, ' 
To  which  the  mufes  fung;  [play'd, 

Then  firft  the  mufes  fung ;  melodious  drains  Apollo 
Ajad  mufic  firft  began  by  tbj  aufpicious  aid. 


Hark,  harfc  I  again  Urania  flags ! 
Again  Apollo  llrikes  the  trembling  ftrings! 
And  fee,  the  liftening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  found. 

CHORUS. 

Hark,  hatk  1  again  Urania  fings  ! 
Again  Apollo  ftrikes  the  trembling  firings  I 
And  fee,  the  liftening  deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  fotind, 

IV. 

Defcend,  Urania,  heavenly  fair  ! 
To  the  relief  of  this  afflifted  world  repair; 

See  how,  with  various  woes  opprefl. 

The  wretched  race  of  men  is  worn  ; 

Confum'd  with  cares,  with  doubts  diflreft, 

Or  by  conflivfling  pafiions  torn. 

Reafon  in  vain  employs  her  aid, 

The  furious  will  on  fancy  waits ; 
While  reafon  flill  by  hope-,  or  fears  betray'dj 

Too  late  advances  ortoofoon  retreats. 
Mufic  ali.ne  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 
The  wandering  fenfe,  and  calm  the  troubled  mind. 

CHORUS. 

Mufic  alone  with  fudden  charms  can  bind 

The  wandering  fenfe,  and  calm  the  troubled  m:nd« 

T. 

Begin  the  powerful  fong,  ye  facred  nine, 

Your  inUruments  'and  voices  join  ; 

Harmony,  peace,  and  Iv/eet  defire. 
In  every  breaft  infpire. 
Revive  the  mehncholy  drooping  heart, 
And  foft  repofe  to  reftlefs  thoughts  impart.  ' 

Appeafe  the  wrathfcl  mind, 

To  dire  revenge,  and  death  inclin'd  : 
With  balmy  founds  his  boiling  blood  affuage. 
And  melt  to  mild  remorfe  his  burring  rage. 
'Tis  done ;  and  now  tumultuous  palTions  ceafc ; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  is  oeace. 
The  weary  world  with  welcome  eal'e  is  blefl, 

By  mufic  luU'd  to  pleafmg  refi. 

CHORUS. 

'Tis  done  ;  and  now  tumultuous  palTions  ceafe; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  i>  peace. 
The  weary  worid  with  welcome  eafe  is  bleft, 

By  mufic  luU'd  to  plcafing  rcll. 

VI. 

Ah,  fweet  repofe,  too  foon  expiring  '. 

Ah,  fooli.'h  man,  new  toils  requiring! 

Curs'd  ambition,  flriie  purfu'.ng, 

Wakes  the  world  to  war  and  ruin. 

See,  fee,  tlie  battle  is  piepar'd  i  ,     j 

Behold  the  hero  comes  ! 
Loud  trumpets  with  (hrill  fifes  are  heard; 

And  hoarfe  refounding  drums. 
War,  with  dil;  ordant  notes  and  janing  noife^ 

The  harmony  of  peace  ueftroys. 

CHORUS. 

War,  with  difc  rdan   notes  and  jarring  noife| 
The  harmony  of  peace  deltroys. 

Vll. 

See  the  forfaken  fair,  With  ftreaming  eyei, 
Her  parting  lover  mourn  ; 
She  weeps,  ihi  fig'is,  dcipdirs,  and  die«. 
And  watchful  vsafles  the  lonely  livelong  night*. 

Bewailing  pafl  delights 
That  Euay  no  wore,  no  ocvcr  n:ore  return. 
Mm  ij 
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O  footh  hit  cares 
With  fofteft,  fwectcil  airs 
Till  viiftory  and  peace  reftore 
Jier  faithful  jcvsr  to  her  tender  breaft, 
Within  her  foIJisg  arms  to  reft,  , 
Tlience  never  to  be  pirte<i  more, 
No  never  to  be  parted  more. 

caoKus. 
Let  viclcry  and  peace  reftore 
Jlcr  faithful  lover  to  her  tender  breaft, 
"Within  her  folding  arms  to  reft,   . 
Thence  never  to  Le  parted  more, 
No  never  co  be  parted  more- 
viu. 
*Eno\igh,  Urania,  heavenly  fair  1 
Kow  to  thy  native  ikies  repait", 
^nd  rule  iii,-in  the  ft?.rry  fphcre  ; 
Cecilia  tomes, •'.vith  holy  rioture  fill'd, 

To  cafe  the  world  of  care, 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  mufes  fkill'd  1 
Phnp-ous  Ijimfelf  to  her  rauft  yield, 

And  at  her  feet  lay  dow  n 
His  golden  harp  and  laurel  crovirn. 
The  foft  enervate  lyre  isdmwn'd 
Hn  the  deep  organ's  more  majeiuc  found. 
In  peals  the  fweilmg  notes  afcend  the  fkies, 
Pejpetual  breath  the  fwellipg. notes  fupplies, 
And  iafting  as  her  name,  , 

Who  foim'd  the  tuneful  frame, 
Th'  immortal  mufic  never  dies.     . 

.GRAND    CHOKl'S, 

Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  mufes  fkill'd, 

i        Phoebus  himfclf  to  her  mufl  yield. 

And  at  her  feet  lay  down 

His  golden  harp  and  laurel  crown. 

The  foft  enervate  lyre  is  drown'd 
In  the  deep  oigaji's  more  niajeftic  found. 
Id  peals  the  fwelling  notes  aicend  the  ikiei. 
Perpetual  breath  tht.  fvveliing  notes  fuppiisj, 
And  lafcing  as  her  name,  .;    , 

Who  forr.i'd  the  tuneful  frame, 

Th'  immortal  mufic  never  dies. 


VERSES  TO  THE  MEMORY  0» 

CRACE    LADY    GETHIN, 

©ccafioned  by  reading  her  Eook,  errltledj 

RELl^JIJE  GETHINIANJE. 

Afteh.  a  painful  life  in  ftudyfpent, 
The  learn'd  thsmfdves  their  ignorance  lament  ; 
^And  aged  men,  whofc  lives  e:<ceed  the  fjiacc 
Which  fecms  the  bound  preicrib'd  to  mortal  race, 
With  hoary  heads,  their  fiiort  experience  grieve, 
As  dcioni'd  to  die  before  they  Itrrn'd  to  live. 
So  hard  it  is  tnie  knowledge. to  attain, 
60  frail  is  life,  and  fruitle.'s  human  pain  1 
Whoe'er  on  this  reflc(fls.  and  ihen  beholds. 
With  ftri(5l  attention,  what  this  bock  uiifolds. 
With  admiration  flruck,  fhall  qutftion  wh.o 
So  very  long  cou'd  live,  fo  much  to  i-:now  ? 
For  io  complete  the  finifh'd  piece  appears, 
Tliat  ifaruiBg  fceois  conibiri'd  with  kiigth  of  years ; 


And  both  improv'd  by  p-.ireft  wit,  to  rssLh 
At  all  that  ftudy  or  that  time  can  te'acTl.     '     , 
But  to  what  height  niuft  his  amazement  rir?, 
When,  having  read  the  work,  he  turns  his  eyes 
Again  to  view  the  fcrcinoft  opening  page, 
And  there  the  beauty,  lex,  and  tender  age, 
Of  her  beholds,  in  v»hofe  pure  mind  arofe 
Th'  Eethereal  fourcefromw  hence  this  current  flows! 
\yhen  prodigies  appear,  our  rcalon  fails. 
And  fuperftition  o'er  phi  ofophy  prevails. 
Some  heavenly  minifter  we  ftrait  conclude, 
Son^.e  angel-mind  with  female  fiirm  endued. 
To  make  a:  ftiort  abode  on  earth,  was  lent 
(Where  no  perfe(ftion  can  be  permanent) 
And,  liaving  left  her  brigiit  exampie  here. 
Was  quick  recall'd,  and  bid  to  dilappear. 
Whether  around  the  throne,  eternal  hymni 
She  fings  amid  the  choir  of  feraphims; 
Or  fome  refulgent  liar  informs,  and  guides. 
Where  fhe,  the  bltft  intelligence,  prelidcs  ; 
Is  rirt  for  us  to  know  who  here  remain  ; 
For  'twere  a.-;  impious  to  inquire  as  vain  : 
And  all  we  ought,  or  caoj  in  this  dark  ilatc^ 
Is,  what  ViC  have  admir'd,  to  imitate. 


EPITAPH 


UPON  ROBERT  HUNTINGDON,    OF   STANTON    tLAi." 
COURT,  Esq.    AND   ROBERT   H^l  SON. 

Tnis  peaceful  tomb  does  now  contain 

Father  and  fon,  together  laid; 
Whofe  living  virtues  fhall  remain, 

When  they  and  this  are  quite  decay '4. 

What  m.an  {hould  be,  to  ripenefs  grown, 
And  finilh'd  worth  fli(.uld  do,  or  Ihun,  . 

At  fall  was  in  the  father  fbown  ; 

What  youth  could  promife  in  the  fon. 

But  death,  obdurate,  both  deftroy'd 
The  perfefl  fruit,  and  opening  bud  : 

FirS  feiz'J  thofe  fweets  we  had  enjoy'd, 
Then  robb'd  us  of  the  coming  good.  ' 


TO   MR.   DRYDEN, 

ON   UIS  TRANSLA'IION   OF   PERSIOS. 

As  when  of  old  heroic  ftory  tells, 

Of  knights  imprifcm'd  long  by  magic  fpells, 

rill  future  time  the  dcllin'd  hero  fend, 

2y  whom  the  dire  enchantment  is  to  end  : 

Such  fecms  this  vi'ork,  and  fo  referv'd  for  thee. 

Thou  great  revcaler  of  dark  poefy. 

Those  lidlen  clouds,  which  have  for  ages  paft. 
O'er  i'erfms'  too-long  fiiffering  mufe  been  caft, 
Dilperfc,  and  fly  before  thy  facred  pens 
And,  in  their  room,  bright  tracks  of  light  arc  feen. 
Sure  PJ.osbus'  felf  thy  Iweiling  breaft  infpires, 
1  be  god  of  mufir,  and  poetic  llres : 
K!fe,  whence  proceeds  this  great  furprife  of  light !  ^ 
How  dawns  this  dajv  fprth  from  the  wciib  cf 


POEMS. 


Our  won<1er  now  does  our  pad  folly  fnow. 
Vainly  contemni"£  wJiac  v/e  did  not  know  : 
So  unbelievers  inipioufly  deipli; 
Tlie  facred  oracles  in  myftcrics. 
pcrfms  before  in  fmall  eilcLni  was  had, 
Uiilefs  what  to  antiquity  is  paid; 
iBiit  like  Apocrypha,  with  fcruplc  read 
(bo  far  our  ignorance  our  faith  niiilrd)  ; 
'f  i'-l  yf  u,  Api  I'o's  darling  ptiell,  tluuight  fit 
To  place  it, in  the  poet's  facrc;d  writ. 

As  coin,  which  bears  foms  awful  monarch's  face, 
For  more  than  its  intriiific  worth  will  pafs ; 
So  your  bright  image,  which  we  here  behold, 
Adds  worth  to  worth,  and.  dignifies  the  gold, 
"To  you  we  all  this  following  trtrlnre  owe. 
This  Hippocrene,  which  from  a  rock  did  !l>»w. 

Old  ftoic  virtue,  clad  in  rugged  linc^, 
iPolifli'd  by  you,  in  modern  brilliant  (bines; 
And  as  before,  for  Pcrfius,  our  clieeni 
To  his  antiquity  was  paid,  not  bini  : 
So  now,  v/hatever  praife  from  us  is  due, 
Belongs  nut  to  old  Perfius,  but  the  n^.w. 
ptir  ilili  obfcure,  to  us  no  light  he  gives; 
Dead  in  himieli"  in  you  alone  he  lives. 

So  flubborn  flint>  their  inward  heat  conccaj, 
Till  art  and  force  th'  unwilling  Iparks  reveal  ; 
But  through  your  Ikili,  fiom   thufe  fmall  feeds  t'f 

fire 
Bright  flames  arife,  which  never  can  expire. 
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"Ti^  Argument, 

The  dedgn  of  this  Satire  is  to  expofe  and  repre- 
hend ail  manner  of  in'empcrance  and  de- 
bauchery; b'lt  more  p?rticulary  that  exorbi- 
tant Uucury  ufcd  by  the  Romans  in  their  feaftiiicr. 
i'he  poet  draws  the  occaUon  from  an  invitation 
ivliich  he  here  makes  to  his  friend  to  dine  with 
him;  very  artfully  preparing  him  with  what 
be  was  to  expcft  from  hi?  treat,  by  beginning 
the  Satire  y.'ith  a  particular  iriveccive  againii 
the  vanity  ahd  folly  of  fome  perfons,  who, 
having  but  mean  fortunes  in  trie  world,  at- 
tempted to  live  up  to  t'le  height  of  men  of 
grti:t  ei^atcs  and  quality.  He  fnows  us  the 
miserable  end  of  fi.ch  fpcndthrifrs  atid  gbttons, 
vidi  the  mynncr  and  courfes  which  they  rook 
to  bring  themiclves  to  it;  adviGog  men  to  live 
within  bounds,  and  to  proportion  their  incli- 
ratfons  to  the  extent  of  their  fortune.  He  gives 
his  friend  a  bill  of  fare  of  the  entertainment  he 
has  provided  for  him  ;  and  from  thence  he  takes 
occafion  to  refledl:  upon  the  teniperar.ce  and 
frugality  of  the  greateil  men  in  former  ao-es ; 
to  which  he  oppoles  the  riot  and  intemperance 
of  the  prefent;  attributing  to  the  latter  a  vi- 
libJe  remifrnds  in  the  care  of  heaven  over  the 
Roman  ftate.  He  inftances  fome  lewd  pra(flicep 
a:  feafts  ard,  by  the  bye,  touches  the  nobility 
with  maiiiiig  vice  aiid  debauchery  coiifiil  with 


their  pruicipa)  picafures.  He  concludes  with  ' 
repeated  invitation  to  his  frigid;  a.lvirini''  him 
(in  one  particular  fomcwhat  freely)  to  a  negle(5b 
of  all  cares  and  dilquiets  for  the  prefent,  and  a 
moderate  ufe  of  pleafures  for  the  future. 

If  noble  Atiicus  make  fpler^did  feafts, 

And  with  expenfive  food  indulge  his  guefl*, 

His  NveaUh  and  quality  fupport  the  treat; 

Nor  is  it  luxury  in  him,  but  flate. 

But  when  poor  Rutihts  fpends  allhis  worth, 

in  hope's  offetting  one  g'od  dinner  forth; 

'  T'i-i  downright  madnefs:   for  what  greater  JL-fi», 

Than  bcggirg  gluttons,  or  than  beggars'  feafts? 

But  Rudliis  is  now  notorious  grown, 
And  proves  the  conmmn  theme  of  all  the  town. 

A  man  io  his  full  tide  of  youthful  blood. 
Able  for  arms,  and  for  his  country's  good ; 
Urg'd  by  no  power,  retlrainMby  no  advice. 
Hut  fi'liuwing  his  own  inghriotis  choice  : 
"iXl  'ngtl  common  fencers  praAifes  the  trade, 
I  iidt  end  debafing  for  which  arm.s  were  made  : 
Arms  which  to  man  ne'er-dying  fame  afford, 
But  bis  difgracc  is  oAving  to  his  fword. 
Masiy  there  are  of  the  lame  v  retched  kind, 
Whom  their  defpairing  creditors  may  find 
Lurking  in  ihambL.-;;  where  with  borrow'd  coin 
They  buy  choice  meats,  and  in  cheap  plenty  diijej 
Such,  whofe  folebl  Is  is  ratiiig;  who  can  give 
But  that  one  brutal  reafon  v^-hy  they  live. 
And  yet  what's  mere  ridiculous,  of  tbcfe 
J  he  pcorcfl  wretch  is  ftiil  moft  hard  to  pleafe; 
And  he  wh'ofe  thin  tranfparcnt  rags  declare 
How  much  his  tatter'd  fortune  wants  rcpiir, 
Would  ranfack  every  element  for  choice 
Of  every  fifti  and  fowl  at  any  price  ; 
If,  brought  from  far,  it  very  dear  has  coftj 
It  has  a  flavour  then,  which  pleafes  moft, 
And  he  devours  it  With  a  greater  guft. 

In  riat  thus,  while  money  lails,  he  lives. 
And  rhat  cxhaufted,  ftill  new  pledges  gives; 
Till  forc'd  of  mere  neceiTity  to  eat, 
He  comes  to  pawn  his  dlfh  to  buy  his  meat. 
Nothing  of  filver  or  of  gold  he  fpares, 
Nut  what'hi«  mother's  facred  iuiage  bears; 
J'he  broken  relic  he  >v;th  fpeed  devours, 
As  he  would  all  thg  reft  of 's  anceftors, 
If  v,'r.  ■■  ght  in  gold,  or  if  expos'd  to  fale, 
Thej'd  piy  the  price  rf  one  luxurious  meal. 
Thus  certain  ruin  rreids  rpon  his  heels, 
'i'he  Rii;^'j  of  hunger.  Toon,  and  want,  he  feels} 
And  thus  is  he  reduc'd,  at  length,  to  ferve 
tencers  for  miferable  fcraps,  or  ilarve. 

Imagine  now  you  fee  a  plenteoi's  feaft  ; 
The  qucllisn  is,  at  wlrcfe  expence  'tis  dre-i. 
In  great  Veutidius  we  the  hoiinty  prize; 
In  Rutilus  the  vanity  defpife. 

S{rai>ge  ignorance  I  that  the  fame  man  who  I:rio-,T| 
Mow  far  you  mount  above  this  mole-hiil  fliows 
Shculi'l  not  perceive  a  diRerencie  as  great 
Between  firjall  incomes  and  a  vaR  eftate  .' 
ivom  heavi-n  to  mortals  fure  that  rule  was  fent. 
Of  "  Know  thyfelf,"  and  by  foaie  god  was  meant 
To  he  o'lir  never-erring  pilot  licrc. 
Through  all  the  various  ccurk-s  vvrhich  -jfc  fleer, 
M  m  li] 
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Tht  rCtes,  tliougli  the  moft  prefumptuous  Greek, 
Vet  durft  Pot  for  Achilles'  armour  fpeak; 
"When  fcarce  Ulyfle-  had  a  good  pretence, 
"U'^ith  all  th'  advantage  of  his  eloquence. 
Whoe'er  attempts  weik  caufes  to  f.ipport, 
Cujjht  to  be  very  fnre  he's  able  fur't  ; 
/liid  not  miftake  ftrong  lungs  and  impudence, 
Por  harmony  of  words  and  force  of  fenfe  : 
pool?  only  make  attempts  beyond  their  ikill; 
A  wife  man's  power's  the  limit  of  his  will. 

If  Fortune  has  a  niggard  been  to  thee, 
Devote  -hyfelf  to  thrift,  not  luxury  ; 
AaA  wifely  make  that  kind  of  food  thy  choice. 
To  which  ne;t£Ity  confines  thy  price. 
"Well  may  they  fear  fome  miferable  end, 
Wh<m  gluttony  and  want  at  once  attend; 
"Whole  large  voracious  throats  have  fwallow'd  all, 
Both  land  and  flock,  intereft'and  principal : 
"Well  may  they  fear,  at  length,  vile  Pollio's  fate, 
Who  fold  his  very  ring  to  pur  chafe  hieat ; 
And,  though   a  knight,  'mongfl  common   flaves 

now  ilsnds, 
Begging  an  alms  with  undiflinguifh'd  hands. 
Sure  iuddcn  death  to  fuch  fhould  welcome  be,    ") 
On  whi  m  each  added  year  heaps  mifery,  > 

Scorn,  poverty,  reproach,  and  infamy.  J 

But  there  are  ueps  in  villainy  which  thefe 
Obferve  to  tread  and  follow  by  degrees, 
^oney  they  borrow,  and  from  all  that  lend, 
Which,  never  meaning  to  rcllore,  they  fpend ; 
But  that  and  their  fmail  ftock  of  credit  gone, 
Left  Rome  fhould  grow  too  warm,  from  thence 

they  run  : 
Por  of  late  years  'tis  no  more  fcandal  grown. 
For  debt  and  roguery  to  quit  the  town, 
Than,  in  the  niidft  of  fummer's  fcorching  heat, 
Trom  crowds,  and  noife,  and  bufinefs,  to  retreat. 
One  only  grief  fuch  fugitives  can  find, 
Reflefllng  on  the  pleafurcs  left  behind. 
The  plays  and  loofe  divcrfions  of  the  place; 
But  not  one  blufli  appears  for  the  difgrace. 
Ue'er  was  of  m<idefty  fo  great  a  dearth, 
That  out  of  countenance  Virtue's  fled  from  earth ; 
Baffled,  expos'd  to  ridicule  and  fcorn, 
She's  with  Aftrea  gone,  noc  to  return. 

This  day,  my  Frrficus  thou  fhalt  perceive       "^ 
Whether  myfelf  1  keep  th^ife  rules  I  give,  > 

Or  clfe  an  unfufpeiiled  glutton  live ;  j 

If  moderate  fare  and  abftincnce  1  prize 
In  public,  yet  in  private  gormandize. 
Bvander's  feafl  reviv'd,  to  day  thou'lt  fee;  "^ 

That  poor  Evander,  I,  and  thou  fhalt  be  ^ 

Alcides  and  ^neas  both  to  me.  J 

^Meantime,  I  fend  you  now  your  bill  of  fare  ; 
Be  not  furpris'd  that  'tis  all  homely  cheer  : 
por  nothii.g  from  the  fhamblc*  1  provide, 
But  from  my  own  fmall  farm  the  terdercfl  kid. 
And  fatteft  of  my  flock,  a  fuckling  ytt. 
That  ne'er  had  nourifhment  but  irom  the  teat; 
Uo  bitter  willow-tops  have  been  its  food 
Scarce  grafs;  its  vems  have  n.oie  of  milk  than  blood. 
Next   hat,  fhall  mountain  'fparagu?  be  laid, 
Tuil'd  oy  fome  plain,  but  cleanly  country  maid. 
The  largcfl;  eggs  yet  warm  within  their  reft, 
Together  wiih  the  h«ni  which  laid  then),  dreft; 


Clu(>ers  of  grapes  prefervM  for  halt  a  year. 
Which  plump  and  frefi:  as  on  the  vines  appear; 
Apples  of  a  ripe  flavour,  frefh  and  fair, 
Miit  with  the  Syrian  and  the  Signian  pear, 
Mrllow'd  by  winter,  from  their  cruder  juice. 
Light  of  digeftion  now,  and  St  for  ufe. 

Such  food  as  this  would  have  been  heretofore 
Accounted  riot  in  a  fenator  : 
When  the  good  Curius  thought  it  no  difgrace. 
With  his  own  hands  a  few  fmall  herbs  to  drcfs  : 
And  from  hi^  little  garden  cuU'd  a  feaft, 
Which  fetter'd  flaves  would  now  difdain  to  taAe; 
For  fcarce  a  flave,  but  has  to  dinner  now, 
The  well-drefs'd  paps  if  a  fat  pregnant  fow. 

But  here'ofore  'twas  thought  a  fumptuous  treaty 
On  birth-days,  feftivals,  or  days  of  ftate, 
A  fait  dry  flitch  of  bacon  to  prepare  : 
If  they  had  frefli  mea%  'tv«.'as  delicious  fare  I 
Which  rarely  happen'd :  and  'twas  highly  priz'jl 
If  aught  wa:i  left  of  what  fney  facrific'd. 
To  entertainnu'ntsof  this  kind  would  come 
The  worthied  and  the  greateft  men  in  Rome; 
Nay,  feldom  any  at  fuch  treats  were  feen, 
But  thofe  who  had,  at  leaf},  thrice  confuls  been; 
Or  the  didlator's  office  had  difcharg'd, 
And  now  from  honourable  tr.il  enlarg'd, 
Retir'd  to  hufband  and  manure  the  land. 
Humbling  thcmfelves  to  thofe  they  might  com- 
mand, [hafle. 
Then  might  y'  have  feen   the  good  old  general 
Before  th'  appointed  hour,  to  fuch  a  feaft  ; 
Hisfpade  aloft,  as  'twere  in  triumph  held. 
Proud  of  the  conquefl  of  fome  ftubborn  field, 
Twas  then  when  pious  confuls  bore  the  fway. 
And  vice,  difcourag'd,  pale  and  trembling  lay, 
Our  cerifors  then  were  fubjeft  to  the  law, 
Ev'n  power  itfelf  i  f  juftice  flood  in  awe. 
It  was  nor  then  a  Roman's  anxious  thought. 
Where  largefl  tortoife-fliells  were  to  be  bought. 
Where  pearls  might  of  the  greateft  price  be  had,' 
And  fhining  jewels  to  adorn  his  bed. 
That  he  at  vail  exjience  might  loll  his  head. 
Plain  was  his  couch,  and  only  rich  his  mind  ; 
Contentedly  he  flept-,  a^  cheaply  ashedin'd. 
The  foldier  then,  m  Grecian  arts  unfkill'd, 
Returning  rich  with  plunder  from  the  field; 
If  cups  ol  filver  or  of  gold  be  brought, 
With  jewels  fet,  and  cxquifitely  wrought. 
To  glorious  trappings  (Iraight  the  plate  he  turn'd. 
And  with  the  glittering  fpoil  his  horfe  adorn'd; 
Or  elle  a  helmet  for  himfelf  iic  ii.ade, 
Where  various  warlike  figures  were  inlaid  : 
The  Roman  wolf  fuckling  the  twins  was  there, 
And    Mars  himftlf,    arm'd  with   his   fhield   anil 

fpear, 
Hovering  above  his  creft,  did  dreadful  ftiow. 
As  threatening  dea'h  to  each  rtfifting  foe. 
No  ufe  of  filver,  but  in  arms,  was  known  ; 
Splendid  they  weie  in  wa. ,  and  there  alone. 
No  fideboards  then  with  gildfd  plate  were  dreft'i, 
No  fweating  flave>  with  maflive  diflies  prefs'd  ;    ' 
"txpenfive  riot  was  not  underftood, 
But  eartnern  platters  held  their  homely  food. 
Who  would  not  envy  tlwm  that  age  of  blifs,    . 
That  feet  with  Ihame  the  luxurj  ol  this  i 
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Heaven  unwearied  then  ditl  Weflings  pour» 
And  pitying  Jove  foretold  each  dangerous  hour  ; 
Mankind  were  then  familiar  with  the  god, 
He  fnuiF'd  their  incenfe  with  a  gracious  nod  ; 
And  would  have  ftiil  been  bounteous,  as  of  old, 
Hid  we  not  left  him  for  that  idol  gold. 
His  golden  flatiies  hence  the  god  have  driven  :  *^ 
For  well  he  knows  where  our  devotion's  given,  f 
'Tis  gold  wc  worlhip,  though  we  pray  to  hea-  C 
ven.  J 

Woods  of  our  own  afforded  tables  then, 
Though  none  can  pleafe  us  now  but  from  Japan. 
Invite  my  lord  to  dine,  and  let  him  have 
The  niceft  difli  his  appetite  can  crave; 
Bur  U-t  it  on  an  oaken  board  be  let, 
His  l.^rdfhip  will  grow  fick,  and  cannot  eat : 
Rsniething's  amifs,  he  knows  not  what  to  think, 
Either  your  venifon's  rank,  or  ointments  ftink. 
Order  fome  other  table  to  be  brought,  - 
Something  at  great  expence  in  India  bought, 
Berieath  whofe  orb  large  yawning  panthers  lie, 
Carv'd  on  rich  pedefials  of  ivory  : 
He  finds  no  more  of  that  offenfive  fniell, 
The  meat  recovers,  and  my  lord  grows  well. 
An  ivory  table  ii?  a  certain  whet : 
You  would  not  thii:k  how  heartily  he'll  eat, 
As  if  new  vigour  to  his  teerh  were  fent, 
Ey  fympathy  from  thofe  o'  th'  elephant. 

But  fuch  fine  feeders  are  no  guefcs  for  me  : 
Riot  agrees  not  with  frugality  ; 
Then,  that  uafaihionablo;  man  am  I, 
With  me  they'd  flarve  for  want  if  ivory  : 
For  not  one  inch  does  my  whole  houfe  afford, 
l^lot  in  my  very  tables,  or  chefs-board; 
Of  bone  the  handles  of  my  knives  are  made, 
Yet  nil  ill  talte  from  thence  affedJs  the  blade, 
Or  what  I  carve ;  nor  is  there  ever  left 
Any  unfavoury  haut-guut  from  the  haft. 

A  hearty  welcome  ro  plain  wholefome  meat 
You'll  find,  but  ferv'd  up  in  no  formal  ftate  ; 
No  fewers  nor  dextrous  carve-rs  have  I  got. 
Such  as  by  iltilfui  Trypherus  are  taught ; 
In  whofe  fam'd  fchools  the  various  forms  appear 
Of  fiihes,  beafls,  and  all  the  fowls  o'  th'  air  ; 
And  where,  with  blunted  knives,  his  fcholars  learn 
How  to  diffeft,  and  the  nice  joints  difcern  ; 
While  all  the  neighbours  are  with  noife  opprefl, 
From  the  harfii  carving  of  his  wooden  feaft. 
On  me  attends  a  raw  unflcilful  lad,  ") 

On  fragments  fed,  in  homely  garments  clad,        ^ 
At  once  my  carver,  and  my  Ganymede  :  j 

With  diligence  he'll  ferre  us  while  we  dine, 
And  in  plain  beechen  veffels  fill  our  wine. 
No  beauteous  boys  I  keep,  from  Fhrygia  brought, 
No  catamites,  by  (hameful  pandars  taught : 
Only  to  me  two  home-bred  youths  belong, 
UnfkiU'd  iu  any  but  their  mother-tongue ; 
Alike  in  feature  both,  and  garb  appear, 
With  honefl  faces,  though  with  uncurl'd  hair. 
This  day  thou  fhalt  my  rural  pages  fee, 
For  I  have  dreft  them  both  to  wait  on  thee. 
Of  coLintry  fwains  they  both  were  horn,  and  one 
My  ploughman's  is,  t'  other  my  fliepherd's  fon  ; 
A  cheerful  fweetnefs  in  liis  looks  he  has, 
And  innocence  unartful  in  his  face  ; 
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Though  fometlmes  fadnefs  wilt  o'ercaft  the  joy. 
And  gentle  fighs  break  from  the  tender  boy; 
His  abfence  from  his  mother  oft'  he'll  mourn, 
And  with  his  eyes  look  wifties  to  return; 
Longing  to  fee  his  tender  kids  again. 
And  feed  his  lambs  upon  the  flowery  plain. 
A  modeft  blufh  he  wears,  not  form'd  by  art, 
Free  from  deceit  his  face,  and  full  as  free  his  heart. 
Such  lof'lcs,  fuch  baflifulnefs,  might  well  adorn 
The  checks  of  youths  that  are  more  n.  biy  born  ; 
But  noblemen  thofe  humble  graces  fcorn. 
This  youth  to-day  fhall  my  fmall  treat  attend. 
And  only  he  with  wine  Ihall  fcrve  my  friend. 
With  wine  from  his  own  country  brought,  and'J 
made         /  [Ihade/ 

From  the  fame  vines,  beneath  whofe  fruitful  f 
He  and  his  wanton  kids  have  often  play'd.  J 

But  you,  perhaps,  exp-'cl  a  modifli  feaft, 
Wi'h  amorous  fong^^  and  wanton  dances  grac'd  ; 
When  fprightly  females,  to  the  middle  bare, 
Trip  lightly  o'er  the  ground,  and  fi  ifk  in  air  ; 
Whofe  pliant  limbs  in-various  p'lftures  move. 
And  tv.'ine  and  bound  as  in  the  rage  of  love. 
Such  fights  the  languid  nerves  to  adlion  ftir. 
And  jaded  luft  fprings  forward  with  thisfpun 
Virtue  wotild  fhrink  to  hear  this  'ewdnefs  told, 
Which  hufoands  now  do  with  their  'vives  behold  J 
A  needful  help,  to  make  them  both  approve 
The  dry  embraces  of  long-weddc'd  love. 
In  nuptial  cinders  this  revives  the  fire, 
And  turns  their  murual  loathing  to  defire. 
But  fhe,  who  by  herfex'f  charter  muft 
Have  double  )  leafure  paid  feels  double  lull; 
A])ace  file  warms  with  an  immoderate  heat, 
Strongly  her  bofom  heaves,  and  pulfes  beat; 
With  glowing  cheeks  and  trembling  lips  fhe  lies, ' 
With  arms  expanded,  and  with  naked  thighs, 
Sucking  in  paffion  both  at  ears  and  eyes. 
But  this  becon.es  not  me  Bor  my  eflate ; 
Thcfe  are  the  vicious  f'Jlies  of  the  great. 
Let  him  wKo  does  on  ivory  tables  dine, 
Whofe    marble    floors    with    drunken   fpawlings 

fhine ; 
Let  him  lafcivious  fongs  and  dances  have, 
Which,  or  to  fee,  or  hear,  the  lewdefl  flave, 
-The  vileft  prnflitutc  in  all  the  ftews. 
With  bafhful  indignation  would  refufe. 
But  fortune,  there,  extenuates  the  crime: 
What's  vice  in  me,  is  only  mirth  in  him  : 
The  fruits  which  murder,  cards,  or  dice  afford, 
A  veital  raviih'd,  or  a  matron  whor'd. 
Are  laudable  diverfions  in  a  1  >rd. 

But  my  poor  entertainment  is  defign'd 
T'  afford  you  pleafures  of  another  kind  : 
Yet  with  your  tafte  your  heading  fhall  be  fed, 
And  Homer's  facred  lines  and  Virgil's  read  ; 
Either  of  whom  does  all  mankind  excel, 
Though  which  exceeds  the  other  none  can  teJI. 
It  matters  not  with  what  ill  tone  they're  fung; 
Verfe  fo  fublimely  good  no  voice  can  wrong. 
Now  then  be  all  thy  weighty  cares  away, 
Thy  jcalouties  and  fears;  and,  while  you  may. 
To  peace  and  foft  repofe  give  all  the  day. 
From  thoughts  of  debt,  or  any  worldlj^ill, 
Be  free  ;  be  ail  uneafy  jjaffion  fliil. 
M  m  ii'i 
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What  thovgh  thy  wife  dc  with  ths  morning  light 
(When  thou  in  vain  haft  tcil'd  and  drudg'd  ail 

light) 
Steal  from  thy  bed  and  honfc.  abroad  to  roam, 
And,  having  quench'd  her  flame,  cume  brtath. 

lefs  hrme, 
Fleck'd  in  her  face,  and  with  diforder'd  hair. 
Her  garments  ruiScd,  and  her  bofoni  bare  ; 
With  ears  lliil  tirgling,  and  her  eyes  on  fire, 
Half  drcwn'd  iii  (in,  fiill  burning  in  dcfire  : 
Whilil  you  are  forc'd  to  v  iuk,  and  fecm  content, 
Sweliing  with  pafllon,  which  you  dare  not  vent ; 
Nay,  if  yea  would  be  free  from  night  alarms      ~) 
You   mull    feem  fond,    and   doating   on    her  ( 

charms,  ( 

Tcke  her  (the  laft  of  twenty)  to  your  arms.       J 

Let  this,  and  every  other  anxious  thought, 
At  th'  entrance  cf  my  threfliold  be  firgot; 
AU  thy  dcmefiic  griefs  at  home  be  left, 
The  wife's  adultery,  with  the  fcrvant's  theft ; 
And  (the  moft  racking  thought  which  can  intrude) 
Forget  falfc  friends  and  tiicir  ingratitude. 
let  us  our  peaceful  mirth  at  heme  begin. 
While  Megalenfian  fhows  are  in  the  Circus  feen  ; 
There  (to  the  bane  of  horfe~)  in  high  ftate 
The  Pra:tcr  fits  on  a  triumphal  feat ; 
Vainly  with  enligns  and  with  robes  adorn'd, 
As  if  v,\th  conqueft  from  the  wars  return'd. 
T  !:is  dry  all  Rcn-.e,  (if  I  may  be  allow'd, 
Without  offence  to  fuch  a  numerous  crowd, 
To  fay  all  Rome)  will  in  the  Circus  fweat ; 
Echoes  already  do  their  flicuts  ripeat  : 
JVIethinks  1  hear  the  cry — •'  Av\ay,  away, 
•'  The  green  have  wen  the  honour  of  the  day." 
Oh,  lh--u!d  thcfe  fports  be  but  one  year  forborn, 
Rome  would  in  tears  her  lov'd  diverlion  mourn; 
For  that  viould  new  a  caufe  of  forro'w  yield, 
Great  as  the  lofs  of  Canna.'a  fatal  Held. 
Such  Ihows  as  thcle  were  not  for  us  deiign'd. 
But  vigorons  youth  to  adive  fports  inclin'd. 
On  beos  cf  rofes  laid,  let  us  repcfe. 
While  round  our  heads  rtfrefhing  ointment  flows  ; 
Our  aged  limbs  weM  balk  in  Pha;bi!s'  rays, 
And  live  this  day  devoted  to  our  eafe. 
Early  to-day  we'll  to  the  bath  repair. 
Nor  need  we  now  the  common  cenfure  fear  : 
On  feftivals  it  is  allow'd  no  crime 
To  bathe  and  eat  before  the  ufual  time  ; 
£ut  that  continued,  would  a  loathing  give. 
Nor  could  you  thus  a  week  together  live  : 
For  frequent  ufe  would  the  delight  exclude  ; 
Picafure's  a  tcil  when  coullantly  purfucd. 


PROLOGUE  TO  QTJEEN  MARY, 

V/en  btr  Maj:f,yt  cbming  to  fee  the  Old  Batcbehr, 
ajter  ta'iiiiig  J'.en  the  l)oubh  Dealer. 

By  thl<  repeated  ad  of  grace,  we  fee 

Wit  is  agam  the  care  of  jVajefty; 

And  while  thus  honour'd  our  proud  Hage  appears, 

"Wt  feem  to  uy%l  ^ccivUt  theatres. 


Thus  flourifh'd  wit  in  our  forefather's  age, 
And  thus  the  Roman  and  Athenian  ftsfje 

Whf.fe  wit  i^  heft,  ue'll  not  prefum^  to  tell ; 
Bit  this  we  know,  our  audience  will  excel : 
F.<r  never  was  i-.i  Rome,  nrr  Athens,  fccu 
So  fair  a  circle,  and  fo  bright  a  Queen. 

Long  has  tlie  mufes'  land  been  uvcrca^^, 
And  many  rough  and  ftormy  wi::ters  pall  ; 
Hid  frcm  the  world,  and  thrown  in  fliadcs  of 

night. 
Of  heat  depriv'd,  and  almoft  void  of  light : 
While  wit,  a  hardy  plant,  of  nature  bold. 
Has  ftruggled  {Wrongly  with  the  killing  cold  : 
So  does  it  ftill  through  cppofuion  grow. 
As  if  its  root  was  warmer  kept  by  fnow  : 
B'jt  v.'hen  (hot  forth,  then  draws  the  danger  near,"J 
On  every  fide  the  gathering  winds  appear,  f 

And  blafli  deflroy  that  fruit,  which  frofts  would  C 
fpare.  3 

But  now,  new  vigour  and  new  life  it  knows. 
And  warmth  that  from  this  royal  prcfence  flows. 

O  would    flie  fhine   with  rays  more  frequent 
here  ! 
How  gay  would  then  this  drooping  land  appear  \ 
Then,  like  the  fun,  with  pleafure  flie  might  view 
The  Imiling  csrth,  cloth'd  by  her  beams  anew. 
O'er  all  the  meads  fhould  various  flowers  bc"l 
fecn  / 

Mix'd  with  the  laurel's  never-fading  green,        C 
The  new  creation  of  a  gracious  Q^ecn.  J 


EPILOGUE 


At  the  epcn'wg  of  the  ^jieeits   Theatre,  in   the   Hey^ 
Market, 

WITH    AN    1TALI.\N    PASTORAL. 

Whatever  future  fate  our  houfe  n  ay  find. 
At  prefent  v/e  expeiS  you  fhould  be  kind; 
Tncnflancy  itfclf  can  claim  no  right. 
Before  enjoyment  and  the  wedding-night. 
You  muft  be  fix'd  a  little  ei-j  you  range. 
You  muft  'oe  true  till  you  have  time  to  change. 
A  week,  at  leail ;  one  night  is  fure  too  foon  : 
But  we  pretend  not  to  a  honey-moon. 
To  novelty  we  know  you  can  be  true. 
But  what,  alas  '.  or  who,  is  always  new  ? 

1  his  day,  without  prefumption,  we  pretend 
With  novelty  entire  you're  entertain'd  ;- 
For  not  alone  our  houfe  and  fcenes  arc  new, 
Our  fong  and  dance,  but  even  our  adtnrs  too. 
Our  play  itfelf  has  fomething  in't  uncommon, 
Two  faithful  lovers,  and  one  conftant  woman. 
In  fweet  Italian  ftrains  our  fhepherds  fmg,  *> 

Of  harmlefs  loves  our  prdntedf-reflsring,  /• 

In  notes,  perhaps,  lefs  foreign  than  the  thing.      J 
To  found  and  fliow  at  firft  we  make  pretence,    ~i 
In  time  we  may  regale  you  with  fome  fenfe,        C 
But  tl.at,  at  prefent,  were  too  great  cxpence.      j 
We  only  fear  the  beaux  may  think  it  hard. 
To  be  to-night  from  fmutty  jefls  dcbarr'd  : 
But,  in  good-breeding,  fure  they'll  once  cxcufc 
Ev'ii  modcflj',  when  ia  a  ilrangcr-mufs. 


P     O     E     M     5- 


The  day's  at  hanJ  w1)f    we  fliall  (hift  tlie  focne, 
And  to  yourfelvesfliowV^t  dear  leivcs.  again  : 
Faint  the  rcverfe  of  what  you've  tczn  to-day, 
And  in  bold  flrokes  the  vicious  town  dilpiay. 


PROLOGUE  TO  PYRRHU3  KING  OF  EPI- 
RU3. 

A    TRAGEDY- 
£y  Charles  Hopiins. 


Our  age  has  much  improv'd  the  warrior's  art;  "i 
For  fighting,  now,  is  thought  the  weaksft  part ;  > 
And  a  good  head,  more  ufeful  than  a  heart.       j 
This  way  of  war  does  our  example  yield  ; 
That  flage  will  win,  which  longeft  keeps  the  field. 
We  mean  not  battle,  when  we  bid  defiance  ; 
B'jt  flarving  one  another  to  compliance. 
Our  troops  encamp'd  are  by  each  ochpr  view'd  ; 

-  'XnTfiiofe  which  fifft  are  hungry,  are  fubdu'd. 

'"*  j*nd  there,  in  truth,  depends  the  great  declfion  : 
They  conquer,  who  cut  off  the  foe's  provifion. 
Let  fools  with  knocks  and  bruifes  keep  a  pother, 
Our  war  and  trade  is  to  outwit  each  other. 
But,  hold  :  will  not  the  politicians  tell  us, 
That  both  our  condudl  and  cur  forefight  fall  us  ; 
To  raife  recruits,  and  draw  new  forces  dow^n  ; 
Thus,  in  tlie  dead  vacation  of  the  town. 
To  OTufler  up  our  rhymes,  without  our  reafon. 
And  forage  for  an  audience  out  of  feafou  ? 
Our  a-iithiir's  fears  muft  thisfalfc  llep  excufe; 
'  ris  the  firPc  flight  of  a  jull-feather'd  mufe  : 
Th'  ociiSiion  ta'en,  when  critics  are  away ; 
Haif  wits  and  beai<x,  thofc  ravenous  birds  of  prey. 
But,  heaven  be  prais'd,  far  hence  they  vent  their 

wrath. 
Mauling,  ill  mil  J  lampoon,  th'  intriguing  Bath. 
Thus  does  our  author  his  firlt  flight  commence  ; 
Thus,  aguinfl:  friends  at  lirll,  with  foils  we  fence  : 
Thus  prudent  Gimcrack  try'd  if  he  were  able 
(Ere  he'd  wet  foot)  to  fwim  up-n  a  table. 

Then   fpare   the   youth ;  or,  if  you'll  damn  the 

•  play. 

Let  hmi  but  firft  have  his,  then  take  your  day. 


EPILOGUE  TO  OROONOKO. 

You  fee  we  try  all  fliapes,  and  fliifts,  and  arts. 
To  tempt  your  favours,  and  regain  your  hearts. 
We  weep,  and  laugh,  join  mirth  and  grief  together, 
Like  rain  and  funfhine  mix'd  in  April  weather. 
Your  different  taftes' divide  our  poet's  cares  : 
One  foot  the  fock,  t'other  the  buikin  wears  : 
Thus  while  he  ftrives  topleafe,  he'sforc'd  to  do't, 
Like  Volfcius,  hip-hop,  in  a  fmgle  hoot. 
Critics,  he  knows,  for  this  may  damn  his  books  : 
But  he  makes  feafts  for  friends,  and  not  for  cooks. 
Though  errant-knights  of  late  no  favour  find, 
Sure  you  will  be  to  ladies-errant  kind. 
To   follow   fame,    knights-errant    make  pro- ') 
fcIFion  :  i_ 

We  damfcls  fly,  to  fave  our  reputation  : 
$9  they  tbeir  valonr  Ikow  j  vtre,  our  diicretlon. 


To  lands  of  mongers  and  €ercc  heafls  they  go  t"^, 
We  to  thofe  iflands  where  rich  hufbands  grow  :  A" 
Though  they're  no  monfters,  wc   may  makeL  i 

them  fo.  j)'r 

If  they're  of  Engliih  growth,  they'll  bear't  with. 

patience  ; 
But  fave  us  from  a  fpoufe  of  Oroonoko'sxiations  !  ■ 
TJiet)  blei's  your  ftars,  you  happy  London  wives, 
Who  love  at  large,  eacli  day,  yet  keep,  your  lives  : 
Nor  envy  poor  Imoinda's  doating  bliadnefs, 
Who  thought  her  hufband  kili'd  her  out  of  kind- 

nels. 
Death  with  a  hufband  ne'er  had  fliown  fuch  charms^ 
Had  (he  once  died  within  a  lover's  arms. 
Her  error  was  from  ignorance  proceeding  : 
Poor  foul  1  (he  wanted  feme  of  our  town-breed-* 

''<■       ,. 
Forgive  this  Indian's  fondnefs  of  her  fpoufe  ;       "^ 

Their  law  no  Chriftian  liberty  allows  :  C 

Alas !  they  m&ke  a  confcicnce  of  their  vows  I     y 

If  virtue  in  a  heathen  be  a  fault. 

Then  damn   the  heathea  fchool  where  flie  was 

taught. 

She  might  have  learn'd  to  cuckold,  jilt,  and  (ham 

Had  Covent-Garden  been  in  Surinam, 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  HUSBAND  HIS  OWN 
CUCKOLD, 

A    COMEDY, 

Written  by  Mr.  J.  Dryden,   'Junior, 

This  year  has  been  remarkable  two  ways, 
Fur  blooming  poets,  and  for  blafted  plays  : 
We've  been  by  much  appearing  plenty  mock' J, 
At  once  both  tantaliz'J  and  cver-fl;ock'd. 
Our  authors  tt^o,  by  their  fuccefs  of  late, 
B-gin  to  think  third-days  are  out  nf  date. 
What  can  the  raufe  be,  that  our  plays  won't  keepk 
Unlefs  they  have  a  rot  fome  years,  like  (heep  .' 
For  our  parts,  wc  confefs,  we're  quite  afham'd, 
To  read  fuch  weekly  bills  of  poets  damn' J. 
Each  parifli  knows  'tis  but  a  mournful  cafe 
When  chriftenings  fall,  and  funerals  increafe. 
Thus  'tis,  and  thus  'twill  be  when  we  are  dead, 
There  will  be  writers  which  will  ne'er  be  read. 
Why  will  you  be  fuch  wits,  and  write  fuch  things  ? 
You're  VYiiling  to  be  wafps,  but  v.-ar.t  the  ftino-s. 
Let  not  your  fpleen  provoke  you  to  that  height ; 
'Odslife  !  you  don't  know  what  you  do,  firs,  whea 

you  write. 
You'll  find  that  Pegafus  has  tricks,  when  try'd,  "1 
Though  you   make  nothiag   on't,  but  up  and  {_ 

ride  :  r 

Ladies  and  all,  i'faith,  now  get  aftride.  J^ 

Contriving  charadlers,  and  fcene--,  and  plots. 
Is  grown  as  common  now,  as  knitting  knots  : 
With  the  fame  eafe,  and  negligence  of  thought, 
'Ihe  charming  play  ij  writ,  and  fringe  is  wrought. 
Though  this  be  fr'gl.cful,  yet  we're  m.ore  afraid. 
When  ladies  leave,  that  beaux  will  ;.-!:e  the  trade  1 
Thus  far  'tis  well  enough,  if  here  'twould  icop. 
But  Ihpuld  thej  wfite,  w?  muft  e'en  ihut  up  fiiop. 
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How  fliall  we  mate  this  mode  of  writing  fink?  ") 
A  made,  faid  I  ?  'tis  a  difeafe  I  think,  > 

A  flubborn  tetter  that's  not  cur'd  with  ink.        j 
For  ftill  it  fpreads,  till  each  th'  infeiftion  takes, 
And  fcizcs  ten,  for  one  that  it  forfakes. 
Our  play  to-day  is  fprung  from  none  of  thefe  ;  "^ 
Nor  fhonld  you  damn  it,   though  it  does   not  ( 
pleafe,  C 

Since  born  without  the  bounds  of  your  four  Ctas.J 
Tor  if  you  grant  no  favour  as  'ti?  new, 
Yet  as  a  ftranger,  there  is  fomeihing  due  : 
Irom  Rome  (to  try  its  fate)  this  play  was  fent ; 
Start  not  at  Rome  !  for  there's  no  popery  meant  : 
Thi'U'^h  there  the  poet  may  his  dwelling  choofe, 
Yet  ftill  he  knows  his  country  claims  his  mufe. 
Hither  an  offering  his  firft^born  he  fends, 
Whofe  good,  or  ill  fuccefs,  on  you  depends. 
Yet  he  has  hope  fome  kindncfs  may  be  fliown,    ") 
As  due  to  greater  merit  than  his  own,  > 

And  begs  the  fire  may  for  the  fon  atone.  J 

There's  his  laft  refuge,  if  the  play  don't  take. 
Yet  fpare  young  Dryden  for  his  father's  fake. 


PROLOGUE  TO  A  VERY  GOOD  W1F2, 

A    COMEDY,    BT    POWELL. 
Sj.eien  Ly  Mr.  Hainet. 

Here's  a  young  fellow  here — an  ador — Powell — 
One  whofe  perfon,  perhaps,  you  all  may  know 

well ; 
And  he  has  -writ  a  play— this  very  play 
Which  you  ?.i  e  all  come  here  to  fee,  to-day ; 
And  fo,  it  being  an  ufual  thing  to  fpeak  *) 

Something  or  other  for  the  authi  r's  fake,  ^ 

Before  the  play  (in  hopes  to  make  it  take)  ) 

I'm  come,  beirg  his  friend  and  fellow-player. 
To  fay  what  (if  you  pleafe)  you're  like  to  hear. 
Jirfl  know,  that  favour  which  I'd  fain  have"^ 
fhown,  I 

I  aik  not  for,  in  his  name,  but  my  own;  T 

For,  without  vanity,  I'm  better  known.  J 

Mean  time  then,  let  me  'oeg  you  would  forbear 
Your  cat-ca!!s,  and  the  inflruments  (  f  war. 
For  mercy,  mtrcy,  at  your  feet  we  fall, 
Before  your  roaring  gods  deftmy  us  all ! 
rU  fpeak  with  words  fweet  as  diftilling  honey, 
"With  words— as  if  I  meant  to  borrow  money  ; 
lair,  gentle  firs,  moft  foft  alluriug  beaux, 
Think  'tis  a  lady,  that  for  pity  fues. 
Jright  ladies — but  to  gain  the  ladies  grace, 
1  think  I  need  no  more  than  {how  my  face. 
Next  then,  you  authors,  be  ne»t  you  fevcre  ; 
"Why,  what  a  fwarm  of  fcribblers  have  we  here  I 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix,  feven,  eight,  nine, 

ten, 
All  in  one  row,  and  brothers  of  the  pen. 
All  would  be  poers ;  well,  your  favour's  due 
To  this  day's  author,  for  he's  one  of  you. 
Among  the  few  tvhich  are  of  noted  fame, 
*xn  fafc  ;  for  I  myfelf  am  one  of  them. 
-You've  feen  me  fmoke  at  Will's  among  the  wits; 
I'ai  witty  too,  as  they  are — that's  by  lies. 


I 


Now,  you,  our  city  iTitr\6^^;>ffliQ  hither  coRie 
By  three  o'clock,  t'  ni^bi.ttire  elbow-room  : 
While    fpoufe,    tuckt-up,   does   in  her  patten?- 

trudge  it,  ,  [budget, 

With    handkerchief  of  prog,   like   troll    with 
And   here,   by   'urrs,   you  eat  plumb  cake  and 

judge  it  ; 

Pray  be  you  kind<-let  me  your  grace  importune. 
Or  clfe — egad,  I'll  tell  you  all  your  fortune. 
Well  niw,  I  have  but  one  thing  more  to  fay, 
And  that's  in  reference  to  our  third  day; 
An  odd  requeft — may  be  you'll  think  it  fo  ; 
Piay  come,  whether  y.u  like  thephy  or  no  : 
And  if  y>.u'li  Hay,  we  fhall  be  glad  to  fee  you, 
If  not— leave  your  half-crowns,  and  peace  be  wi* 

you  1 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  COURT, 

ON    THE    qUEEN's    BIRfH-DAY,    I7O4. 

The  happy  mufe,  to  this  high  fcene  preferr'dj 
Hereafter  fliall  in  loftier  ftrains  be  heard  ; 
And,  foaring  to  tranfcend  her  ufual  theme. 
Shall  fing  of  virtue  and  heroic  fame. 
No  lonj^jer  fliall  {lie  toil  upon  the  ftage. 
And  fruiclefs  war  with  vice  and  folly  wage  ; 
No  more  in  mean  difguifc  fhe  fnall  appear, 
And  fhapes  {lie  would  reform  be  forc'd  to  wear  ' 
While  ignorance  and  malice  join'd  to  blame. 
And  break  the  mirror  that  refleds  their  fhame. 
Henceforth  {he  fnall  purfue  a  nobler  taik, 
Show  her  bright  virgin  face,  and  fcorn  the  fatyr'y 

m.alk. 
Happy  her  future  days  1  which  are  defign'd 
Alone  to  paint  the  beauties  of  the  mind  : 
By  jufl  originals  to  draw  with  care, 
And  copy  from  the  court  a  faultlefs  fair : 
Such  labours  with  fuccefs  her  hopes  may  crown, 
And  fhame  to  manners  an  incorrigible  town. 

While  this  defign  her  eager  thought  purfues,  "% 
Such  various  virtues  all  around  Ihc  views,  V 

She  knows  not  where  to  fix,  or  which  to  choofe.  j 
Yet  /ill  ambitious  of  the  daring  ilight, 
One" only  awes  her  with  luperior  light. 
From  that  attempt  the  confcious  mufe  retires,    "J 
Ncr  to  inimitable  worth  afpires;  C 

But  fecretly  applauds,  and  filently  admires.         j, 

Hence  {he  rcil.  d;s  upon  the  genial  ray 
That  fii-ft  enhven'd  this  aufpicious  day: 
On  that  bright  fear,  to  whole  indulgent  power 
We  owe  the  bleirmgs  of  the  pre'ent  hour. 
Concurring  omens  ol  propitious  fate 
Bore,  with  one  facred  birth  an  equal  date; 
Whence  v\e  derive  whatever  we  poffefs. 
By  foreign  conq'j({l;,  or  domeftic  peace. 

Then,  Britain,  then,  thy  dawn  of  blifs begun; 
Then  broke  the  m  rn  that  lighted  up  this  fun  ! 
Then  was  it  doom'd  whofe  cuuntils  {liould  fucceed, 
And  by  whofe  arm  the  Chriftian  world  be  freed; 
1  hen  the  fierce  foe  was  pre-ordain'd  to  yield, 
And  then  the  battle  won  at  Blenhciaj's  glorious 
field. 


r   O   E   M   s. 
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THE    TSARS    0» 

AMARYLLIS  FOR  AMYNTAS, 

A  pastoral; 

Lamenting  the  death  of  the  Late 

LOSD  MAR^IS  OF  BLANDFORD. 

JJISCRIBED  TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 
LORD  GnDOLPHlN,  LORD  HIGH  TREASURER  OF 
ENGLAND. 

•  Qualis  populei  mcerens  Philomela  fub  umbra 
"  Amiffus  queritur  fcEtus— 

•« miferabile  carmen 

*'  Integrat,  et  moeftis  late  loca  queO.ibus  implet." 

ViRG.  Georg.  4. 

*TwAS  at  the  time  when  new-returning  light 
With  welcome  rays  begins  to  cheer  the  fight; 
When  grateful  birds  prepare  their  thanks  to  pay, 
And  warble  hymns  to  hail  the  dawning  day; 
When  wholly  flocks  their  bleating  cries  renew. 
And  from  their  fleecy  fides  firft  fliake  the  filver 
dew. 

'Twas  then  that  Amaryllis,  heavenly  fair, 
Wounded  with  grief,  and  wild  with  her  defpair, 
Forfook  her  myrtle  bower,  and  rofy  bed,      [dead. 
To  tell  the  winds  her  woes,  and  mourn  Amyntas 
Who  had  a  heart  fo  hard,  that  heard  her  cries 
And  did  not  weep  ?  who  fuch  relentlefs  eyes? 
Tigers  and  wolves  their  wonted  rage  forego,      "^ 
And  dumb  diflrefs,  and  new  compaflion  fliow ;    S 
As  taught  by  her  to  tafle  of  human  woe.  J 

Nature  herfelf  attentive  filer.ce  kept. 
And  motion  fcem'd  fufpended  while  fhe  wept ; 
The  rifing  fun  reftrain'd  his  fiery  ourfe. 
And  rapid  rivers  liften'd  at  their  fource; 
Ev'n  Echo  fear'd  to  catch  the  flying  found, 
Left  repetition  Ihould  her  accents  drown  ; 
The  very  morning  wind  withheld  his  breeze. 
Nor  fann'd  with  fragrant  wing*  the  noifelefs  trees  ; 
As  if  the  gentle  Zephyr  kad  been  dead. 
And  in  the  grave  witii  loved  Amyntas  laid. 
No  noife,  n<>  whifpering  figh,  no  murmuring  groan, 
Prtfum'd  to  mingle  with  a  mother's  m.oan  ; 
Her  cries  alone  her  anguilh  could  exprefs. 
All  other  mourning  would  have  made  it  lefs. 

"  Hear  me,"  flic  cried,"  ye  nymphs  and  fylvan 
gods, 
"  Inhabitants  of  thefe  once-lov'd  abodes ; 
"  Hear  my  diftrefs,  and  lend  a  pitying  ear, 
*♦  Hear  my  complaint — you  would  not  hear  nay 

"  prayer; 
••  The  lufs  which  you  prevented  not,  deplore, 
"  And  mourn  with  me  Amyntas  now  no  more. 

"•  Have  I  not  caufe,  ye  ct;iel  powers,  to  mourn? 
•'  Lives  there  like  me  another  wretch  forlorn  ? 
•'  I'ell  me,  thou  fun  that  round  the  world  doth 

«  fliine, 
**  Haft  thou  beheld  another  lofs  like  mine  ? 
"    Ve  winds,  who  on  yeur  wings  fad  accents  bear, 
"  And  catch  the  founds  offoirow  and  defpair, 
"  Tell  me  if  e'pr  your  tender  pinions  bore 
^'  Such  weight  of  woe,  fucb  deadly  fighs,  before  ? 


Tell  me,  thou  earth,  on  whofe  vride  fpreadinj 
The  wetched  1.  ad  is  laid  of  human  race,  [bafe 
Doft  thou  not  fe.  1  thyfelf  with  me  cppreft  ? 
Lit  all  the  dead  fo  heavy  on  thy  breall  ? 
When  hoary  -vinter  on  thy  (hritiking  head 
His  icy,  cold  deprefllng  hand  has  laid, 
Haft  thou  not  felt  lefs  chillnefs  in  thy  veins  ? 
Do  I  not  pierce  thee  with  more  freezing  painj  ? 
But  why  t'l  thee  do  I  relate  my  woe. 
Thou  c  uel  earth,  my  moft  remorfelcfs  foe. 
Within  whofe  darkfome  womb   the   grave  19 

"  made,      ' 
Where  all  my  joys  are  with  Amyntas  laid  ? 
What  is't  to  me,  though  on  thy  naked  head 
Eternal  winter  (hould  his  horror  fhed,       [froft, 
Though  all  thy  nerves  are  numb'd  with  endlefj 
And  all  thy  hopes   i  future  fpring  were  loft  ? 
To  me  what  comfort  can  the  fpring  afford  ? 
Can  my  Amyntas  be  with  fpring  reftor'd  ? 
Can  all  the  rains  that  fall  from  weeping  flcics, 
Unlock  the  tomb  where  my  Amyntas  lies  ? 
No,  never  '   never  I — Say  then,  rigid  earth, 
What  is  to  me  thy  everlafting  dearth  ? 
Though  never  flower  again  its  head  fhould  rear. 
Though  never  tree  again  fhould  blofTom  bear. 
Though   never  grafs  fhould  clothe   the  naked 

"  ground,  [found. 

Nor  ever  healing  plant  or  wholefome  herb  be 
None,  none  were  found  when  I  bewail'd  their 

"  want ;  [plant, 

Nor  wholefome  herb   was  found,  nor  healing 
To  eafe  Amyntas  of  his  cruel  pains ; 
In  vain  I  fcarch'd  the  valleys,  hill*  and  plains  j 
But  wither'd  leaves  alone  appear'd  to  view. 
Or  poifonous  weeds  di'.illing  deadly  dtvr. 
And  if  fome  naked  ftalk,  not  quite  decay'd, 
To  yield  a  frefti  and  friendly  bud  effay'd. 
Soon  as  I  reach'd  to  crop  the  tender  fhoot, 
A  flirieking  mandrake  kill'd  it  at  the  root. 
Witnefsto  this,  ye  fawns  of  every  wood. 
Who  at  the  prodigy  altonifti'd  ftood. 
Well  I  remember  what  fad  figns  ye  made, 
What  fhowers  of  unavailing  tears  ye  flied ; 
How  each  ran  fearful  to  his  moffy  cave. 
When  the  laft  gafp  the  dear  Amyntas  gave. 
For  then  the  air  was  fiU'd  with  dreadful  criej. 
And  fudden  night  o'erfpread  the  darken'd  Ikies  ; 
Phantoms,   and  fiends,  and  wandering  fires  ap- 

"  pear'd, 
And  fcreams  of  ill-prefagir.g  birds  were  heard. 
The  foreft  fliook,  and  flinty  rocks  were  cleft. 
And  frighted  ftreams  their  wonted  channels  left; 
With  frantic  grief  o'erflowing  fruitful  ground, 
Where  maiiy  a  herd  and  harmlefs  fwaia  wai 

'^  drown'd ; 
While  I  forlorn  and  dcfolate  was  left. 
Of  every  help,  of  every  hope  bereft ; 
To  every  element  expos'd  I  lay. 
And  to  my  griefs  a  more  defencelefs  prey. 
For  thee,  Amyntas,  all  thefe  pains  were  borne. 
For  thee  thefe  hands  were  wrung,  thefe  hairs 

"   were  torn ; 
For  thee  my  foul  to  figh  fhall  never  leave, 
Thefe  eyes  to  weep,  this  throbbing  heart  M 

'*  bsavcr 
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''  To  mourn  thy  fall,  I'll  fly  the  hated  light, 
♦'  And  hide  my  head  in  fn^des  of  eiidlefs  night : 
"  For  thou  wert  light,  and  life,  and  health  to  me  ; 
«'  The  fun  but  thanklefs  fnines  that  Ihows  not  thee. 
"  Wert  thou  not  lovely,  graceful,  good,  and  young? 
"  The  joy  of  fight,  the  talk  of  every  tongue  ? 
"  Did  evrr  branch  fo  fweet  a  bloffom  bear  i 
"  Or  ever  early  fruit  appear  fo  fair? 
"  Did  ever  youth  fo  far  his  years  tranfcend  ? 
*'  Did  ever  life  fo  immaturely  end  ? 
*'  For  thee  the  tuneful  fwa'.ns  provided  lays, 
"  And  every  mufe  prepar'd  thy  future  praife. 
*'  For  thee  the  bufy  nymph  flripp'd  every  grove, 
"  And  myrtle  wreaths  and  flowery  chaplets  wove. 
•'   But  now,  ah  difmal  change  !  the  tuneful  throng 
"  To  loud  lamentings  turn  the  cheerful  fong, 
"  Their  pleafing  tall:  the  weeping  virgins  leave, 
"  And  with  unfinhh'd  garlands  llrew  thy  grave. 
"  There  let  me  fall,  there,  there  lamenting  lie, 
"  There  grieving  grow  to  eartli,  defpair,  and  die." 

This  faid,  her  loud  complaint  of  force  ftieccas'J, 
Excefs  cf  grief  her  faultering  fpeech  fupprefs'd. 
Along  the  ground  her  colder  limbs  (he  laid. 
Where  late  the  grave  was  for  Amyntas  made ; 
Then  from  her  fwimming  eyes  began  to  pour 
Of  foftly  falling  rain  a  filver  ihower ; 
Her  loofely- flowing  hair,  all  radiant  bright, 
O'erfpread  the  dewy  grafs  like  ftreams  of  light : 
As  if  the  fun  had  of  his  beams  been  Iborn, 
And  caft  to  earth  the  glories  he  had  worn. 
A  fight  fo  lovely  fad,  fuch  deep  dift;refs, 
Ko  tongue  can  tell,  no  pencil  can  exprefs.       [Hill, 

And  now^  the  winds,  which  had  fo  long   been 
Began  the  fwelling  air  with  fighs  to  fill : 
The  water-nymphs,  who  motionlefs  remain'J, 
Like  images  of  ice,  while  flie  cnmplain'd, 
Is'ow  lops'd  their  flreams;  as  when  defcending  rains 
Roll  the  fl:eep  torrents  headlong  o'er  the  plains. 
The  prone  creation,  who  fo  long  had  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  her  cries,  and  at  her  griefs  amaz'd, 
Began  to  roar  and  howl  with  horrid  ydl, 
Difmal  to  hear,  and  terrible  to  tell ; 
Nothing  but  groans  and  figiis  were  heard  around, 
And  Echo  multiplied  each  mournful  fimnd. 

When  all  at  once  an  univerfal  paufc 
Of  grief  was  made,  as  from  fome  fecreu  caufe. 
The  balmy  air  with  fragrant  fcents  was  fih'd, 
As  if  each  v/ecping  tree  had  gums  diflillM. 
Such,  if  not  fweeter,  was  the  rich  perfume 
Which  fvvift  afcendcd  from  Amyntas'  tomb  : 
As  if  th'  Arabian  bird  her  nell  had  fir'd, 
And  on  the  .'"picy  pile  were  now  expir'd. 

And  now  the  turf,  which  late  was  n.ikcd  ften, 
WasfudJen  fprcad  wi:h  livcly-fpringing  green; 
And  Amaryllis  fav/,  with  wonde'ing  ey  *, 
A  flowery  bed,  where  fhe  h^d  wej.  t,  arifc  ; 
Thick  as  the  pearly  drops  the  fair  had  flied, 
The  blowing  buds  advatic'd  their  purple  head; 
From  every  tear  that  fell  a  violet  grew. 
And  thence  their  fiveetnefs  came,  and  thence  their 
mournful  hue. 

Remember  this,  ye  nymphs  and  gentle  maids, 
When  folitude  ye  feek  in  gloomy  (hadcp ; 
Or  walk  on  banks  v.here  fiktit  waters  flow, 
for  there  this  lovely  flower  will  love  to  grow. 


Think  on  Amyntas  oft  as  ye  flia'l  ftoop 

To  crop  the  ftalks,  and  take  them  foftly  up. 

When  in  your  fnowy  necks  their  fweets  you  wear. 

Give  a  foft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear  ; 

To  lov'd  Amyntas  pay  the  tribute  due,         [grew. 

And  blefs  his  peaceful  grave,  where  firll   they 


TO  CYNTHIA, 

weeping,  anb  not  speaking. 

Elegy. 

Why  are  thofe  hour?,  which  heaven  in  pity  lent 
To  longing  love,  in  fruitlefs  forrow  fpent  ? 
Why  fij^hs  my  fair  ?  why  does  that  bofom  move 
With  any  paflion  ilirr'd,  but  rifing  love  ? 
Can  difcontent  find  plaxe  within  that  breaft, 
On  whofe  fofr  pillows  ev'n  defpair  might  reft  ? 
Divide  thy  woes,  and  give  me  my  fad  part ; 
I  am  no  {tranger  to  an  aching  heart ; 
Too  well  I  know  the  force  of  inward  grief, 
And  well  can  hear  it  to  give  you  relief; 
All  love's  fcverefl  pangs  I  can  endure  : 
I  can  bear  pain,  though  hopelefsof  a  cure, 
I  know  vvhat  'tis  to  weep,  and  figh,  and  pray. 
To  wake  all  night,  yet  dread  the  breaking  day; 
I  know  what  'tis  to  wifli,  ai;d  hope,  and  all  in  vaini 
And  meet,  for  humble  love,  unkind  dildain  : 
Anger  and  hate  T  have  been  forc'd  to  hear, 
Nay,  jealoufy — and  I  have  felt  defpair. 
Thefe  pains  for  you  I  have  been  forc'd  to  prove. 
For  cruel  you,  when  I  began  to  love. 
Till  warm  compaffion  took  at  length  my  part, 
And  melted  to  my  wifh  your  yielding  heart. 
O  the  dear  hour  in  which  you  did  refign  !  "^i 

When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  dld^ 
tv^'lne,  r 

And,  in  a  kifs,  you  faid  your  heart  was  mine.     3 
Through  each  returning  year  may  that  hour  be 
Diflinguifli'd  in  the  rounds  of  all  ettrnlty  ; 
Gay  he  the  fun  that  hour  in  all  his  light,  "> 

Let  him  colledl  ths  day  to  be  more  bright,  > 

Shine  all  that  hour,  and  let  the  reft  be  night.      3 
And  Ihall  I  all  this  heaven  of  blifs  receive 
From  you,  yet  not  lament  to  fee  you  grieve 
Sliall  I,  who  nouriflj'd  in  my  breait  d' fire, 
Wl'.en  your  cold  ftorn  and  frov.tis forbid  the  fire; 
Nov/  when  a  mutual  flame  you  have  reveal'd. 
And  the  dear  union  of  our  fouls  is  feal'd. 
When  all  my  joys  complete  in  ycu  I  find, 
Shall  I  not  fhare  the  foirows  of  your  mind? 
O  tell  me,  tell  me  all — whence  does  arifc     [fighs? 
This  flood  of  tears  ?  whence   are  thefe  frctjuent 
Why  does  that  lovely  head,  like  a  fair  flower 
Oppreis'd  with  drops  of  a  hard-falling  fliovver, 
Bend  with  its  weight  of  grief,  and  feem  to  grow 
Downward  to  earth,  ancl  kifs  the  root  of  woe  ? 
Lean  on  my  brealt,  and  kt  me  fold  thee  faft, 
Lock'd  in  thefe  arms,  think  all  thy  forrovvs  paft  ; 
Or  what  remain  think  lighter  made  by  me; 
So  1  fliould  think,  were  I  fo  held  by  thee. 
IMurmur  thy  plaints,  and  gently  wound  my  cars; 
Si^h  on  my  lip,  and  let  mc  drink  lb  j  tears  j 


>    O    ,E    M    S. 


55? 


Join  to  my  cheet  tjiy  cold  as  J  dewy  fac?, 
And  let  pale  gritf  to  glowing  love  give  place. 

0  fpeak — for  woe  in  filence  mod  appears; 
Speak,  ere  my  fancy  magnify  my  fears. 

Is  there  a  caufe  which  words  can  not  exprefn? 
Can  I  not  bear  a  part,  nor  make  it  lefs  ? 

1  know  not  what  to  think — am  I  in  fault  ? 

I  have  not,  to  my  knowledge,  err'd  in  thought, 
Nor  wander'd  from  my  love ;  nor  would  I  be 
Lord  of  the  world,  to  live  depriv'd  of  thee. 
You  weep  afrefn,  and  at  that  word  you  flart ! 
Am  I  to  be  depriv'd  then  ? — nmft  we  part? 
Curfe  on  that  word  fo  ready  to  be  fpokc. 
For  through  my  lips,  unmeant  by  me,  it  broke. 
Oh  no,  we  midt  not,  will  not,  cannot  part. 
And  my  tongue  talks,  unprompted  by  my  heart. 
Yet  fpeak,  for  my  diUrailion  grows  apace. 
And  racking  fears  and  rcfllefs  doubts  increafe 
And  fears  and  doubts  to  jealoufy  will  turn, 
The  hotteft  hell,  in  which  a  heart  can  burn. 


AMORET. 


Fair  Amoret  is  gone  aftray ; 

Purfue  and  leek  her,  every  lover; 
I'll  tell  the  figns  by  which  you  may 

The  wandering  fhepherdefs^  diicdver. 
II. 
Coquet  and  coy  at  once  her  air, 

Both  ftudy'd,  though  both  fecm  negleflcd; 
Carelefs  (he  is  with  artful  care, 

Affeding  to  feern  unaffc6ted. 
III. 
With  fkill  her  eyes  dart  every  glance, 

Yet  change  fo  foon  you'd  ne'er  fufpeft  them ; 
For  flie'd  perfuade  they  wound  by  chance, 

Though  certain  aim  and  art  dired  them. 

IV. 

She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 

For  that  which  "m  herfelf  Ibe  prizes; 

And,  while  fhe  laughs  at  them,  forgets 
She  is  the  thing  that  ihe  defpiles. 


LESBIA. 

When  Leftla  firft  If  aw  fo  heavenly  fair, 
With  eyes  fo  bright,  and  with  that  awful  ajr, 
1  thought  my  heart,  which  durft  fo  high  afpire, 
As  bold  as  his  who  fnatch'd  celeftlal  fire. 
But  foon  as  e'er  the  beauteous  idiot  fpoke, 
J'orth  from  her  coral  lips  fucii  folly  broke. 
Like  balm  the  trickling  nonfenfe  heal'd  my  wourd. 
And  what  her  eyes  enthrall'd  her  tongue  unbound. 


DORIS. 


Doris,  a  nymph  of  riper  age, 
Has  every  grace  apd  atvj 


A  wife  obferver  to  engujre, 
Or  wound  a  heedlcfs  hcaft. 

Of  native  blulh,  and  rofy  dye, 

I'ime  has  her  cheek  bereft ; 
Which  makes  the  prudent  nymph  fofply 

With  paint  th'  injurious  theft. 

Her  fpaikling  eyes  fhe  ftill  retains. 

And  teeth  in  good  repair  ; 
And  her  well- furnifh'd  front  difdaibs 

To  grace  with  borrow'd  hair. 

Of  fize,  (he  is  nor  fhort,  nor  tall. 

And  does  to  fat  incline 
No  more  than  what  the  French  would  call 

Aimai/e  Embonfoint. 

Farther  her  perfon  to  difclofe 

I  leave — let  it  fuffice. 
She  has  few  faults  but  what  fhe  knows. 

And  can  with  fkiii  difguife. 

She  many  lovers  has  refus'd,  ' 

With  many  more  eomply'd; 
Which,  like  her  clothes,  when  little  us'd. 

She  always  lays  afide. 

She's  one  who  looks  with  great  contempt 

On  each  affeeted  creature, 
Whofe  nicety  would  feem  exempt 

From  appetites  of  nature. 

She  thinks  they  want  or  health  or  fenfe, 

Who  want  an  inclination  ; 
And  therefore  never  takes  offence 

At  him  who  pleads  his  paflion. 

Whom  flie  refufes  fhe  treats  flill 
With  fo  much  fweet  behaviour. 

That  her  refufal,  through  her  fliii!, 
Looks  almoil  like  a  favour. 

Since  (he  thisfoftncfs  can  exprcfs 

To  thofe  whom  fhe  rejcdls. 
She  mull  be  very  fond, you'll  guefs. 

Of  fuch  whom  fhe  affedts : 

But  here  our  Doris  far  outgoes 

All  that  her  fcx  have  done  ; 
She  no  regard  for  cuftom  knows. 

Which  reafon  bids  her  Ihun. 

By  reafon  her  own  reafon's  meant. 

Or,  if  you  pleafe,  her  will : 
For,  when  this  lail  is dxfcontent. 

The  firft  is  ferv'd  but  ill. 

Peculiar  thefefore  is  her  way ; 

Whether  by  nature  taught, 
I  fhall  not  undertake  to  fay. 

Or  by  experience  bought. 

But  who  o'er  night  nbtaih'd  her  graccj 
&5ie  caa  next  day  difowiij 
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-  And  ftare  upon  the.  ftrange  man's  face, 
As  one  (he  ne'er  had  known. 

So  well  £he  can  the  truth  difguife, 

Such  artful  wonder  frame, 
The  lover  or  diftrufts  his  eyes, 

Or  thinks  'twas  all  a  dream. 

5ome  cenfure  this  as  lewd  and  low, 

Who  are  to  bounty  blind ; 
For  to  forget  what  we  bellow' 

Bcfpeaks  a  noble  mind. 

Doris  our  thanks  nor  alks,  ner  needs  : 

For  all  her  favours  done 
From  her  love  flow,  as  light  proceeds 

Spontaneous  from  the  I'un. 

On  one  or  other  dill  her  fires 

Dil'piay  their  geuial  force  ; 
And  flie,  like  Sol,  alone  retires. 

To  fhine  elfewherc  of  courfe. 


TO  SLEEP. 


Elegy. 

O  sleep',  thou  flatterer  of  happy  minds. 
How  foon  a  troubled  breaft  thy  lalfehood  finds  ! 
Thou  commc  n  friend,  officious  in  thy  aid, 
"Where  no  dlftrefs  is  fhown,  nor  want  be-.ray'd  : 
But  oh  '.  how  fwift,  hoy  fure  thou  art  to  fliun 
The  wretch  by  fortune  or  by  love  i.ndone  ! 
"Where  are  thy  gentle  dews,  thy  foftcr  powers, 
"Which  us'd  to  wait  upon  my  midnight  hours  ? 
"Why  dolt  thcu  ceale  thy  hovering  wings  to  fpread, 
"With  friendly  ftiade,  around  my  refllefs  bed  i 
Can  no  complainings  thy  compaffion  move? 
Is  thy  antipathy  fo  ilrong  to  love  ? 

0  no  !  thou  art  the  profperous  lover's  friend, 
And  doft  uncall'd  his  pleafing  tolls  attend. 
"With  equal  kinduefs,  and  with  rival  charms, 
Thy  Cumbers  lull  him  in  his  fair-one's  arms  ; 

Or  from  her  bofom  he  to  thine  retires,         [Ipires, 
"Where,  footh'd  with  eafe,  the   panting  youth  re- 
Till  folt  rcpofe  reflore  his  drooping  fenfe. 
And  rapture  is  reliev'd  by  indolence. 
But  oh  1  what  torture  docs  the  lover  bear, 
Forlorn  by  thee,  and  haunted  by  defpair  ! 
From  racking  thoughts  by  no  kind  flumber  freed. 
But  painful  nights  his  j^ylefs  days  fucceed. 
But  why,  dull  god,  do  I  of  thee  complain  ? 
Thou  didft  not  caufe,  nor  canfl  thou  eafe  my  pain. 
Forgive  what  my  dillracfting  grief  has  faid ; 

1  own,  unjuftly  I  thy  floth  upbraid. 
For  oft  I  have  thy  proffer'd  aid  repell'd, 
And  my  reludlant  eyes  from  reft  withheld ; 
Implor'd  the  mufe  to  break  thy  gentle  chains, 
And  fung  with  Philomel  my  nightly  {trains. 
"With  her  I  fing,  but  ceafe  nut  with  her  fong, 
For  more  enduring  woes  my  days  prolong. 
The  morning  lark  to  mine  accords  his  note. 
And  tunes  to  my  diftrefs  h.s  warbling  throat : 
Each  fctting  and  each  rifmg  fun  I  mourn, 
Wailing  alike  his  abfcnce  and  return. 


And  all  for  thee — what  had  I  well-Kigh  faid  f 

Let  me  not  name  thee,  thou  too  charming  maid  1 

No,  as  the  wing'd  mulicians  of  the  grove, 

Th'  afibciates  of  my  melody  and  love. 

In  moving  found  alone  relate  their  pain, 

And  not  with  voice  articulate  complain; 

So  fhall  my  mufe  my  tuneful  forrows  fing, 

And  lofe  in  air  her  name  from  whom  they  fpringj 

O  may  no  wakeful  thoughts  her  mind  moleft., 

Soft  be  her  flumbers,  and  Cncere  her  reft  : 

For  her,  O  Sleep  '.   thy  balmy  fweets  prepare; 

The  peace  I  lofe  for  her,  to  her  transfer.  ^ 

Hulh'd  as  the  falUng  dews,  whofe  noifelcfs  {howerc     j 

In. pearl  the  folded  leaves  of  evening  flowers,  ' 

Steal  on  her  biow  :  and  as  thofe  dews  attend. 

Till  warn'd  by  wakiiig  day  to  re-afcend. 

So  wait  thou  for  her  morn  ;  then  gently  rife, 

Ana  to  the  world  reftorc  the  day-break  of  hi#cycfc 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

OCCASIONED  BY 

I r 'S  PICTURE. 


I  YIELD,  O  Kneller  !  to  fuperior  fldll, 
Thy  [;encil  triumphs  o'er  the  poet's  quill  • 
If  yet  mj  vanquifh'd  mufe  exert  her  lays. 
It  is  no  more  to  rival  thee,  but  praife. 

Oft  have  I  try'd,  with  unavailing  care. 
To  trace  fome  image  of  the  much  lov'd  fair; 
But  {'ill  my  numbers  ineffi-ftual  prov'd. 
And  rather  ihow'd  htw  much, than  whom,  I  lov'd: 
But  thy  unerring  hands,  with  matchiel's  art. 
Have  fliown  my  eye  *  th"  imprcffion  in  my  heart; 
1  he  bright  idea  Both  exifts  and  lives. 
Such  vital  heat  thy  genial  pencil  gives  : 
Whofe  daring  point,  not  to  the  face  confin'd. 
Can  peneciaie  the  heart,  anri  paint  the  mind. 
Others  fome  faint  refemblance  may  exprefs, 
Which,  as  'tis  drawn  by  chance,  we  find  by  guefa. 
Thy  pidtures  raife  no  doubts;  when  brought  t» 

view. 
At  once  they're  known,  and  feem  to  know  us  too. 
Tranfcendent  artift  .   how  complete  thy  IkiUf 
I'hy  power  fo  adt  is  equal  to  thy  will. 
Nature  and  art  in  thee  alike  co.-;t.end. 
Not  to  oppofe  each  other,  but  befriend; 
For  what  thy  fancy  has  with  fire  defign'd. 
Is  by  thy  flcill  both  temper'd  and  refin'd. 
As  in  thy  pidures  light  conl'ents  with  IhadCi 
And  each  to  other  is  fublervient  made  ; 
Judgment  and  genius  fo  concur  in  thee. 
And  both  unite  in  j^erfedl  harmony. 

But  after-days,  my  friend,  muft  do  thee  right^ 
And  fet  thy  virtues  in  unenvy'd  light. 
Fame  due  to  vaft  dcfcrt  is  kept  in  llore. 
Unpaid,  till  the  dcferver  is  no  more. 
Yet  thou,  in  prefenr,  the  bell  part  haft  gain'd, 
And  from  tiie  chofeii  few  applaufe  obtain'd: 
Ev'n  he  who  heft  could  judge,  and  bcfl  could  praif^ 
Has  high  extoU'd  thee  in  his  deathlcls  lays ; 
Ev'n  Dtyden  has  immortaliz'd  thy  name; 
L.ec  tliat  alone  fuSlce  thee^  think  that  lame^ 
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trnfSt  I  LAh-iV  where  he  led  the  way, 
And  court  apphufe  by  \*hat  I  Hem  to  pay. 
Myfelf  I  praife,  while  I  thy  praiie  intend, 
For  'tis  fome  virtue,  virtue  to  commend  ;    ■ 
And  next  to  deeds  which  our  own  honour  raife, 
Is  to  diltinguifii  them  who  merit  praife. 


TO  A  CANULE. 


Thou  watchful  taper,  by  whofe  filent  light 
I  lonely  pafs  the  melancholy  nipjht ; 
Thou  faithful  witnefs  of  my  fecret  pain, 
To  whom  alone  I  venture  to  complain  ; 
O  learn  with  me  my  hopelefs  love  to  moan  ; 
Commiferate  a  life  fo  like  thy  own. 
JLike  thine,  my  flames  to  my  deftrudion  turn, 
Wafting  that  hearr  by  which  fupply'd  they  burn. 
"J-.ike  thine,  my  joy  aiid  fufferina;  they  difpiay  ; 
At  once  arc  figns  of  iif'.,  and  fynipioms  of  decay. 
And  as  thy  fearful  flames  the  day  df  cline, 
And  only  duriig  nijjhr  prefume  to  Ihine  ; 
Their  humble  rays  not  dtiring  to  afpire 
Before  the  fun,  the  fountain  of  their  fire  : 
So  mine,  with  confcious  fhame,  and  etjual  awe. 
To  fhades  obfcure,  and  folitude  withdraw  ; 
Nor  dare  their  light  beto;  e  her  eyes  difclofe, 
From  whofe  bright  beams  their  being  firli  arofe. 


OVID's  THIRD  BOOK 

OF  THE 

ART  OF  LOVE. 

TRANSLATED  INTO  ENGLISH  VERSE. 

W^Jjereln  he  recot»mends  the  rules  and  inJlruEilons  to  the 
Fair  Sex  in  the  conduB  of  their  amours  ;  after  ha-ving 
already  compofcd  t-wo  books  for  the  uje  of  jVLen  ujxm 
the  fume  fuhj<j3. 

The  men  are  arm'd,  and  for  the  light  prepare; 
And  now  we  muft  inftrudl  and  arm  the  fair. 
Both  fexes,  well  appointed,  take  the  field, 
And  mighty  love  determine  which  fhall  yield. 
Man  were  ignoble,  when  thus  arm'd,  to  faow 
Unetiual  force  againfl;  a  naked  foe  : 
No  glory  from  fuch  csinquelt  can  be  gain'd, 
And  odds  are  always  by  the  brave  difdain'd. 
But  fome  exclaim,  "  What  phrenzy  rules  your 

"  mind  ? 
*  Would  you  increafe  the  craft  of  woman-kind  ! 
"  Teach  them  new  wiles  and  arts !  As  w'ell  you 

"  may 
"  Inftru6l  a  fnake  to  bite,  or  wolf  to  prey." 
But,  fure,  too  hard  a  cenfure  they  purfue. 
Who  charge  on  all  the  failings  of  a  few. 
Examine  firft  impartially  each  fair. 
Then,  as  Ihe  merits,  or  condemn,  or  fpare. 
If  Menel^us,  and  the  king  of  men, 
JSVjth  juftice  of  their  lifter- wives  complain  %  i 


If  faife  Eriphyle  forfoot  her  faith. 
And  for  reward  procur'd  her  hufband's  death; 
Penelope  was  loyal  ftill,  and  challe, 
Thougn  twenty  years  her  lord  in  abfence  pafs'd. 
Rcfleiit  how  Laodama's  truth  was  try'd,  "> 

Who,  though  in  bloom  of  youth,  and   beauty's-T 
.  pride,  C 

To  (hare  her  hufband's  fate,  untimely  dy'd.        J 
Think  how  Alcefte's  piety  was  prov'd. 
Who  loft  her  life  to  fave  the  man  (lie  iov'd. 
Receive  me,  Capamus,  Avadne  cry'd  ; 
Nor  death  itfelf  our  nuptials  fhall  divide  : 
To  join  thy  alhes,  pleas'd  I  ftiall  expire  ; 
She  faid,  and  leap'd  amid  the  funeral  fire. 
Virtue  hcrfelf  a  goddels  we  confefs. 
Both  female  in  her  name  and  in  her  drcfs; 
No  wonder  then,  if,  to  her  fex  indin'd, 
She  cultivates  witli  care  a  female  mind. 
But  thcfe  exalted  f"u!s  exceed  the  reach 
Of  that  foft  art  which  I  pretend  to  teach. 
My  tender  bark  requires  a  gentle  gale, 
A  little  wind  will  fill  a  little  fail. 
Offportive  loves  I  fin;^,  and  fhow  what  ways     V 
The  willing  nymph  muft  ufe  her  blifs  to  raife,   > 
And  how  to  captivate  the  I'-ian  fhs'd  pleafe,         j 
Woman  is  fvft,  and  of  a  tender' heart, 
Apt  to  receive,  and  to  retain,  love's  dart: 
Man  has  a  breait  robuft,  and  more  fecure. 
It  wounds  him  not  fo  deep,  n.  r  hits  fo  fure. 
Men  oft  are  falfe ;  and,  if  you  fearch  with  care. 
You'll  find  lefs  fraud  imputed  to  the  fair. 
Thcft:ithlefs  Tafon  from  Medea  fled, 
A.Ki  made  Crcufa  partner  of  his  bed- 
Bright  Ariadne,  oi;  an  unknown  fliore 
rhy  abfence,  ptrjur'd  Thefeus,  did  deplore. 
If  then  the  wild  inhabitants  of  air  "^' 

Forhore  her  tender  lovely  limbs  to  tear,  v 

It  was  not  owing,  Thefeus,  t,o  thy  c.ire.  j 

Inquire  the  caufe,  and  let  Demophoon  tell, 
Why  Phyllis  by  a  fate  untimely  fell. 
Nine  times,  in  vain,  upon  the  promis'd  day. 
She  fought  th'  appointed  (hore,  and  view'd  thefeal 
Her  fail  tke  fading  trees  confent  to  mourn. 
And  fhed  their  leaves  roiind  her  lamented  urn. 

The  prince  fo  far  for  piety  renown'd. 
To  thee,  Eliza,  was  unfaithful  found  ; 
To  fhee  forlorn  and  languifhing  with  grief, 
His  fword  alone  he  left,  thy  laft  relief. 
Ye  ruin'd  nymphs,  fhall  I  the  caufe  impart 
Of  all  your  woes?  'Twas  want  of  needful  art. 
Love  of  itfelf  too  quickly  will  expire  ; 
But  powerful  art  perpetuates  defire. 
Women  had  yet  their  ignorance  bewail'd. 
Had  not  this  art  by  Venus  been  reveal'd. 

Before  my  fight  the  Cypriau  goddefs  Ihone, 
And   thus  fhe  faid;   "  What  have  poor  wome» 

done  i 
"  Why  is  that  weak,  defencelefs  fex  expos'd, 
"  On  every  fide,  by  men  well  arm'd,  inclos'd  J 
'*  Twice  are  the  men  inftrudled  by  the  mufe, 
"  Nor  muft  fhe  now  to  teach  the  fex  refufe. 
"  The  Bard,  who  injur'd  Helen  in  his  fong, 
"  Recanted  after,  and  redrefs'd  the  wrong. 
"  And  you,  if  on  my  favour  you  depend, 
"  Th*  caufe  of  woBien,  while  you  Ijve,  defend.*? 


S-Cr) 


THE   WORKS    OF   CONGREVE. 


This  faid,  a  myrtle  Iprig,  which  berries  bore 
She  gave  me  (for  a  myrtle  wreath  (he  wore). 
The  gift  receiv'd,  my  fenfeenlighten'd  grew, 
And  from  her  prefence  infpiration  drew. 
Attend,  ye  nymphs,  by  wedlock  unconfin'd.fmind: 
And    hear    my   precepts,  while  fhe  prompts  my 
Ev'n  now,  in  bloOm  of  youth,  and  beauty's  prime, 
Beware  of  coming  af  e,  nor  waiJe  your  time  : 
Kow,  while  you  may,  and  ripening  years  invite, 
Enjoy  the  fcafonable,  fweet  dsliglit  : 
For  rolling yearj,  like  flealing  waters,  glide; 
Kor  hope  to  flop  their  ever- ebbing  tide  : 
Think  not  hereafter  will  the  lofs  repay;  "^ 

For  every  morrow  will  the  taflc  decay,  > 

And  leave  lefs  relifh  than  the  former  day.  J 

I've  feen  the  time,  when,  on  that  wither'd  thorn. 
The  blooming  role  vied  with  the  bliifiiing  morn. 
With  fragrant  wreaths  1  thence  have  deck'd  my 

head, 
And  fee  how  leaflefs  now,  and  how  decay 'd  ! 
And  you,  who  now  the  love-iick  youth  reje^, 
Will  prove,  in  age,  what  pains  attend  negle(Sl:. 
None,  then,  will  prefs  upon  your  midniglit  hours, 
Nor  wake,   to   flrew  your  ftreet  with  morning 

flowers. 
Then  nightly  knockings  at  your  door  will  ceafe, 
Whofe  noifeiels  hammer,  then,  may  ruil:  in  peace. 

Alas,  how  foon  a  clear  complexion  fades ! 
Jiow  foon  a  wrinkled  ikin  plump  flefli  invades  ! 
And  what  avails  it,  though  the  fair-one  fwears 
She  from  her  infancy  had  fome  gray  hairs? 
She  grows  ail  hoary  in  a  few  more  years. 
And  then  the  venerable  truth  appears. 
The  fnuke  his  fltin,  the  deer  his  horns  may  caft. 
And  both  renew  their  youth  and  vigours  pall : 
But  no  receipt  can  human- kind  relieve, 
Doom'd  to  decrepit  age  without  reprieve. 
Then  crop  the  flower  which  yet  invites  yoi;r  eye, 
And  which,  ungather'd,  on  its  flalk  mult  die. 
Befides,  the  tender  fex  is  form'd  to  bear. 
And  frequent  births  too  foon  will  youth  impair; 
Continual  harveit  wears  the  fruitful  field, 
And  earth  itfcif  decays  too  often  till'd. 
Thou  didft  not,  Cynthia,  fcorn  the  Latmian  fwain ; 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  Cephalus  difdain  ; 
The  Paphian  queen,  who  for  Adonis'  fate 
So  deeply  mourn'd,  and  who  laments  him  yet,. 
Has  not  been  found  inexorable  fince; 
Witnefs  Harmonia,  and  the  Dardan  prince. 
Then  take  example,  mortals,  from  above, 
And  like  immortals  live,  and  like  them  love. 
Refufc  not  thofe  delights,  which  men  require. 
Nor  let  your  lovers  languilh  with  dcfire. 
Falfe  though  they  prove,  what  lofs  can  you  fufl:ain  ? 
Thence  let  a  thoufand  take,  'twill  all  remain. 
Though  conftant  ufe  ev'n  flint  and  flcel  impairs, 
What  you  employ  no  diminution  fears. 
Who  would,  to  light  a  torch,  their  torch  deny  ? 
Or  who  can  dread  drinking  an  ocean  dry  ? 
Still  women  lofe,  you  cry,  if  men  obtam  ; 
What  do  they  Inle,  that's  worthy  to  retain  ? 
Think  not  this  faid  to  proftitutc  tiic  fex, 
But  undeceive  whom  needlcfs  fears  perplex. 
Thus  far  a  gentle  breeze  fupplicB  our  fail. 
Now  launch'ti  to  fca,  v/t  alk  a  blinker  gule. 


And,  firft,  we  treat  of  drefs.     The  well-dref»'d 

vine 
Produces  plumpeft  grapes, and  richeft  wine; 
And  plenteous  crops  of  golden  grain  are  found, 
Alone,  to  grace  well-cultivated  ground. 
Beauty's  the  gift  of  gods,  the  lex's  pride  ! 
Yet  to  how  many  is  that  gift  deny'd  ? 
Art  helps  a  face  ;  a  face,  though  heavenly  fair. 
May  quickly  fade  for  want  of  needful  care. 
In  ancient  days  if  women  flighted  drefs. 
Then  men  were  ruder  too,  and  lik'd  it  lefs. 
If  Heflor's  fpoufe  was  clad  in  ftubLorn  fluff, 
A  ftddier's  wife  became  it  well  enough. 
Ajax,  to  fhield  his  ample  breafl,  piovides 
Seven  lufty  bulls,  and  tans  their  flurdy  hides; 
And  might  not  he,  d'ye  think,  be  well  carcfs'd. 
And  yet  his  wife  not  elegantly  drefs'd  ? 
V/ith  rude  fimplicity  Rome  firft  was  built, 
VVhich  now  we  fee  adorn'd,  and  carv'd,  and  gilt. 
This  capitol  with  that  of  old  compare  ; 
Some  other  Jove,  you'd  think,  was  worfhipp'd  there. 
That  lofty  pile,  where  fenates  diJlate  law,   [draw. 
When  Tatius  reign'd,  w.s  pooily  thatch'd  witk 
And  where  Apollo's  fane  refulgent  ftands. 
Was  heretofore  a  track  of  paflure-lands. 
Let  ancient  manners  other  nien  delight ; 
But  ir.e  the  modern  pleafe,  as  more  polite. 
Not  that  materials  now  in  gold  arc  wrought. 
And  diftant  Ihores  for  orient  pearls  are  fought : 
Nor  for,  that  hills  exhaufl  their  marble  veins. 
And  flruflirjes  rife  whofe  bulk  the  fea  rellrains; 
But,  that  the  world  is  civiliz'd  of  late. 
And  polifh'ci  from  the  ruft  of  former  date. 
Lee  not  the  nymph  with  pendants  load  her  ear, 
Nor  in  embroidery,  or  brtxade,  appear; 
Too  rich  a  slrefs  may  fometimes  check  defire, 
And  cleanlinefs  more  animates  love's  fire. 
The  hair  difp'os'd,  may  gain  or  lofe  a  grace. 
And  much  become,  or  imfbecome  the  face.       ' 
What  fuits  your  features,  of  your  glafs  inquire  ; 
For  no  one  rule  is  fix  d  for  head-attire. 
A  face  too  long  fhould  part  and  flat  the  hair, 
Left,  upward  comb'd,  the  length  too   mnch  ap- 
So  Laodamia  drefs'd.    .A  face  too  round     [pear  : 
Should  fhow  the  ears,and  with  atowerbecrown'd. 
On  either  Ihoulder,  one  her  locks  difplays ; 
Adcrn'd  like  Phoebus,  when  he  fings  his  lays  : 
Another,  all  her  trtffes  ties  behind  ; 
So  drefs'd,  Diana  hunts  the  fearful  hind. 
Difhevell'd  locks  moft  graceful  are  to  fome  ; 
Others,  the  binding  fillets  more  become  : 
Some  plait,  like  fpiral  fliells,  their  braided  hair. 
Others,  the  loofe  and  waving  curl  prefer. 
But  to  recount  the  feveral  drelfes  worn. 
Which  artfully  each  fcveral  face  adorn, 
Were  endlefs,  as  to  teil  the  leaves  on  trees, 
The  beafts  on  Alpine  hills,  or  Hybla's  bees. 
Many  there  are,  who  feem  to  flight  ail  care. 
And  with  a  pleafing  negligence  enfnare; 
Whofe  mornings  eft  in  fuch  a  drefs  are  fpent, 
And  all  is  art  that  looks  like  accident. 
With  fuch  diforder.Iole  was  grac'd. 
When  great  Alcides  firit  the  nymph  embrac'd. 
So  Ariadne  came  to  Bacchus'  bed. 
When  with  the  conqueror  from  Crete  (lie  fled. 


NftuVe,  Indulgent  to  the  fex,  repays 
The  loffes  they  luftain,  by  various  ways. 
Men  ill  fupply  thofe  hairs  they  ftied  in  age, 
Loft,   like    autumnal   leaves,    when    north-winds 

rage, 
Women,  with  juice  of  herb's,  gray  locks  difguifc, 
And  art  gives  colour  which  with  nature  vies. 
The  well-wove  towers  they  wear,  their  olvn  are 

thought ; 
But  only  are  their  own,  as  what  they've  boUght. 
Nor  need  they  blufh  to  buy  heads  ready  drefs'd, 
And  choofe,  at  public  (hops,  what  fuits  them  bell, 

Coftly  apparel  let  the  fair  one  fly, 
Enrich'd  with  gold,  or  with  the  Tyrian  dye. 
What  folly  muft  in  fuch  expence  appear. 
When  more  becoming  colours  arc  lefs  dear  ? 
One  Ti'ith  a  dye  is  ting'd  of  lovely  blue; 
Such  as,  through  air  I'erene,  the  {ky  we  view. 
With  yellow  luftrefee  another  fpread, 
As  if  the  golden  fleece  compos'd  the  thread. 
Some  of  the  fea-green  wave  the  caft  difplay; 
With  this  the  nyriiphs  their  beauteous  forms  ar- 
ray; 
And  fome  the  fafFronhue  will  well  adorn; 
Such  is  the  mantle  of  the  bluihing  morn. 
Of  rliyrtle-bcrries,  one  the  tindture  fhows ; 
In  this,  of  amerhyfts,  the  purple  grows, 
And  that  more  imitates  the  paler  rofe. 
Nor  Thracian  cranes  forget,  who-i'e  filvery  pliimes 
Give  patterns,  which  employ  the  mimic  looms. 
Nor  almond,  nor  the  chefnut  dye  difciaim  ; 
Nor  others,  which  from  wax  derive  their  name. 
As   fields    you   find,   with   various   flowers  o'cr- 

fpread. 
When  vineyards  bud,  and  winter's  froft  is  fled  ; 
So  various  are  the  colours  you  may  try, 
Of  which,  the  thirrty  wool  imbibes  the  dye. 
Try  every  one  :  what  beft  becomes  you,  wear; 
For  no  complexion  all  alike  can  bear. 
If  fair  the  fkin,  black  may  become  it  beft, 
In  black  the  lovely  fair  Brifeis  drefs'd  : 
If  brown  the  nymph,  let  her  be  cloth'd  in  white, 
Andromeda  fo  charm'd  the  wondering  fight. 

I  need  not  Avarn  you  of  too  powerful  fmells. 
Which  fometimes  health,  or  kindly  heat,  expels. 
Nor,  from  your  tender  legs  to  pluck  with  care 
The  cai'ual  growth  of  all  unfecmly  hair. 
Though  not  to  nymphs  of  Caucafus  I  fing, 
Nor  fuch  who  tafte  remote  the  Myfianfpring; 
Yet,  let  me  warn  you,  that,  through  no  negledt, 
You  let  your  teeth  diiclofsthe  leaftdefedl. 
You  know  the  ufe  of  white  to  make  you  fair^    '• 
And  how,  with  red,  loft  colour  to  repair  ; 
Imperfedl  eye-brows  you  by  art  can  mend. 
And  fkin,  when  wanting,  o'er  a  fear  extend. 
Nor  need  the  fair  one  be  alham'd,  who  tries 
By  art,  to  add  new  luftre  to  her  eyes. 

A  little  bsok  I'vi^made,  but  with  great  care. 
How  to  preferve  the  face,  and  how  repair. 
In  that,  the  nymphs,  by  time  or  chance  annoy'd, 
May  fee,  what  pains  to  pleafethem  I've  employ'd. 
But,  ftill  beware,  that  from  your  lover's  eye 
You  keep  cooceai'd  the  medicines  you  apply  : 
Though  art  affifts,  yet  muft  that  art  be  hid. 
Left,  whom,  it  would  invite,  it  fhould  forbid. 

Vol.  VII. 


EMS.  f^' 

Who  would  not  take  offence,,  to  fe*  a  face 

All  daub'd,  and  dripping  with  the  melted  greafe  ? 

And  though  your  unguents   bear  th'  Atheniaa 

name. 
The  wool's  unfavoury  fcent  is  ftill  the  fame. 
Marrow  of  ftags,  nor  your  pomatums  try. 
Nor  clean  your  furry  teeth,  when  men  are  by; 
For  many  things,  when  done,  afford  delight, 
Which  yet,  while  doing,  may  offend  the  fight. 
Ev'n  Myro's  ftatutcs,  which  for  art  furpafs 
All  other's,  once  were  but  a  ftiapelefs  mafs ; 
Rude  was  that  gold  which  now  in  rings  is  wornj 
As  once  the  robe  you  wear  was  wool  unftiorn. 
Think,  how  that  ftone  rough  in  the  quarry  grew- 
Which,  now,  a  pi.rfe(il  Vinus  fliows  to  view. 
While  we  luppofe  you  fleep,  repair  your  face, 
Lock'd  from  obfervers,  in  fome  lecret  place. 
Add  the  laft  hand,  before  yourfelves  ynu  ftiow; 
Your  need  of  art,  why  fliould  your  lovers  know? 
For  many  things,  when  moft  conceal'd,  are  beftj 
And  few  of  ftrid:  inquiry  bear  the  teft. 
Thofe  figures  which  in  theatres  are  fecn, 
Gilded  without,  are  common  wood  within. 
But  no  fp.cSlators  are  allow'd  to  pry. 
Till  all  is  finiih'd,  which  allures  the  eye. 

Yet,  I  muft  own,  it  oft  aff"ords  delight. 
To  have  the  fair-one  comb  her  hair  in  fight* 
To  view  the  flowing  honours  of  her  head 
Fall  on  her  neck,  and  o'er  her  flioulder  fpread  J 
But  let  her  look,  that  fhe  with  care  avoid 
All  fretful  humours,  while  fhe's  fo  employ'd  • 
Let  her  not  ftill  undo,  with  peevifh  haftc, 
All  that  her  woman  does,  who  does  her  bcft< 
I  hate  a  vixen,  that  her  maid  affails, 
And  fcrStches  with  her  bodkin,  or  her  nails ; 
While  the  poor  girl  in  blood  and  tears  muft  mourn,' 
And  her  heart  curfes  what  her  hands  adorn. 

Let  her  who  has  ho  hair,  or  has  but  fome, 
P!a(j^t  centinels  before  her  dreffing-room  : 
Or  in  the  fane  of  the  good  goddefs  drefs, 
Where  all  the  male- kind  are  debarr'd  accefs. 

'  ris  faid,  that  I  (but  'tis  a  tale  devis'd) 
A  lady  at  her  toilet  once  furpris'd  ; 
Who,  ftarting.  fnatch'd  in  hafte  the  tower  flie  wore^ 
And,  in  a  hurry,  plac'd  the  hinder  part  before. 
But  on  our  fues  fall  every  fuch  difgrace. 
Or  barbarous  beauties  of  the  Parthian  race. 
Ungraceful  'tis  to  fee  without  a  horn 
The  lofty  hart,  whom  branches  beft  adorn  ; 
A  leafelefs  tree,  or  an  unverdant  mead; 
And  as  ungraceful  is  a  hairlei's  head. 

But  think  not  thefc  inftrudlions  are  defign'd 
For  firft-rate  beauties  of  the  finiih'd  kind  : 
Not  to  a  Semele,  or  Leda  bright. 
Nor  an  Europa,  thefe  my  rules  I  write  ; 
Nor  the  fair  Helen  do  I  teach,  whofe  charms 
Stirr'd  up  Atrides,  and  all  Greece,  to  arms  :    * 
Thee  to  regain,  well  was  that  v/ar  begun, 
And  Paris  well  defended  what  he  won ; 
Wiiat  lover,  or  what  hufband,  would  not  fight 
In  fuch  a  caufe,  where  both  are  in  the  right?- 

The  crowd  I  teach,  fome  homely,  and  fome  fair," 
But  of  the  former  fort,  the  larger  fhare. 
The  haudfomeleaft  require  the  help  of  art, 
Rich  in  themfcl'/es,  and  pleas'd  with  ttatur«'s  pars. 
*  N  « 
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When  calm  tlie  fea,  at  cafe  the  pilot  lies, 

JEsit  all  hie  (kill  exerts  when  llorms  arife. 

Faults  in  your  perfon,  or  ynur  face,  correft  '. 

/ind  few  are  feen  that  have  not  fome  defe<5l. 

The  nymph  too  fhort  her  feat  fhould  fcldom  quit, 

I>efl,  when  (he  (lands,  (he  niay  he  thought  to  fit ; 

And  v.-lx;n  extended  on  her  couch  (he  hes, 

Let  length  sf  petticoats  conceal  her  fize. 

The  lean  of  thick-wrought  iluff  her  clothes  (hould 
choofe^ 

^nd  (uller  made,  than  what  the  plumper  ufe. 

If  pate,  let  her  the  crimfon  juice  apply  ; 

If  fvarthy,  to  the  Pharian  varnifh  fly. 

A  leg'  tno  lank,  tight  ^.rters  ftill  mul  wiear; 

Nor  Hioald  an  ill-fhap'd  foot  be  ever  bare. 

RdimJ  llio'.lders,  bolller'd,  will  appear  the  leafl ; 

A:  d  lacing  ftrait,  confine"  too  full  a  breaft. 

Vhofc  fir.gtrs  are  too  far,  and  rails  too  coarfe, 

Sf.ould  always  fnun  much  crcfturcin  difcourfe. 

And  ycu,  whofe  breath  is  touch'd,  this  caution 
take, 

Nor  fafiing,  nor  tos  near  another  fpealt. 

Let  not  the  nymph  witli  laughter  much  abound, 

"Whofe  teeth  are  black,  nneven,  or  ur.found. 

You  hardly  think  hov/  much  on  this  depends. 

And  hoiy  a  laugh,  or  fpoils  a  face,  or  mends. 

Gape  not  too  wide,  led  you  difc'ofe  your  gums, 

And  lOfe  the  dimple  which  the  cheek  becomes. 

I-Jor  let  your  fides  too  (Irong  concuffions  (bake, 

Left  you  the  foftnefs  of  the  fex  forfake. 

In  fome,  diftortjons  quite  the  face  difguife; 

Another  laughs,  that  you  v/ould  think  fhe  cries. 

In  one,  too  hoarfe  a  voice  v/e  hear  betray'd. 

Another's  is  as  harlh  as  if  fhe  bray'd. 

What  cannot  art  attain !  many,  with  cafe. 

Have  learn'd  to  weep,  both  when  and  how  they 

pleafe. 
Others,  through  afFecSation,  lifp,  and  find. 

In  imperfedion,  charms  to  catch  mankind. 
Negleifl  no  means  which  may  promote  your  ends; 
Now  learn  what  v^ay  of  walking  recommends. 

Too  mafculine  a  motion  fliocks  the  fight; 
But  female  grace  allures  with  ftrangs  delight.. 
One  has  an  artful  fwing  and  jut  behind, 
Which  helps  her  c(  a's  to  catch  the  fwelling  wind  ; 
Swell'd  with  the  tvatiton  wind,  they  loofdy  flow, 
And  eveiy  ftep  and  graceful  motion  (how. 
Another,  like  an  Umbrian's  fttirdy  fpoufe, 
Strides  all  the  fpace  her  petticoat  allows. 
Between  extremes,  in  this,  a  mean  adjuft  ; 
Nor  (how  too  nice  a  gait,  nor  too  robuR'. 
If  fnowy  white  your  neck,  you  ftill  (hould  wear 
That,  and  the  (hnulder  of  the  left  arm,  bare. 
Such  fights  ne'er  fail  to  fire  my  amorous  heart, 
And  make  me  pant  to  kifs  the  naked  part. 
Syrens,  though  monfters  of  the  ftormy  main, 
Can  (hips,  when  under  fail,  with  fongs,  detain  : 
Scarce  could  Ulyffcs  by  his  friends  be  bound. 
When  (irft  he  lifien'd  to  the  charming  found. 
Singing  infinuates;  learn,  all  ye  maids; 
Oft,  when  a  face  forbids,  a  voice  perfuades. 
Whether  on  theatres  loud  ftrains  we  hear, 
Or  in  Ruellefome  foft  Egyptian  air. 
Weil  (ball  (lie  fing,  of  whom  I  make  my  choice. 
And  vnth  her  luce  accompany  her  voice. 


1,  the  brafts  t<J  u'fttn  (lay'tf.'^y 
lodious  Orpheus  play'd  ;  V 
sll  that  found  obey'd.  J- 
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The  rocks  were  ftirr'd,  the  be afts  t<J  Iifttn  rtay'tf,'' 

When  on  his  lyre  meln 

Ev'n  Cerberus  and  hell  I 

And  ftones  officious  were,  thy  walls  to  raife, 

O  Thebes,  attradlcd  by  Anljihion's  lays. 

The  dolphin,  dumb  itfelf,  thy  voice  admir'd, 

And  was,  Arion,  by  thy  (bugs  infpir'd. 

Of  fiveet  rTllimachus  the  works  rehearfe, 

And  read  Philetas"  and  Anacreon's  verfe. 

Terentian  plays  may  much  the  mind  improTe;' 

But  fofteft  Sappho  beft  inftru(fts  to  love. 

Pnpertius,  Callus,  and  TibuUus  read. 

And  let  Varronian  verfe  to  thefe  fucceed. 

Then  mighty  Maro'3  work  with  care  perufe  ; 

Of  all  the  Latin  bards  the  nobleft  mufe. 

Ev'n  I,  'ti'!  p^:fiible,  in  after-days. 

May  'fcape  oblivion,  and  be  nam'd  with  thefe. 

My  labour'd  lines  f  )me  readers  may  approve^ 

Since  I've  inftrudted  either  fex  in  love. 

V/hatever  book  you  read  of  this  foft  art. 

Read  with  a  lover's  voice^  and  lover's  heart: 
Tender  epiftles  too  by  me  are  fram'd, 

A  vk'ork  before  unthought-of,  and  unnam'd. 

Such  was  your  farred  will,  O  tuneful  Nine  '. 

Such  thine,  Apollo  1  and,  LyjEUs,  tiiine  I 

Still  unaccomplifti'd  may  the  maid  be  thought,.' 

Who  gracefully  to  dance  was  never  taught : 

That  adlive  dancing  may  to  love  engage, 

Witnefs  the  well-kept  dancers  of  the  flage. 
Of  fome  old  trifles  i'm  a(ham'd  to  tell. 

Though  it  becomes  the  fex  to  trifle  well ; 

To  raffle  prettily,  or  fiur  a  dye. 

Implies  both  cunning  and  dexterity. 

Ncr  is't  amifs  at  chefs  to  be  expert. 

For  games  mod  thoughtful,  fometimes,  moft  divert. 

l^earn  every  game,  you'll  find  it  prove  of  ufe  ; 

Parties  begun  at  play,  may  love  produce. 

But  eafrer  'tis  to  learn  how  bets  to  lay. 

Than  how  to  keep  your  temper  while  you  play. 

Unguarded  then  each  breaft  is  open  laid. 

And  while  the  head's  intent,  the  heart's  betray'd. 

Then  bafe  dcfire  of  gain,  then  rage  appears, 

Q^^rrels  ai;d  brawls  arife,  and  anxious  fears ; 

Then  clamours  and  revilings  reach  the  (ky, 

While  lofing  gamefters  all  the  gods  defy. 

Then  horrid  oaths  are  utter'd  every  caft  ; 

They  grieve,  and  cuvfe,  and  ftcrm,  nay,  weep  at 

ialt. 
Good  Jove,  avert  fuch  (hameful  faults  as  thefe 
From  every   nymph  whole  heart  's  inclin'd  tt' 

pleafe. 
Soft  recreations  fit  the  female  kind ; 
Nature,  for  men,  has  rougher  fports  dcfign'd  : 
To  wield  the  fword,  and  hurl  the  pointed  fpear  ; 
To  ftop,  or  turn  the  Heed  in  full  career. 

Though  martial  fields  ill  fuit  your  tender  (rames, 
Nor  may  you  fwim  in  Tiber's  rapid  ftreams; 
Yet  when  S^l's  burning  wheels  from  Leo  drive, 
And  at  the  glowing  Virgin's  fign  arrive, 
'  ("is  both  allow'd  and  fit  you  (hould  repair 
To  plcafant  walks,  and  breathe  refrefliing  air. 
To  Pompey's  gardens,  or  the  (hady  groves 
Which  Cajfar  honours,  and  which  Phuebus  lov>es  : 
Pha-bu5,  who  funk  the  proud  Egyptian  fleet, 
And  made  Auguftus*  vidory  completci,- 


P     0 

Or  fec'c  thr.fe  {hades,  where  monutnfinfs  of  fame 
Are  rais'd,  to  Livia's  and  Odlavja's  name  ; 
Or  where  Agrippa  firft  adorn'd  the  j;rrniind, 
When  he  with  naval  vidlory  was  crown'd. 
To  Ifis'  fane,  to  theatres  refort; 
And  in  the  cirt^lsfee  tfie  noble  Ipor*. 
In  every  public  place,  by  turns,  be  fliown  ; 
In  vain  yju're  fair,  while  yon  remain  unknown, 
fihould  you,  in  (ingiiig,  i'haniyras  tranfcend  ; 
Your  voice  unheard,  who  could  your  {kill  com- 
mend ? 
Had  not  Apelles  drawn  the  fea-born  queen. 
Her  beauties  ftill  beneath  the  waves  had  been. 

Poets,  infpir'd,  write  oiily  for  a  name. 
And  think  their  labours  well  repaid  with  fame. 
In  former  days,  1  own,  the  poets  were 
Of  gods  and  kings  the  moll  pcculfar  care  ; 
Majcflic  awe  was  in  the  n;ime  allow'd, 
And  they  with  rich  polT.-ffions  were  endow'd- 
Enaiusv^rith  honours  was  by  Scipiu  grac'd. 
And,  next  his  own,  the  poet's  ftatue  plac'd, 
I3ut  now  their  ivy  crowns  bear  no  efteem. 
And  all  their  learning's  thought  an  idle  dream. 
Still,    there's   a   pleafure,    that    proceeds  from") 
praifc :  ( 

What  could  the  high  renown  of  Homer  raife,      C 
But  that  he  fung  his  Iliad's  deathlefs  lays  ?  J 

Who  could  have  been  of  Danae's  charnis  affur'd, 
Had  fhe  grown  old,  within  her  tow^er  immur'd  ? 
This,  as  a  rule,  let  every  nymph  purfue  ; 
That  'tis  her  intereft  oft  to  come  in  view. 

A  hungry  wolf  at  all  the  herd  will  run. 
In  hopes,  through  many,  to  make  fnre  of  one. 
So,  let  the  fair  the  gazing  crowd  aflliil, 
1'hat  over  one,  at  lealt,  (he  may  prevail. 
In  every  place  to  pleafe,  be  all  her  thought ; 
Where,   fometimes,    Icall   we   think,    the    fifh  is 

caught. 
Sometimes,  all  day,  we  hunt  the  tedious  foil; 
Anon,  the  Hag  himielf  fliall  leek  the  toil. 

How  could  Andromeda  ouce  doubt  relief, 
Whofe  charms   are    heighteu'd   and  adorn'd    by 

grief? 
The  widow'd  fair  who  fees  her  lord  expire,        ~) 
While  yet  (he  weeps,  may  kindle  new  defire,       V 
And  Hymen's  torch  re-light  with  funeral  fire,     j 

Beware  of  men  who  are  too  fprucciy  drefs'd ; 
And  look,  you  fly  with  fpeed  a  f.)p  proiefi'd. 
Such  tools,  to  you,  and  to  a  thoufand  more. 
Will  tell  the  fame  dull  ftory  o'er  and  o'er. 
This  way  and  that,  unfteadily  they  rove, 
And,  never  fix'd,  are  fugitives  in  love. 
Such   fluttering  things   all  women    fure    fliould 

hate. 
Light  as  themfelves,  and  more  efTeminate. 
Bilieve  me,  all  I  fay  is  for  your  good  ; 
Had  Priam  been  beiiev'd,  Troy  llill  had  flood. 

Many,  with  bafe  deiigns,  will  paffion  feign, 
Who  know  no  love,  but  fordid  love  of  gain. 
But  let  no  powder'd  heads,  nor  cffenc'd  hair, 
Your  well-believing,  eafy  hearts  enfnare. 
Rich  clothes  are  oft  by  common  ("harpers  worn, 
And  diamond  rings  felonious  hands  adorn. 
So  may  your  lover  burn  with  fierce  defire 
Your  jewels  lo  enj^ty,  and  bell  auire. 
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P  )or  Ctoe,  robbM,  runs  crying  through  the  ftrects  ; 
And  as  (he  runs,  "  Give  me  my  own,"  repeats. 
Il.nv  often,  Venus,  hall  thou  heard  fuch  cries, 
And  luugh'd  amidil  thy  Appian  votaries! 
.■some  fo  notorious  are,  their  v;ry  name 
Mid  every  nymph  whom  they  frecjuent,  defame. 
Be  warn'd  by  ills,  which  others  have  dellroy'd. 
And  faithlefs  men  with  conilant  care  avoid. 
1  raft  not  a   Thefeus,  fair  Athenian  maid, 
Who  has  fo  oft  th*  atteiling  gods  betray 'd. 
And  thou,  Demojihoon,  heir  to  Thel'eus'  crimes. 
Hill  lod  thy  credit  to  all  future  times. 
Promifefor  promife  equally  afford. 
But  once  a  contract  made,  keep  well  your  word. 
For  fhe  for  any  a.&.  of  hell  is  fit. 
And,  undifmay'd,  may  facrilcge  commit, 
With  impious  hands  could  quench  the  vellal  fire, 
Poifon  her  hufbatid  in  her  arms  for  hire  ; 
Who  firll  to  take  a  lover's  gift  omplies, 
And  then  defrauds  him,  and  his  claim  denies. 

But  l»oId,  my  mufe,  check  thy  unruly  horfe. 
And  more  in  fight  purfue  th'  intended  courfe. 

if  love-epiftles  tender  lines  impart. 
And  billet-doux  are  fent,  to  found  your  heart ; 
Let  all  fuch  letters,  by  a  faithful  maid, 
Or  confident,  be  fecretly  convey'd  : 
Soon  from  the  words  you'll  judge,  if  read  with 

care. 
When  feign'd  a  paffion  is,  and  when  fincere. 
Ere  in  return  you  write,  fome  time  require ; 
Delays,  if  not  too  long,  increafe  dsfire  : 
Nor  let  the  prefling  youth  with  eafe  obtain. 
Nor  yet  refufe  him  with  too  rude  difdain  : 
Now  let  his  hopes,  now  let  hi:i  fears  increafe. 
But  by  degrees  let  fear  to  hope  give  place. 

Be  fure  avoid  ftt  phrafe;,  when  you  write  ; 
The  ufual  way  of  fpeech  is  more  polite. 
How  have  I  feen  the  puzr.led  lover  vex'd. 
To  read  a  letter  with  hard  words  perplex'd  '. 
A  (lyle  too  coarfe  takes  from  a  handfome  face. 
And  makes  us  wilh  an  uglier  in  its  place. 

But  liace  (though  challity  be  not  your  care), 
You  from  your  hufband  llill  would  hide  th'  afuif, 
Write  to  no  flrangcr  till  hJs  truth  be  try'd, 
N  ^r  in  a  fooliih  meffenger  confide. 
What  agonies  that  woman  undergoes, 
Whofe  hand  the  traitor  threatens  to  expofc  ; 
Who,  raihly  trufling,  dreads  to  be  deceiv'd, 
And  lives  for  ever  to  that  dread  enlliv'd  ! 
Such  treachery  can  never  be  furpafs'd, 
For  thofe  difcoveries  fure  as  light'ning  blafl. 
Might  I  ad  vile,  fraud  Ihould  with  fraud  be  paid  ; 
Let  arms  repel  all  who  with  arms  invade. 

But  fince  your  letters  may  be  brought  to  light. 
What  if  in  fcveral  hands  you  Icarn'd  to  write  ! 
My  curfe  on  him  who  firll  the  fex  betray'd, 
And  this  advice  fo  necsffary  made. 
Nor  let  your  pocket-book  two  hands  contain, 
Firll  rub  your  lover's  out,  then  write  again. 
Still  one  contrivance  more  remains  behind. 
Which  you  may  ufe  as  a  convenient  blind ; 
As  if  to  women  writ,  your  letters  frame, 
And  let  your  friend  to  you  fubkribe  a  female  name. 

Now  greater  things  to  tell,  my  mufe  prepare, 
And  clap  on  all  the  fail  the  bark  can  bsar. 
N  n  ij 
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l^t  no  rude  pafllons  In  your  looks  find  place  ; 
Fi  r  fury  will  deform  the  fined  face  : 
It  fwell~  the  lips,  and  blackens  all  the  veins. 
While  HI  '.he  eye  a  G  Tgron  h<  rror  reigns. 
-  Wiien  .  n  her  flute  divine  Minerva  play'd, 
And  in  a  fountain  faw  the  change  it  •'  ade, 
Swcliin}»  her  cheek  ;  fhe  flung  it  quite  afide  : 
"  Nor  is  thy  muijc  fo  much  worrh,"  flie  cry'd. 
Look  in  your  glafs  when  you  wirh  anger  glow, 
And   y>>u'il    coiiiels,   yon   fcarce    yourfelvcs    can 

know. 
Nor  v>  ith  exceflive  pride  infult  the  fight. 
For  gentle  looks,  alone,  to  love  invite. 
Believe  it  as  a  Turh  that's  daily  try'd, 
There's  nothing  more  deteftabie  than  pride. 
How  have  1  lecn  fome  airs  difgull  create. 
Like  things  which  by  antipathy  we  hate! 
Let  Icoks  with  looks,  and  fmiles  with  fmiles  be 

paid, 
And  when  your  lover  bows,  incline  your  head. 
So  love  preluding,  plays  at  firft  with  hearts, 
Ana  after  wound' with  deener-picrcing  darts. 
l^!or  me  a  melancholy  miftrefs  charms; 
Let  fad  Tecmeffa  wetp  in  Ajax'  arms. 
Let  mourning  beauties  ftiilen  heroes  move, 
"We  cheerful  men  like  gaiety  in  love. 
Let  Hc<S:or  in  Andromache  delight, 
\Vh-  ,  in  bewailing  Troy,  waftes  all  the  night. 
Had  they  not  both  b(vn  children  ;eo  be  plain), 
I  ne'er  could  think  they'd  with  their  bufbands  lain. 
I  no  idea  in  my  mind  can  frame, 
That  either  one  or  t'other  doleful  dame 
Could  toy,  could  fonale,  or  could  call  their  lords 
"  My  lik-^my  foul ;"  or  fpeak  endearing  words. 

Why  from  coniparifons  Ihould  I  refrain. 
Or  tear  Imall  things  bygreatcr  to  explain  I 
Obferve  what  condu<S  prudent  generals  ufe. 
And  how  their  feverai  officers  they  choofe  ; 
To  one  a  charge  cf  infantry  commit, 
Another  ftr  the  horfe  is  thought  more  fit. 
So  you  your  feverai  loverb  ftiould  lelcdt, 
And,  as  you  find  them  qualiSed,  direct. 
The  wealthy  lover  ftore  of  gold  fliould  fend ; 
The  lawyer  fhould,  in  courts,  your  caufe  defend. 
We,   who  write  verfe,   with  verfe  alone  fhould 

bribe  ; 
Mofl  apt  to  love  is  all  the  tuneful  tribe. 
By   U6,  your  lame  (liall  through    the  world  be 

hlas'd ; 
So  Nemefis,  fo  Cynthia's  name  was  rais'd. 
From  eaft  to  weft,  l-ycori--''  praifes  ring; 
Nor  arc  Corinna's  filent,  whom  we  fsng. 
14o  Iraud  the  poet's  facred  breaft  can  bear; 
Mild  arc  his  manner.^,  and  his  heart  fincere  : 
Mor  Wealth  he  fceks,  nor  feels  ambition's  fires, 
But  fliuns   the  bar;    and  books   and  ihades  re- 
quires. 
Too  faithfully,  abs  '   v.'e  know  to  love, 
With  eale  wc  fix,  but  wc  with  j^ain  remove; 
Our  fofter  fludits  with  our  fouls  combine, 
And  both  to  tei.dcrncfs  our  hearts  incline. 
E.'  geiitle,  virgins,  to  the  pott's  prayer. 
The  God  that  fills  him,  and  the  mufe  revere; 
Something  divine  is  in  us,  and  from  heaven 
Til'  iuf^)iring  fpirit  cau  aloae  be  givea. 


Tisfin,  a  price  from  poets  to  cxacl; 
But  'tis  a  fin  no  woman  fears  t«  adt. 
Yet  hide,  howe'er,  your  avarice  from  fight. 
Left  you  too  foon  your  ne\j  admirer  fright. 

As  Ikilfu)  riders  rein  with  difi'crent  force, 
A  new-back'd  courfer,  and  a  well-^raie'd  horfe  ;• 
Do  you,  by  d.ifcrent  management,  engage 
The  man  in  years,  and  youth  of  greener  age. 
This,  while  the  wiles  of  love  are  ytt  unknown, 
Will  gladly  cleave  to  yov,  and  you  alone  : 
With  kind  careffes  oft  indulge  the  boy, 
And  all  the  harveft  ot  his  heat  enjoy. 
Alone,  thus  blef^'d,  of  riva!s  moll  beware  ; 
Nor  love  nor  empire  can  a  rival  bear. 
Me«  more  difcreetly  iove,  wiien  more  mature. 
And  many  things,  which  youth  difdains,  endure  : 
No  windows  break,  nor  houfesfet  on  fiie. 
Nor  tear  their  own,  or  miilrefs's  attire. 
In  yoMth,  the  boiling  blood  gives  fury  vent,. 
But  men  in  years  more  calmly  wrongs  refent» 
rts  wood  wlien  green,  or  as  a  torch  when  wet. 
They  fiowly  burn,  but  long  retain  their  heat. 
More  blight  is  youthful  flame,  but  fooner  dicsj 
Then  fwifcly  fcize  the  joy  that  fwiftly  flies. 

Thus  all  betraying  to  the  beauteous  foe, 
How  furely  to  enflave  ourfclves  we  Ihow  '. 
To  trult  a  traitor,  you'll  no  fcruple  make. 
Who  is  a  traitor  only  for  your  fake. 

Who  yields  too  foon,  will  foon  her  lover  lofe  ; 
Would  yon  retain  him  long,  then  long  rcfufe. 
Oft  ai  your  door  make  him  for  entrance  wait. 
There  let  him  lie,  and  threaten  and  entreat. 
When  cloy'd  withfwcets,  bitters  the  tafte  reftore 
Ship>,  by  fair  winds  are  fometimes  run  alhore. 
Hence  fprings  the  cc-ldnefs  of  a  marry 'd  life. 
The  hufband,  when  he  pleafes,  has  his  wife. 
Bar  but  your  gate,  and  let  your  porter  cry 
"   Here's  no  ai'.mittancc,  Sir  ;    I  muft  deny." 
The  very  hufband,  fo  rcpuls'd,  will  find 
A  growing  inclination  to  be  kit'd. 

Thus  far  with  foils  you've  fought;  thofe  laid") 

afide,  / 

I  now  fharp  weapons  for  the  fex  provide ;  C 

No  d  ubt,  agamll  myfelf  to  fee  them  try'd.        j 

When  firft  a  I'Ver  you  dtCgn  to  charm 
Beware,  lelt  jealocfies  his  foul  alarm  ; 
iVIake  him  believe,  with  all  the  ikiil  you  can, 
T  hat  he,  and  only  he's  the  happy  man 
Anon,  by  due  degrees,  Imall  doubts  create. 
And  let  bim  fear  fome  rival's  better  fate. 
Such  little  arts  make  love  its  vigour  hold. 
Which  elfe  wouid  languifti,  and  too  foon  grow  oM 
Then  ftrains  the  courfer,  to  ourftri;  the  wind. 
When  one  before  him  runs,  and   one  he  hears  be* 

hind 
Love,  when  extindl,  fufpicions  may  revive; 
1  own,  when  mine's  fecure,  'tis  fcarce  alive. 
Yet  one  precaution  to  this  rule  belong* ; 
Let  us  at  moil  lufpc(5l,  not  prove  our  wrongs, 
oometimes,  your  lover  to  incite  the  more. 
Pretend  your  hufoand's  fj^ics  befet  the  door  : 
Though  free  as  Thais,  ftill  afFcdl  a  fright. 
For  leeming  danger  heightens  the  delight. 
Oft  let  the  youth  in  through  your  window  fleal, 
Though  he  udght  cuter  at  the  door  as  well ; 
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And  fometlmes  let  your  maid  furprife  pretend, 
^    And  beg  you  in  fome  hole  to  hide  your  friend. 
Yet  ever  and  anon  difpel  his  fear, 
And  let  him  tafte  of  happinefs  fincere; 
Left,  quite  difhearten'd  with  too  much  fatigue, 
He  rtiould  grow  weary  of  the  dull  intrigue. 

But  1  forget  to  tell  h  >w  you  may  try 
Both  to  evade  the  hufbaiid,  and  the  fpy. 

That  wives  fhould  of  their  huibands  ftand  In 
awe, 
Agrees  with  jnflice,  modcfty,  and  law  : 
But  that  a  miftrefs  may  be  lawful  prize, 
None  but  her  keeper,  I  am  (ure,  denies: 
For  fuch  fair  nymphs  thefe  precepts  are  dcfign'd. 
Which  ne'er  can  fail,  join'd  with  a  willing  mind. 
Though   ftuck   with    Argus'   eyes   your    keeper 

were, 
Advis'd  by  me,  y  >u  fhall  elude  his  care. 

When  y,)U  to  wafh  or  blithe  retire  from  fight, 
Can  he  obferve  what  letters  then  you  write  ? 
Or,  can  his  caution  againft  fuch  provide. 
Which,  in  her  bread,  your  confident  may  hide  ? 
.    Can  he  the  note  beneath  her  garter  view. 
Or  that,  which,  more  conceal'ii,  is  in  her  fhoe  ? 
Yet,  thefe  perceiv'd,  you  may  her  back  undrefs, 
And,  writing  on  her  fkin,  your  mind  exprefs. 
New  milk,  or  pointed  fpires  of  flax,  when  green, 
Will  i:iTc  fupply'  and  letters  mark  unleen  : 
Fair  will  the  paper  fhow,  nor  can  be  read, 
Till  all  the  writing's  with  warm  afhcsfpread. 

AcriCus  was,  with  all  his  care,  betray'd; 
And  in  his  t'wer  of  brafs  a  grandfirc  made. 

Can  fpies  avail,  when  you  to  plays  refort, 
Or  in  the  circus  view  the  n  <ble  I'port? 
Or,  can  you  be  to  Ifis'  fane  purfued. 
Or  Cybele's,  whofe  rites  all  men  exclude? 
Though  watchful  fervants  to  the  bagnio  come, 
-   They're  ne'er  admitted  to  the  bathing  room. 
Or  when  fome  fudden  ficknefi  yciu  pretend, 
May  you  not  take  to  your  fick  bed  a  friend  ? 
Falie  keys  a  private  paffage  may  procure. 
If  not,  there  ar€  more  ways  bcfides  the  door. 
Sometimes,  with    wine,    your   watchful   follower 

treat; 
When  drunk,  you  miy  with  eafe  his  care  defeat ; 
Or,  to  prevent  too  fudden  a  furprife. 
Prepare  a  flceping  draught  to  fcal  his  eyes : 
Or  let  your  maid,  ftiil  longer  time  to  gain. 
An  inclinatiiin  for  his  pe^fm  feign  ; 
With  faint  refiftance  let  her  drill  him  on, 
And,  after  competent  delays,  'oe  won. 

But  what  need  all  thefe  various  doubtful  wllcs, 
Since  g  'Id  the  greatell  vigilance  beijuiks  ? 
,     Be'ieve  me,  men  and  gods  wirh  gifts  are  pleas'd  ; 
Ev'n  angry  Jove  with  olTciiings  is  appeas'd. 
With  prefents,  foo.s  and  ,vife  alike  are  caught. 
Give  but  enough,  the  hufband  may  be  bought. 
But  let  me  warn  you,  when  y  ju  bribe  a  f^^iy, 
That  ynu  for  ever  his  connivance  buy; 
Pay  him  his  piice  at  once,  for  wi-h  fuch  men 
You'll  know  no  end  of  giving  now  and  then. 

Once,  I  remember,  1  with  caufe  complaia'd 
Of  jealoufy,  occauon'd  by  a  friend  • 
Believe  me,  apprehenfions  of  that  kind 
Are  not  alooc  to  our  falle  fcs  confia'd. 


Truft  not  too  far  your  (he  companion's  trtrtli. 
Left  (he  fometimes  (hould  intercept  the  youtii^ 
The  very  confident  that  lends  the  bed. 
May  entertain  your  lover  in  your  ftead; 
Nor  keep  a  fcrvant  with  too  fair  a  face. 
For  fuch  I've  known  fupply  her  lady's  place. 

But  whither  do  I  run  with  heedlefs  rage. 
Teaching  the  foe  unequal  war  to  wage  ? 
Did  ever  bird  the  fowkr's  net  prepare  ? 
Was  ever  hound  inftruCted  by  the  hare  ? 
But,  all  felf-ends  and  intereft  fet  apart, 
I'll  faithfully  proceed  to  teach  my  art:  J 

Defencelefs  and  imarm'd,  expofe  my  life, 
And  for  the  Leinman  ladies  whet  the  knife.  j 

Perpetual  fondnefs  (  •  your  lover  feign. 
Nor  will  you  find  it  hard,  belief  to  gain; 
Full  of  himfelf,  he  your  defign  will  aid. 
To  what  we  wifti,  'tis  eafy  to  perfuade. 
With  dying  eyes  his  face  and  form  furvey, 
T-hen  figh,  and  wonaer  he  fo  long  could  ftay. 
Now  drt  p  3  tear  your  forrows  to  affuage,     - 
Anon  repr  ach  hi^^,  and  p-etend  to  rage  : 
Such  proofs  as  chefe  will  all  diftruft  remove. 
And  make  him  pity  y  'ur  exceflive  love. 
Scarce  to  himfelf  will  he  firbear  to  cry, 
"    tiow  can  1  let  this  poor  fond  creature  die?" 
But  chiefly  one,  fuch  fond  behaviour  fires. 
Who  court-i  his  giafs,  and   his  own   charms  ad- 
mires. 
Proud  of  rhe  homage  to  his  merit  done, 
He'll  think  a  goddci^  might  with  eafe  be  won. 

Light  wrongs,  be  fure,  you  ftdl  with  mildnefs 
bear. 
Nor  ftraight  fly  out,  when  you  a  rival  fear  r 
Let  not  you*  palTion  o'er  your  I'enfe  prevail. 
Nor  credit  lightly  every  idle  tale,' 
Let  Procris'  fate  a  lad  example  be 
Of  vi'hat  cfFeifts  attend  credulity. 

Near  where  his  purple  head  Hymettus  fliow», 
And  flowering  hids,  a  tarred  fountain  flows ; 
With  foft  and  verdant  turf  rhe  foil  is  fpread, 
And  fweetiy-fmelling  flirubs   he  ground  o'erfhade. 
There  rofemary  and  bay  their  .doursjoin. 
And  with  rhe  fragrant  mj'rtle's  fcent  combine. 
The  tamarifks  with  thick  leav'd  box  are  found. 
And  cytiffus  and  garden  pines  abound  : 
While  through   the   boughs  foft  winds  of  zephyr 

pafs. 
Tremble  the  leaves,  and  tender  toes  of  grafs. 
Hither  would  CepnaiU'-  retreat  to  reft, 
Wnen  tir'd  with  hunting,  or  with  heat  oppreft; 
And  thus  to  Air  he  paucing  youth  would  pray, 
"  Come,  gentle  Aura,  come,  this  heat  allay  " 
But  fome  tale-bearing,  too  officious  fritud. 
By  chance  o'erheard  him,  as  he  thus  complain'd; 
Who  with  the  ne  jv's  to  Frocris  quick  repair'd. 
Repeating  word  for  w  ird  what  ihe  had  heard. 
So  in  as  the  name  of  A'lra  rcach'd  her  ears, 
Wirh  jealoufy  furpris'd,  and  fainting  fears. 
Her  rofy  colour  fled  her  lovely  face. 
And  agonies,  like  death,  fupply'd  the  place  : 
Pale  flie  ajipear'd  as^a?e  tht-  falling  leaves, 
When  firll  the  vine  the  winter's  blai  receive* 
Of  ripcn'd  quince»,  fuch  the  yellow  hue. 
Or,  whea  unripe,  we  cornel-berries  view. 
a  a  iii 
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Reviving  from  her  fwoon,  her  robes  ihe  tore, 
Nor  her  own  faultkfs  face  to  wouiid  forbore. 

Kow  all  difhevfll'd,  to  the  wood  fixe  files, 
With  Bacchanalian  fury  in  her  eyes. 
Thither  arriv'd,  ihe  leaves  below  her  friends, 
And  all  alone  the  (hady  hill  afcends. 
"What  folly,  Procris,  o'er  thy  mind  prevail'd? 
What  lage  thus  I'ataljy  to  lie  cunceal'd  ? 
AVhoe'er  this  Aura  be  (fuch  was  thy  thought), 
She  now  fhall  in  ths  very  fad  be  caught. 
Anon,  thy  heart  repents  its  rafh  defijjns, 
And  now  to  go,  and  now  to  flay  inclines  : 
Thus  love  with  doubts  perplexes  ftill  thy  mind, 
And  makes  thee  feek  what  thou'  muft  dread  to 

find.  '  .         / 

But  fiiil  thy  rival's  name  rings  in  thy  ears. 
And  more  lufpicii^us  ftill  the  place  appears; 
But  m.cre  than  all,  evceffive  love  deceives, 
Which  all  it'fears,  too  eafiiy  believes. 

And  now  a  chilnefs  runs  through  every  vein, 
Si.pii  as  Ihe  faw  where  Ctphalu*  had  Iain. 
'I  was  noon,  when  he  again  retir'd,  to  fliun 
The  fcorchirg  ardour  of  the  mid- day  fun  : 
"With  water  fiift:  he  fprinkled  o'er  his  face, 
\Vhich  glow'd  with  heat,  then  fought  his  ufual 

place. 
Procris,  with  anxious,  but  with  fdent  care, 
View'd  him  extended,  with  hisbofom  bare; 
And  hear'd  him  foon  th'  accuftom'd  words  repeat, 
^'^  Come,  zephyr;  A-ra,  come;  allay  this  heat  :" 
Soon  as  fne  found  her  error,  from  the  word, 
Her  colour  and  her  temper  were  reftor'd. 
With  joy  Ihe  rofc  to  dafp  him  in  her  arms, 
Sut  Cephalus,  the  rufding  noife  alarms  ; 
Somebeail:  he  thinks  he  in  thebulhes  hears. 
And  ftrait  his  arrows  and  his  bow  prepares. 
"   Hold,  hold,  unhappy  youth  i" — I  call  in  vain, 
With  thy  own  hand  thou  haft  thy  Procribfiain. 
»•  Me,  me  (fhe  cne>)   thou'll  wounded  with  thy 

','  dart ! 
"  But  Cephalus  was  wont  to  wound  this  heart. 
•*  Yet  lighter  on  my  alhes  earth  will  lie, 
"  Since,  though  untimely,  I  unrivall'd  die  : 
"  Come,  clofe   with  thy  dear  band  my  eyes  In 

"  death,  ■     • 
"  Jealous  of  air,  to  air  I  yield  my  breath." 
Clofe  to  his  heavy  heart  her  cheek  he  laid, 
>\nd  wafti'd,  with  ftreaming  tears,  the  wound  he 

made  ;    ■  • 

At  length  the  fprings  of  life  their  currents  leave, 
And  her  laft  gafp  her  hiifband's  lips  receive. 

Kow,  to  purfueour  voyage  we  provide, 
Till  faie  to  port  our  weary  bark  we  guide. 
'    You  may  cxpedl,  perhaps,  I  iiow  fhculd  teach 
What  rules  to  treats  and  entertainments  reach. 
Come  not  the  firft,  invited  to  a  feaft;' 
Kathtr  come  laft,  as  a  more  grateful  guell. 
Jor  that,  of  v.'hich  we  feai  to  be  depriv'd. 
Meets  with  the  fureil  wektme  when  a:iiv'd. 
Befides,  complexions  i  f  a  coarfcr  kind 
From  candlelight  Vio  fmall  advantage  find, 
liurirg  the  time  you  eat  obferve  Jume. grace, 
>;or  let,  your  unwip'd  hands  befmear  your  lace  ; 
Mor  yet  too  fqueamiflily  your  meat  avoid,     . 
Left  we  fufpccl  ycuwere  i;i  private  cioy'd. 


Of  all  extremes  in  either  kind  beware, 
And  ftill  before  your  belly's  full  forbear. 
No  glutton  nymph,  however  fair,  can  wound, 
Tiioiigh  more  than  rieltn  Ihe  in. charms  abound- 

I  own,  I  think,  of  wine  the  moderate  ufe 
More  fuits  the  fex,  and  fooner  find^  excufe; 
It  warms  the  blood,  adds  luftrc  to  the  eyes. 
And  wine  and  love  have  alv\  ays  been  ailies. 
But  carefully  from  all  intemperance  kesp. 
Nor  drink  till  you  fee  double,  lilp,  or  fletp. 
For  in  fuch  fleeps  brutalities  are  dnne. 
Which,  though  you  lothe,  you  have  no  power  to 
fhun. 
And  now  th'  inftruited  nymph  from  table  led, 
Should  next  be  taught  how  to  behave  in  bed. 
But  naodefty  forbids  :  nor  mere,  my  mufe 
With  weary  wings  the  lab^nir'd  flight  purfues; 
Her  purple  fwans  unyok'd  the  chariot  leave. 
And  needful  rtft  (their  journey  done)  receive. 

I'hus,  wit'.i  impartial  care,  riiy  art  1  ftiow, 
And  equal  arms  on  either  fex  beftow  : 
While  men  and  maids,  who  by  my  rules  improve, 
Ovid  muit  own  their  mafter  is  in  love. 


OF  PLEASING. 

AN   EPISTLE  TO  SIR  RICUARO   TEMPLE. 

'Tis  flrange,  dear  Temple,  how  it  comes  to  pafsj 
That  no  o!ie  man  is  pkas'd  with  what  he  has. 
So  Horace  fings — and  fure  as  ftrange  is  this, 
That  no  one  man's  difpleas'd  with  what  he  is. 
The  foolifti,  ugly,  dull,  impertinent, 
Are  with  their  perfons  and  their  parts  content. 
Ncr  is  that  all,  fo  odd  a  thirig  is  man. 
He  moft  would  be  what  leaft  he  ftiould  or  can. 
Hence,  homely  faces  ftill  are  foremoft  Icen, 
And  crofb-fliap'd  fops  aflcdi:  the  niceft  mien  ; 
Cowards  extol  true  courage  to  the  Ikies, 
And  fools  are  ftill  moft  forward  to  advife; 
Th'  uiitrulled  wretch  to  fecrecy  pretends, 
Whifpeiing  his  nothing  round  to  all  as  friends. 
Dull  rogUes  alFeift  the  politician's  part, 
And  learn  to  nod,  and  fmile,  and  fhrug  with  art. 
Who  nothing  has  to  lofe,  the  war  bevvaiU, 
And  he  who  nothing  pays,  at  takes  rails. 
Thus  man  perverfe  againft  plain  nature  flrives. 
And  to  be  artfully  abfurd  contrives. 
Plautus  v».ill  dafcce,  Lufcus  at  ogling  aims. 
Old  Tritus  keeps,  and  undone  l"robus  games. 
Noifome  Curculio,  v.'hofe  envenom'd  breath, 
i  hough  at  a  diftance  utter'd,  threatens  death. 
Full  in  your  teeth  his  ftir.king  whifper  throws; 
Nor  mends  his  manners,  though  you  hold  your  uofc. 
Therfites,  who  feemsborn  to  give  offence, 
From  uncouth  form,  and  frontlefs  impudence^ 
Affumcs  foft  airs,  and  with  a  flur  comes  in. 
Attempts  a  fmile,  and  Ihocks  you  with  a  grin, 
Raucus  harangues  with  a  diffuafive  grace, 
And  Heiluo  iuvites  v^iih  a  forbidding  face. 

Nature  to  each  allots  his  proper  fpherc, 
But,  that  forlaken,  we  like  comets  err:        [broke, 
Tofs'd  through  the  void,  by  fonie  rude  fiiock  wt'rs 
And  all  her  boafled  Sre  •»  loft  in  i'aiokc. 
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Next  to  obtaining  wealth,  or  power,  or  cafe, 

^len  mofV  affodl  in  general  to  pleafe ; 

Of  this  alFetflion  vanity's  the  fourcc, 

Aisd  vanity  alone  obflrudls  its  courfe  ; 

That  telefcope  of  fools,  through  which  they  fpy 

Merit  remote,  and  think  the  objedl  ni^jh. 

The  glafs  remov'd,  would  each  himfelf  furvey, 

And   in   jull:   fcales    his    ftrength    and    weaknefs 

weigh, 
Purfue  the  path  for  which  he  was  defign'd, 
And  to  his  proper  force  adapt  his  mind  ; 
Scarce  one  but  to  fome  merit  might  pretend, 
Perhaps  might  pleafe,  at  leaft  would  not  offend. 
"Who  would  reprove  us  while  he  makes  us  laugh, 
Muft  be  no  Bavius  but  a  Bickerftaif, 
If  Garth,  or  Blackmore,  friendly  potions  give, 
We  bid  the  dying  patient  drink  and  live  : 
When  Marus  comes,  we  cry,  "  Beware  the  pill;" 
And  wifti  the  tradcfman  were  a  tradcfman  flill. 
If  Addifon,  or  Rowe,  or  Priar  write. 
We  ftudy  them  with  profit  and  delight  : 
But  when  vile  Macer  and  Mutidungus  rhyme, 
We  grieve  we've  learnt  to  read,  ay,  curfe  the  time. 
All  rules  of  pleafing  in  this  one  unite, 
"   AiTccft  nor  any  thing  in  nature's  fpite." 
Baboons  and  apes  ridiculous  we  find  ; 
For  what  ?  For  ill-rcfembling  human-kind, 
f^  None  are,  for  being  what  they  are,  in  fault, 
"  But  for  not  being  what  they  would  be  thought." 

Thus  I,  dear  friend,  to  you  my  thoughts  impart, 
As  to  cneperfeil  in  the  pkafing  art ; 
If  art  it  may  be  ^ail'd  in  you,  who  feeni 
By  nature  form'd  for  love,  and  for  efteera. 
Affcdiing  none,  all  virtues  you  posTefs, 
A!:d  really  are  what  others  but  profefs. 
I'll  not  offend  you,  while  myfelf  I  pleafe ; 
I  loath  to  flatter,  though  I  love  to  praife. 
But  when  fuch  early  worth  fo  bright  appears, 
And  antedate?  the  fame  which  waits  on  years; 
I  can't  fo  flupidly  affevfted  prove, 
N<>t  to  confeis  it  in  the  man  I  love. 
Though  now  [  aim  not  at  that  known  applaufe 
You've  won  in  arms,  and  in  your  country's  caufe ; 
Kor  patriot  pow,  nor  hero  I  commend. 
But  the  companion  praife,  and  boafl  the  friend. 

But  you  may  think,  and  fome,  lefs  partial,  fay, 
That  I  prefunie  too  much  in  this  eCTdy. 
How  fhould  I  fliovv  what  pleafes  J  How  explaia 
A  rule,  to  which  I  never  could  attain  ?. 
To  this  ebie<5lion  I'll  make  no  reply. 
But  tell  a  tale,  which,  after,  we'll  apply. 

I've  read,  or  hc'Vird,  a  learned  perfon  once 
(Concern'd  to  find  his  only  fon  a  dunce) 
Compos'd  a  book  in  favour  of  the  lad, 
Wholu  merr^ory,  It  feems,  was  very  bad. 
This  work  contain'd  a  world  of  v/holefome  rules, 
To  help  the  frailty  of  forgetful  fools. 
The  careful  parent  laid  th  •  treatife  by, 
Till  time  fliould  make  it  proper  to  apply. 
Simon,  at  length,  the  look*d-for  age  attains, 
To  read  and  profit  by  his  father's  panis; 
And  uow  the  fire  prepares  the  book  t'  impart, 
Which  was  yclept,  of  memory  the  art. 
But,  ih  !  how  oft  is  human  care  in  vain  ! 
fpr,  now  he  could  net  find  his  book  again. 


The  place  where  he  had  laid  it  he  forjjot. 
Nor  could  himfelf  remember  what  lie  wrote. 

Now  to  apply  the  fiory  that  I  tell. 
Which,  if  not  true,  is  yet  invented  well. 
Such  is  my  cafe:   like  moft  of  theirs  who  teach; 
1  ill  may  pra(5lil"e  what  I  well  may  preach. 
Myfelf  not  trying,  or  not  turn'd  to  pleafe. 
May  lay  the  line,  and  meafure  out  the  ways. 
The  Mulcibers,  who  in  the  minories  fwear. 
And  maffive  bars  on  flubborn  anvils  beat, 
Deform'd  themfelves,  yet  forge  t!v  fe  ftays  of  fteel. 
Which  arm  Aurelia  with  a  ftape  tc  kill. 
So  Macer  aiid  Mundungus  fchool  the  tim?s, 
And  write  in  rugged    profc  the  rules  of  foftcr 

rhymes. 
Well  do  they  play  the  careful  critic's  part, 
Inftrufiing  doubly  by  their  marchlefs  art  : 
Rules  for  good  verfe  they  firft  with  pains  indite. 
Then  thovv  vs  what  are  bad  by  what  they  write. 


A     LETTER 


TO  THE  RIGHT    HONOURABLE  THE 

LORD    FISCOUNT   COBHAM,  1729. 

"  Albi  fermcnum  noflrorrmcandide  judex." 

SiNCEREST  critic  of  my  prol£  or  rhyme. 
Tell  how  thy  pleafing  Stowe  employs  thy  time, 
Say,  Cobham,  what  amufes  thy  retreat  I 
Or  flratngems  of  war,  or  fchemes  of  ftate  ? 
Dofl  thou  recal  to  mind  with  joy,  or  grief, 
Great  Marlborough's  atftions ;  that  immortal  chief, 
Whofe  flighteft  trophy  rais'd  in  each  camj  aign, 
More  than  fufiic'il  to  fignalije  a  reign  .' 
Does  thy  remembrance  rifing  warm  thy  heart 
Wi:h  glory  paft,  where  thou  ttiyfelf  hadft  part  ? 
Or  dolt  thou  grieve  indignant  how  to  fee 
The  fruitlcfs  end  of  all  thy  vielory ; 
To  fee  th'  audacious  foe,  io  late  fubdued, 
Ijifpute  thofe  terms  for  which  fo  long  they  fucd. 
As  it  Britannia  now  were  fur.k  fo  low. 
To  beg  that  peace  fhe  wonted  to  beftow  ? 
Be  far  that  guilt  1  be  never  knr.wn  that  fiiame  1 
That  England  fhould  retraA  her  rightful  claim, 
Or,  ceafirg  to  be  dreaded  and  ador'd. 
Stain  with  her  pen  the  luflre  of  her  fword. 
Or  dofl;  thou  give  the  winds  afar  to  blow 
Each  vexing  thought,  and  heart  devouring  wos. 
And  fix  thy  mind  alone  on  rural  fc<;nes; 
To  turn  the  levell'd  lawns  to  h<juid  plains. 
To  raife  the  creeping  rill?,  from  hum,ble  beds. 
And  force  th-  latent  fprings  to  lift  their  heads, 
On  watery  columns,  capitals  to  rear, 
That  mijf  their  iiowing  curls  with  upper  air  I 
Or  dofl  thou,  weary  grown,  thefe  works  negledi, 
,    No  temples,  ftatue?,  obeliflcs,  ereift, 
Butcatch  the  morning  breeze  from  fragrant  meads ?■ 
Or  fhun  the  noontide  ray  in  wholefome  fhadwj 
Or  flov/ly  walk  along  the  mazy  wood, 
To  meditate  on  all  that's  wife  and  good? 
For  nature,  bountiful,  in  thee  has  join'd 
A  perfon  pleafing  witii  a  worthy  mind 
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Not  given  thee  form  alone,  but  mcani,  and  art, 

To  draw  the  eye,  or  to  allure  the  heart. 

Poor  were  the  prajfe  in  fortune  to  excel. 

Yet  want  the  way  to  ufe  that  fortune  well. 

While  thus  adorn'd, while  thus  with  virtue  crown'd, 

At  home  in  peace,  abroad  in  arms  renown'd; 

Graceful  in  form,  and  winning  in  addrefs; 

While  well  you  think,  what  aptly  you  exprefs; 

With  health,  with  honour,  with  a  fair  ellace, 

A  table  free,  and  eloquently  neat. 

What  can  be  ai'.ded  more  to  mortal  blifs? 

What  can  he  want  who  flands  poffeft  of  this? 

What  can  the  fondeft  wifhing  mother  more 

Of  heaven  attentive  for  her  fon  implore  I 

And  yet  a  happinefs  remains  unknown, 

Or  to  philofophy  reveal'd  alone; 

A  precept,  which,  unpradlis'd,  renders  vain 

Thy  flowing  hopes,  and  pleafure  turns  to  pain. 

Should  hope  and  fear  thy  heart  alternate  tear, 

Or  love,  or  hate,  or  rage,  or  anxious  care, 

Whatever  paffions  may  rhy  mind  infefl, 

(Where  is  that  mind  which  paflions  ne'er  moleft  ?) 

Amidft  the  pangs  of  fuch  inteftine  (Irifc, 

Still  think  the  prefent  day  the  laft  of  life  ; 

Defer  not  till  to-morrow  to  be  wife, 

Tj-morrow's  fun  to  thee  may  never  rife. 

JOr  fliould  to-morrow  chance  to  cheer  thy  fight 

%Vith  her  enlivening  and  unlnok'd-for  ligiit,' 

JIow  grateful  will  appear  her  dawning  rays! 

As  favours  unexpedted  dnuhly  pleafe-  [fues. 

Who  thus  can  think,  and  who  fuch  thoughts  pur- 

C'^ntent  may  keep  his  life,  or  calmly  lofe  : 

All  proofs  of  this  thou  may'fl  thyfelf  receive, 

When  leifure  from  affairs  ivill  give  thee  leave. 

Come,  fee  thy  friend,  retir'd  without  regret, 

Forgetting  care,  or  ftriving  to  forget ; 

In  eafy  contemplation  foothing  time 

With  morals  much,  and  now  and  then  with  rhyme  : 

Not  fo  robuft  in  body,  as  in  mind. 

And  always  undejeded,  though  declin'd  ; 

Not  wondering  at  the  world's  new  wicked  ways, 

Compar'd  with  thofe  of  our  fore- father's  days  • 

Tor  virtue  now  is  neither  more  or  lefs. 

And  vice  is  only  varied  in  the  drefs. 

Believe  it,  men  have  ever  bLen  the  fame. 

And  all  the  golden  age  is  but  a  dream. 


V^RITTEN  AT  TUN^RIDG^  WELLS, 

ON 

MISS    'TEMPLE, 

AUTERWARUS  LADY  OF  SIR  THOMAS  LYTTELTOfl 

Leave,  leave  the  drawing-room, 
Where  flowers  of  beauty  ws'd  to  bloom; 
The  nymph  that's  fated  to  o'ercome, 

Now  triumphs  at  the  wells. 
Her  (hape,  and  air,  and  eyes, 
Her  face,  the  gay,  the  grave,  the  wife, 
The  beau,  in  fpite  of  box  and  dice,       ' 

Acknowledge,  all  excels. 

Ceafe,  ceafe,  to  afk  her  name, 

3'he  crowned  mufe's  noblefl  theme^ 

^/liofc  gloiy  by  immortal  fame 


Shall  only  founded  be. 
But  if  you  long  to  know, 
Then  look  round  yonder  dazzling  row;  J 
Who  moft  does  like  an  angel  fhow, 

You  may  be  fure  'tis  (he. 

See  near  thofe  facred  fprings, 
Which  cure  to  fell  difeafes  brings, 
(As  ancient  fame  r  f  Ida  fings) 

Three  goddeffes  appear  1 
Wealth,  glory,  two  poffeft; 
The  third  with  charming  beauty  bleft, 
So  fair,  that  heaven  and  earth  confeft 

She  conquer'd  everywhere. 

Like  her,  this  charmer  now 
Makes  every  love- fick  gazer  bow ; 
Nay,  even  old  age  her  power  allov/, 

And  banifli'd  flames  recall. 
Wealth  can  no  trophy  rear. 
Nor  glory  now  the  garland  wear  : 
To  beauty  every  Paris  here 

Devotes  the  golden  ball. 


EPIGRAM 


ON    THE    SICKNESS    OF    MADAM    MOHUN,   ANH  . 
MR     CONGREVE. 

One  fatal  day,  a  fympathetic  fire 
Seiz'd  him  that  writ,  and  her  that  did  infpire. 
Mohun,  the  mufes  theme,  their  mafler  CongrevCj 
Beauty  arid  wit,  had  like  to  've  lain  in  one  grave. 


A  PINDARIC  ODE 

IIUMBLY  OFFERED  TO  THE  qUEEN, 

On  the   •vicarious  Progrefs    of   her   Majejiy's   Armi 
under  the  conduSi  of  the  Duke  aj  Marlborough. 

TO  WHICH   IS   PREFIXED, 

A  DISCOURSE  ON  THE  PINDARIC  ODE. 

" Operofa  parvus 

"  Carmina  fingo."     Hor.  Lib.iv.  Ode  2. 


A  Dljcourfe  on  the  Pindaric  Ode. 

The  following  ode  is  an  atteni'^;^  towards  reflon'ng 
the  regularity  of  the  ancient  lyric  poetry,  which 
feems  to  be  altogether  forgotten  or  unknown  by 
our  Englifh  writers. 

There  is  nothing  more  frequent  among  us,  than 
a  fort  of  poems  intituled  Pindaric  Odes ;  pretend- 
ing to  be  written  in  imitation  of  the  manner  and 
ftyle  of  Pindar,  and  yei-  I  do  not  know  that  there 
i-s  to  this  day  extant  in  our  language,  one  ode  con- 
trived after  his  model.  What  Tdea  can  an  Eng- 
lifh reader  have  of  Pindar  (to  whofe  mouth,  when 
a  child,  the  bees  brought  their  honey,  in  omen  of 
the  future  fweetnefs  and  melody  of  his  fongs)  when 
he  fhall  fee  fuch  rumbling  and  grating  papers  i;>f 
verfes,  jpr  aending  to  be  ccpies  of  his  works  i   '"'  ' 


The  charader  of  thefe  late  Pindarics  is,  a  bundle 
of  rambling  ii. coherent  thoughts,  exprefl'ed  in  a 
like  parcel  of  irregular  flanzas,  which  alio  confift 
of  fuch  another  complication  of  difproportioned, 
uncertain,  and  perplexed  verfes  and  rhymes.  And 
I  appeal  to  any  reader,  if  this  is  not  the  condition 
in  which  thefe  titular  odes  appear. 

On  the  contrary,  there  is  nothing  more  regular 
than  the  odes  of  Pindar,  both  as  to  the  exadl  ob- 
fervation  of  the  nieafures  and  numbers  of  his 
flanzjs  and  verfes,  and  the  perpetual  coherence  of 
his  thoughts.  For  though  his  digreflions  are  fre- 
quent, and  his  tranfitions  fudden,  yet  is  there  ever 
fome  fecret  connexion,  which,  though  not  always 
appearing  to  the  eye,  never  fails  to  communicate 
itfelf  to  the  undcrftanding  of  the  reader. 

The  liberty  which  he  took  in  his  numbers,  and 
which  has  been  fo  raifunderftood  and  mifapplied 
by  his  pretended  imitators,  was  only  in  varying 
tfce  ftanzas  in  different  odes;  but  in  each  particu- 
lar ode  they  are  ever  corrt(pondent  one  to  another 
jn  their  turns,  and  according  to  the  order  of  the 
ode. 

All  the  odes  of  Pindar  which  remain  to  us,  are 
fongs  of  triumph,  vicftory,  or  fuccefs,  in  the  Gre- 
cian games  :  they  were  fang  by  a  chorus,  and 
adapted  to  the  lyre  and  fomctimes  to  the  lyre  and 
pipe  :  they  conGfted  ofteneft  of  three  Itanzas  ;  the 
iirlt  was  called  the  Strophe,  from  the  verGon  or 
circular  motion  of  the  fingers  in  that  ftanza  from 
•the  right  hand  to  the  left.  The  fecond  ftanza  was 
called  the  Antiflrophe,  from  the  controverGon  of 
the  chorus;  the  fingers,  in  performing  that,  turn- 
ing from  the  left  hand  to  the  right,  contrary  al- 
ways to  their  motion  in  the  flrophe.  The  third 
flanza  was  called  the  Epode  (it  may  be  as  being 
the  after-fong),  which  they  fung  in  tiie  middle, 
neither  turning  to  one  hand  nor  the  other. 

What  the  origin  was  of  thefe  diiTerent  motions 
and  flations  in  finging  their  odes,  is  not  our  pre- 
fent  buGnefs  to  inquire.  Some  have  thought  that, 
by  the  contrariety  of  the  ftrophe  and  antiltrophe, 
they  intended  to  reprefent  the  contrarotation  of  j 
tlfi;  primum  mobile,  in  refpesft  ol  thtJecunJa  mobilia  ;  | 
and  that,  by  their  Handing  Gill  at  the  epode,  they 
meant  to  Ggnify  the  ftability  of  the  earth.  Others 
afcribe  the  inftitution  to  Thefeus,  who  thereby 
expreffed  the  windings  and  turnings  of  the  laby- 
rinth, in  celebrating  Iris  return  from  thence. 

The  method  obfervcd  in  the  compofition  of 
thefe  odes,  was  therefc^re  as  follows :  The  poet 
having  made  choice  of  a  certain  number  of  verfes 
to  conftitute  his  flrophe  or  firft  ftanza,  was  pbliged 
to  obferve  the  fame  in  his  a-ntiftrophe,  ox  fecond 
Jlan^a  ;  and  which  accordingly  perpetually  agreed 
whenever  repeated,  both  in  number  of  verfes  and 
quantity  of  feet :  he  was  then  again  at  liberty  to 
make  a  new  choice  for  his  third  ftanza,  or  epode  ; 
■where,  accordingly,  he  diverGfied  his  numbers,  as 
his  ear  or  fancy  led  him :  cgmpoGng  that  ftanza 
of  more  or  fewer  verfes  than  the  former,  and  thofe 
verfes  of  different  meafures  and  quantities,  for 
the  greater  variety  of  harrnony,  and  entertainment 
Sji  the  ear. 
•   gilt  Jica  this  epode  b;ing  thus  formc;4i  he  was 
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ftridly  obliged  to  the  fame  meafurc  as  often  as  he 
fhould  repeat  it  in  tlie  <  rdcr  of  his  ode,  fo  that 
cveiy  epode  in  the  fame  ode  is  eternally  the  fame 
in  meafure  and  quantity,  in  refpedl  to  itfelf ;  as  is 
alfo  every  ftrophe  and  antiftrophc,  in  refpedl  to 
each  other. 

The  lyric  poet,  Stefichorus  (whom  Longinus 
reckons  amongft  the  ableft  imitators  of  Homer, 
and  of  whom  Quii.tilian  fays,  that  if  he  could 
have  kept  withiu  bounds,  he  would  have  been 
neareft  of  any  body,  in  merit,  to  H:mer),  was,  if 
not  the  inventor  of  this  order  in  the  ode,  yet  fo 
ftritft  an  obfei  ver  of  it  in  his  coinpoCtions,  that  the 
three  ftanzas  of  SteGchorus  became  a  common  pro- 
verb to  exjirefs  a  thing  univerfally  known,  "  ne 
tria  quidem  S'eGchori  rofti ;"  fo  that  when  any 
one  had  a  mind  to  reproach  another  with  eiceffive 
ignorance,  he  could  not  do  it  more  effedlualiy 
than  by  telling  him,  "  he  did  not  fo  much  as  knov^r 
the  three  ftanzas  of  SteGchorus;"  that  is,  did  not 
know  that  an  ode  ought  to  conGft  of  a  ftrophe,  an 
antiftrophe,  and  an  epode.  If  this  was  fuch  a  mark 
of  ignorance  among  them,  I  am  fure  we  have  been 
pretty  long  liable  to  the  fame  reproof;  I  mean, 
in  refpc(5l  of  our  imitations  of  the  odes  of  Pindar. 

My  intention  is  not  to  make  a  long  preface  to 
a  fliort  ode,  nor  to  enter  upon  a  differtation  of 
lyric  poetry  in  general .  but  thus  much  I  thought 
proper  to  fay,  for  the  inf  >rmation  of  thofe  readers 
whoie  courfe  of  ftudy  has  nol;  led  them  into  fuch 
inquiries. 

1  hope  I  fhall  not  be  fo  mifunderftood,  as  to 
have  it  thought  that  1  pretend  to  give  an  exadt 
copy  of  Pindar  in  this  enfuing  ode ,  or  that  I  look 
upon  it  a<  a  pattern  for  his  imitators  for  the  fu- 
ture :  far  from  fuch  thoughts  ;  I  have  only  givea 
an  inftance  of  v.'hat  is  praitica'ble,  and  am  fenGblc 
that  I  am  as  diftant  from  the  force  and  elevation 
of  Pmdar,  as  others  Jiave  hitherto  been  from  the 
harmony  and  regularity  of  his  numbers. 

Again,  we  havmg  no  chorus  to  Gng  our  odes, 
the  titles,  as  well  as  ufc  of  ftrophe,  anriftrophe, 
and  epode,  are  obfolete  and  impertinent  :  and  cer- 
tainly there  may  be  very  good  Englifh  odes,  with- 
out the  diftiniftion  of  Greek  appellations  to  their 
ftanzas.  That  I  have  mentioned  them  here,  and 
obfe.ved  the  order  of  them  in  the  enfuing  ode,  is 
therefore  only  the  more  intelligibly  to  explain  the 
extraordinary  regularity  of  the  compoGtion  of  thele 
odes,  which  have  been  reprefented  to  us  hitherto, 
as  the  moft  confufed  ftruiftures  in  nature. 

However,  though  there  be  no  neceGity  that  out^ 
triumphal  odes  ftiould  confift  of  the  three  afore- 
mentioned ftanzas  ;  yet  if  the  reader  can  obferye 
that  the  great  variation  of  the  numbers  in  the  third 
ftanza  (call  it  epode,  or  what  you  pleafe)  has  a 
pleaGng  effedl  in  the  ode,  and  makes  him  return 
to  the  firft  and  fecond  ftanzas  with  more  appetite 
than  he  could  do,  if  always  cloyed  with  the  fame 
quantities  and  meafures ;  I  cannot  fee  why  fomc 
ufe  may  not  be  made  of  Pindar's  example,  to  the 
great  improvement  of  the  Englifh  ode.  There  is 
certainly  a  pleafure  in  beholding  any  thing  that 
has  art  and  difficulty  in  the  contrivance  ;  efpecially 
if  it  appears  fo  carefully  executed,  that  the  diJiicu^- 
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t>'  does  not  fhow  itfelf,  till  it  is  fought  for ;  and 
that  the  feeming  eafinefs  of  the  work,  firft  fets  us 
upon  the  inquiry.  Nothing  can  be  called  beauti- 
ful without  proportion.  When  fymmetry  and  har- 
mony are  wanting,  neither  the  eye  nor  the  ear  can 
1)6  pleafed.  Therefore,  certainly,  poetry,  which 
includes  painting  and  mufic,  fhould  not  be  deftitute 
«f  them;  and  of  all  poetry,  efpecially  the  ode,  whofe 
end  and  effence  is  harmony. 

Mr.  Cowley,  in  his  preface  to  his  Pindaric  odes, 
fpeaking  of  the  mufsc  of  numbers,  fays,  "  which 
*'  fometimes  (efpecially  in  fongs  and  odes)  almoft 
"  without  any  thing  elfe  makes  an  excellent 
«'  poet." 

Having  mentioned  Mr.  Cowley,  it  m3y  very 
well  be  ei:;.e(fled,  that  fometbijig  ihould  be  laid  of 
liim,  at  a  time  when  the  imitation  of  Pindar  is  the 
theme  of  our  drfcourfe.  But  there  is  that  great 
deference  due  to  the  memory,  great  parts,  and 
learning  of  that  gentleman,  that  I  think  nothing 
ihould  be  r.bje<51:ed  to  the  latitude  he  has  taken  in 
his  Pindaric  odes.  The  beauty  of  his  verfesare  an 
atonement  for  the  irregularity  of  his  ftanzas ;  and 
though  he  did  not  imitate  Pindar  in  the  ftriclnefs 
ef  his  numbers,  he  has  very  often  happily  copied 
liim  in  the  force  of  his  figures,  and  fublimity  of  his 
ftyle  and  fcntiments. 

Yet  I  muft  beg  leave  to  add,  that  I  believe  thofe 
irregular  odes  of  Mr.  Cnv.-ley  may  have  been  the 
principal,  though  innocent,  occafion  of  fo  many 
cleformcd  poems  fince,  which,  inftead  of  being  true 
pi6lures  of  Pindar,  have  (to  ufe  the  Italian  painter's 
term)  been  only  caricatures  of  him,  refemblances 
that  for  the  moft  part  have  been  either  horrid  or 
ridiculous. 

For  my  own  part,  I  frankly  own  my  error  in 
having  heretofore  mifcalled  a  few  irregular  ftanzas 
a  Pindaric  ode  ;  and  poflibly,  if  others,  who  have 
been  under  the  fame  miftake,  would  ingenuoully 
confefs  the  truth,  they  mitjht  owni  that,  never  hav- 
ing confulted  Pindar  himfelf,  they  took  all  his  ir- 
regularity upon  truft ;  and,  finding  their  account 
in  the  great  eafe  with  which  they  could  produce 
odes  witliout  being  obliged  either  to  meafure  or 
deCgn,  remained  fatisfied ;  and,  it  may  be,  were 
not  altogether  unwilling  to  negletl  being  unde- 
ceived. 

Though  there  be  little  (if  any  thing)  left  of  Or- 
pheus but  his  name,  yef,  it  Paufanias  was  well  in- 
formed, we  may  be  affmed  that  brevity  was  a 
beauty  which  he  moft  ir.diiftrioufly  laboured  to 
prcferve  in  his  hymns,  notwithftanding,  as  the 
fame  author  reports,  that  they  were  but  few  in 
pumber. 

'  The  fhortnefs  cf  the  following  ode  will,  I  hope, 
atone  fir  the  length  of  the  preface,  and  in  fome 
jneafure  for  the  dcfcdls  which  may  be  found  in  it. 
It  confifts  of  the  fame  number  of  ftanzas  with  that 
beautiful  ode  of  Pindar,  which  is  the  firft  of  his 
pythics;  and  though  I  was  unable  to  imitate  him 
in  any  other  "beauty,  I  refolved  to  endeavour  to 
copy  his  brevity,  and  take  the  advantage  of  a 
remark  he  has  made  in  the  laft  ftroplx  of  the 
fame  ode;  which  take  in  the  paraphiafe  of  Sudo- 
riu$. 


"  Q^i  multa  paucis  ftringere  commoic 

"  Novcre,  morfus  hi  facile  invidos 

"  Spernunr,  et  auris  mcnfque  pura 

•*  Omne  fupervacuum  rejeiitat." 


ODE, 

I. 

Daughter  of  memory,  immortal  mufe, 
Calliope  ;  what  poet  wilt  thou  choofe. 

Of  'Vnna's  nam.e  to  fir  g  f 
To  whom  wilt  thou  thy  fire  impart, 
Thy  lyre,  thy  voice,  and  tuneful  art ; 
Whom  raife  fublin>e  on  thy  asthereal  wing. 
And  confecrat€  with  dews  of  thy  Caftalian  fpring? 
II. 
Without  thy  aid,  the  moft  afpiring  mind 
Muft  flag  beneath,  to  narrow  flights  confined, 
Striving  to  rife  in  vain  : 
Nor  e'er  can  hope  with  equal  lays 
To  celebrate  bright  virtue's  pr-ife. 
Thy  aid  (<btain'd,  ev'n  1,  the  humbleftfwain, 
May  climb  Pierian  heights,  and  quit  the  lo4/ljr 
plam. 

III. 
High  in  the  ftarry  orb  is  hung, 

And  nest  Alcides'  guardian  arm. 
That  harp  to  which  thy  Orpheus  fijng, 

Who  woods,  and  rocks,  and  winds,  coul4i 
charm ; 
That  harp  which  on  Cyilene's  fhady  hill, 
When  firft  the  vocal  ftiell  was  found, 

With  more  than  mortal  fkill 
Inventor  Hermes  taught  to  found  : 
Hermes  on  bright  l^totia's  fon. 
By  fweet  perluafion  won. 
The  wooarouswork  beftow'd; 

Latona's  fon,  to  thine 
Indulgent,  gave  the  gift  divine; 
A  god  the  gift,  a  god  th'  invention  fhow'd. 
I. 
To  that  high-founding  lyre  I  tune  my  ftrains; 
A  lo-.ver  Bote  his  lofty  fong  difdains 
Who  fings  of  Anna's  name. 
The  lyre  is  ftruck  1   the  founds  I  hear ! 
O  mule,  propitious  to  my  prayer  ! 
O  well-known  founds  I   O  melody,  the  fame 
That  kindled  Mantuan  fire,  and  rai^'d  Mxoniai^ 
flame. 

II. 
Nor  are  thefe  founds  to  Britilh  bards  unknown » 
Or  fparingly  reveal'd  to  one  alone  ; 
Witnefs  fweet  Spenfer's  lays ; 
And  witnefs  that  immortal  fong, 
AsSpenfer  fweet,  as  Milton  itrong. 
Which  humble  Boyne  o'tr  Tiber's  flood  could 
raife,  [praife. 

And  mighty  William  fing  with  well-proportio.n'4 

HI. 

Rife,  fair  Augufta,  lift  thy  head, 

With  golden  towers  thy  front  adorn  ; 

Come  forth,  as  comes  from  Tithon's  bed 
■With  cheerful  ray  the  ruddy  morn* 


P    p    E 

Thy  lovely  form,  and  frefli-revlving  ftate. 
In  cryllal  flood  of  Thames  furvcy  ; 
,  Then  blefs  thy  better  fate, 
Plefs  Anna's  moft  aufpicious  fway. 
While  diltant  realms  and  neighbouring  lapds, 
Arm'd  troops  and  hoflile  bands 
On  every  fide  moleft, 

Thy  happier  clime  is  free, 
Fair  capital  of  liberty  ! 
And  plenty  knows,  and  days  of  halcyon  reft. 

I. 
As  Britain's  ifle,  when  old  vex'd  ocean  roars, 
Unlhaken  fee*  againft  her  filver  fhores 
His  foaming  billows  beat  ; 
So  Britain's  queen,  amidft  the  jars 
And  tumults  of  a  world  in  wars, 
Fix'd  on  the  bafe  of  her  well  founded  ftate. 
Serene  and  fafe  looks  down,  nor  feels  the  fhocks  of 
fate. 

II- 
But  greateft  fouls,  though  bleft  with  fweet  repofe, 
Are  iboneft  touch'd  with  I'enfe  of  others  v/oes. 
Thus  Anna's  mighty  mind, 
To  mercy  and  foft  pity  prone. 
And  mov'd  with  forrows  not  her  own, 
Has  all  her  peace  and  downy  refl  refign'd, 
7o  wake  for  common  good,  and  fuccour  human- 
kind. 

III. 
Fly,  tyranny ;  no  more  be  known 
Within  Europa's  blifsful  bound  ; 
Far  as  th'  unhabitable  zone 
Fly  fvery  hofpitable  grtTund. 
To  horrid  Zembla's  frozen  realms  repair, 
There  with  the  baleful  beldam,  night. 

Unpeopled  empire  {hare, 
And  rob  thofe  lands  of  legal  right. 
For  now  is  come  the  promis'd  hour, 
When  juftice  fhall  have  power; 
Juftice  to  earth  reftur'd  ! 
Again  Aflrea  reigns  1 
Anna  her  equal  fcale  maintains. 
And  Marlliorough  wields  her  fure- deciding  fvvord, 

I. 
Now,  couldft  thou  foar,  my  mufe,  to  fing  the  man. 
In  heights  fublime,  as  when  the  Mantuan  fwan 

Her  towering  pinions  fpread;  [hand 

Thou  fhould'ft  of  iVfarlborough  fmg,  whofe 
Unerring  from  his  queen's  command. 
Far  as  the  feven-mouth'd  liter's  fecret  head. 
To  fave  th'  Imperial  flate,  her  hardy  Britons  led. 

II. 
Nor  there  thy  fong  ftiould  end ;  though  all  the  Nine 
Might  well  their  harps  and  heavenly  voices  join 
To  fing  that  glorious  day, 
When  bold  Bavaria  fled  the  field. 
And  veteran  Gauls,  unus'd  to  yield, 
On  Blenheim's  plain  imploring  mercy  lay; 
And  fpoiis  and  trophies  won,  perplex'd  the  vigor's 
way. 

III. 
But  could  thy  voice  of  Blenheim  fing, 
And  with  iuccefs  that  fong  purfae ; 
What  art  could  aid  thy  wearied  wing 
■  To  keep  the  viiflcr  (liil  in  view  i 


M    |.  sit 

For  as  the  fun  ne'er  ftops  his  i;adiant  flight. 
Nor  fets  but  with  impartial  ray. 

To  all  who  want  his  light 
Alternately  transfers  the  day  : 
So  in  the  glorious  round  of  fame. 
Great  Marlborough,  ftill  the  fame, 
Inceffant  runs  his  courfe ; 

To  climes  remote  and  near 
His  conquering  arms  by  turns  appear, 
And  univerfal  is  his  aid  and  force. 
I. 
Attempt  not  to  proceed,  unwary  mufe,       [choofe. 
For  O;  what  notes,  what  numbers  could'ft  thoa 
Though  in  all  numbers  ikill'd, 
To  fing  the  hero's  matchlefs  deed, 
Which  Belgia  fav'd,  and  Brabant  freed  ; 
To  fing  Ramiilia's  day  !  to  which  niuft  yield 
Cannas's   illuftrious  fight,   and  fam'i  Pharfalia'^ 
field  i 

II. 
In  the  fhort  courfe  of  a  diurnal  fun, 
Behold  the  work  of  many  ages  done  ; 
What  verfe  fuch  worth  can  raife  I 
Luftre  and  life,  the  poet's  art 
To  middle  virtue  may  impart; 
But  deeds  fuhlimc,  exalted  high  like  thefs,        v 
Tranfcend  his  utmoft  flight,  and  mock  his  diftant 
praife. 

III. 
Still  would  the  willing  mufe  afpire,   ,- 

With  tranfport  ftill  her  ftrains  prolong  ; 
But  fear  unftrings  the  trembling  lyre, 
And  admiration  ftops  her  fong. 
Go  on,  great  chief, in  Anna's  caule  proceed; 
Nor  fheath  the  terrors  of  thy  fword. 

Till  Europe  thou  had  freed. 
And  univerfal  peace  rcftor'd. 
This  mighty  work  when  thou  fhalt  end. 
Equal  rewards  attend, 
Of  value  far  above 

Thy  trophies  and  thy  fpoiU  ; 
Rewards  ev'n  worthy  of  thy  toils, 
The  queen's  juft  favour,  and  thy  country's  love. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 
rHE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN, 

LORD  HIGH-TREASURER  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN, 

PINDARIC  ODE. 

"  Quemvis  media  erue  turba  : 

"  Aut  ob  avaritiam,  aut  miiera  ambitionc  laborat. 

"  Hunc  capit  argcnti  fplendor 

"  Hie  mutat  merces  furgente  a  fole,  ad  eum  quo 

"  Vefperilna  tepet  regio  :  quin  per  mala  praeceps 

"  Fertur ' 

"  Omnes  hi  metuuat  verfus,  odere  poetas." 

HoR.  L.  i.  Sat  4, 


To  hazardous  attempts  and  hardy  toils 
Ambition  fome  excites  \ 


*?» 


THE   WORKS  OF  CONGREVE. 


And  fome  defire  of  martial  fpoils 

To  bloody  fields  invites  ; 
Others  infatiate  rhirft  ''f  gain 
Provokes  to  tempt  the  dangjerous  main. 
To  pafs  the  buTiing  line,  and  bear 
Th'  inclemency  of  witids,  and  feas,  and  air; 
Prefling  the  di  ubtful  voyage  till  India's  ftiorc 
Her  fpicy  bofom  bares,  and  fpreads  her  (hining  ore. 
II 
Kor  widows  tears,  nor  tender  orphans  cries, 
Can  ftup  th'  invader's  force; 
TJor  fwelling  feas,  nor  threatening  fkies, 

Prevent  the  pirate's  courfe  : 
Their  lives  to  felfifh  ends  decreed. 
Through  blood  or  rapine  they  proceed ; 
No  anxious  thoughts  of  ill  repute 
Sufpend  th'  impetuous  and  unjuft  purfuit  : 
But  power  and  wealth  obtain'd,  guilty  and  great, 
Their  fellow- creatures  fears  they  raife,  or  urge 
their  hate. 

III. 
But  rot  for  thefe  his  ivory  lyre 
Will  funeiul  Phoebus  firing, 
Nor  Polyhymnia  crovirn'd  amid  the  choir, 

Th'  immortal  epode  fi"g. 
Xhy  fprings,  Caftalia,  turn  their  flrcams  afide 

From  rapine,  avarice   and  pride; 
Nor  do  thy  greens,  fhady  Aonia,  grow 

To  bind  with  wreaths  a  tyrant's  brow. 

!  I- 

flow  juft,  moft  mighty  Jove,  yet  how  fevere, 
Is  thy  fiiprenie  deceee. 
That  impious  men  fhall  joylefs  hear 

1  he  mufe's  harmony  ! 
Their  facred  fongs,  (the  recompenfe 
Of  virtue  and  of  innocence) 
Whicij  pious  minds  to  rapture  raife, 
And  worthy  deeds  atonce  excite  and  praife, 
To  guilty  hearts  afford  no  kind  relief; 
But  add  inflaming  rage,  and  more  affliding  grief. 

Monftrous  Typhsens  thus  new  terrors  fill, 
He.  who  affail'd  the  fkies, 
And  now  beneath  the  burning  hill 

Of  dreadful  iEtna  lies. 
Hearing  the  lyre's  celeftial  found, 
He  bellows  in  th'  abyfs  profound  ; 
Sicilla  trembles  at  his  roar, 
Tremble  the  feas,  and  far  Campania's  fhorc  ; 
While  all  his  hundred  mouths  at  once  refpire 
Volumes  of  curling  fmoke,  and  floods  of  liquid  fire. 
in. 
From  heaven  alone  all  good  proceeds ; 
To  heaver,  ly  minds  belong 
All  power  and  love,  Godolphin,of  good  deeds, 

And  fenfe  of  facred  fong '. 
And  thus  moft  pleafing  are  the  mufe's  lays 
To  them  who  merit  meft  her  praife  ; 
Wherefore,  for  thee  her  ivory  lyre  Ihe  firings, 
And  foars  with  rapture  while  fhe  fings. 
I. 
Whether  affairs  of  moft  important  weight 
Require  thy  aiding  hand, 
•     And  Anna's  caufe  and  Europe's  fate 
Thy  lerious  thoughts  denrandj 


Whether  thy  days  and  nights  are  fpen^ 
In  cares,  on  public  good  intent; 
Or  whether  leifure  hours  invite 
To  manly  fports,  or  to  refin'd  delight ; 
In  courts  refiding,  or  to  plains  retir'd. 
Where  generous  fteeds  cnntcit,  with  emulation  fir'dl 
II. 
Thee  ftill  fhe  feeka,  and  tuneful  fings  thy  name, 
As  once  fhe  Theron  fung. 
While  with  the  deathlefs  worthy's  fame 

Olympian  Pifa  rung  : 
Nor  lefs  fublime  is  now  her  choice, 
Nor  lefs  infpir'd  by  thee  her  voice. 
And  now  fne  loves  aloft  to  found 
The  man  for  more  than  mortal  deeds  renown'd  j 
Varying  anon  her  theme,  fhe  takes  delight 
The  fwift  heel'd  horfe  to  praife,  and  fine  his  rapid 
flight. 

III. 
And  fee  !  the  air-born  racers  ftart. 
Impatient  of  the  rein  ; 
Fafter  they  run  than  flies  the  Scythian  dart. 

Nor,  palling,  print  the  plain  ! 
The  winds  themfelves,  who  with  their  fwiftnefs 
vie. 
In  vain  their  airy  pinions  ply; 
So  far  in  matchlefs  fpeed  thy  courfers  pafs 
Th'  asthcreal  authors  of  their  race. 
I. 
And    now    awhile    the  well-ftraitj'd   coutfer% 
breathe; 

And  now,  my  mufe,  prepare 
Of  olive-leaves  a  twifted  wreath 

To  bind  the  vidti  r's  i^air. 
Pallas,  in  care  of  human-kind. 
The  fruitful  olive  firft  defign'd; 
Deep  in  the  glebe  her  fpear  fhe  lanc'd. 
When  all  at  once  the  laden  boughs  advanc'd  : 
The   Gods  with   wonder  view'd    the  teeming 
earth. 
And  all,  with  one  confent,  approv'd  the  beauteous 
birth. 

II. 
This  done,  earth-fhaking  Neptune  next  elTay'd, 
In  bounty  to  the  world. 
To  emulate  the  biue-cy'd  maid  ; 

And  his  huge  trident  hurl'd 
Againft  the  founding  beach  ;  the  ftroke 
Transfix'd  the  globe,  and  open  broke 
The  central  earth,  whence,  fwift  as  light. 
Forth  rufli'd  the  firft-born  horfe.     Stupendous 

fight  1 
Neptune  for  human  good  the  beaft  ordains, 
Whom  foon  he  tam'd  to  ufe,  and  taught  to  bear 
the  reins. 

III. 
Thus  gods  contended  (noble  ftrife, 
Worthy  the  heavenly  mind  !) 
Who  moft  fhould  da  to  foften  anxious  life. 

And  moft  endear  mankind. 
Thus  thou,  Godolphin,  doft  with  Marlborough 
ftrive. 
From  whofe  joint  toils  we  reft  derive  : 
Triumph  in  wars  abroad  his  arm  alTures, 
Sweet  peace  at  home  thy  care  fecures. 


POEMS. 


Bfi 


AN  IMPOSSIBLE  THING. 


To  thee,  dear  Dick,  this  tale  I  fend, 

^oth  as  a  critic  and  a  friend. 

1  tell  it  with  fome  variation 

(Not  altogether  a  tranflation) 

From  I. a  Fontaine  ;  an  author,  Dick, 

Whofe  mufe  would  touch  thee  to  the  quick. 

The  fubjedl  is  of  that  fame  kind, 

To  which  thy  heart  feems  niofl  inclin'd  : 

How  verfe  may  alter  it,  God  knows ; 

Thou  lov'fl  it  well,  I'm  fare,  in  profe. 

So,  without  preface,  or  pretence, 

To  hold  thee  longer  in  fufpence, 

1  fhall  proceed,  as  I  am  able, 

To  the  recital  of  my  fable. 

A  goblin  of  the  merry  kind, 
More  black  of  hue,  than  curll  of  mind. 
To  help  a  lover  in  diftrefs, 
Contriv'd  a  charm  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
That  in  Ihort  fpace  the  cruel  dame 
Relented,  and  return'd  his  flame. 
The  bargain,  made  betwixt  them  both, 
Was  bound  by  honour  and  by  oath  : 
The  lover  laid  down  his  falvation, 
And  Satan  ftak'd  his  reputation. 
The  latter  promis'd,  on  his  part, 
(To  ferve  his  friend,  and  (how  his  art). 
That  madam  fliould  by  twelve  o'clock, 
Though  hitherto  as  hard  as  rock, 
Become  as  gentle  as  a  glove, 
And  kifs  and  coo  like  any  dove. 
In  (hort,  the  woman  fhould  be  his, 
That  is,  upon  condition — viz. 
That  he,  the  lover,  after  tailing 
What  one  would  wifh  were  evcrlafting. 
Should,  in  return  for  fuch  enjoyment. 
Supply  the  fi.'nd  with  frefh  employment : 
"   That's  all,  quoth  Pug  ;  my  poor  requefl 
"  Is,  only,  never  to  have  reft. 
"  You  thought,  'tis  like,  with  reafon  too, 
"  That  1  fhould  have  been  ferv'd,  not  you  : 
"  But  what  ?  upon  my  friend  impofe  !         ■* 
•'  No — though  a  devil,  n.ne  of  thofe. 
"  Your  bufinefs  then,  pray  underftand  me, 
"  Is  nothing  more  but  to  command  me. 
"  Of  one  thing  only  let  me  warn  ye  ; 
•'  Which  fomewiiat  nearly  may  concern  ye: 
"  As  foon  as  e'er  one  work  is  done, 
•'  Straight  name  a  new  one  ;  and  fo  on  : 
"  Let  each  to  other  quick  fuccecd, 
"   Or  tile— you  know  how  'tis  agreed— 
"  For  if  through  any  hums  or  haws 
"  There  haps  an  intervening  paufe, 
"  In  which,  for  want  of  frefti  conimandj, 
"  Your  flave  obfequious  idle  Hands, 
"  Nor  foal  nor  body  ever  more 
*'  Shall  fcrve  the  nymph  whom  you  ador< ; 
f  But  both  be  laid  at  Satan's  feet, 
"  To  be  difpos'd  as  he  thinks  meet»" 

At  once  the  lover  all  approves  ; 
For  who  can  hcfitate  tb»t  Ioycs;  I 


And  thus  he  argues  5n  Ms  thought ! 

"  Why,  after  all,  I  venture  nought ; 

"   What  myftery  is  in  commanding  ? 

"  Does  that  require  much  underftanding  ? 

"  Indeed,  wer't  my  parr  to  obey, 

"  He'd  go  the  better  of  the  lay  : 

"  But  he  muft  do  what  I  think  fit— 

"  Pfhaw,  plhaw,  young  Belzebub  is  bit."" 

Thus  pleas'd  in  mind,  he  calls  a  chair, 
Adjufts,  and  combs,  and  courts  the  fair  : 
The  fpell  takes  place,  and  all  goes  right^ 
And  happy  he  employs  the  night 
In  fweet  embraces,  balmy  kiffes, 
And  riots  in  the  blifs  of  blilTcs. 
"  O  joy,"  cried  he,  "  that  has  no  equal  I" 
But  hold — no  raptures — mark  the  fequel. 
For  now,  when  near  the  morning's  dawn. 
The  youth  began  as  'twere  to  yawn ; 
His  eyes  a  filky  flumber  feiz'd. 
Or  would  have  done,  if  Pug  had  pleas'd : 
But  that  officious  Daemon  near. 
Now  buzz'd  for  hufinefs  in  his  ear  : 
In  hafte,  he  names  a  thoufand  things  ; 
The  goblin  plies  his  wicker  wings, 
And  in  a  trice  returns  to  aik 
Another  and  another  talk. 
Now  palaces  arc  built  and  towers. 
The  work  of  ages  in  few  hours. 
Then  ftorms  are  in  an  inftant  raisM, 
Which  the  next  moment  are  appeas'd. 
Now  fhov.-ers  of  gold  and  gems  are  rain'd. 
As  if  each  India  had  been  drain'd  : 
And  he,  in  one  aftonifh'd  view. 
Sees  both  Golconda  and  Peru. 
Thefe  things,  and  ftranger  things  than  thefc. 
Were  done  with  equal  fpeed  and  eafe. 
And  now  to  Rome  poor  Pug  he'll  fend; 
And  Pug  foon  reach'd  his  journey's  end. 
And  foon  return'd  witli  fuch  a  pack 
Of  bulls  and  pardons  at  his  back, 
That  now,  the  fquire  (who  had  fome  hope 
In  holy  water  and  the  pope) 
Was  out  of  heart,  and  at  a  {land 
What  next  to  wifh,  and  what  command; 
Invention  flags  his  brain  grows  muddy. 
And  black  del'pair  fucceeds  brown  lludy. 
Ill  this  dillrefs  the  woful  youth 
Acquaints  the  nymph  with  all  the  truth,. 
Begging  her  coimfcl,  for  whofe  fake 
Both  foul  and  body  were  at  (lake. 
•'  And  is  this  ail  ?"  replies  the  fair  : 
"  Let  me  alone  to  cure  this  care. 
"   When  next  yiur  Daemon  fhall  appear,. 
"  Pray  give  him — look,  what  I  hold  here, 
"  And  hid  him  labour,  foon  or  late, 
"    I'o  lay  thefe  ringlets  lank  and  flrait." 
Then,f  mething  fcarcely  to  be  fecn. 
Her  finger  and  her  thumb  between 
She  held,  and  fweetly  fmiling,  cry'd, 
"  Your  goblin's  fkiU  fliall  now  be  try'd." 

She  fajd;  and  gave — what  fhall  I  call 
That  thing  fo  fhining,  crifp,  and  fniall, 
Which  round  his  finger  flrove  to  twine  I 
A  tendril  of  the  Cyprian  vine  ? 
Or  fprig  from  Cyf  herea's  grove ; 
Shade  of  ths  Uhyriath  of  love  t 
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With  awe,  he  now  takes  from  her  hand 

That  fleece-like  flower  cf  fairy  land  : 

Ltfs  precious,  whilom,  was  :he  fleece 

Which  drew  the  Argonauts  from  Greece  ; 

Or  that,  vhich  modern  ages  I'ee 

The  fpur  and  prize  of  chivalry, 

Whofe  curjs  i;f  kindred  texture  grace 

Heroes  and  kings  of  Spanifii  race. 

.    The  fpark  prepar'd,  and  Pug  at  hand. 

He  ifiues,  thus,  his  {lri<&  command  ; 

"  This  line,  thus  curve  and  thus  orbicular, 

"  Render  diredl,  and  perpendicular  ; 

"  But  fo  dire<5^,  that  in  no  fort 

«•  It  ever  may  in  rings  retort. 

**  See  me  no  more  till  this  be  done  : 

"  Hence,  to  thy  tafk — avaunt,  be  gone." 

Away  the  fiend  like  lightning  flies, 
And  all  his  wit  to  work  applies  : 
Anvils  and  prefles  he  employs. 
And  dins  wnole  hell  with  hammering  neife. 
In  vain  :  he  to  no  terms  can  bring 
One  twirl  of  that  reluiflant  thing  ; 
Th'  elaftic  fibre  mocks  his  pains. 
And  its  firfl  fpiral  f;>rm  retains. 
Uew  ftratagems  the  fprite  contrives. 
And  down  the  depths  of  fea  he  dives : 
"  This  fprunt  its  pertnefs  fme  will  lofe, 
*'  When  laid  (faid  he)  to  foak  in  ooze." 
Poor  foolifh  fiend  !  he  little  knew  > 

Whence  Venirs  and  her  garden  grew. 
Old  ocean,  with  paternal  waves 
The  child  of  his  own  bed  receives  ; 
Which  oft  as  dipt  new  forte  exerts, 
And  in  more  vigorous  curl?  reverts. 
So  when  to  ear^h  Alcides  flung 
The  huge  Antasus,  whence  he  fprung. 
From  every  fall  frefh  flrength  he  gain'd. 
And  with  new  life  the  fight  maintain'd. 
The  bafiled  goblin  grows  perpJex'd, 
Nor  knows  what  flight  to  pradlife  next : 
The  more  he  tries,  the  more  he  fails ; 
Nor  charm,  nor  art,  nor  force  avails. 
But  all  concur  his  ftiame  to  (how, 
And  more  exafperate  the  foe.  n 

And  now  he  ptnfive  turns  and  fad^ 
And  looks  like  melancholic  mad. 
He  rolls  his  eyes  now  off,  now  on 
1  hat  wonderful  phsenomcnon. 
Sometimes  he  twifts  and  twirls  it  round, 
Then,  paufing,  meditates  profound  : 
No  end  he  fees  of  his  furprife, 
Nor  what  it  fliould  be  can  devife: 
For  never  was  yet  wool  or  feather, 
That  could  Hand  buff  againft  all  weather; 
And  unrelax'd,  like  this,  refill 
Both  wind  and  rain,  and  fnow  and  mift. 
What  fluff,  or  whence,  or  how  'twas  made, 
What  fpinfter  which  could  fpin  fuch  thread, 
He  nothing  knew;  but,  to  his  coft, 
Knew  all  his  fame  and  labour  loft, 
Uuhdued,  abalh'd,  he  gave  it  o'er  ; 
» I'is  faid,  he  blufti'd ;   'tis  fure,  he  fwore 
Not  all  the  wiles  that  hell  could  hatch 
C'uld  conquer  that  luperb  muftach. 
Defeated  thus,  thus  difoontent, 
£ack  to  the  man  the  Dj^moQ  went : 


"  I  grant,"  quoth  he,  "  our  contraA  null, 

"  And  give  you  a  difcharge  in  full. 

"  But  tell  me  now,  in  name  of  wonder, 

"  (Since  I  fo  candidly  knock  Under) 

"  What  is  this  thing  ?  Where  could  it  grow  ? 

"  Pray  take  it — 'tis  mjlatu  quo. 

"  Much  good  may't  do  you  ;  for  my  part, 

"  I  wafli  my  hands  oft  from  my  heart." 

,.  "  In  truth.  Sir  Goblin  or  Sir  Fairy," 
Replies  tlie  lad,  "  you're  too  foon  vveary. 

"  What,  leave  this  trifling  taflc  undone  ! 

"  And  think'ft  thou  this  the  only  one  ? 

"  Alas  :  were  this  fubducd,  thou'dft  find 

"  Millions  of  more  fuch  fliU  behind  ; 

"  Which  might  employ,  ev'n  to  eternity, 

"  Both  you  and  all  your  whole  fraternity." 


THE  PEASANT  IN  SEARCH  OF  HIS 
HEIFER. 

A  TALE  AFTER   M.  DE   LA  TONTAINE. 

It  fo  befell  :  a  fiily  fwaiii 
Had  fought  his  heifer  long  In  vain  ; 
For  wanton  fhc  had  friiking  ftray'd, 
And  left  the  lawn,  to  feek  the  fliade. 
Around  the  plain  he  rolls  his  eyes. 
Then  to  the  Wood  in  hafte  he  hies; 
Where,  Angling  out  the  faireft  tree. 
He  climbs,  in  hopes  to  hear  or  fee. 

Anon,  there  chanc'd  that  way  to  pafs 
A  jolly  lad  and  buxom  lafs : 
The  place  was  apt,  the  paflime  pleafant; 
Occafion  with  her  forelock  prefeut ; 
The  girl  agog,  the  gallant  ready  ; 
So  lightly  down  he  lays  my  lady. 
But  fo  flie  turn'd,  or  fo  was  laid. 
That  fhe  fome  certain  charms  uifplay'd, 
Which  with  fuch  wonder  ftruck  his  fight 
(With  wonder,  much;  more,  with  dehght) 
That  loud  he  cry'd  in  rapture,  "  What  ? 
"  What  fee  I,  gods  I  What  fee  I  not  1" 
But  nothing  nam'd  ;  from  whence  'tis  guefs'd, 
'Tv/as  more  than  well  could  be  exprefs'd. 

The  clown  aloft,  who  lent  an  ear, 
Straight  ftopt  him  Ihort  in  mid  career ; 
And  louder  cry'd,  "  Ho  :  honed  friend, 
"  That  of  thy  feeing  feeft  no  end ; 
"  Doft  fee  the  heifer  that  I  feek  ? 
"  If  doft,  pray  be  fo  kind  to  fpeak." 


HOMER'S  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 

Sing,  mufe,  the  force  and  all  informing  fire, 
Of  Cyprian  Venus,  goddefs  of  defire  : 
Her  charms  th'  immortal  minds  of  gods  can  move, 
And  tame  the  ftubborn  race  of  men  to  love. 
The  wilder  herds,  and  ravenous  beafts  of  prey. 
Her  influence  feel,  and  own  her  kindly  fway. 
Through  paihlcfs  air,  and  boundlds  ocean's  fpace, 
She  rules  the  feather'd  kind  and  finny  race  ; 
Whole  nature  on  her  foie  fiipport  depends, 
And  far  as  life  e:iiAsj  her  care  e.xtecds. 
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Of  all^the  nanierous  !',oft  of  gol*  stiove, 
But  three  are  found  infl'jxible  to  love. 
Blue-ey'd  Minerva  free  p:eferv?s  her  heart, 
A  virgin  unbcguil'd  by  Cupid's^  art  ; 
In  ihinin^  arms  the  martial  maid  delights. 
O'er  war  prefides,  and  well-dii'puted  fights  ; 
With  thirll  of  fame  (lie  firft  the  hero  fir'd. 
And  firlt  the  fcill  of  ufeful  arts  infpir'd  ; 
Taught  arti   s  firft  the  carving  tool  to  •■  kid. 
Chariots  with  brafs  to  arm,  and  form  the  fencc- 

ful  fiiield : 
She  firfl  taught  modefl  maids  in  early  bloom, 
To  fhun  tlie  lazy  life,  and  fpin,  or  ply  the  loom. 

Diana  next  the  Paphian  qaeen  defies. 
Her  fniiling  arts  and  proffer'd  friendfhip  flies  : 
She  loves,  with  wcll-mouth'd  hounds  and  cheer- 
ful h'»rn. 
Or  filver-founding  voice,  to  wake  tlic  morn. 
To  wound  the  mountain  boar,  or  roufe  the  wood- 
land detr; 
To  draw  the  bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpear. 
Sometime,',  of  gloomy  proves  fhe  likes  the  fhadcs, 
And  there  of  virgin-nyinpiis  the  chorus  leads  ; 
Andfometinies  fceks  the  town, and  leaves  the  plains, 
And  loves  fociety  where  virtue  reigns. 

The  third  celcftial  power  averfe  to  love 
Is  virgin  Vefta,  dear  to  mighty  Jove ;        [woo'd  ; 
Whom    Neptune  fought    to    wed,   and    Phoebus 
And  both  with  fruitlefs  labour  long  purfu'd. 
?>r  (be,  feverely  challe,  rejedled  both, 
And  bound  her  purpofe  with  a  folemn  oath, 
A  virgin  life  inviolate  to  lead; 
She  fworc,  and  Jove  affeBting,  bow'd  his  head. 
But  fincc  her  rigid  choice  the  joys  deiiy'd  ") 

Of  nuptial  rites,  and  bleffings  of  a  bride,  f 

The  bounteous  Jove  with  gifts  that  want  fup-  C 
ply'd.  3 

High  on  a  throne  ftie  fits  amidft  the  fkies, 
And  firft  is  fed  with  fumes  of  facrifice  ; 
For  holy  Utes  to  VeTia  firft  are  paid,  "^ 

And  on  her  altar  firfi-fruit  offerings  laid;  > 

So  Jove  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  maid.  j 

Thefe  are  the  powers  above,  and  only  thefe, 
Whom  love  and  Cytherea's  art  difpleale  ; 
Of  other  brings,  none  in  earth  or  Ikies 
Her  force  refifts,  or  influence  denies. 
With  tafe  her  charms  the  thunderer  can  bind'. 
And  captivate  with  love  th'  almighty  mind  : 
]£v*n  he,  whofe  dread  commands  the  gods  obey. 
Submits  to  her,  and  owns  fuperior  fw:iy. 
Enflav'd  to  mortal  beauties  by  her  pipwer. 
He  oft  defcends,  his  creatures  to  adore  ; 
While,  to  conceal  the  theft  from  J-uno's  eyes,. 
Some  well-diflembled  fhape  the  god  belies. 
Juno,  his  wife  and  fifter,  both  in  place 
And  beauty  firfl  among  th'  asthcreal  race; 
Whom,  all  tranfcending,  in  fuperior  worth, 
Wife  Saturn  got,  and  Cybele  brought  forth  i 
And  Jove,  by  never-efring  counfel  fway'd. 
The  partner  of  his  bed  and  empire  made. 

But  Jove  at  length,  wi'h  ju^  refentment  fir'd. 
The  laughing  queen  herCelf  with  love  infpir'd. 
Swift    through  her    veins   the  f*eet  contagion 

ran, 
Ar.d  kiiidled  in  her  breaft  delke  of  twortal  man  j 


That  file,  like  other  deities,  might  prove 

The  pains  and  pieafurcs  of  inferior  love  ; 

And  not  infultingly  the  gods  deride, 

Whofe  fons  were  human  by  the  mother's  fide  : 

TTius,  Jove  ordain'd,  fhe  now  for  man  fliould  burn, 

A»d  bring  forth  mortal  offipring  in  her  turn. 

Amongft  the  fprings  which  flow  from  Ida'^s  head^, 
His  lowing  herds  the  young  Anchifcs  fed  ; 
Whofe  godlike  foim  and  face  the  fmiiing  queen 
Beheld,  and  lov'd  to  madnefs,  foon  as  ften  : 
To  Cyprus  ftraight  the  wounded  goddel's  flies. 
Where  Paphian  temples  in  her  honour  rife. 
And  altars  fmoke  with  daily  facrifice. 
Soon  as  arriv'd,  (he  to  her  fhrine  repair'd. 
Where  entering  quick,  the  Ihining  gates  fne  baJr'd  j 
Tlic  ready  graces  wait,  her  baths  prepare. 
And  oint  with  fragrant  oils  her  flowing  hair; 
Her  flowing  hair  around  her  flioulders  fpreads,. 
And  all  adown  ambrofial  odour  fhed». 
JLafl,  in  tranfparent  robes  her  limbs  they  fold, 
Enrich'd  with  ornaments  of  pureft  gold  ; 
And,  thus  attir'd,  her  chariot  \he  afcends. 
And,  Cyprus  left,  her  flight  to  Troy  (he  bends,. 

On  Ida  fhe  alights,  then  feeksthe  feat. 
Which  lov'd  Anchifes  chofe  for  his  retreat; 
And  ever  as  flie  walk'd  through  lawn  or  wood^ 
Promifcuous  herds  of  beafts  admiring  flood  ; 
Some  humbly  follow,  while  fome  fewning  meet. 
And  lick  the  ground,  and  crouch  beneath  her  feetu 
Dogs,  lions,  wolves,  and  bears,  their  eyes  unite. 
And  the  fwift  panther  flops  to  gaze  with  fii'd 

delight. 
For  every  glance  flie  gives  foft  fi-re  imparts, 
Enkir.dling  fweet  defire  in  favage  hearts. 
Inflam'd  with  love,  all  fingla  out  their  mates,: 
And  to  their  (hady  dens  each  pair  retreats.  ) 

Meantime  the  tent  (he  fpiesfo  much  deCr'd, 
Where  her  Anchifes  was  alone  retir'd; 
Withdrawn  from  all  his  friends  and  fellow  fwaii:?. 
Who  fed  their  flocks  beneath,  and  fought  the  plains; 
In  pleafing  folitude  the  youth  flie  found, 
Intent  upon  his  lyre's  harmonious  found. 
Before  his  eyes  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  ftotxJ, 
In  form  and  drefs,  a  huntrefs  of  the  wood  ; 
For,  hud  he  feen  the  goddefs  undifguis-'d, 
Tlie  youth  with  awe  and  fear  had  been  furpris*<3i 
Fix'd  he  beheld  her,  and  with  joy  admir'd 
To  fee  a  nymph  fo  bright,  and  fo  attir'd  : 
For  from  her  flowing  robe  a  luftre  fpread. 
As  if  with  radiant  flames  (he  were  array'd  ; 
Her  hair  in  part  difclob'd,  and  part  conceal'd. 
In  ringlets  fell,  or  was  with  jewels  held  : 
With  various  gold  and  gems  her  neck  was  grac'd, ' 
And  orient  pearls  heav'd  on  her  panting  bieall; 
Bright  as  the  moon  fhe  fhone,  with  filent  light. 
And  charm'd  his  fenfe  with  wonder  and  delight. 

Thus  while  Anchifes  gaz'd,  through  every  veia' 
A  thrilling  joy  he  felt,  and  pleafing  pain  : 
At  length  he  fpake  : — "  All  hail,  celeftial  fair ! 
"   Who  hunibly  doft  to  vifit  earth  repair. 
"  Whoe'er  thou  att,  defcended  from  above, 
"  Latona,  Cynthia,  or  the  Qaeen  of  Love  ; 
"   All  hail :   all  honour  (liall  to  thee  be  paid: 
"  Or  art  thou  *  Themis  ?  or  the  f  blue-ey'd  maidj 
*  I  i2e  goiWsfs  of  equity  and  rjgi.t,  i  Pi'.ia*,' 
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»•  Or  art  thou  fair  eft  of  the  ^aces  three, 
"  Who  with  the  gods  fhare  immortality  ? 
••  Or  elfe,  fome  nymph,  the  guardian  of  thefe 

'*  woods, 
*•  "t'hefe  caves,  thefe  fruitful  hills,  or  cryftal  floods  ? 
"  Whoe'er  thou  art,  in  forse  confpicti.  us  field, 
"   I  to  thy  honour  will  an  altar  build, 
«   Where  holy  offeriiig-i  I'll  each  hour  prepare, 
"  O  prove  but  thou  propitious  to  my  prayer  ! 
"~  Grant  me,  among  the  Trojan  race  to  prove 
"  A  patriot  w  •uhy  of  my  coufltry's  love  ; 
'*  BI<?(s'd  in  myfelf,  I  beg  I  next  may  be 
••  Bkfs'd  in  my  children  and  pofterity  : 
••  Happy  in  heal-h,  long  let  me  fee  the  fun, 
**  And,  l^v'd  by  all,  late  may  my  days  be  done." 
He  faid — Jove's  beauteous  daughter  thus  reply'd, 
*'  Delight  of  human  kind,  thy  fex's  pride  ! 
"   Honour'd  Anchifcs,  you  behold  in  me 
"  No  goddefs  blefs'd  with  immortality ; 
"  But  mortal  I,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
*'  Otreus  my  father  (you  have  heard  the  name), 
•'  Who  rules  the  fair  extent  of  Phrygia's  lands, 
"  And  all  her  towns  and  fortreffes  commands. 
"  When  yet  an  infant,  I  to  Troy  was  brought, 
"  There  was  I  nurs'd,  and  there  your  language 

''  taught ; 
•'  Then  wonder  not,  if,  thus  ih^rufted  young, 
•'  I,  like  my  own,  can  fpeak  the  Trjan  tongue. 
"  In  me,  one  of  Diana's  nymphs  behold  , 
•'  y/hy  thus  arriv'd,  I  fliall  the  caufe  unfold. 
*'   As  late  our  fports  we  pracftis'd  on  the  plain, 
"  I  and  my  fellow  nymphs  of  Cynthia's  train, 
"  Dancing  in  chorus,  and  with  garlands  crown'd, 
*'  And  by  admiring  crowds  encompafs'd  round, 
•'  Lo  !  hovering  o'er  my  head  I  faw  the  god 
•'   Who  Argus  flew,  and  bears  the  golden  md  ; 
*'  Sodden  he  feiz'd,  then  bore  me  from  their  fight, 
*'  Cutting  through  liquid  air  his  rapid  flight: 
*•  O'er  many  ftates  and  peopled  towns  we  pafs'd, 
•*  O'er  hills  and  vallies,  and  o'er  defarts  walie  ; 
"  O'er  barren  moors,  and  o*er  unwholefome  fens, 
*'  Andjwoods  where  beads  inhabit  dreadful  dens. 
•'  Through  all  which  pathlefs  way  our  fpeed  was 

"  fuch, 
"  We  ftopt  not  once  the  face  of  earth  to  tcruch. 
•'  Meantime  he  told  me,  while  through  air  wCJ 

«  fled,  / 

"  That  Jove  ordain'd  I  fhould  Anchifes  wed,      C 
*'  And  with  illuftrious  offspring  blefs  his  bed.    J 
•*  This  faid,  and  pointing  to  me  your  abode, 
•'  To  heaven  again  up-foar'd  the  fvv"ift-wing'd  god  : 
•'  Thus,  of  necefllty,  to  you  I  come, 
••  Unknown,  and  loft,  far  from  my  native  home. 
•'   But  I  conjure  you,  by  the  throne  of  Jove, 
"  By  all  that's  dear  to  you,  by  all  you  love, 
*'  By  your  good  parents  (for  no  biid  could  e'er 
"  Produce  a  fm  fo  graceful,  good,  and  fair), 
"  That  you  no  wiles  employ  to  win  my  heart, 
"  But  let  me  hence  an  untouch'd  maid  depart ; 
•'  Inviolate  and  guiltlefs  of  your  bed, 
"  Let  me  be  to  your  houfe  and  mother  led. 
"  Me  to  ydur  father  and  your  brothers  fliow, 
"   And  Qur  alliance  firft  let  them  allow  : 
'•  Let  me  be  known,  and  my  condition  own'd, 
[*  And  no  unequal  match  I  may  be  found. 


"  Equality  to  them  my  birth  may  claitn,  *%' 

"   Worthy  a  daughter's 'or  a  fifter's  name,  V 

"  Though  for  your  wife  of  too  inferior  fame.      J 

"  Next,  let  ambalTadors  to  Phrygia  hafte, 

"    Vo  tell  my  father  of  my  fortunes  pall, 

"   And  cafe  my  mother  in  that  anxious  ftate 

"  Of  doubts  and  fears,  which  cares  for  me  create. 

"   They,  in  return,  (hall  prcfents  bring  from  thence 

"  Of  rich  allire,  and  fums  of  gold  immenfe  : 

"  You  in  peculiar  ftiall  with  gifts  be  grac*9, 

"  In  price  and  beauty  far  above  the  reih 

•'  This  done,  perform  the  rites  of  nuptial  love,' 

"  Grateful  to  men  below,  and  gods  above." 

She  faid,  and  from  her  eyes  fhot  fubtle  fires, 

Which  to  his  heart  infinuate  defires. 

Refiftiefs  love  invading  thus  his  breaft. 

The  panting  youh  the  fmiling  queen  addrefs'd. 

"  Since  mortal  you,  of  mortal  mother  came, 
"  And  Otreus  you  report  your  father's  name  ; 
"  And  fince  th*  immortal  Hermes  from  above, 
"  To  execute  the  dread  commands  of  Jove, 
"  Your  wondrous  beauties  hither  has  convey'd, 
"  A  nuptial  life  with  me  henceforth  to  lead : 
"  Know,  now,  that  neither  gods  nor  men  have 

"  pow'r 
"  One  minlite  to  defer  the  happy  hour; 
"  This  inftant  will  I  feize  upon  thy  charms, 
"   Mix  with  thy  foul  and  melt  within  thy  arms  : 
"  Though  Ph(£bus,  arm'd  with  his  unerring  dartj 
"  Stood  ready  to  transfix  my  panting  heart  -, 
"  Though  death,  though  hell,  in  confequence  at- 

"  tend, 
"  Thou  flialt  with  me  the  genial  bed  afcend." 

He  fsid,  and  fudden  fnatch'd  her  beauteous  hand: 
The  goddefs  fmil'd,  nor  did  th'  attempt  wJthftandS 
But  fix'd  her  eyes  upon  the  hero's  bed. 
Where  foft  and  filken  coverlets  were  fprcad, 
And  over  all  a  counterpane  was  plac'd. 
Thick  fown  with  furs  of  many  a  favage  beaft, 
Of  bears  and  lions,  heretofore  his  fpoii ; 
And  Hill  remain'd  the  trophies  of  his  toil. 

Now  to  afcend  the  bed  they  both  prepare, 
And  he  with  eager  hafte  difrobes  the  fair. 

Her  fparkling  necklace  firft  he  laid  afide  ; 
Her  bracelets  next,  and  braided  hair  untied: 
And  now,  his  bufy  hand  her  zone  unbrac'd, 
Which  girt  her  radiant  robe  around  her  waift ; 
Her  radiant  robe,  at  laft,  afide  was  thrown, 
Whofe  rofy  hue  with  dazzling  luftre  ftione. 

The  queen  of  love  the  youth  thus  difarray'dj 
And  on  a  chair  of  gold  her  veftments  laid. 
Anchifes  now  (fo  Jove  and  fate  ordain'd) 
The  fweet  extreme  of  ecftacy.attain'd; 
And  mortal  he,  was  like  th' immortals  blefs'd, 
Not  confcious  of  the  goddefs  he  pofi"efs'd. 

But  when  the  fv/ains  their  flocks  and  herdsTf 
had  fed,  A 

And  from  the  flow'ry  field  returning,  led  f 

Their  fheep  to  fold,  and  oxen  to  the  ftied ;  J 

In  foft  and  pleafing  chains  of  fleep  profound. 
The  wary  goddefs  her  Anchifes  bound  : 
Then  gently  rifing  from  his  fide  and  bed. 
In  all  her  bright  attire  her  limbs  array'd. 

And  now  he  r  fair-crown'd  head  aloft  flie  resrsy 
Nor  more  a  mortal^  but  herfelf  appears : 
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er  f  ace  refulgent,  and  majeftic  mien, 

p  nfefs'd  the  goddefs,  love's  and  beauty's  queen. 

Then  thus  aloud  (he  calls.     "  Anchifes,  wake  ; 
"  Thy  fond  repofe  and  lethargy  forfake  : 
"  Look  on  the  nymph  who  late  from  Phrygia  came, 
"  Behold  me  well — fay,  if  I  feem  the  fame  " 

At  her  firft  call  the  chains  of  fleep  were  broke, 
And,  ftarting  from  his  bed,  Anchifes  woke  : 
But  when  he  Venus  view'd  without  difguife. 
Her  fliining  neck  beheld,  and  radiant  eyes  : 
Awed  and  abafli'd,  he  turn'd  his  head  afide. 
Attempting  with  his  robe  his  face  to  hide. 
Confus'd  with  wonder,  and  with  fear  opprefs'd. 
In  winged  words  he  thus  the  queen  addrefs'd. 

"   When  firft,  O  goddefs,  \  thy  form  beheld, 
"  Whofe  charms  fo  far  humanity  excell'd  ; 
"  To  thy  celeflial  pow'r  my  vows  I  paid, 
"   And  with  humility  implor'd  thy  aid  : 
"  But  thou,  for  fccret  caufe  to  me  unknown, 
"  Didft  thy>drvTne  imls-prtal  ftate  difown. 
•'■Siii-trrJw,  I  beg  thee  b)\the  filial  love 
"  Due  to  thy  father,  .^gi-i-bearinje  Jove, 
•'  Spmpafllon  on  my  humpn  ft^te  to  (how ; 
"  Nc>r  let  me  lead  a  life  ynCrm  below  : 
*'  Defend  me  from  the^oes  which  mortals  wait, 
"  Nor  list  me  fhare  (>f  men  the  common  fate  : 
"  Since  ne^ri^i^^sari  with  length  of  days  was  bleft. 
"  Who  in  delights  of  love  a  deity  poiref-'d." 

To  him  Jove's  beauteous  daughter  thus  rej  lied  ■ 
"  Be  bold,  Anchifes;  in  my  love  confide: 
'\Nor  me,  nor  other  god,  thou  needft  to  fear, 
"  ^<u:_^thou  to  all  the  heav'nly  race  art  dear. 
"  Know,  from  our  loves,  thou  (halt  a  fon  obtain, 
•'  Who  over  all  the  realm  of  froy  (hall  reign  ; 
"  From  whom  a  race  of  monarchs  fliall  defcend, 
*'  And  whofe  pofterity  fhall  know  no  end. 
•'  To  him  thou  fhalt  the  name  JEnezs  give, 
"  As  one,  for  whofe  conception  I  mufl  grieve, 
"  Oft  as  I  think  he  to  cxift  began 
"  From  my  conjundlion  with  a  mortal  man." 

But  Troy,  of  all  the  habitable  earth. 
To  a  fuperior  race  of  men  gives  birth ; 
Producing  heroes  of  th'  ethereal  kind. 
And  next  refembling  gnds  in  form  atid  mind. 

From  thence  great  Jove  to  azure  (kies  convey'd. 
To  live  with  gods,  the  lovely  Ganymede. 
Where,  by  th'  immortals  honour'd,(ftrange  to  fee  !) 
The  youth  enjoys  a  blefs'd  eternity. 
In  bowls  of  gold  he  ruddy  nediar  pours. 
And  Jove  regales  in  his  unbended  hours. 
Long  did  the  king,  his  fire,  his  abfence  mourn. 
Doubtful  by  whom,  or  where  the  boy  was  borne  : 
Till  Jove,  at  length,  in  pity  of  his  grief, 
Pifpatch'd  Argicide?  to  his  relief ; 
And  more,  with  gifts  to  pacify  his  mind,  ") 

He  fent  him  horfes  of  a  deathlefs  kind,  > 

Whofe  feet  outirript,  jn  fpeed,  the  rapid  wind  :     j 
Charging  withal  fwjft  Herm.  s  to  relate 
The  youth's  advancement  to  a  heavenly  flate  ; 
Where  all  his  hours  are  pafl  in  circling  joy. 
Which  age  can  ne'er  decay,  nor  death  deltroy. 
Now,  when  ;his  embafiy  tlie  king  receives. 
No  more  fcr  abfeni  Ganymede  he  grieves; 
The  pleafing  news  his  ar^ed  heart  revives. 
And  with  delight  his  Iwift-heel'd  ilecds  he  drives. 
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"  But  when  the  goM-enthron'd  Aurora  made 
Tithonus  partner  of  her  roly  bed, 
(  Tithonus  too  was  cf  the  Trojan  line, 
Refembling  gods  in  face  and  form  divine) 
For  him  flie  flrait  the  Ihundcrer  addrefs'd. 
That  with  perpetual  life  he  might  be 

'  Jove  heard  her  pray'r,  and  granted  her 
But  ah  ;  how  ra(h  was  file,  how  indifcrect  1 
I"hc  mo.;  material  blefiing  to  <miit; 
Negle<fting,  or  not  thinking  to  provide, 

'  That  length  of  days  might  be  with  ftrength 
"  fupplied; 
And  to  her  lover's  endlefs  life,  engage 
An  endlefs  youth,  incapable  of  age 
But  hear  what  fate  befcl  this  heav'nly  fair, 
In  gold  enthron'd,  the  brighteft  child  of  air. 
Tithonus,  while  of  pleafing  youth  poffefs'd, 

'  Is  by  Aurora  with  delight  carefs'd  ; 
Dear  to  her  arms,  he  in  her  court  refidesi,  [tidfls. 
Beyond  the  verge  of  earth,  and  ocean's  utnioft 
*'  But  when  (he  faw  gray  hairs  begin  to  fpread. 
Deform  his  beard,  and  difadorn  his  head, 
The  goddefs  cold  in  her  embraces  grew. 
His  arms  declin'd,  and  from  his  bed  withdrew; 
Yet  flil^  a  kind  of  nurfing  care  (he  (liovv'd, 
And  food  ambrofial,  and  rich  clothes  beftow'd  : 
But  when  of  age  he  felt  the  fad  extreme. 
And  ev'ry  nerve  was  (hrunk,  and  limb  was  lame, 
Lock'd  in  a  room  her  uftlefs  fpoufe  fhe  left, 
Of  youth,  of  vigour,  and' of  voice  bereft. 
On  terms  like  thefe,  I  never  can  defire 
Thou  fliouldft  to  immortality  afpire. 
"  Couldft  thou  indeed,  as  now  thou  art,  remain 
Thy  itrength,  thy  beauty,  and  thy  youth  retain, 
Couldft  thou  for  ever  thus  my  hufband  prove, 
I  might  live  happy  in  thy  endlefs  love; 
Nor  (hould  I  e'er  have  caufe  to  dread  the  day. 
When  1  muft  mourn  thy  lofs  and  life's  decay. 
But  thou,  alas  .  too  foon  and  fure  muft  bend 
Beneath  the  woes  which  painful  age  attend  ; 
Inexorable  age  !  whofe  wretched  ftate 
All  mortals  dread,  and  all  immortals  hate. 
"  ^«ow,  know,  I  alfo  muft  my  portion  fhare. 
And  for  thy  fake  reproach  and  (hame  muft  bear. 
For  1,  who  heretofore  in  chains  of  love 
Could  captivate  the  minds  of  gods  above. 
And  force  them,  by  my  alUfubduing  charms, 
To  figh  and  languifli  in  a  woman's  arms : 
Muft  now  no  more  that  pow'r  fuperior  boaft 
Nor  tax  with  weaknefsthe  celeftial  hoft  ; 
Since  I  myfelf  this  dear  amends  have  made. 
And  am  at  laft  by  my  own  arts  betray'd. 
"  KrriDg  like  them,  with  appetite  deprav'd, 
This  hour,  by  thee,  I  have  a  Ion  conceiv'd  ; 
Whom  hid  beneath  my  zone,  I  muft  conceal, 
Till  time  his  being  and  my  (hame  reveal. 
•'  Him  (hail  the  nymphs  who  thefe  fair  woodi 

"  adorn. 
In  their  deep  bofoms  nurfe,  as  foon  as  born  | 
They  nor  of  mortal  nor  immortal  feed 
Are  faid  to  fpring,  yet  on  ambrofia  feed. 
And  long  they  live,  and  oft  in  chorus  join 
With  gods  and  goddeffes  in  dance  divine, 
rhefe  the  Sileni  court ;  thefe  Hermes  loveff, 
And  their  embraces  feeks  in  fhady  grove^» 
O  o 


578 


THE   WORKS    OF   CONG  RE  VE. 


"  Their  origin  and  birth  thefe  nymphs  deduce 
"  From  common  parent  earth's  prolific  juice  ; 
»'  With  lofty  firs  which  grace  the  mountain's  brow, 
••  Or  ample-fpreading  oaks  at  once  they  grow  ; 
*'  All  have  their  trees  allotted  to  their  care, 
#'  Whofe  growth.duration,  and  decreafe  theyfliare. 
«'  But  holy  are  thefe  groves  by  mortals  held, 
*•  And  therefore  by  the  ax  are  never  fell'd. 
"  But  when  the  fate  of  fome  fair  tree  draws  nigh, 
•«  It  firfl  appears  to  droop,  and  then  grows  dry  ; 
"  The  bark  to  crack  and  perifh  next  is  feen, 
"  And  laft  the  boughs  it  fhcds,  no  longer  green  ; 
•'  And  thus  the  nymphs  expire  by  like  degrees, 
"  And  live  and  die  coseval  with  their  trees, 

"  Thefe  gentle  nymphs,  by  my  perfuafion  won, 
"  Shall  in  their  fweet  receffes  nurfe  my  fon  ; 
"  And  when  his  cheeks  with  youth's  firft  blufhss 

"  glow, 
•'  To  thee  the  facred  maids  the  boy  ihall  fhow. 

"  More  to  inflrud  thee,  when  five  years  fhall 
"  end, 
»'  I  will  again  to  vifit  thee  defcend. 


"  Bringing    thy    beauteous    fon    to    chartn  thy' 

"  fight, 
"  Whofe  godlike  form  fhall  fill  thee  with  delight  5 
"  Him  will  1  leave  thenceforward  to  thy  care, 
"  And  will  that  with  him  thou  to  Troy  repair  : 
"  There,  if  inquiry  fhall  be  made,  to  know 
"  To  whom  thou  doft  fo  bright  an  offspring  owe  J 
"  Be  fure,  thou  nothing  of  the  truth  detctS, 
"  But  ready  anfwer  make  as  I  diredl. 
"  Say  of  a  Sylvan  nymph  the  fair  youth  came, 
"  And  Calycopis  call  his  iiiother's  name. 
"  For  fhould  thou  boaft  the  truth,  and  madly  own 
"  That  rhou  in  blifs  hadfl  Cytherea  known, 
"  Jove  would  his  anger  pour  upon  thy  head, 
"  And  with  avenging  thunder  flrike  thee  dead. 
"  Now  all  is  told  thee,  and  juft  caution  giv'n, 
"  Be  fecret  th«u,  and  dread  the  wrath  of  heav'n.'*" 

She  faid,  and  fudden  foar'd  above  his  fight. 
Cutting  through  liquid  air  her  heav'nward  flights 

All  hail,   bright  Cyprian  queen  1  thee  firll  1 
praife. 
Then  to  foaie  other  pow'r  transfer  my  hjs» 
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SIR  RICHARD  BLACKMORE. 

Contalmng 

CREATION; 

A  PHII.OSOPHICAL  FOEM,  IN   SEVEN  BOOK?* 
To  which  is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF   THE  AUTHOR; 


The  themes  of  vulgar  lays,  with  juft  difdain 

I  leave  unfung,  the  flocks,  the  amorous  fwain, 

The  pleafures  of  the  land,  and  terrors  of  the  main,— » 

I  meditate  to  foar  above  the  Ikies, 

To  heights  unlcnown,  through  ways  untry'd  to  rife  j 

I  would  th'  Eternal  from  his  works  affert, 

And  fing  the  wonders  of  Creating  Art. 

CREATION,  BOOK  I. 


EDINBURGH: 

frnKTEJ)  BY  M^NDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 
4nno  1793. 


THE  LIFE  OF  BLACKMORE. 


Of  Sir  Richard  BtACKMORE,  eminent  as  he  was,  both  as  a  poet  atod  aphyfician,  very  few  me- 
morials have  been  left  by  his  contemporaries.  His  writings  have  attradled  much  notice ;  but  it 
has  been  his  lot  to  be  much  oftener  mentioned  by  enemies  than  by  friends. 

He  was  the  fon  of  Robert  Blackmore  of  Corfham,  in  Wiltfhlre,  Gent,  defcended  from  a  good 
family  in  Dorfet{hir«,and  ftyled  by  Jacob,  an  "  Attorney  at  Law."  The  time  of  his  birth  is  not  cer- 
tainly known. 

He  received  his  early  education  at  a  private  country  fchool,  from  whence,  in  the  thirteenth  year 
of  his  age,  he  was  removed  to  Weftminfter.  Of  his  fchool  exercifes  tradition  has  preferved  no  ac« 
count. 

In  1668,  he  was  entered  a  commoner  of  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford,  where  he  took  the  degree  of 
Mafter  of  Arts,  June  3.  1676,  and  refided  thirteen  years  ;  a  much  longer  time  than  it  is  ufual  to 
fpend  at  the  Univerfity,  and  which  feems  to  have  been  paiTcd  in  the  ftudies  preparatory  to  the  pro- 
feflion  he  intended  to  follow  ;   which  was  that  of  phyfic. 

Dr.  Johnfon,  who  has  written  his  life  with  candour  and  difcernment,  is  of  opinion  that  he  fpenC 
his  time  at  the  Univerfity  with  very  little  attention  to  the  bufinefs  of  the  place ;  becaufe,  in  his 
poems,  the  ancient  names  of  nations,  or  places,  which  he  often  introduces,  are  pronounced  by  chance. 
But  it  may  be  reafonably  doubted,  whether  a  few  inftances  of  falfe  prenunciation,  or  capricious  or- 
thography, are  fufBcient  to  warrant  the  fuppofuion  of  his  being  negligent  of  ftudy,  or  deficient  in 
claflical  erudition. 

In  the  early  period  of  his  life,  he  is  faid  to  have  been  engaged  for  fome  time  in  the  profeffion  of  a 
fchoolmafler  ;  a  Ctuation  certainly  not  in  itfeif  difhonourablc,  though  it  was  often  urged  as  a  kind 
of  reproach,  when  he  became  confpicuous  enough  to  excite  malevolence.  In  one  of  the  numerous 
fatiric^l  pieces  that  were  written  againft  him,  are  the  following  pungent  lines,  attributed  byT.Brown, 
ito  Colonel  Codrington : 

By  nature  form'd,  by  want  a  pedant  made, 

Blackmore  at  firft  fet  up  the  whij^ping  trade  ; 

Nc:tt  quack  commenced,  then  fierce  with  pride  he  fwore, 

That  toothach,  gout,  and  corns,  fliould  be  no  more. 

In  vain  his  drugs,  as  well  as  birch  he  tried  ; 

His  boys  grew  blockheads,  and  his  patients  died. 

His  being  a  fchbolmafter,  Is  alfo  alluded  to  by  Garth,  in  the  following  lines : 

Unwieldly  pedant,  let  thy  awkvfard  mufe 
With  confcious  praife,  with  flatteries  abufe ; 
To  lafli,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee's  an  art ; 
Thou  ne'er  mad'ft  any  but  thy  fchool-boys  fmart. 

"  And  let  it  be  remembered,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  for  his  honour,  that  to  have  been  once  a 
fchoolmafter,  is  the  only  reproach  which  all  the  perfpicacity  of  malice,  animated  by  wit,  has  ever 
fixed  upon  his  private  life." 

it  is  probable  that  his  indigence  did  not  long  compel  hitn  to  teach  a  fchool.  Some  circumftances 
concurring,  it  may  be  prefumed,  in  his  favour,  he  travelled  into  Italy,  and  took  the  degree  of  DoiStor 
of  Phyfic,  at  the  Univerfity  of  Padua. 

He  alfo  vificcd  France,  Germany,  and  the  Low  Countries,  and,  having  fpcnt  about  a  year  and  a 
half  abroad,  he  returned  to  England. 

On  his  arrival  in  London,  he  commenced  Phyfician,  and  obtained  high  eminence  and  extenfive 
praflicc. 
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He  became  Fellow  of  the  College  of  PhyficLsns,  April  iz.  1687,  being  one  of  the  thirty  whithj' 
by  the  new  charter  of  King  James,  were  added  to  the  former  Fellows. 

His  refidence  was  at  Sadler's  Hall  in  CheapGdc,  and  his  friends  were  chiefly  in  the  city.  At 
that  time,  a  citizen  was  a  terra  of  reproach ;  and  his  place  of  abode  was  another  topic  to  which  his 
adverfaries  Had  recourfe  in'  the  penury  of  fcandal. 

In  his  travels,  he  had  feen  too  much  of  foreign  flavery  to  be  fond  of  domeftic  chains;  and,  there- 
fore, early  declared  himfelf  in  favour  of  the  Revolution,  and  zealoufly  efpoufed  thofe  principles 
upon  which  it  was  effedied. 

He  was  not  known  as  a  poet  till  he  publifhed  Prince  Arthur,  an  Heroic  Poem,  in  Ten  Bocts,  1 6951 
written  as  he  relates,  "  by  fuch  catches  and  flarts,and  in  fuch  occafional,  uncertain  hours,  as  Ills  pro- 
fcfilon  afforded,  and  for  the  greateft  part  in  coffee-houfes,  or  in  palling  up  and  down  the  ftreets.  In  the 
latter  part  of  the  apology,  he  was  accufed  by  Dryden  of  writing  "  to  the  rumbling  of  his  chariot 
wheels."     He  incurred  the  difpleafure  of  Dryden,  by  cenfuring,  ire  his  preface,  the  licentiouliiefs  of 

the  ftagc. 

Prince  Arthur  appears  to  have  be;n  generally  read  ;  for  in  two  years  it  had  three  editions  :  a  very 
uncommon  inftance  of  favonrable  reception,  at  a  time  when  literary  curiofity  was  yet  confined  to 
particular  clafTes  of  the  nation. 

As  he  was  not,  however,  "  free  of  the  poet's  company,  but  a  downright  interloper,  an  unlicenfed 
adventurer,"  his  fuccefs  naturally  raifed  anlmofity ;  and  Dennis  attacked  him  in  "  Remarks  on 
Prince  Arthur,"  publi&ed  in  1696,  in  which  he  endeavoured  to  fhow  that  his  a<5ion  had  neither 
i:ni:y,  integrity,  nor  morality,  nor  univerfality ;  and  that  confequently  he  could  have  no  fable,  nor 
710  heroic  poem  ;  and  that  his  narration  was  neither  probable,  delightful,  nor  wondefful.  It  was 
not,  however,  his  defign  to  prove  that  Prince  Arthur  was  a  work  of  no  merit ;  fot  in  his  dedication 
to  the  Ear!  of  Dorfet,  he  fays,  "  1  believe  Prince  Arthur  to  be  neither  admirable  nor  contemptible  : 
for,  if  I  had  either  the  one  or  the  other  opinion,  I  fhonld  certainly  never  have  written  againft  him." 
To  the  cenfnre  of  Dennis,  may  be  oppofed  the  approbation  of  Locke,  and  the  admiration  of  Mo- 
llneux,  which  are  found  in  their  priiUed  letters.  Molineux  is  particularly  delighted  with  the  Stng 
ff  Mopas.  It  is  a!fo  prailed  by  V7atts  in  the  preface  to  his  "  Horas  LyricE."  And  Gildon,  in  his 
*'  Art  of  Poetrj,"  fays,  "  Fhat  notwithftanding  his  merit,  this  admirable  author  did  n»t  think  him- 
felf upon  the  fame  footing  with  Homer." 

The  animadverfions  of  Dennis,  infolent  and  contemptuous  as  they  were,  raifed  no  implacable 
lefentment  in  Blackmore  ;  for,  in  one  of  his  latter  Works,  he  praifes  Dennis  as  "  equal  to  Boileau 
in  poetry,  and  fuperior  to  him  in  critical  abilities." 

His  Prir.ce  Arthur  was  followed,  in  1697,  by  King  Arthur,  ari  epic  poein,  in  twelve  books ;  in  the 
preface  to  which,  he  atones  lor  the  "  provoking  preface"  to  Prince  Arthur,  by  bellowing  a  genteel 
and  juft  eulogium  on  Congreve's  "  Mour.iing  Bride."  He  aifo  acknowledges,  that  feveral  con- 
liderable  defeSs  are  to  be  {■^MVii^'va.  Prince  Arthur ;  and  apologizes  for  them,  by  conft fling  that, 
ivhcn  he  undertook  it,  he  had  been  long  a  flranger  to  the  mufes.  "  I  had  read  but  little  poetry," 
fays  he,  "  throughout  my  <vhole  life  ;  and  in  fifteen  years  before,  I  had  not,  as  I  can  remember, 
wrote  a  hundred  lines  in  verfe,  excepting  a  copy  of  Latin  verfes  in  honour  of  a  friend's  book." 

The  refentment  of  the  wits  and  critics  was  not  foftencd  either  by  the  panegyric  or  the  apology; 
but  he  found  advantages  more  than  equivalent  to  all  their  outrages ;  for  he  was  this  year  made 
one  of  the  Phyficians  in  ordinary  to  King  William,  and  advanced  by  him  to  the  honour  of  knight- 
hood, with  a  prefent  of  a  gold  chain  and  a  medal. 

The  malignity  of  the  wits  attributed  his  knighthood  to  his  new  poem  ;  but  poetical  merit  was 
not  a  fufficicnt  recommendation  to  the  favour  and  notice  of  William,  who,  in  conferring  honour* 
and  rewards  on  Blackmore,  no  doubt,  regarded  the  eminence  which  he  had  attained  in  his  pro« 
feflion,  and  his  zealous  attachment  to  the  principles  of  the  Revolution. 

Pope,  when  he  becanje  his  enemy,  mentions  this  as  an  inflance  of  honours  and  rewards  being  inn 
jropcrly  bcHov.-ed  by  kings. 

The  hero  William,  and  the  rtiartyr  Charles, 

Out  Lni^lutd  iiia^-kaiorc  an  J  one  pciilb.icd  (^'■-I;g. 
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fn  1700,  he  publiftied  A  Satire  upon  Wit,  or  rather  the  abufe  of  wit,  the  difpofition  which  fo  much 
prevailed  of  turning  every  thing  ferious  into  ridicule  and  banter.  This  poem  united  almoft  all  the 
poets  againft  him,  and  brought  upon  hitn  lampoons  and  ridicule  from  every  fide.  In  T.  Brown's 
■works,  are  upwards  of  twenty  different  fatirical  pieces  in  verfe,  written  by  men  of  high  rank  and 
j;enius,  againft  Blackmore,  who  is  fometimes  called  the  Cbeaffide  Knight,  and  the  City  Bard,  and  fome- 
times  the  Merry  Poetajler  of  Sadler  s  Hall  in  Cheapftde. 

In  this  performance,  he  juftly  cenfurcd  Dryden's  impurities,  but  praifed  his  powers;  though  in  a 
fubfequent  edition,  he  ungeneroufly  retained  the  fatire  and  omitted  the  praife. 

The  fame  year,  he  publifhed  A  Paraphrafe  on  the  Book  of  ^  Job,  and  other  parts  of  the  fcripture, 

ivhich  Dryden,  who  purftied  him  with  grear  malignity,  lived  long  enough  to  ridicule  in  a  prologue. 

Upon  the  king's  death,  March  8.  1701-a,  he  was  one  of  the  phyficians  who  gave  their  opinions 

St  the  opening  of  his  Majefty's  body.     At  the  acceffion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  was  appointed  one  of 

her  Phyficians,  arid  continued  in  that  ftation  for  fome  time. 

In  1705,  he  publifhed  Eliza,  an  Heroic  Poem  in  ten  hooks,  which  does  not  appear  to  have  found 
many  readers  at  the  time,  and  is  now  negleifted. 

In  1706,  he  publiflied  his  Advice  to  the  Poets,  a  poem  on  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  vidlories - 
which  was  followed,  in  1708,  by  The  Kit-Xafs,  a  poem,  and  the  next  year  by  InfruSiions  to  Vander- 
hank,  a  fequel  to  the  Advice  to  the  Poets,  which  Steele  ridiculed  in  the  "  Tatlcr,"  with  fuch  fuccefs, 
that  he  put  an  end  to  the  fpecies  of  writers  who  give  advice  to  painters. 

In  171a,  he  publifhed  his  Creation,  a  Philofophical  Poem  in  feven  books;  which  is  defervedly  ef- 
teemed  a  claffical  performance,  and,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfc,  would  have  tranfmitted  his  name 
to  pofterity,  among  the  firft  favourites  of  the  Englifh  mufe. 

There  is  a  tradition,  that,  as  he  proceeded  in  writing  it,  he  laid  his  manufcript,  from  time  to  time 
hefore  a  club  of  wits,  wiih  whom  he  affociated,  and  that  every  man  contributed,  as  he  could  either 
improvement  or  correftion.  But,  admitting  this  friendly  revifion  to  have  adually  taken  place 
which  is  by  no  means  certain,  Blackmore  will  flill  retain  an  ample  dividend  of  praife  ;  for  to  him 
jtiuft  always  be  alTigned  the  plan  of  the  work,  the  diflribution  of  its  parts,  the  choice  of  topics,  the 
train  of  argument,  and  what  is  yet  more,  the  general  predominance  of  philofophical  judgment  and 
poetical  fpirit ;  for  corredlion  feldom  efFefts  more  than  the  fupprefTion  of  faults :  a  happy  line,  or  a 
iingle  elegance,  may  perhaps  be  added ;  but  of  a  large  work,  the  original  confUtutioa  and  general 
charadter  muft  always  remain. 

In  1713,  when  the  "  Spedator"  ftopped,  he  condefcended  to  entertain  the  polite  world,  as  a  pe« 
xiodical  effayifl.  "  I  refolved,"  he  fays  in  a  letter  to  Hughes,  "  by  the  aid  of  another  friend  t9 
publifh  a  paper  three  times  a  week,  and  to  own  that  I  had  fome  hand  in  it.  Accordingly  this  de« 
fign  has  been  twice  publicly  advertifed.  The  paper  is  called  the  Lay-Monk  ;  and  now  I  believe  tha 
tendernefs  of  your  friendlhip,  joined  with  your  diffidence  of  fuccefs,  begins  to  put  you  in  pain,  and 
make  you  tremble  for  rae;  But  I  entreat  you  to  difmifs  all  concern  of  that  nature,  for  I  czxi  run  no 
rifk.  I  am  not  deterinined  by  delire  of  fame,  or  profit,  to  undertake  this  difficult  and  hazardous 
promife;  but  I  have  other  views,  which  I  am  under  obligations  to  purfue,  though  I  fhould  run  a 
greater  venture  than  I  do  now.  If  I  mifcarry,  I  am  but  where  I  was ;  if  I  fucceed,  I  fhall  have  the 
fatisfadlion  of  accomplifhing  a  defign,  that  I  have  formed  for  public  good."  [^Letters  of  Eminent 
ferfons.  Vol.  I.  p.  8a.] 

The  firft  paper  was  publifhed  Nov.  l6.  1 7 13,  the  laft  Feb.aj.  1 713-14.  Hughes  is  faid  to  have 
contributed  every  third  paper.  The  papers  were  afterwards  colleifted  into  a  volume,  and  called  in 
the  title,  the  Lay-Monajiery,  a  fequel  to  the  SpeBator.  He  became  one  of  the  EU&s  of  the  College  of 
phyficians,  Aug.  aa.  1716,  and  was  foon  after  (0(St.  i.)  chofen  Cenfor. 

In  1 7 16  and  1 717,  he  publifhed  two  volumes  of  Effays  onfeveral  Suije^s,  which  deferve  commen* 
dation  only  as  they  are  written  for  the  higheft  and  nobleft  purpofe,  the  promotion  of  virtue  aji4 
religion. 

He  had  very  juft  ideas  of  the  true  ends  of  writing ;  but  his  thoughts  are  feldom  recommend;d  bj 
ekgance  of  ftyle  and  corret^tnefs  ef  compofition, 

Sloiijj 
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In  1718,  he  p'jbli(hed  a  col!e(ilion  of  Poems  on  -various  SubjiSls.  containing,  the  fmall  pieces  foN 
mcrly  printed,  together  with  Hymn  to  the  'ight  of  the  World,  -with  a  dejcription  of  the  Cartoont  of 
Raphael^  firft  printed  in  1703,  Itbe  Nature  af  Man,  in  three  boot^',  firft  printed  I7II,  and  CremeSf 
a  fatire.  The  .tory  of  Don  Carlos,  Prince  of  Spain,  An  Ode  to  the  Creator,  H\mn  to  the  Sacred  Spirit,  On. 
Repentance,  On  Retirement,  l^c. 

Having  fucceeded  fo  well  in  demonftrating  the  exiftence  and  providence  of  God,  in  his  poem  on 
the  Creation,  he  now  undertook  to  eftablifti  the  truth  of  Revelation,  and  publifhed,  in  I^ai,  The  Re- 
deemer, a  Ptem  in  fix  books. 

The  fame  year  he  produced  A  nezv  verfion  of  the  Pfahns  of  David,  fitted  to  the  tunes  ufed  in  Churches^ 
which  was  recommended  by  piibhc  authority  to  be  ufed  in  the  Churches  and  Chapels  of  England. 

There  was  yet  another  monarch  of  this  illand  whom  he  confidered  as  worthy  of  the  epic  mufe, 
and  in  1723,  he  produced  King  Alfred,  an  Heroic  Poem,  in  twelve  books,  which,  like  Eliza,  "  drop- 
ped dead-born  from  the  prefs,"  and  clofed  his  epic  labours.  In  the  dedication  he  fays,  that  "  he 
had  a  greater  part  in  the  fucccflion  of  the  Houfe  of  Hanover  than  ever  he  had  boafled." 

"  Of  his  four  epic  p'  ems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  '^'  the  firfl:  had  fuch  reputation  and  popularity,  as 
enraged  the  critics ;  the  fecond  was  at  leafl  known  enough  to  be  ridiculed  ;  the  two  laft  found  nei- 
ther friends  nor  enemies." 

BeCdes  the  original  poems  and  eflays  already  enumerated,  he  wrote  a  variety  of  hiftorical,  theo- 
logical, and  medical  tra<3s,  which  were  publilhed  in  the  following  order  :  A  Difcourfe  an  the  Plague, 
8vo,  1720;  Modern  Arians  Unmafhed,  8vo,  JJZl;  a  Treatife  on  the  Small-Pox,  8vo,  172a;  Hijtory 
of  the  Confpiracy  againjl  King  Wiliiam,  8vo,  1723  ;  a  Treatife  on  Confumptions,  8vo,  1724  ;  "  Treat  fe 
en  the  Spleen  and  Vapours,  8vo,  I725  ;  a  Critical  DiJJertatian  on  the  Spleen,  8vo,  1725  ;  fujl  Prejudices 
againjl  the  Arian  H-vpothefts,  8vo,  1725  ;  Difcourfes  on  the  Gout,  Rheumatifm,  ani Kings  Evil,  8vo,  1726; 
Di£*rtations  on  a  Dropfy,  a  Tympany,  the  "Jaundice,  the  Stone,  and  Diabetis,  8vo,  1 727,  Natural  Theology ^ 
8vo,    1728. 

His  biographers  have  reported,  that  the  ridicule  which  was  thrown  on  the  poet,  was  in  time 
followed  by  the  ncgleft  of  the  phyfician;  and  that  his  pracflice,  which  was  once  invidioufly  great,  for- 
fook  him  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  :  but  the  fadl  may  be  reafonably  doubted,  and  fome  commu- 
uications  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  1 792.  fhew.  that  he  was  confulted  by  perfons  of 
the  higheft  rank,  and  preferved  his  profcffional  credit  and  reputation  till  the  clofe  of  bis  life. 
■  He  died  on  the  8th  of  Oftober  1729,  in  an  ad*>anced  age,  and  manifefted  in  his  laft  illnefs  the 
feme  fervent  piety  which  had  diftinguifhed  him  in  his  life.  He  left  behind  him  The  Aecdmplijbed 
Preacher,  or  an  EJfay  upon  Divine  Eloquence,  which  was  printed  in  8vo,  I73I,  by  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Tohn  White  of  Nayland  in  Effex,  who  attended  his  death-bed,  and  bore  teftimony  to  the  elevated 
piety  with  which  he  prepared  for  his  approaching  diffolution. 

•  Since  his  death,  none  of  his  numerous  publications  have  been  reprinted,  except  his  Creation,  which 
j>as  gone  tiirough  feveral  editions,  and  was  recommended  by  Dr.  Johnfon  to  be  infcrted  in  the  coi- 
leiftion  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets,"  with  the  general  approbation  ot  the  public. 

Of  the  private  life  and  domeflic  chara«ftcr  of  Blackmore,  there  are  no  memorials.  As  a  man  hft 
was  juftly  entitled  to  great  applaufe  :  for  numerous  as  his  enemies  and  opponents  were,  they  fcem 
to  have  been  incapable  of  fixing  the  leaft  imputation  on  his  charadler ;  and  thofe  who  perfonally 
knew  him,  fpokc  highly  of  his  virtues.  He  was  the  friend  of  Hughes.  Addifon  appears  to  have  had 
a  great  pcrfonal  regard  for  him,  and  he  was  in  terms  of  frieiidfliip  with  Pope,  fo  late  as  1714. 
This  friendfhip  was  broken  by  his  accufing  Pope,  in  his  Effays,  of  profanenefs  and  immorality,  on  a 
report  from  Curl  that  he  was  the  author  of  a  "  Traveftie  on  the  Firfl  Pfalm."  Pope  was  after- 
wards the  perpetual  and  inccffant  enemy  of  Blackmore,  and  fatirized  him  in  the  "  Dunciid,"  in 
die  following  lines : 

But  far  o'er  all,  fonorous  Blackmore's  ftrain ; 
Walls,  fteeples,  Ikies,  bray  back  to  him  again. 
In  Tot'nam  fields,  the  brethren,  with  amaze  1 
Prick  all  their  cars  up,  and  forget  to  graze, 
Long  Chanc'ry-lane  retentive  rolls  the  found, 
•?  And  courts  to  courts  return  it  round  and  round  j 
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Thames  wafts  it  thence  fo  Rufus'  roaring  hall, 
And  HuDgerford  re  echoes  bawl  for  bawl. 
All  hail  him  vidtor  in  both  arts  of  fong, 
Who  lings  fo  loudly  and  who  fings  fo  long. 

Hardly  any  writer  has  ever  been  more  ridiculed  than  Blackmore  i  yet  there  have  been  few,  perhaps 
none,  who  have  had  better  intentions.  He  was  certainly  a  man  of  confidcrable  learning  and  abili- 
ties,  and  a  moft  zealous  advocate  for  the  interefls  of  religion  and  virtue.  He  wrote,  indeed,  too 
much,  and  was  deficient  in  tafte ;  nor  did  he  take  fufficient  time  to  polifli  his  compofitions ;  but  he 
was  far  firom  being  deficient  in  genius,  and,  it  is  evident,  that  it  was  not  his  duUnefs  which  ex- 
cited fo  much  animofity  againft  him. 

His  Cnatian  is  by  univerfal  confcnt  accounted  the  noblefl  produdion  of  his  genius.  Addifon 
[Sfia.  J39.j  fays,  it  "  was  undertaken  with  fo  good  an  intention,  and  executed  with  fo  great  a 
maftery,  that  it  deferves  to  be  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  moft  ufeful  and  noble  produdlions  in  our 
Englifli  verfe.  The  reader  cannot  but  be  pleafed  to  fee  the  depths  of  philcfophy  enlivened  with  all 
the  charms  of  poetry,  and  to  fee  fo  great  a  llrength  of  reafon  amidft  fo  beautiful  a  redundancy  of 
the  imagination."  Even  Dennis  calls  it  a  "  Philofophical  Poem,  which  has  equalled  that  of  Lucre- 
tius, in  the  beauty  of  its  verfification,  and  infinitely  furpaffcd  it  in  the  folidity  and  flrength  of  its 
reafoning."  "  This  writer,"  fays  Mr.  Buncombe,  [Letters  of  Eminent  Perfons,  vol.  i.p.  8a.]  "  though 
the  butt  of  the  wits,  efpecially  Dryden  and  Pope,  was  treated  with  more  contempt  than  he  deferved. 
In  particular,  his  poem  on  the  Creation  has  much  merit.  And  let  it  be  remembered,  that  the  re- 
fentment  of  thofe  wits  were  excited  by  Sir  Richard's  zeal  for  religion  and  virtue,  by  cenfuring  ths 
libertini&i  of  Dryden,  and  the  (fuppofed)  profanenefs  of  Pope." 

"  Blackmore,"  fays  Dr.  JohnAii,  "  by  the  unremitted  enmity  of  the  wits,  whom  he  provoked 
more  by  his  virtue  than  his  dullnefs,  has  been  expofed  to  w.^rfe  treatment  than  he  deferved :  his 
name  was  fo  long  ufed  to  point  every  epigram  upon  dull  writers,  that  it  became  at  laft  a  bye-word 
of  contempt ;  but  it  deferves  obfervation,  that  malignity  takes  hold  only  of  his  writings,  and  that 
his  life  paffed  without  reproach,  even  when  his  boldnefs  uf  reprehenfion  naturally  turned  upon  him 
many  eyes  defi.'ous  to  fpy  faults,  which  many  tongues  would  have  made  hafte  to  pubUfli. 

"  As  an  author,  he  may  juftly  claim  the  honours  of  magnanimity.  The  inceffant  attacks  of  his 
enemies,  whether  ferious  or  merry,  are  never  difcovered  to  have  difturbed  his  quiet,  or  to  have 
leflened  his  confidence  in  himfelf ;  they  neither  awaked  him  to  filence  nor  to  caution  ;  they  neither 
provoked  him  to  petulance,  nor  depreffed  him  to  complaint.  While  the  diftributors  of  literary  fame 
were  endeavouring  to  depreciate  and  degrade  him,  he  either  defpifed  or  defied  them,  wrote  on  as 
he  had  written  before,  and  never  turned  afide  to  quiet  them  by  civility  or  reprefs  them  by  con- 
futation. 

"  He  depended  with  great  fecurity  on  his  own  powers,  and  perhaps  was  for  that  reafon  lefs  di- 
ligent in  perufing  books.  His  literature  was,  I  think,  but  fmali.  What  he  knew  of  antiquity, 
1  fufpecSt  him  to  have  gathered  from  modern  compilers;  but  though  he  could  not  boaft  of  much 
critical  knowledge,  his  mind  was  ftored  with  general  principles ;  and  he  left  minute  reproaches  to 
thofe  whom  he  confidered  as  little  minds. 

"  With  this  difpofition  he  wrote  mofl  of  his  poems.  Having  formed^  magnificent  defign,  he 
was  carclefs  of  particular  and  fubordinate  elegancies ;  he  ftudied  no  niceties  of  verfification ;  he 
waited  for  no  felicities  of  fancy  ;  but  caught  his  firft  thoughts  on  his  firft  words  in  which  they 
were  prefented  ;  nor  does  it  appear  that  he  faw  beyond  his  performances,  or  had  ever  elevated  his 
ideas  to  that  ideal  perfeftion  which  every  genius  born  to  excel  is  condemned  always  to  purfue,  and 
never  overtake.  In  the  firft  fuggeftions  of  his  imagination,  he  acquiefced ;  he  thought  them  good, 
and  did  not  feck  for  better.  His  works  may  be  read  a  long  time  without  the  occurrence  of  a  fingle 
line  that  ftands  prominent  from  the  reft. 

"  The  poem  on  Creation  has,  however,  the  appearance  of  more  circumfpedlion  ;  it  wants  neither 
harmony  of  numbers,  accuracy  of  ftyle,  nor  elegance  of  di6tion  ;  it  has  either  been  written  with 
great  care,  or  what  csnnot  be  imagined  of  fo  long  a  work,  with  fuch  felicity  as  made  care  lefs 
necelTary, 


^^4  ^      TttE  LIFE  OF  BLACKMORE. 

••  Its  two  conftltuent  parts  are  ratiocination  and  defcription.  To  reafon  in  verfe,  is  allowed  to 
be  difficult ;  but  Blackmore,  not  only  reafons  in  verfe,  but  very  often  reafons  poetically,  and  finds 
the  art  of  uniting  ornament  with  ftrength,  and  cafe  with  clofenefs.  This  is  a  flcill  which  Pope 
Diight  have  condefcended  to  Jearn  frrtm  him,  when  he  needed  it  fo  much  in  his  "  Moral  Eflays." 

"  In  his  defcriptions  both  of  life  and  nature,  the  poet  and  the  philofopher  happily  co-operate ; 
truth  is  recommended  by  elegance,  and  elegance  fuftained  by  truth. 

"  In  the  ftrudlure  and  order  of  the  poem,  not  only  the  greater  parts  are  properly  confecutive, 
tut  the  dedaiflic  and  illuftrative  paragraphs  are  fo  happily  mingled,  that  labour  is  relieved  by  plea- 
lure  and  the  attention  is  led  on  through  a  long  fucceffion  of  varied  excellence,  to  the  original  po^; 
fition,  the  fuudaniental  principle  of  wifdom  and  of  virtue/'^ 
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It  lias  been  tbe  opinion  of  many  perfons  oF  great 
Tenfe  and  learning,  that  the  knowledge  of  a  God, 
as  well  as  fome  other  felf-evident  and  uncontefted 
notions,  is  born  with  us,  and  exifts  antecedent  to 
any  perception  or  operation  of  the  mind.  They 
cxprefs  thcmfelvcs  on  this  fubjcdt  in  metaphorical 
terms,  altogether  unbecoming  philofophical  and 
judicious  inquiries,  while  they  affcrt,  that  the 
knowledge  of  a  God  is  interwoven  vi  ich  our  con- 
ftitution,  that  it  is  written,  engraven,  flamped, 
and  imprinted  in  clear  and  difcernible  charafters 
on  the  heart ;  in  which  manner  of  fpcech  they 
afFcd;  to  follow  the  great  orator  of  the  Romans. 

By  thefe  unartful  ph.afes  they  can  mean  no- 
thing but  this,  that  the  propofition,  Tbere  is  a 
God,  is  actually  exiftent  in  the  mind,  as  foon  as 
the  mind  has  its  being  ;  and  is  not  at  firft  acquired, 
though  it  may  be  afterwards  confirmed,  by  any 
acS  of  reafon,  by  any  argument  or  demonftration. 
1  muft  confefs  my  inability  to  conceive  tiiis  inbred 
knowledge,  thefe  original  independent  ideas,  that 
owe  not  their  being  to  the  operation  of  the  under- 
ftanding,  but  are,  I  know  lict  how,  congenite  and 
co-exiftcnt  with  it. 


For  how  a  man  can  be  faid  to  have  knowledge 
before  he  knows,  how  ideas  can  exift  in  the  mind 
without  and  before  perception,  I  muft  own  h  too 
difficult  for  me  to  comprehend.  That  a  man  is 
born  with  a  faculty  or  capacity  to  know,  though 
as  yet  without  any  aftual  knowledge ;  and  that 
as  the  eye  has  a  native  difpofition  and  aptitude  to 
perceive  the  light,  when  fitly  offered,  though  as 
yet  it  never  exercifed  any  nA  of  vifion,  and  had 
no  innate  images  in  the  womb;  fo  the  mind  i^ 
endued  with  a  power  and  faculty  to  know  and 
perceive  the  truth  of  this  propofition,  TJlrere  h  a 
God,  as  foon  as  it  Ihail  be  reprefented  to  it ;  all 
this  is  clear  and  Intelligible  ;  but  any  thing  more 
is,  as  I  have  faid,  abcve  my  reach.  In  this  opi- 
nion, which  I  had  many  years  ago  entertained,  I 
was  afterwards  confirmed  by  the  famous  author  of 
the  Effay  on  Human  Underilanding.  Nor  can  £ 
fee  that,  by  this  dodrine,  the  argument  for  the 
exigence  of  a  Deity,  drawn  from  the  general  af- 
fe;it  of  all  nations  (excepting  perhaps  fome  few, 
who  are  fo  barbarous  that  they  approach  very- 
near  the  condition  of  brute  animals),  is  at  all  in- 
validated.  For  luppofing  there  is  iio  iubred  kcow^ 


.«8 


The  works  of  blackmore. 


ledge  of  a  God;  yst  If  mankind  generally  affent  to 
it,  wbether  their  belief  proceeds  from  their  re- 
fle(ftion  on  themfelves,  or  on  the  vifible  creation 
about  them,  it  will  be  certainly  true,  that  the  ex- 
Hlencc  of  a  Deity  carries  with  it  the  cleareft  and 
moft  uncontrolable  evidence ;  fince  mankind  fo 
readily  and  fo  univerfally  perceive  and  embrace  it. 
It  deferves  confideration,  that  St.  Paul  upon  this 
argument  does  not  appeal  to  the  light  within,  or 
to  any  charafters  of  the  Divine  Being  originally 
engraven  on  the  heart,  but  deduces  the  caufe 
from  the  cfFedt,  and  from  the  creation  infers  the 
Creator. 

It  is  vciy  probable  that  thofe  who  believe  an  in- 
nate idea  of  a  Divine  Being,  unproduced  by  any 
operation  of  the  mind,  were  led  by  this  to  ano- 
ther opinion,  namely,  that  there  never  was  in  the 
world  a  real  Atheift  in  belief  and  fpeculation,  how 
many  focvf  r  there  may  have  been  in  life  and  prac- 
tice. But,  upon  due  exaniination,  this  ©pinion,  I 
ima''ine,  will  nof  abide  the  teft  ;  which  I  fhall 
endeavour  to  make  evident. 

But,  before  I  enter  upon  this  fubjefl,  it  feems 
proper   to  take  notice   of  the  apology,  which  fe 
■veral  perlbns  "f  great  learning  and   candour  have 
made  for  many  famius   men,  and  great  philofb- 
phers,  unjuflly  accufed  of  impiety. 

Whoever  fhall  fet  about  to  mend  the  world,  and 
refarm  men's  notions,  as  W'ell  as  their  manicrs, 
^ill  certainly  be  the  mark  of  much  fcandal  and 
reproach  ;  and  will  effeiSlually  be  convinced,  that 
it  is  too  pofiible  the  greateftloversand benefadtors 
of  mankind  may  be  reprefented  by  the  multiiude, 
•u'hofe  opinions  they  ccntradid,  as  the  worft  of 
men.  1  he  hardy  undertakers,  who  exprefs  their 
zeal  to  reillfy  the  fentiments  of  a  prejudiced  peo- 
ple in  matters  of  religion,  who  labour  to  ftem  the 
tide  of  popular  error,  and  ftrike  at  the  founda- 
tions of  any  ancient,  ellabllihed  fuperftition,  mufl: 
themfelves  exped:  to  be  treated  as  pragmatical  and 
infolent  innovators,  difturbers  of  the  public  peace, 
and  the  great  enemies  of  religion.  The  obferva- 
tion  of  all  ages  eoiifirms  this  truth ;  and,  if  any 
man  who  is  doubtful  of  i:  would  try  the  experi- 
ment, 1  make  no  qucflion  he  will  ver^'  foon  be 
thoroughly  convinced. 

It  is  no  wonder,  therefore,  that  Anaxagoras, 
th'iugh  he  was  the  firfl  philofpphcr  who  plainly 
afferted  an  Eternal  Mind  by  whofe  power  the 
world  Wis  made,  for  oppofuig  the  public  worfhip 
at  Athens,  whofe  refined  wits  were  plunged  in 
ihc  moll  fenfekfs  idolatry,  and  particularly  for 
denying  the  divinity  of  the  Sun,  fliould  be 
condemned  for  irrciigion,  and  treafon  againft  the 
god«",  and  be  heavily  fined  and  baniflied  the  city. 
it  is  no  wonder,  ulYtr  fo  fiiarp  a  perlecution  of 
ihis  zealous  reformer,  that  Socrates,  the  next  fuc- 
({flbr  but  one  to  Anaxagoras.  and  the  laU.  of  the 
Ionic  fchool,  for  oppofing  their  fcandalous  rabble 
t.f  deities,  and  afierting  ope  Divine  Being,  fliculd 
l)e  condemned  for  athtifm,  and  put  to  death,  by 
blind  fuperftition  and  implacable  bigotry. 

Some  have  bten  condemned  by  their  antagonifls 
for  impiety,  who  maintain  pofitinns,  which  thofe 
horn  whom  they  diifcnt  imagine  liavc  a  tendency 


to  the  difbelief  of  a  Deity.  But  this  is  a  manifefJ 
violation  of  juiHce,  as  well  as  candour,  to  imput* 
to  any  man  the  remote  confequcnccs  of  his  opi. 
nion,  which  he  himfelf  difclaims  and  detefls,  and 
who,  if  he  faw  the  connedion  of  his  principle.^ 
with  fuch  conclufions,  would  readily  renounce 
them.  No  man  can  be  reafonably  charged  with 
more  opinions  than  he  owns;  and  if  this  juflice 
were  obferved  in  polemical  difcourfes,  as  well  ol 
theology  as  philofophy,  many  perfons  had  efcaped 
thofe  hard  names,  and  terrible  cenfures,  which 
their  angry  antagonifls  have  thought  fit  to  fix 
upon  rhem.  No  one,  therefore,  is  to  be  reputed 
an  Atheifl,  or  an  enemy  to  religion,  upon  the  ac- 
count of  any  erroneous  opinion,  from  which  ano- 
ther may,  by  a  long  chain  of  fequels,  draw  that 
conclufion ;  much  lefs  for  holding  any  do<ftrines 
in  philofophy,  which  the  common  people  are  not 
able  to  examine  or  comprehend,  who,  when  they 
meddle  with  fpeculations,  of  which  they  are  un- 
qualified to  judge,  will  be  as  apt  to  cenfure  a 
philofopher  for  an  atheifl,  as  an  aflronomer  for  a 
magician. 

I  w  .uld  fain  too  in  this  place  make  fome  apo- 
logy for  the  great  numbers  of  loofe  and  vicious 
men,  who  laugh  at  religion,  and  feem  in  their 
converfation  to  difclaim  the  belief  of  a  Deity.  I 
do  not  mean  an  apology  for  their  pradlice,  but 
their  opinion  I  hope  thefe  unhappy  psrfons,  at 
leafl  the  greateft  part,  who  have  given  up  the 
reins  to  their  paffions  and  exorbitant  appetttesi 
arc,  rather  than  atheifls,  a  carelcfs  and  flupid 
fort  of  .creatures,  who,  either  out  of  a  fupine  tern? 
per,  or  for  fear  of  being  difturbed  with  remorfe  in 
their  unwarrantable  enjoyments,  never  foberly 
confider  with  themfelves,  or  exercife  their  reafun 
on  things  of  the  highefl  importance.  Thefe  per- 
fons never  examine  the  arguments  that  enforce  the 
belief  of  a  Deity,  and  the  obhgations  of  religion  : 
but  take  the  word  of  their  ingenious  friends,  or 
fome  atheiftical  pretender  to  philofophy,  who  af- 
fures  them  there  is  no  God,  and  therefore  no  re- 
ligion. And  notwithflanding  all  atheifls  have 
leave  given  them  by  thtir  principles  to  become  li- 
bertines, yet  it  is  not  true  that  all  libertines  are 
atheifls.  Some  plainly  affert  their  belief  of  a 
God  .  and  others,  who  deny  his  exiflence,  yet  do 
not  deny  it  upon  any  principles,  any  fchemc  of 
philofophy  which  they  have  framed,  and  by  which 
they  account  for  the  exiflence  and  duration  of  the 
world,  in  the  beautiful  order  in  which  wc  fee  it, 
without  the  aid  of  a  Divine  Eternal  Mind. 

But  there  arc  two  forts  of  men,  who,  without 
injaftice,  havi  been  called  atheifls;  thofe  who 
frankly  and  in  plain  terms  have  denied  the  being 
of  a  G(.il ;  and  thofe  who,  though  they  afferted  his 
being,  denied  thofe  attributes  and  perfedions, 
which  the  idea  of  a  God  includes ;  and  fo,  while 
they  acknowledged  the  name,  fubvertedthe  thing. 
Thefe  are  as  real  atheifls  as  the  former,  but  lefs 
fincerc.  If  any  man  (hould  declare  he  believes  a 
Deity,  but  affirms  that  this  Deity  is  of  human 
fhape,  and  not  eternal ;  that  he  derives  his  being 
from  the  fortuitous  concourfe  and  complication  of 
atoms ;  or,  though  he  allgwed  him  to  be  etemaV 
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Itbuld  maintain,  that  he  (howed  no  wifdf-m,  de- 
iign,  f)'  prudf  rcp,  in  the  formation  and  no  tare 
or  providence  in  'he  governnvnt  of  the  world ; 
that  heiievt..  r-fl^c^'  on  any  thing  exferior  to  his 
6wn  being,  not  inttreft-  himfelf  in  huTian  afiairs- ; 
does  not  kniw,  or  does  nor  a' tend  to.  any  of  oi-.r 
anions  :  fuch  a  perfon  is,  indeed,  and  in  effedt, 
as  much  an  arheift  as  the  fornaer.  For  though 
h«  owns  the  appellation,  yet  his  defcription  is  dt- 
Iftrudlive  of  thr  idt-a  of  a  God.  I  do  not  affirm, 
that  tlie  idea  of  a  God  implies  the  relation  of  a 
Creator:  but,  fince  in  the  demonftrati.n  of  the 
exillence;,of  a  God,  we  argue  from  the  effeft  to  the 
caufe,  and  proceed  from  the  contem;  lati'  n  of  the 
creature  to  the  knowledge  of  the  Creator,  it  isevi 
dent  we  cannot  know  there  is  a  God,  but  we  mufl 
know  him  to  be  the  Maker,  and,  if  the  Maker, 
then  the.  Governor  and  Benefadlor  of  the  world. 
Could  there  be  a  God,  who  is  emircly  regardlefs 
of  things  without  him,  who  is  perfectly  uncon- 
cerned with  the  diredion  and  government  of  the 
world,  is  altogether  indifferent  whether  we  wor- 
ship or  affront  him,  and  is  neither  pleafed  nor  dif- 
\5leafed  with  any  of  our  adtions;  he  would  cer- 
tainly to  us  be  'he  fame  as  no  God.  The  log  in 
the  fable  would  be  altogether  as  venerable  a  deity ; 
ifor,  if  he  has  no  concern  with  us,  it  is  plain,  we 
have  none  with  him  if  we  are  not  fubjed  to  any 
laws  he  has  made  for  us,  we  can  never  be  obedient, 
or  difobedient,  nor  can  we  need  forgivennefs,  or 
exped:  reward.  If  we  are  not  the  fubjedts  of  his 
care  and  protedlion,  we  can  owe  him  no  love  or 
gratitude ;  if  he  either  does  not  hear,  or  difregards 
out  prayers,  how  impertinent  is  it  to  build  temples, 
and  to  worfhip  at  his  altars  .  In  my  opinion,  fuch 
notions  of  a  Deity^  which  lay  the  axe  to  the  root 
of  all  religion,  and  make  all  the  expreflians  of  it 
idle  and  ridiculous ;  which  deftroy  the  diftindlion 
of  good  and  bad,  all  morality  of  our  adions,  and 
rem-jve  all  the  grounds  and  reafons  of  fear  of  pu- 
"nifhment,  and  hope  of  reward;  will  juftly  de 
nominate  a  man  an  atheift,  though  he  ever  fo 
much  dil'claims  that  ignominious  title. 

Thales,  the  founder  of  the  Ionic  fchool,  and  the 
J)hilofophers  who  fucceeded  him,  Anaximander 
Anaximenes,  Diogenes,  \pollionates,  Anaxagoras, 
and  Archelaus,  are  cenfured  by  Ariftotle  as  dif- 
lelievers  of  a  Deity  ;  the  reafon  he  gives  is,  that 
thefc  philofophe's,  in  treating  of  the  principles 
of  the  world,  never  introduce  the  Deity  as  the 
efficient  caufe.  But  if  it  be  confidered,  that  na- 
tural fcience  was  then  in  its  infancy,  and  that  thofe 
primitive  philofophers  only  undertook  to  account 
lor  the  tnaterial  principle  out  of  which  the  world 
was  made,  which  one  alTerted  to  be  water,  one 
ilire,  another  air;  though  this  may  prove  that  they 
formed  but  a  lame  and  unfinilhcd  fcheme  of  phi- 
lofophy,  yet  it  does  not  evince,  that  they  denied 
the  being  of  a  God,  or  that  they  did  not  bqlicve 
him  to  be  the  efficient  caufe  of  ail  things.  It  is 
indeed  a  convincing  evidence  that  their  philofo- 
bhy  was  imperfed:,  as  at  firfl  it  might  well  be  ; 
but  from  their  filence  or  omiffion  of  him  in  their 
fyftems,  when  they  defigned  to  treat  only  of  the 
Material  caufes  of  things,  it  is  ynreafonabie  to  af- 


firm tl;at  they  denied  his  being  '.  and  it  is  certain 
Anaxaj(oras  taught,  that,  btfides  it  mater,  was 
abfolutely  neceffary  to  affert  a  Divine  lyiind.  the 
Contriver  and  Maker  of  the  world;  and  for  this 
religious  principle,  as  we  !aid  before,  he  was  at 
Athens  an  illuflrious  confrlTor. 

After  the  death  of  Socrates,  the  Ionic  fchool 
was  foon  divided  into  various  fedls  and  philofo- 
phical  parties  of  the  Cyrenaic  fchool,  Theodo  ; 
rus  and  Dion  Borifthenites,  were  re]'uted  Atheifts, 
contemners  of  the  Gods,  and  derider.s  cf  religion. 
Yet  fince  it  does  not  r.ppf ar,  that  they  had  formed 
any  impious  fchen^e  jf  v'hilofophy,  or  maintained 
their  irreligion  by  any  pretended  principles  of  rea- 
fon, it  is  not  improbable  that  thcfe  men  were  ra- 
ther abandoned  libertines,  without  confidera- 
tion  and  rcfledtion,  than  fpeculative  and  philofo- 
phical  Atheifls. 

The  Italic  fchool,  to  its  great  difhonoiir,  wa» 
more  fe-tile  in  impiety,  and  produced  a  greater 
number  of  thefe  irreligious  philofophers.  The 
mafters,  who  fucceeded  their  famou?  founder  Py- 
thagoras, ioon  degenerated  from  his  oohle  aad 
pious  principles,  and  not  only  corrupted  the  purity 
of  his  codrine,  but  became  downright  apoftates, 
renpuncing  the  belief  of  a  God,  and  fubvciting 
the  foundations  of  religion.  Lt.ucippus,  Demo- 
critus,  Diago.as,  and  Protagor.is,  were  juftly 
reckoned  in  this  rank;  who  affo'ted,  that  the 
world  was  made  by  the  cafual  combination  of 
atoms,  without  any  aflilbnce  or  dirediion  of  a 
Divine  Mind  They  tau'(<ht  their  followers  this 
dodlrine,  fupported  it  with  arguments,  and  fo 
were  Atheifts  on  the  pretended  principles  of  rea- 
fon. But  among  all  the  ancient  obdurate  A- 
theifts,  and  inveterate  enemies  of  religion,  no 
one  feems  more  lincere,  or  more  implacable,  than 
Epicurus. 

And  thongh  this  perfon  was  perhaps  of  as  dull 
an  underftanding,  of  as  unrefined  thought,  and  as 
little  fagacity  and  penetration,  as  any  man  who 
v.as  ever  complimented  with  the  name  of  a  philo- 
fopher  ;  yet  feveral  great  wits,  and  men  of  di- 
IHnguifhed  learning,  in  this  laft  age,  have  been 
pleafed  to  give  the  world  high  encomiums  of  his- 
capaclty  and  fuperior  attainments. 

After  a  long  night  of  if^norance  had  overfpread 
the  face  of  Europe,  many  wiic  men,  from  a  gene- 
rous love  of  truth,  refolved  to  exercife  their  rea- 
fon, and  free  themfelves  from  prejudice,  and  a 
fervile  veneration  of  great  names,  and  prevailing 
authority  ,  and,  growing  impatient  of  tyrannical 
imp.iiitions,  as  well  in  philolophy  as  religion,  to 
their  great  honour,  feparated  both  from  the  church 
of  Rome,  and  the  fchool  of  Ariftotle.  Thefe  pa- 
triots of  the  commonwealth  of  learning,  combined 
to  reform  the  corruptions,  and  redrefs  the  griev- 
ances of  philofophy  ;  to  pull  down  the  Peripatetic 
monarchy,  and  fet  up  a  free  and  independent  ftatc 
of  fcience ;  and,  being  fully  convinced  of  the 
weaknefs  and  unreafonablenefs  of  Ariftotle's  fy- 
ftem,  which  confifted  chiefly  of  words  withou? 
any  determined  meaning,  and  of  idle  metaphyfical 
definitions,  of  which  many  were  falfe,  and  many 
unintelligible ;  they  in  this  cafe  had  recourfe  to 
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ine  Corpufcularian  hypctheCs,  and  revived  the  ob- 
fblete  and  exploded  fyftem  of  Epicurus. 

Many  of  thefe  noble  leaders,»who  had  declared 
sgainft  the  Peripatetic  ufurpation,  and  afferted  the 
tights  and  liberties  of  human  underftanding,  called 
-  in  this  philofopher,  for  want  of  a  better,  to  depofe 
Ariftotle.  And  though  a  general  revolution  did 
not  follow,  yet  the  defeftion  from  the  prince  of 
fcience,  as  he  was  once  efteemed,  was  very  great. 
-When  thefe  firft  reformers  of  Ariftotle's  fchool  had 
«fpoufed  the  intereft  of  Epicurus,  and  introduced 
his  dodlrincs,  that  his  hypothefis  might  be  received 
^with  the  lefs  oppofition,  they  thought  it  necefTary 
•to  remove  the  ignominious  chara<fter  of  impiety, 
binder  which  their  philofopher  had  long  lain.  And 
it  is  indeed  very  natural  for  a  man,  who  has  cm- 
•braced  another's  notions  and  principles,  to  believe 
■well  of  his  mafter,  and  to  ftand  up  in  the  defence 
•  of  his  reputation.  The  learned  Gaffendus  is  emi- 
nent above  all  others  for  the  warm  zeal  he  has  ex- 
prefTed,  and  the  great  pains  he  has  taken,  to  vin- 
dicate the  honout  of  Epicurus,  and  cjear  his  cha- 
radler  from  the  imputation  of  irreligion. 

After  the  unhappy  fate  of  Anaxagoras  and  the 
great  Socrates,  it  is  no  vronder  that  the  philofo- 
phers,  who  fucceeded  fliould  grow  more  cautions 
in  propagating  their  opinions,  for  fear  of  provok- 
ing the  magiitrate,  and  making  thcmfelves  ob- 
noxious to  the  laws  of  their  country  :  and,  if  atiy 
had  formed  irreligious  fchemes.it  is  to  befuppofed, 
they  would  take  care  to  guard,  as  well  as  they 
could,  againfl  the  punifhment  to  be  inflifled  on 
■  all  who  denied  the  gods,  and  derided  the  efta- 
-bliihed  worfliip.  An  atheift  cannot  be  fuppofed 
■to  be  fond  of  fufferiug,  when  pain  and  death  are 
■what  he  chiefly  abhors :  and  therefore  Epicurus, 
who,  if  Cicero  and  Plutarch  knew  his  opinion, 
was  a  downright  profelTed  atheift,  has  not  in 
ternis  denied,  but  indeed  afferted,  the  being  of  the 
gods ;  and  fpeaks  honourably  of  them,  fo  far  as 
regards  the  excellence  of  their  nature,  and  their 
happinefs.  But  when  he  defcribes  his  gods,  and 
gives  them  a  human  face  and  limbs,  and  fays  they 
are  neither  incorporeal  nor  corporeal,  but  as  it 
\vere  corporeal ;  while  he  excludes  them  from  any 
hand  in  making,  or  care  in  guiding  and  go'verfling 
the  world,  and  undertakes  to  (how  that  all  things 
•were  brought  about  by  mere  chance,  without  any 
help  or  direction  of  the  gods,  who  are  altogether 
'Unconcerned  with  human  a£Fairs,  and  regardlefs  of 
our  actions ;  he  muft  laugh  in  himfelf,  and  be  fup- 
pofed to  have  formed  this  ridiculous  idea  of  a  Di- 
vine Being,  merely  to  efcape  the  character  of  an 
impious  philofopher.  For  though  he  owns  the  name 
of  a  God,  by  his  dcfcription  he  entirely  deftroys 
the  Divine  Nature.  Nor  do  I  think,  that  Ariftotle 
can  be  defended  from  the  charge  of  atheifm ; 
for  while  he  affirms,  that  the  world,  as  to  its.for- 
jnation,  as  well  as  its  progreffion  and  duration,  .is 
independent  en  the  gods,  and  owes  nothing  to 
their  power,  wifdom,  or  providence,  he  utterly 
fiibverts  all  pretence  to  religion  and  divine  wor- 
ship, and  comes  at  laft  into  the  dregs  of  the  Epi- 
curean fcheme :  this,  I  believe,  I  have  plainly 
jproved  ia  the  following  pocnit 


As  to  the  modern  Athiefts,  VanJnus,  Hobbesj 
ind  Spinofa  ;  I  have  fpoken  of  them  in  their  torn, 
and  ftiall  not  anticipate  what  is  faid  hereafter. 

I  have  been  determined  to  employ  fome  of  my 
Icifure  hours  in  writing  on  this  fubjedl,  by  the  me- 
lancholy reflftcftion  I  have  often  made  on  the  growth 
of  profanencfs,  and  the  prevailing  power  of  loofe, 
and  irreligious  principles  in  this.nation.  1 

It  is  a  mortifying  confuleration  to  all  who  love 
mankind,  and  wifti  well  to  their  country,  that  thia 
opinion  has  of  late  years,  above  the  example  o£ 
paft  ages,  fpread  its  contagious  influence  fo  far  andf 
wide,  that  now,  emboldened  by  the  power  and' 
number  of  its  affertors,  it  becomes infolent  and  for-' 
midable.  Thofe  impious  maxims,  which  a  fmall 
party  in  the  laft  age,  when  inflamed  with  wine, 
vented  in  private,  are  now  the  entertainment  off 
the  coifee-houfe,  publicly  prpfeffed,  and  in  many; 
companies  fpoken  of  ip  cool  blood,  as  the  ordinary 
fubjcdls  of  canverfation. 

All  ages  have  brought  forth  fome  monfters,  fome  . 
profeffors  and  patrons  of  irreligion  ;  monfters  ia 
csi'peft  of  their  fcarcenefs,  as  well  as  deformity  5 
but  the  .amazing  abundance. of  thefe  odious  pro- 
du(5lions  is,  I  believe,  peculiar  te  this  fernle  age. 
I  am  apt  to  think,  that  moft  who  were  reckonecj 
athiefts  in  former  reigns  were  rather  unbridled 
libertines,  than  irreligious  in  principle  :  but  now 
we  are  fo  far  advanced,  that  the  infecftion  ha')  feiz- 1 
ed  the  mind  j^she  Atheift  ia  practice  is  become  one] 
in  fpeculation,  and  lopfcnefs  of  manners  improved 
to  intelletSual  impiety. 

Many  (which  is  without  example)  exprefs  zt}, 
ardent  seal  fo;*  profanenefs,  are  grown  bigots  iii 
atheifm,  and  with  .great  induftry  and  applicationi 
propagate  their  principles,  form  parties,  and  con- 
cert meafi\res  to  carry  on  with  vigour  the  caufe  oE 
irreligion.  They  c^refs,  and  are  very  fond  of, 
thofe  who  boldly  declare  for  impiety,  and  mock  all 
religion  as  cheat  and  impofture.  Thefe  are  wits, 
men  of  fenfe,  of  large  and  free  thoughts,. and  can- 
not fail  of  being  men  in  faftiion.  And  as  the  re-  . 
negades  and  defcrters  of  heaven  who  renounc3  ■ 
their  God  for  the  favour  of  men,  and  choofc  to 
grow  popular  at  the  deareft  rate,  are  by  many  pro- 
tc<fted  and  applauded  :  fo  there  are  places  where 
a  man,  that  has  the  alTurance  to  own  the  belief  of 
a  Deity  and  a  future  ftate,  would  be  expofed  and 
laughed  out  of  countenance.  Hence  many  are  ■ 
tempted  to  conceal  their  notions  of  religion,  fop 
fear  of  blafting  their  reputation,  and  of  being  ne- 
gledted  and  defpifed  by  thofe  frpm  whofe  favouij 
they  expeift  profit  or  promotion. 

immediately  after  the  Reftoration,  |the  people,, 
intoxicated  with,  the  plcafures  of  peace,  and  influ' 
enced  by  the  example  of  a  loofe  court,  as  well  as 
from  their  great  averfion  to  the  former  fanatical 
ftridnefs  and  feverity  of  converfation,  which  they 
detefted  as  hypocrify,  indulged  themfelves  in  fen-  • 
,fual  liberties,  and  by  degrees  funk  deep  into  luxury , 
.and  vice.     Then  it  was  that  fome  irreligious  men, 
taking  advantage  of  this  growing  diflolution  of 
manners,  began  to  propagate  their  deteftable  no- 
tions, and  fow  the  feeds  of  profanenefs  and  im- 
piety, which  fprung  up  apace,  and  flourilhed    ri 
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proportion  to  the  growth  of  immorality.  Thus 
yice  and  irrcligion,  mutually  aflifling  each  other, 
extended  their  power  hy  daily  encroachments;  and 
the  folid  temper  and  firijmefs  of  mind,  which  the 
people  once  poffeffed,  being  flackened  and  difiblved 
by  the  power  of  riot  and  forbidden  pleafurc,  their 
judgment  foon  became  vitiated ;  which  corruption 
of  tafte  has  ever  fmce  gradually  increafed,  as  the 
confederate  powers  of  vice  and  profanenefs  have 
fpread  their  infedtion,  and  gained  upon  religion. 

While  loofe  principles  and  impious  opinions  per- 
vert the  judgment,  a  petulant  humour,  that  inclines 
men  to  give  an  air  of  levity  and  ridicule  to  all 
their  difcourfes,  and  turn  every  thing  to  mirth  and 
raillery,  does  in  proportion  get  ground;  this  being 
efteemed  the  moft  fuccefsful  method  to  weaken 
the  power  and  authority  of  religion  in  the  minds 
of  men. 

I  would  not  here  be  underftood  as  if  I  condemn- 
ed the  qualifications  of  wit  and  pleafantry,  but 
only  the  mifapplication  of  them.  I  fliall  always 
retain  a  great  value  for  ingenious  men,  provided 
they  do  not  abufe  and  proftitutc  their  talents  to  the 
\vorft  purpofes ;  I  mean  the  deriding  all  fobriety 
of  manners,  and  turning  into  jeft  the  principles 
■which  conftitute  our  duty  here,  and  affure  our  hap- 
jpinefs  hereafter.  But  can  any  man  who  reveres  a 
God,  and  loves  his  country,  {land  by  unconcerned, 
■while  loofe  and  profane  wits  fliow  fo  much  zeal 
and  diligence  in  propagating  maxims,  which  tend 
fo  direcftly  to  the  difhonour  of  the  one,  and  the 
ruin  of  the  other  ? 

Should  Atheifm  and  corruption  of  manners, 
thofe  infeparable  companions,  which,  as  caufes  and 
effcdls,  mutually  introduce  and  fupport  each  other, 
prevail  much  farther;  fliould  impious  notions  in 
any  age  hereafter  generally  infeiSt  the  higheft,  as 
■well  as  the  inferior  ranks  of  men  ;  what  confufion 
of  affairs  muft  enfuc  !  It  would  be  impoffible  to 
find  men  of  principle  to  fill  the  places  of  truft  and 
honour,  or  patrons  to  promote  them  :  merit  would 
incapacitate  and  difqualify  for  the  favour  of  great 
men,  and  a  religious  charadler  wpuld  be  an  invinci- 
ble obftrudtion  to  advancement ;  there  would  be  no 
perfons  of  rank  to  encourage  men  of  worth,  and 
bring  ncgledled  virtue  into  fafiiion.  On  the  contra- 
ry, the  contemners  of  heaven  and  deriders  of  piety 
■would  be  carefled,  applauded,  and  promoted  ;  the 
difpofers  of  preferment  would  confer  all  on  thofe 
■who  embrace  their  opinions :  and  what  a  terrible 
temptation  would  this  be  to  our  youth,  to  accom- 
Snodate  their  notions  to  thofe  of  the  men  in  power, 
■when  they  fhall  fee  that  their  favour  is  not  other- 
tvife  to  be  procured ! 

Is  it  not  highly  probable  that,  in  fuch  an  age, 
clubs  and  cabals  would  be  formed  of  fcofFers  and 
^buffoons,  to  laugh  religion  out  of  countenance,  and 
make  the  profeiTors  of  it  the  objed  of  public  fcorn 
and  contempt  ? 

Befides,  it  is  natural  to  believe  that  magiftrates 
in  a  commonwealth,  generally  compofed  of  a- 
theifts,  would  likewife  proceed  to  violence,  and 
perfecute  thofe  whom  they  could  not  perfuade  to 
embrace  their  notions,  as  much  as  any^fedl:  of  reli- 
j^ioa  Jias  ever  done,    for  it  is  not  religion,  but 


corrupted  human  nature,  that  pufiifs  men  on  to 
compulfive  methods  of  obliging  their  adverfaries 
to  renounce  their  own,  and  affert  the  opinions  of 
men  in  power.  It  is  from  the  fadlious  temper  of 
a  party,  not  the  fpirit  of  piety ;  it  is  from  pride 
and  an  impatience  of  contradiction,  or  from  luft  of 
dominion,  or  a  violent  defire  of  engrofling  the 
places  of  honour  and  profit,  that  men  endeavour, 
by  cruel  and  coercive  methods,  to  filence  their  op- 
ponents, and  fupprefs  their  competitors.  And  if  ic 
will  be  allowed  that  human  paffions  will  always 
exert  themfelves  with  uniformity,  and  therefore 
dill  produce  the  like  elFetSls ;  if  we  may  foretel 
what  atheifls  when  in  power  are  like  to  do,  from 
what  they  have  done,  as  far  as  they  had  ability  ; 
we  may  be  affured,  when  they  do  not  want  power, 
they  will  never  want  a  will  to  employ  violence,  tc» 
extinguilh  the  notions  of  piety,  and  the  hateful 
herefy  of  religion.  It  would  not  be  ftrange  if  a- 
theiftical  tefts,  in  fuch  a  ftate  of  affairs,  ihould  be 
formed  and  impofed,  to  keep  men  of  dangerous 
principles  out  of  all  ports  of  power  and  profit;  and 
all  that  believed  the  being  of  a  God,  and  the  re- 
wards and  punifhments  of  another  life,  fliould  be 
looked  on  as  difafiedled  to  the  government,  and 
the  difl:urbers  of  the  public  peace. 

And  if  fuch  notions  of  impiety,  and  fuch  a  de- 
generate conftitution  of  manners,  fliould  ever  pre- 
vail in  this  unhappy  nation,  any  man,  without  the 
gift  of  prophecy,  and,  indeed,  with  a  very  mode- 
rate penetration,  may  forefee,  that  the  public  will 
then  be  expofed  to  inevitable  ruin. 

But  before  the  interefts  of  virtue  and  religion 
are  reduced  to  fo  deplorable  a  ftate,  it  is  to  be  hop- 
ed this  once  wife  and  fober  nation  will  awakea 
from  its  lethargy;  that,  notwithftanding  the  pre- 
fent  popularity  of  vice,  levity,  and  impiety,  it  may 
one  day  recover  its  relifli  of  folid  knowledge  and 
real  merit;  that  buffoons  themfelves  may  one  day 
be  expofed,  the  laughersin  their  turn  become  ridi- 
culous, and  an  ^atheiftical  fcoffer  be  as  much  out 
of  credit,  as  a  fober  and  reUgious  man  is  at  pre- 
fent :  virtue,  ferioufnefs,  and  a  due  reverence  of 
facred  and  divine  things,  may  revive  among  us ; 
and  it  is  the  duty  and  intereft  of  every  man  thac 
loves  his  country,  and  wiflies  well  to  mankind,  to 
make  his  utmofl:  efforts  to  bring  about  fuch  a  happy 
revolution.  This  would  the  fooner  be  effedted,  if 
the  virtuous  part  of  ingenious  men  (for  virtue  has 
flill  a  party)  would  nor  fupinely  ftand  by,  and  fee 
the  honour  and  intereft  of  religion  expofed  and  in- 
fulted  ;  but,  inftead  of  an  abjed,  unadlive  defpon- 
dence,  would  unite  their  endeavours,  with  vigour 
and  refolution,againft  the  common  enemies  of  God 
and  their  country.  It  is  great  pity,  that  in  fo  no- 
ble a  caufe  any  fhould  fhow  fuch  poornefs  of  fpirit, 
as  to  be  afhamed  of  afferting  their  religion,  and 
ftemming  the  tide  of  impiety,  for  fear  of  becoming 
the  entertainment  of  fcoffing  libertines. 

I  know  the  gentlemen  of  atheiftical  notions 
pretend  to  refined  parts,  and  pafs  themfelves  upon 
the  world  for  wits  of  the  firft  rank  :  yet  in  debate 
they  decline  argument,  and  rather  truft  to  the  de- 
cifion  of  raillery.  But  if  it  were  poflible  for  thefu 
gentlemen  to  apply  themfelves  in  good  earnell  ta 
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the  reafons  alleged  in  proof  of  a  Divine  Being,  in 
a  manner  that  becomes  an  ii.q'jiry  of  fuch  confe- 
quence,  I  (hould  believe  their  convidion  were  not  : 
to  be  defpaired  of. 

But  there  is  little  appearance  that  they  will  be  \ 
erer  prevailed  on  to  ccnfider  this  matter  with  de-  j 
liberate  and  unprejudiced  thoujjht ;  and,  thctefore,  j 
I  am  not  fo  fanguiue  to  think,  that  any  arguments 
1  can  bring,  though  ever  fo  clear  and  demonftra- 
tive,  arc  like  to  make  any  imprcflion  upon  a  vete- 
ran atheift.     1  have,  neverthelefs,  thought  it  a  fea- 
fonable  fervice  to  endeavour  to  i.op  the  contagion, 
and,  as  far  as  I  am  able,  to  prcfervc  thofe  who  arc 
not  yet  infedteil. 

1  w«uld  entreat  thefe  to  diftinguifli  between 
raillery  and  argument,  and  not  believe  that  mirth 
ought  to  determine  in  fo  weighty  a  cafe ;  that  they 
would  not  admit  of  principles  of  the  utmoft  con- 
cern without  examination,  and  take  impiety  upon 
content ;  that  they  would  appeal  from  the  buffoon 
and  the  mocker,  to  the  impartial  decifion  of  right 
reafon,  and  debate  this  matter  with  the  gravity 
that  becomes  the  importance  of  the  fubie<5l:. 

But,  fince  the  gentlemen  who  own  no  obliga- 
tions of  religion  for  the  rule  of  behaviour,  fet  up 
in  its  ftead  a  fpurious  principle,  which  they  call 
honour,  and  a  greafnefs  (f  mmd,  that  will  not  de- 
fcend  to  a  mean  or  bafc  a<51:ion  ;  let  them  refledl, 
vrhether  that  term,  as  hty  ufe  it,  is  not  an  empty 
found  without  any  determined  meaning.  If  ho- 
nour lays  a  man  under  any  obligation  to  perform 
or  forbear  any  adlion,  then,  it  is  evident  honour 
is  a  law  or  rule,  and  the  tranfgrtffion  of  it  makes 
us  guilty  and  obnoxious  to  punifliment  ;  and  if  it 
be  a  law,  it  muit  be  the  declaration  i,f  fome  legif- 
lator's  will ;  for  this  is  the  definition  of  a  law  that 
regulates  the  manners  of  a  moral  agent.  Now,  F 
aflc  a  man  of  hon'-ur,  who  denies  religion,  what, 
or  whofe  law  he  breaks,  if  he  deviates  from  what 
he  imagines  a  point  of  honour  ?  It  is  plam  there 
can  be  no  tranlgreffum,  where  there  is  no  law  ;  no 
irregularity  where  there  is  no  rule  ;  nor  can  a 
man  do  a  bafe  or  diftionourable  thing,  if  he  lies 
under  no  obligation  to  the  contrary.  Honour, 
therefore,  abftracled  from  the  notion  of  religion, 
which  enjoins  it,  is  an  idle  chimera,  which  can 
have  little  power  over  any  man  that  does  not  be- 
lieve a  Divine  Legiflator,  whofe  authority  muft  en- 
force it. 

'  It  is  the  fame  with  friendfhip  and  gratitude, 
which  are  principles  that  the  Atheill  will  often 
commend.  But  how  is  any  nian  bound  to  be 
grateful,  or  to  be  a  friend  ?  Should  he  adl  a  con- 
trary part,  and  be  treacherous  and  ungrateful,  what 
guilt  has  he  contra<5led  ?  Has  he  offended  againft 
any  law  ?  or  can  be  become  guilty,  without  the 
breach  of  any  ?  If  you  fay  he  has  broken  any  law, 
tell  us  the  law,  and  by  whom  it  was  made.  If  the 
laws  of  the  Supreme  Being  are  fet  afide,  we  can 
lie  under  no  regulation,  but  have  an  unbounded 
liberty  over  all  our  aftiors;  we  may,  with<  ut  the 
lead  fault  or  dilhon<.ur,  break  our  oaths,  fubvert 
the  government,  betray  our  friends,  affallinate  our 
parents :  in  fliort,  commit  all  kinds  of  the  moft 
«let€ftablc  crimes  without  rcmorfc  ;  for,  not  being 

4 


controlled  by  any  obligation,  vre  may  do  whatevel 
our  paffions  or  our  interefts  prompt  us  to,  without 
being  accountable  to  any  tribunal  for  the  leaft 
tranfgreffion. 

If  it  be  faid,  we  are  obliged  by  the  laws  of  oxtt- 
country;  I  anfwer,  that,  as  to  the  adlions  we  are 
fpeaking  of,  fuch  as  a  man  of  honour,  a  great  and 
generous  mind,  a  friend,  a  grateful  perfon,  is  fup- 
poled  to  think  himfelf  obliged  to,  thefe  are  fuch 
as  are  not  regulated  by  municipal  laws,  and  there- 
fore men  are  at  liberty,  whether  they  will  adt  by 
what  they  call  a  principle  of  honour  or  not,  and 
can  juftly  incur  no  cenfure  or  reproach,  (hould 
they  have  no  regard  to  that  pompous  and  founding 
word;  for  if  their  adlions  are  not  morally  deter- 
mined either  by  human  or  divine  laws,  they  may 
very  juftly,  and  honourably  too,a6l  with  unlimited 
freedom  in  thefe  matters.  Befides,  whoever  be- 
lieves himfelf  free  from  the  obligations  of  divine 
precepts,  cannot  look  on  himfelf  as  bound  by  any 
human  laws.  He  may  indeed,  from  the  appre- 
hcnfion  of  punifliment,  forbear  an  adlion  thus  for- 
bidden, and  it  is  his  intereft  fo  to  do  :  but,  if  he 
think*-  no  divine  authority  makes  it  his  duty  to 
fubmit  to  the  magiftrate,  and  obey  the  laws  of  his 
country,  he  is  at  liberty,  as  to  any  guilt,  whether 
he  will  'bey  or  no  If  he  ventures  the  punifli- 
ment, he  efcapes  the  fin.  If  an  Atheift  fwears  fi- 
delity to  his  prince,  what  controlling  power  is  he 
under,  which  affcft^  the  mind,  not  to  betray  him, 
if  he  thinks  it  fi'  and  fafe  to  do  it  ?  If  he  lets  his 
parents,  or  his  patron,  or  his  friend  perifti,  what 
iniquity  is  he  accountable  for  ? 

The  exiftence  of  a  God  has  been  already  clearedj 
and  abundantly  demonftrated.  by  many  pious  and 
learned  authors;  whence  this  attempt  may  be  cen- 
lured  as  impertinent  and  unneceffary.  But  all 
thofe  excellent  performances  being  writ  in  profe, 
and  the  greateft  part  in  the  learned  languages,  or 
at  leaft  in  a  fcholaftic  manner,  arc  ill-acconimoda- 
ted  to  great  numbers  not  of  a  learned  education  ; 
and  many  who  have  more  knowledge,  and  greater 
genius,  will  not  undergo  the  trouble  of  reading 
and  conCdering  the  arguments  expreffed  in  a  man- 
ner to  them  I'bfcure,  dry,  and  difagreeable.  I  have 
therefore  formed  a  poem  on  this  great  and  impor- 
tant fubjetS:,  that  I  might  give  it  the  advantages 
peculiar  to  poetry,  and  adapt  it  more  to  the  gene- 
ral apprehenfion  and  capacity  of  mankind.  The 
harmony  of  number^  engages  many  to  read  and 
retain  what  they  would  negleft  if  written  in  profe; 
and  I  perfuade  myfelf  the  Epicurean  philof -phy 
had  not  lived  fo  long,  nor  been  fo  much  eftcemed, 
had  it  not  been  kept  alive  and  propagated  by  the 
famous  poem  of  Lucretius.  ■ 

I  have  chofcn  to  demonftrate  the  exiftence  of  a 
God  from  the  marks  of  wifdom,  defign,  contri- 
vance, and  the  choice  of  ends  and  means,  which 
appear,  in  the  univerfe.  Out  of  the  various  argti- 
ments  that  evince  the  truth  of  this  propofition, 
"  There  is  a  God,"  I  have  feletSlcd  this  as  the  moft 
evident  and  intelligible 

I  may  with  reafon  prefumc,  that  I  fliall  not  in- 
cur any  ceniure  for  not  employing  new  arguments 
to  prove  the  being  of  a  Godj  none  but  what  have 
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I  "been  prochiced  Tieforeby  many  writers,  even  from 
the  eliieft  days  of  pbilofophy.  It  was  never  oljeifled 
to  Lucretius,  that,  in  his  applauded  poem,  he  has 

'  not  invented  a  new  fyftem  of  philofnphy,  but  only 
recited  in  poetical  numbers  the  ancient  dt^firines 
of  Democritus  and  Epicurus.  Nor  can  it  with 
xeafon  be  fuppofed,  that  tlie  arguments  by  which 
ihe  fupports  their  opinions  were  not  long  before  in 
the  fchools  of  Greece.  Nor  have  modern  writers 
on  this  fub]e6l  invented,  but  purfued  the  demon- 
Itration  ef  a  God,  from  the  evident  appearance  of 
contrivance  and  wifdom  in  the  vifible  world, 
which  they  have  done  with  more  clearnefs  and 
•ftrength,  than  thofe  who  went  before  them.  And 
while  t^icfe  have  attempted  to  evince  the  esiftence 
of  a  God  only  from  the  contemplation  of  corporeal 
nature,  I  have  carried  the  argument  on  to  the  ac- 
,  tions  of  living,  fenfitive,  and  intelligent  beings,  fi 
far  as  we  are  acquainted  with  them ;  believing 
that  brighter  and  more  noble  ftrokes  of  wildnm 
and  defign  appear  in  the  principles  of  life,  fcnfa- 
tion,  and  rcafon,  than  in  all  the  compafs  of  the 
material  world. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  give  the  fubjecSl  yet  great- 
er degrees  of  perfpicuity,  more  variety  of  argu- 
ment, as  well  as  eafy  and  familiar  expredion,  that, 
the  ftyle  being  more  pleafing,  and  the  demonftra- 
tion  more  readily  apprehended,  it  may  leave  a 
deeper  imprefTu/n,  and  its  efFe(fts  and  ufefulnefs 
may  becofne  more  extenfive.  In  order  to  this,  I 
have  rarely  ufed  any  term  of  art,  er  any  phrafe 
peculiar  to  the  writing  and  converfation  of  learn- 
ed men.  I  have  attempted,  as  Monfieur  Fonte- 
nelle  has  done  with  great  fuccefs  in  his  plurality 
of  worlds,  to  bring  philofophy  out  of  the  fccret  re- 
ceffes  of  the  fchools,  and  ftrip  it  of  its  uncouth  and 
myfierious  drefs,  that  it  may  become  agreeable, 
and  admitted  to  a  general  converfation. 

I  take  it  for  granted,  that  no  judicious  reader 
will  expe(5l,  in  the  philofophical  and  argumema- 
tive  parts  of  this  poem,  the  ornaments  of  poetical 
eloquence.  In  this  cafe,  wher«  metaphor  and  de- 
fcription  are  not  admitted  left  they  Ihould  darken 
and  enfeeble  the  argument,  if  the  reafoning  be 
clofc,  ftrong,  and  eaCly  apprehended;  if  th«re  be 
an  elegant  fimplicity,  purity,  and  propriety  of 
words,  and  a  jufl  order  and  c.>nne<9:ioii  of  the 
parts,  mutually  fupporting  and  enlightening  one 
another,  there  will  be  sU  the  perfedLion  which  the 
Oyle  can  demand. 

I  may  fafely  conclude,  that  no  man  \*ill  expeft 
that  in  this  poem  I  fhould  borrow  any  embellifl'.- 
ments  from  the  exploded  and  obfolete  theology  of 
the  ancient  idolaters  of  Greece  or  Rome  ;  tliat  i 
ihould  addrefs  any  rapturous  invocations  to  their 
idle  deities,  or  adorn  the  ftyle  with  allufions  to 
their  fabulous  adtions.  I  have  more  than  once 
publicly  declared  my  opinion,  that  a  Chriftian  poet 
iannot  but  appear  monftrous  and  ridiculous  in  a 
Pagan  drefs ;  that  though  it  fhould  be  granted, 
|hat  the  heathen  religion  might  be  allowed  a  place 
in  light  and  loofe  fongs,  mock  heroic,  and  the 
lower  lyric  compofjtions ;  yet,  in  Chriflian  poems 
of  the  fublime  and  greater  kind,  the  mixture  of 
t,h,e  Pagan  theology  niufl,  by  all  who  arc  lEal'.crs 


of  refl'.tTti.m  and  g6f>d  fenfe,  he  condemned,  if  not 
as  impious,  at  leaft  as  impertinent  and  abfurd. 
And  this  is  a  truth  fo  clcjr  and  evident,  that  £ 
mdke  no  doubt  it  will  by  degrees  force  its  way, 
and  prevail  over  the  contrary  prac?tice.  Should 
Briton*  recover  their  virtue,  and  reform  their  taft«, 
they  v/ould  no  more  bear  the  heathen  relijjion  in 
verfe,  than  in  profe,  ChriRian  poets,  as  well  as 
Chriftian  preachers,  the  builnefs  of  both  being  to 
inftruiS  the  people,  though  the  laii  only  are  whol- 
ly appropriated  to  it,  fhould  emleavovj-  to  confirm 
and  I'pread  their  own  trtie  religion.  If  a  divine 
ftould  begin  his  ferraon  with  af)1emn  prayer  ro 
Bacchus,  or  Apollo,  to  Mirs,  or  Venus,  what 
would  the  people  think  of  their  preacher  ?  And  is 
it  not  as  really,  though  not  et|ually,  abfurd,  for  a 
P'iet  in  a  great  and  ferious  poem,  wherein  he  ccle- 
brafi'sfon-.e  wonderful  and  happy  event  of  Divine 
Pri:vidence,  or  magniQes  the  illuttrious  inftrument 
that  was  honoured  to  bring  the  event  about,  to  ad- 
drefs his  prayer  to  falfe  deities,  and  cry  for  help 
to  the  abominations  of  the  heathen? 

The  dcCgn  of  this  poem  is  to  demonftrate  the 
felf-exiftente  of  an  Eternal  Mind  from  the  created 
and  dependent  exiftence  of  the  univerfe,  and  to 
confute  the  hypothcfis  of  the  Epicureans  and  Fa- 
talills,  under  whom  all  the  patrons  of  impiety,  an- 
cient or  modern,  of  whatfoever  denoaiination, 
may  be  ranged.  The  firft  of  whom  affirm  th« 
world  was  in  time  caufcd  by  chance;  and  tlie 
other  that  it  exiftcd  from  eternity  witliout  a  caufe. 
It  is  true,  as  before  mentioned,  both  thefe  ackno^v- 
ledged  the  ejriftence  of  gods;  but,  by  their  abfurd 
and  ridiculous  defcriptioa  of  them,  it  is  plain  they 
had  nothing  e!fe  in  view,  but  to  avoid  the  obnoxi- 
ous charaAcr  of  atheitlical  philofsphers. 

I'his  likewife  has  been  often  obje(Scd  to  the 
dcifts  of  the  prefent  times,  tliat  at  lead  a  great 
part  of  them  only  conceal  their  notions  under  that 
name,  wh.ile  they  are  really  to  be  numbered  amonj 
the  a;heifts.  I  have  before  exr.relled  my  reafoiis, 
why  I  cannot  embrace  this  <'pini'>n.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  that  mo  r  of  the  deifts  maintain  a  parti- 
cular friendfiiip  with  the  atheifl?,  are  pleafed  withi 
their  loofe  and  impious  converfation,  and  app'rar 
■Scry  tender  of  their  credit  and  el'tcjm.  They  ara 
charitable  in  crying  up  their  fliining  -lualities,  and 
in  concealing,  excufiDg,  or  kilening,  their  immor- 
al aiSions;  while  at  the  fame  time  they  {how  an 
affeilation  in  expofing  the  faults  and  follies  of  the 
Chriftians,  efpecially  thofe  who  are  the  moft  Uriel 
and  regular  i.i  their  manners,  and  appear  to  be 
moft  iu  earned.  It  is  likewife  remarkable,  that 
thefe  gentlemen  exprefsno  zeal  for  the  extirpati<in 
of  irreligious  principles  :  they  have  never,  as  far 
as  I  know,  written  any  thing  againft  them;  nor 
arc  they  pieafed  in  company  to  declare  their  de- 
t-eftation  of  fuch  impious  maxims,  or  to  produce 
arguments  to  confute  them ;  while  at  the  fame 
time  they  take  great  pains,  and  fhow  a  warm  zeal, 
to  weaken  the  belief  of  the  Chriftian  religion,  and 
to  expofe  th,e  pretended  errors  of  its  different  pro- 
felTors  ;  which  feems,  indeed,  ft:;ange,  lince  he  that 
owns  a  God  and  his  providence,  fhould  in  reafon 

i  look  upon  thofs  who  btli«ve  neither  to  be  infiaitdv 
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more  oppofite  to  him,  than  thi)fe  who  agree  with 
him  in  the  belief  of  a  God,  and  differ  only  in  the 
point  of  revealed  relijjlon. 

Bcfidcs,  it  is  obfervable  that  the  prefent  deifts 
have  not  drawn  and  publifncd  any  fchcme  of  re- 
ligion, or  catal"  gues  of  the  duties  they  are  obliged 
to  perform,  or  whenc-;  fjch  obligations  arife. 
They  do  nut  tell  us,  that  they  look'on  man  as  an 
accountable  creature  ;  nor,  if  they  do,  for  what, 
^nd  to  whom,  or  when,"  that  account  is  to  be 
inade,  and  whatTewards  and  punifliments  will  at- 
tend it.  I  do  not  affirm  they  have  no  fuch  fcheme 
in  their  thoughts  ;  but,  fince  they  will  not  let  us 
know  their  creed,  and  in  the  mean  time  deride 
^nd  triumph  over  that  of  the  Chriilians,  I  cannot 
defend  them  from  thofe  who  fay  they  are  jufily 
to  be  fufpe(2ed. 

And  that  the  deift  may  clear  hJmfelf  from  the 
fufpicion  of  being  an  atheift,  or  at  leaft  a  friend 
ami  favourer  of  their  principles;  I  could  wifli  he 
yrould  in  public  affert  and  demonftrate  the  being 
of  a  God  and  his  providence,  and  declare  his  ab- 
horrcnce'of  the  principles  of  thafe  who  disbelieve 
them. 

It  would  lilccwife  give  great  fati--fa(5ion,  and 
remove  the  Gb)(r<5lions  of  thi  fe  that  charge  them 
with  diredl  irreligi^n,  if  they  would  pkafe  to  give 
fome  acconnt  of  their  belief :  Whether  they  loolf 
upon  God  as  one  who  governs  mankind  by  laws 
to  be  difcovered  by  the  light  of  reafon,  which  re- 
<lrain  our  inclinations  and  determine  our  duty  ; 
lliat  they  would  tell  us  what  thofe  laws  afe,  and 
vhat  fanflions  do  enforce  them  ;  and  until  this 
lie  done,  they  cannot  well  difcliorge  themfelves 
from  the  fufpici'>n  before-mentioned. 

And  here  I  would  addrefs  niyfelf  to  the  irreli- 
gious gentlemen  of  the  age:  and  I  defire  them 
n'-t  to  take  up  prejudices  againft  the  exiftence  of 
a  God,  and  run  away  wi:h  impious  n-.axims,  until 
they  have  excrcifed  their  confideration,  and  made' 
an  impartial  inquiry  into  the  ^ruunds  and  reafons 
that  fupport  the  belief  of  a  Lhvire  F.icrnal  |5eing. 
It!  order  to  fuch  a  reafonable  examination,  it  is 
but  jull  and  d:;cent  they  fnould  be  in  earneft,  and 
I'.car  the  argun-'cnis  we  offer  wiih  temper  and  pa- 
tience ;  that  iVicy  fliould  inure  themlelvcs  to  think, 
SF.d  weigh  the  force  vi  thofe  arguments  as  he- 
comes  fincerc  inqirlrers  after  truth.  The  being  of 
a  God,  and  the  duties  that  ri-iult  frcm  that  prin- 
ciple, are  fubjcAs  of  the  greateit  excellence  and 
dignity  in  themfelves,  and  of  the  g-eaieft  concern 
and  importance  to  mankind  ;  and,  therefore,  finaild 
never  be  treated  in  m.irth  and  ridicule.  Qenerals 
of  armies  i-.nd  ci-unftUors  of  ftate,  ftnators,  and 
judges,  in  the  great  and  weighty  affairs  that  come 
before  thtm,  cio  not  put  on  the  air  of  jcfters  and 
buffoons,  and,  inflcadof  grave  and  folemn  debate", 
aim  at  nothing  but  fallies  of  wit,  and  treat  their 
fubje(fts  and  one  another  only  with  raillery  and 
derifii.n  :  yet  the  bufinefs  propofed'to  the  confi- 
deration  of  the  perfons  I  fptakto  is,  in  every  re- 
ijiedl,  infinitely  fuptrior  to  any  of  theirs  before- 
hientioncd.  * 

Arc  they  furc  there  is  no  God,  and  therefore  no 
religion  ?  If  they  are  not,  what  a  terrible  rilquc  do 


they  run  !  If  their  reafons  amount  only  tQ  $  pfo^ 
bability,  the  contrary  opinion  may  be  true,  an4 
that  may  be  is  enough  to  give  them  the  moft 
frightful  apprehenfions,  and  dillur.b  them  amidit 
all  the  plealures  they  enjoy.  But  if  they  fay  they 
are  affured,  and  paft  doubt,  there  is  no  God ;  let. 
them  confider,  confidence  in  an  opinion  is  not  al- 
ways the  effe(fl  of  certainty  and  demonftration. 
Their  predeceff>rs,  the  atheifts  of  former  ages, 
were  as  certain,  that  is,  as  confident,  they  reafoned 
right,  as  they  can  be.  They  cannot  pretend  to 
clearer  light,  and  greater  affurunce  of  the  truth  of 
their  maxims,  than  Epicurus  and  Lucretius  did  ; 
or  infult  their  adverfaries  with  greater  contempt 
than  thofe  have  done  ;  yet  thefe  men  themfelves, 
at  leafb  many  of  them,  allow  thofe  philofophers, 
were  grofsly  miflaken,  and  will  by  no  means  truft 
to  the  Epicurean  fcheme,  as  the  foundation  of  their 
opinions.  If  thefe  great  mafters,  notwithflanding 
their  unexampled  confidence,  have  been  miflaken, 
why  may  not  their  fucceffors  be  fo  ? 

If  they  fet  up  Ariftotle's  fcheme,  and  think  they 
fecure  their  principles  by  making  the  world  to  be 
eternal,  and  all  effe(ft»  and  events  the  refulr  of  fuch 
a  fatal  neceflity,  and  an  Indiffoluble  concatenation 
of  caufes,  as  render  it  impoflibk,  that  things  that 
are  fliould  not  be,  or  that  they  fhould  be  other- 
wife  than  they  are  ;  let  them  confidtr,  that  the 
greatefl  affertors  of  impiety,  I  mean  Democritus, 
Lcucippus,  Epicurus,  and  Lucretius,  oppofed  thirt 
as  an  idle  and  incoherent  fyftem  ;  and  that  indeed 
it  is  fo,  fli-ill  be  after  demonftrated :  and  fhould 
not  this  ihake  their  confidence,  that  all  their 
friends  in  the  Epicurean  fchools,  who  were  fuf5- 
ciently  delivered  from  the  prejudice*  of  education 
and  fuperflitious  impreffions,  could  not  fee  ths 
leaft  probability  in  the  fcheme  of  the  Fatalifts,  on 
which  thefe  gentlemen  are  pleafed  to  rely  in  a 
matter  of  the  higheft  importance .' 

Will  they  confide  in  Mr.  Hobbcs  .'  has  that  phi- 
Ipfopher  faid  any  thing  new  ?  does  he  bring  any 
ftrcnger  forces  into  the  field  than  the  Epicureans 
did  before  him  ?  will  they  derive  their  certainty 
from  Spinofa  .'  can  fuch  an  •bfcure,  perplexed,  un- 
intelligible author  create  fuch  certainty,  as  leaves 
no  doubt  or  diftruil  ?  If  he  is  Indeed  to  be  under- 
llnod,  what  does  he  allege  more  than  the  ancient 
Fatalifls  have  done,  that  fhould  amount  to  demon- 
flration  ? 

Befides,  if,  as  they  pretend,  they  arc  eftablifhed 
beyond  pcffibility  of  deception  in  the  tru:h  of  their 
maxinis,  why  are  they  fo  very  fond  of  thofe  au- 
thors, that  fet  up  any  new  docSrinc?  and  why  do 
they  embrace  with  fo  much  pleafure  their  new 
fciiemcs  of  irrtligion  ?  They  are  very  glad  to  hear 
of  any  great  genius,  that  can  invent  frefli  argu- 
ments to  ftrengthen  their  opinions;  and  does  not 
this  betray  a  fecret  diffidence,  that  demands  fur- 
ther light  and  confirmation  ? 

But  further ;  fince  thefe  gentlemen  fhow  fo 
much  jnduftry  in  propagating  their  opinions,  and 
are  fo  fond  of  making  profelytes  to  atheifm  ;  iince 
they  affecSf  a  zeal  in  countenancing,  applauding, 
and  preferring,  thofe  whom  they  have  delivere(i 
fioin  religious  preju^ces,  and  reformed  and  rij-. 
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^ined  with  their  free,  large,  and  generous  princi- 
ples; how  comes  it  to  pafs,  that  they  negle(fl  to 
inform  and  improve  their  neareiT:  relations  ?  Are 
thty  careful  to  in  'rucSl:  their  wives  and  daughters, 
that  they  need  not  revere  the  imaginary  phantom 
of  a  God  ;  that  religion  i'?  the  creature  of  a  timor- 
ous and  fuperflitious  mind,  or  of  crafty  priells, 
and  cunning  politicians ;  that,  therefore,  they  are 
free  from  all  rellraints  of  virtue  and  Obnfcience, 
and  may  proflitute  their  perfons  in  the  mofl  licen- 
tious manner,  without  any  remorfe,  or  uncafy  re- 
fledlion  ;  that  it  h  idle  to  fear  any  divine  punifli- 
ment  hereafter  ;  and  as  to  the  fhame  and  difli  tnour 
that  may  attend  the  liberties  they  take,  in  cafe 
they  become  public,  that  fcandai  proceeds  from 
the  grofs  ruiftakes  of  people  ptrvc  rted  with  reli- 
gion, and  mifguided  by  a  belief  of  a  Divine  Being, 
and  of  rewards  and  punifhments  in  an  imaginary 
Lfe  after  this 

Do  they  take  pains  to  inform  their  eldefl  fons, 
that  tliey  owe  them  no  gratitude  or  obedience ; 
that  they  may  ufe  an  uncontrolled  freedom  in  in- 
dulging all  their  appetites,  paffions,  and  inclina- 
tions that,  if  they  are  willing  to  pofiefs  their  fa- 
ther's honour  and  eftate,  they  may,  by  poifnn  or 
tlie  poignard,  take  away  his  life  ;  and,  if  they  are 
care:ul  to  avoid  the  punifhment  of  the  magiftrate, 
by  their  fecret  condud,  they  may  be  fully  fatis- 
fiid  of  the  innocence  of  the  aftion  ;  and  as  tliey 
have  done  themfelvcs  much  good,  fo  they  have 
done  their  father  no  injury,  and  therefore  may 
enjoy  in  perfedl  tranquillity  the  fruits  of  their 
parricide  ?  Whatever  they  may  affirm  among  their 
loofe  friends,  1  cannot  conceive  they  can  be  guilty 
of  fo  much  f  'lly,  as  to  propagate  thefe  opinions  in 
their  own  families,  and  inftrmfl  their  wives  and 
children  in  the  boundlcfs  liberties,  which,  by  the 
principles  of  atheifni,  are  their  undoubted  right ; 
for  in  all  avSions,  where  religion  does  not  inter- 
pofe  and  reitrain  us,  we  are  perfeftly,  as  has  been 
faid,  free  to  a<Sl:  as  we  think  befi  for  our  profit  and 
pleafure. 

Befides,  to  what  a  deplorable  condition  would 
mankind  be  reduced,  (hould  thefe  opinions  be  uni- 
verfally  embraced  i  If  fo  many  kings  and  poten- 
tates, who  yet  profefs  their  belief  of  a  God,  and  of 
rewards  and  punifhments  in  a  hfe  to  come,  do, 
rotwithllanding,  from  boundiefs  ambition  and  a 
cruel  temper,  <.pprcfs  their  fubjecfts  at  home,  and 
ravage  and  deftroy  their  neighbours  abroad,  fhould 
think  themfelves  free  from  all  d;vinc  obligations, 
and  therefore  too  from  the  reRraints  of  oaths  and 
folemn  contracts ;  thefe  fences  and  fccurities  re- 
moved, what  a  deluge  of  calamities  would  break 
in  upon  the  world  !  what  oppreflion,  what  vio- 
lence, what  rapine,  what  devailation,  would  finifh 
-the  ruin  of  human  nature!  f>r,  if  mighty  piinces 
are  fatisfied  that  it  is  impofilble  for  them  to  do 
any  wrong,  what  bounds  are  left  to  infatiable 
avarice  and  ex^irbitant  third  of  power  !  if  mo- 
narchs  may,  without  the  leail  guilt,  violate  their 
treaties,  break  their  voas,  betray  their  friend-?, 
and  facrifice  their  truth  and  honour  at  r^eafure  to 


their  paffions,  or  their  intereft,  what  truft,  what 
confidence,  ci>uld  be  fupported  between  neighbour 
potentates!  and  witliouc  this  what  confufion  and 
diflradlion  mull  of  neceflity  enftie! 

On  the  other  hand  if  fubjc6ts  were  univerfally 
atheiils,  and  looked  sn  themfelves  as  under  nu 
divine  obligatirn  to  pay  any  duty  or  obedience  to 
the  fupreme  magiftrate ;  if  they  believed  that, 
when  they  toi.k  their  oaths  of  allegiance,  they 
fwore  by  nothing,  and  invocated  a  power  not  in 
being ;  that  therefore  thofe  oaths  oblige  them  no 
longer  than  they  think  it  fafe,  and  for  their  inte- 
reft,  to  break  them  ;  fliould  fuch  principles  obtain, 
would  not  the  thrones  of  princes  be  moft  precari- 
ous .  would  not  ambition,  revenge,  refentmcnt,  or 
intereft  continually  excite  fome  or  other  to  betray 
or  alTault  the  lives  of  their  fovercigns  ?  and  why 
fliould  they  be  blamed  by  the  atheift  for  doing  it  ? 
why  are  traitors,  alTaffins,  haters  of  their  princes, 
and  enemies  to  their  country,  branded  with  the 
odious  names  of  ruffians  and  villains,  if  they  lie 
under  no  obligations  to  aCl  otherwil'e  than  they 
do  ? 

Should  confpirators,  who  alTjflinate  their  lawful 
fovereign,  have  the  good  fortune  to  make  their 
efcapc,  1  aflc  the  atheift,  if  he  has  in  the  Jeaft  an 
ill  opinion  of  them  for  bemg  engaged  in  fuch  an 
execrable  undertaking  ?  If  he  fays  he  has  not, 
then  the  point  is  gained,  and  ?.n  athtift  i-:  what  I 
have  rtprefented.  If  he  fays  he  has,  I  next  afk 
him,  why  ?  Let  him  tell  me  in  what  their  guilt 
confuls?  Is  it  in  the  breach  of  any  divine  law  .* 
That  cannot  be,  for  he  ow:ns  none,  is  it  th;  tranf- 
gri.  ITiun  of  any  human  law  ?  Tell  me  wliat  obliga- 
tion he  is  under  to  obey  any  human  law,  if  no 
divine  law  enforces  fuch  obedience.  Does  theiP 
guilt  confift  in  the  breach  of  their  duty  to  their 
prince  and  their  oaths  of  allegiance  ?  Still  the  fame 
queftion  recurs,  what  duty  can  a  fubjed:  owe  to  a 
prince  which  divine  laws  do  not  conftitute  and 
determine  ?  and  how  can  an  o4,th  of  allegiance 
bind  hut  by  vir'.uc  of  fo  ae  divine  command,  that 
obliges  us  not  to  violate'  our  vows  ? 

By  this  it  appears  that  an  atheift  muft  be  the 
worft  of  fubjeCls  ;  that  his  principles  fubvert  the 
thrones  of  princes,  and  underniine  the  foundations 
of  government  and  fociety,  on  which  the  happi- 
nefs  of  mankind  fo  much  d-.pends  ;  and  therefore 
it  is  not  poffible  to  conceive  how  there  can  be  a 
greater  diftuiber  of  the  public  peace,  or  a  greater 
enemy  to  his  prince  and  country,  than  a  profefTed 
athei',  who  propagates  with  zeal  his  deftru<ilive 
opinions. 

1  have  proved,  in  the  following  poem,  that  no 
hypothefis  hitherto  invented  in  favour  of  impiety 
has  the  leaft  ftrength  or  folidity,  no  not  the  leaft 
appearance  of  truth  to  recommend  it.  A  man 
muft  be  deferted  of  Heaven,  and  inflexibly  har- 
dened, that  cannot,  or  rat  ler  will  not,  fee  the  un- 
reafonablenefs  of  irreligious  principles.  I  demand 
only  a  candid  temper  in  the  reader,  and  a  mind 
pleafed  w.th  truth,  and  delivered  from  the  preju- 
diceo  of  atheiftical  couverfation. 
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A  SUMMARY  ACCOWT  OF  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM, 

AND  OF  WHAT  IS  CONTAINED  IN  EACH  BOOK. 


The  defign  of  this  work  is  to  demonflrate  the 
cxiftence  of  a  Divine  Eternal  Mind. 

The  arguaients  ufcd  for  this  end  are  taken  from 
the  various  marks  of  wifdcm  and  artful  contri- 
yanre,  which  are  evident  to  obfervatien  in  the  fe- 
veral  -arts  of  the  material  world, and  the  faculties 
«f  the  hamsn  foul. 

The  firll  book  contains  the  proof  of  a  Deity, 
from  the  inftances  of  defign  ^nd  choice,  which 
occur  in  the  {Irudlure  and  qualities  of  the  earth 
and  fea. 

The  fecond  purfues  the  proof  of  the  fame  pro- 
pofition,  THERE  IS  A  GOD,  from  the  celeftial  mo- 
tions, and  more  fully  from  the  appearances  in  the 
fplar  fyftem,  and  tha'  air. 

In  the  third,  the  objeiSions  which  are  brought 
Tjy  aiheiftical  philofophefs  againfl  the  hypothefis 
eftablifhcd  in  the  two  preceding  books,  are  an- 
fwerfd.    ■  :  ••■.;■•.■•>.    -  ..  -    .  . 


In  the  fourth,  is  laid  down  the  hypothefis  of 
the  Atomifls  or  Epicureans,  and  other  irreligious 
philofopbers,  and  confuted. 

In  the  fifth,  the  do<Srine  of  the  Fatalifts,  or  Ari- 
fictelians,  who  make  the  world  tb  be  eternal,  is 
confjdered  and  fubverted.    ■ 

In  the  fixth,  the  argument  of  the  two  firft  books 
is  refumed,  and  the  exiftence  of  God  demonftrated 
from  ilie  prudence  and  art  difcovered  in  the  feve- 
ral  parts  of  the  body  of  man. 

In  the  feventh,  the  fame  demonftration  is  car- 
ried on  from  the  contem.plation  of  the  inflincSs 
in  brute  animals,,  and  the  faculties  and  operations 
of  the  foul  of  man. 

■  The  book  concludes  with  a  recapitulation  of 
what  has  been  treated  of,  and  a  hymn  to  the 
Creator  of  the  World. 


CREATION. 


BOOK    I. 


TLe  Argumtnf, 

I'he  propofition.  The  invocation.  The  csiflence  of  a  God  demonftrated,  from  the  marks  of  wif* 
dom,  choice,  and  art,  which  appear  in  the  vifible  world,  and  infer  an  intelligent  and  free  caufe. 
This  evinced -from  the  contemplation,  I.  of  the.  earth.  I.  Its.fituation.  s.  The  cohefion  of  its 
parts,  not  to  be  folveA  by  any  hypothefis  yet  produced.  3.  Its  liability.  4,  Its  ftrudlure,  or  the 
order  of  its. parts.  5-  Its  motion,  diurnal  and  annual,  or  elfe  the  motion  of  the  fun  in  both  thofe 
jrefpeAs.  The  caufe  of  thefe  motions  not  yet  accounted  for  by  any  philofopher,  6.  Its  outSde  or 
face;  the  beauties,  and  convenicncies.  of  it ;  its  mountains,  lakes,  and  rivers.  If.  The  exiftence  of  a 
God  proved  from  the  marks  and  imprefiions  of  prudence  and  defign,  which  appear  in  the  fea.  I.  Ir 
jts  formation.  %.  The  proportion  of  its  parts  in  refpeft  of  the  earthy.  3.  Its  fituation.  4.  The 
contexture  of  its  parts.     5.  Its  brackilh  or  briny  quality.     6.  Its  flus  and  reflux. 


harms ", 
lain,      T 
(wain,  / 
of  thef 


No  more  of  courts,  of  triumphs,  or  of  arms, 
No  m'lre  pf  valour's  force,  or  beauty's; charms", 
The  themes  of  vulgar  lays,  with  ju(l  difdain, 
i  leave  unfung,  the  flocks,  the  amorous  fwaii 
The  plcafures  of  the  land,  and  terrors 

rnain. .      . 
How  abjedl)  hov/  inglorious  'tis  to  lie 
.Grovelling  in  duft  and  darknefs,  when  ^on  high 
tmpires  immenfe,  and  rolling  worlds  of  light. 
To  range  their  heavenly  fcenes,  the  mufe  invite ! 
1  meditate  to  foar  above  the  fkies. 
To  heights  unknown,  through  ways  iintry'd  to 

rife  :  .  . 

i  would  th'  Eternal  from  his  works  aflert, 
And  fing  the  wonders  of  creating  art. 
While  I  this  unexampled  talk  eflay, 
Pafs  awful  gulfs,  and  beat  my  painful  v/ay ; 
Celeftial  Dove  1,  divine  afliftance  bring, 
Suftain  me  en  thy  ftrong-eitendcd  wing. 
That  I  may  reach  th'  Almighty's  facred  throne. 
And  make  his  caufekfs  power,  the  caufe  of  all 

things  known. 
ThoudoQ  the  full  extent  of  nature  fee, 
And  the  wide  realms  of  vafi  immenfity  : 
Eternal  Wifdom  thou  doft  comprehend, 
Rife  to  her  height.'!,  and  to  her  depths  defcend  : 
The  Father's  facred  ccunfels  thou  canft  tell, 
Who  in  his  bofom  didft  for  ever  dwell. 
Thou  on  the  deep's  dsrk  face,  immortal  dove  I 
Thou  with  Almighty  energy  didft  move 
On  the  wild  waves,  incumbent  didft  difplay 
Thy  genial  wings,  and  hatch  primeval  day. 
Order  from  thee,  from  thee  diftinsftion  came, 
And  all  the  beauties  of  the  wond'rous  frame. 
Hence  Itampt  on  nature  we  perfeiilion  liad, 
Fuij  as  th'  idia  ia  thg  Eternal  iVliad. 


iSee,  through  this  vaft  extended  theatre 
Of  ikill  divine  what  fhining  marks  appear  1 
Creating  power  is  all  around  expreft, 
The  God  difcover'd,  and  his  care  confeft. 
Nature's  high  birth  her  heavenly  beauties  Tnow 
By  every  feature  We  the  parent  know. 
Th'  expanded fpheres,  amazing  to  the  ^v^ht  I 
Magnificent  vvith  ftars  and  globes  of  light, 
The  glorious   orbs,  which   heaven's    bright  hofh 

compofe, 
Th'  imprifon'd  fpa,  th^  reftlefs  ebbs  and  flows, 
The  flu<5luating  fields  of  liquid  air. 
With  all  the  curious  meteors  hovering  there, 
And  the  wide  regions  of  the  land,  proclaim 
The  Power  Divine,  thatrais'd  the  mighty  framf, 

What  things  foe'er  are  to  an  end  referr'd, 
And  in  their  motions  ftill  that  end  regard. 
Always  the  fitnefs  of  the  means  refpeft, 
Thefe, as  conducive  choofe,  and  thofe  rejecft, 
Muft  by  a  judgment  foreign  and  unknowti 
Pe  guided  to  their  end,  or  by  their  own ; 
For  to  defign  an  end,  and  to  purfue 
That  end  by  means,  arid  have  it  fljll  in  view. 
Demands  a  confcious,  wife,  refleding  caufe^ 
Which  freely  moves,  and  adls  by  reafon's  lav/sj 
That  can  deliberate,  means  eleci,  and  Snd 
Their  due  conneiflion  with  the  end  defif^n'd. 
And  Cncc  the  world's  wide  frame  does  not  include 
A  caufe  with  fuch  capacities  endued; 
Some  other  caufe  o'er  nature  muft  prefide, 
Which  gave  her  birth,  and  does  her  motions  guide. 
.And  here  behold  the  caufe,  which  God  we  name. 
The  fource  of  beings,  and  the  mind  fupreme  ; 
Whofe  pcrfeft  wifdom,  and  whofe  prudent  care, 
With  one  confederate  voice  unnumber'd  worlds 
(kdare. 

Ppiij 
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See,  how  the  earth  has  gain'd  that  very  place, 
"Which  of  ell  others  in  the  boundlefs  ipace, 
Is  mnft  convenient,  and  will  beft  conduce 
Tr)  the  wile  ends  requir'd  for  nature's  ufe. 
You,  who  the  Mind  and  Caufe  Supreme  deny, 
H(Tt  on  his  aid  to  form  the  world  rely, 
Muft  grant,  had  perfed:  wifaom  been  employ'd 
To  find,  through  all  th'  interminable  void, 
A  feat  mt'fl  proper,  and  which  bed:  became 
Tht  earrh  and  fea,  it  mufl  have  been  the  fame. 

N  'W  who  can  this  furpnfing  fadl  conceive, 
Who  this  event  fortuitous  believe, 
That  the  l.Tute  earth,  unguidcd,  Ihould  embrace'^ 
The  only  uR-ful,  only  proper  place  V 

Of  all  the  millions  in  the  empty  fpacc  ?  j 

Could  ftupid  atoms  with  impetuous  fpecd 
IBy  different  roads  and  adverfe  ways  proceed ; 
IFrom  regions  oppofite  begin  their  flight, 
That  here  'hey  might  rencoflnter,  here  unite  ? 
?U'ha:  charms  could  thefe  terreflrial  vagraijts  fee 
In  this  one  point  of  all  immeniity. 
That  all  th'  enamour'd  troops  fhould  thither  flow  ? 
Did  they  its  ufcful  fituation  know  ? 
And,  when  the  fquadrons  with  a  fw.ift  career    ") 
Had  reach'd   that   point,  why  did  they   fettle/ 
,,. ,        there,  [of  air; f 

Wheni   n<. thing  check'd  their  flight  but  gulfsj 
Since  Epicurus  and  his  fcholars  fay  ^ 

That  unobftruvfled  matter  flies  away,  i 

]^ngcs  the  void,  and  knows  not  where  to  flay  ?  j 
If  you,  fagacious  Ions  of  art,  pretend  -\ 

That  by  their  native  force  they  did  defcend,        / 
And   ceas'd  to   move,  when    they   had    gam'dr 
their  end ;  A 

That  native  force  till  you  enlighten'd  know, 
Can  its  myllerious  /bring  difdofe,  and  Ihow 
Jlow  'tis  exerted,  how  it  does  impel, 
Yolir  uniiiftruftive  words  no  doubts  difpel. 
"We  afl:  yoii,  whence  does  motive  vigour  flaw  ? 
You  fay,  the  rianvre  of  the  ihiiig  is  fo. 
But  how  does  this  relieve  th'  inquirer's  pain  ? 
Or  hoty  the  dark  impulfive  power  explain  ? 

The  Atomifts,  who  fkill  mecJianie  teach, 
Who  boafl  their  clearer  light,  and  deeper  reach, 
Affert  their  atoms  took  that  hapj  y  feat, 
Det-rmin'd  thither  by  their  inbred  weight; 
That  downward  through  the  fpacions  void  they 

ftrove 
To  that  one  point,  from  all  the  parts  above. 
Grant  thi>  pofition  true,  though  up  and  down 
Are  to  a  fpace  not  lim'ited  unknown  ; 
But  IJrice  they  fay  our  earth  front  morn  to  nrorn 
On  its  01*  n  axis  is  oblig'd  to  turn  ; 
Tl-^t  fwift  rotation  mull  difperfe  in  air 
Ail  things,  which  on  t\rie  rapid  orb  appear  : 
And  if  no  pov/cr  that  motion  fhould  controul, 
2x  mull  disjoint  and  diflipate  the  whole. 
'Tis  by  txpe'ietice  uncontefted  fourid, 
B -dies  orbicular,  wl>eti  whirling  round, 
Still  (hake  off  all  things  -n  their  furlace  pUc'd, 
,;\.iid  to  a  dillance  from  the  centre  ca(t. 

If  ponderous  atoms  are  fo  nvich  in  love 
With  this  one  point,  that  all  will  thither  mov.;, 
<iivc  them  the  fifuati'.n  they  defire; 
liut  kt  u»  then,  yc  fages  next  iji<iuite. 


What  caufe  of  their  cchefion  can  you  find  ; 
What  props  fupport,  what  chains  the  fabric  bind  ? 
Why  do  not  btalls  that  move,  or  Hones  that  lie 
I.oole  on  the  field,  through  diftant  regions  fly  ? 
Or  why  do  fragments,  from  a  mountain  rent, 
Tend  to  the  earth  with  fuch  a  fwift  dcfcent  ? 

Thofe  who  alcribe  this  one  dctermin'd  courfe 
(Jf  ponderous  things  to  gravitating  force, 
Refer  us  to  a  quality  occult, 
fo  fenfeL'fs  words,  for  which  while  they  infuh 
With  juft  contempt  the  famous  Stagyrite, 
Their  fchools  fliould  blefs  the  world  with  clearer 

iight. 
Sortie,  the  round  earth's  cohefion  to  fecure. 
For  that  hard  talk  employ  magnetic  power.  ' 

Remark,  fay  they,  the  globe  ;  with  wonder  own 
Its  nature,  like  the  fam'd  attradlive  Hone. 
This  has  its  axis,  fo  th'  oTjferver  tells. 
Meridians,  pole>^   squator,  parallels. 
To  the  terreflrial  poies  by  conftant  fate 
Th'  obfequious  poks  themfelves  accommodate. 
And,  when  of  this  pofition  difpoffeft, 
they  move,  and  ftrive,  nor  evei  will  they  refl:. 
Till  their  lov'd  fituation  tJicy  regain. 
Where  pkas'd  they  fetrle,  and  unmov'd  remain. 
And  fhould  you    fo  experience  does  decide, 
Into  fmall  parts  the  wondrnu--  flone  divide, 
Fen  thouland  of  minuteft  fize  exprefs 
The  fame  propenfion,  which  the  large  pofTcfs, 
Hence  all  the  globe  ('tis  faid)  we  may  conchids 
With  this  prevaiiiBg  energy  endued  : 
That  this  attradive,  this  furprifing  flone 
Has  no  peculiar  virtue  of  its  own  ;  * 

Nothing  but  what  is  common  to  the  whole, 
To  fides,  to  axis,  and  to  either  pole. 

The  mighty  magnet  from  the  centre  darts 
This  flr.ng,  though  fubtle  force,  through  all  the 

parrs; 
Its  aiflive  rays,  ejaculated  thence, 
Irradiate  all  the  wide  circumference. 
While  every  part  is  in  proportion  blefl, 
And  of  its  due  attradtive  power  poffeft  ; 
While  adverfe  ways  the  adverfe  atoms  draw 
With  the  fame  flrengfh,  by  nature's  conftant  law 
Baianc'd  and  fix'd ;  they  can  no  longer  move  ; 
Through  gulfs  immenfe  no  more  ur;guided  rove. 
If  cords  are  puU'd  two  adverfe  ways,  we  find 
The  more  we  draw  them,  they  the  fafter  bind. 
So  when  with  equal  vigour  nature  ftrains 
ibis  way  and  that  thefe  fine  mechanic  chains, 
They  fix  the  earrh,  they  part  to  part  unite, 
Pref.rve  their  ftrucflure,  and  prevent  their  flight. 
Prcfl'iire,  they  fay,  atid  weight,  we  muft  difown, 
As  things  occult,  by  no  ideas  kmA^ii, 
And  on  the  earth's  magnetic  power  depend 
To  fix  its  fear,  its  union  to  defend. 

Let  us  this  fam'd  hypo.hcfis  f;irvey,  ") 

And  with  attentive  thought  remark  the  way,       V 
Hi  w  <'aith's  Attra-flive  parts  their  force  difplay.^ 
The  mafs,  'li.Taid,  from  its  wide  bolom  pours 
'lorrcnts  of  ari)ms,  and  eternal  fhowers 
Of  fine  magnetic  darts,  of  matter  made 
So  fubtle,  marble  they  with  eafe  pervade  : 
Rcfin'd,  and  (next  to  incorporeal)  thin. 
Not  by  Aufooian  gblTes  to  be  keo. 
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Thefe  emanations  take  their  conftant  flight 
Swift  from  the  earth,  as  from  the  fun  the  light; 
To  a  determin'd  diftance  they  afcend, 
And  there   infledl   their  courfe,    and   downward 
tend. 
What  can  infult  unequal  reafon  more, 
Than  this  magnetic,  this  myfterious  power  ? 
That  cords  and  chains,  beyond  conception  fmall, 
.Should  ^ird  and  bind  fo  faft  this  mighty  ball !  ■ 
That  asftive  rays  Ihould  fpring  from  every  part, 
And,  though  fo  fubtle,  ftiould  fuch  force  exert '. 
That  the  light  legions  (hould  be  fent  abroad, 
38.ange  all  t>»e  air,  and  traverfe  every  road  ! 
To  ftated  limits  ftiould  e^curfions  make, 
Then  backward  of  themfelves  their  journey  take  ; 
Should  in  their  way  to  folid  bodies  cling. 
And  home  to  earth  the  captive  matter  bring; 
Where  all  things  on  its  furfuce  fpread  are  bound 
By  their  coerfive  vigour  to  the  ground  I 
Can  this  be  dene  without  a  Guide  Divine  ?  ") 

Should  we  to  this  hypothecs  incline,  S 

Say,  does  net  here  confpicuous  wifdom  fhincf      j 
XVho  i^^n  enough  magnetic  force  admire  ? 
Does  ft  not  counfel  and  defign  require 
To  give  the  earth  this  wondrous  energy, 
In  fuch  a  meafure,  fuch  a  jul^  degree, 
That  it  (hould  ftill  perform  its  deftin'd  talk, 
As  nature's  ends  and  various  ufes  afk  ? 

For,  ftiould  our  globe  have  had  a  greater  ftiare 
Of  this  ftrong  force,  by  which  the  parts  cohere,  _ 
Things  had  been  bound  by  fuch  a  powerful  chain, 
That  all  would  fix'd  and  motioukfs  remain  ; 
All  men,  like  ftatues,  on  the  earth  would  ftand. 
Nor  would  they  move  the  foot,  or  llretch  the  hand  ; 
Birds  Vi^ould  not  range   the  f!cies,  nor  beaib  the 

woods, 
Nor  could  the  fifti  divide  the  ftiffen'd  floods. 
Again,  had  this  fl:range  energy  been  lefs, 
Defedl  had  been  as  fatal  as  excefs. 
Fpr  want  of  cement  ftrong  enough  to  bind 
The  rtrudure  faft,  huge  ribs  of  rock,  disjoin'd 
Without  an  earthquake,  from  their   bafe  would 

ftart, 
And  hills  nnhing'd  from  theii-  deep  roots  depart. 
And,  while  our  orb  perform'd  its  daily  race, 
All  beings,  found  upon  his  ample  face, 
Would,  by  that  motion  diflipated,  fly 
Whirl'd  from  the    globe,    and    fcatter   through 

the  Iky  :     ' 
They  muft,  obedient  to  mechanic  laws, 
Affemble  where  the  ftronger  magnet  draws  ; 
Whether  the  fun  that  ftronger  magnet  proves, 
Or  elfe  fome  planet's  orb  that  nearer  moves. 
Who  can  unfold  the  caufe  that  does  recall 
Magnetic  rays,  and  make  thera  oackward  fail? 
If  thefe  effluvia,  which  do  upwaru  icnd, 
Becaule  lels  heavy  than  the  air,  alcend  ; 
Why  do  they  ever  from  their  height  retreat, 
And  why  retufn  tofeek  their  central  feat? 
From  the  fame  caufe,  ye  fons  of  art,  declare 
Can  they  by  tuins  dclcend,  and  rife  in  air  ? 
Prodigious  'tis,  that  one  attradive  ray 
Should  this  way  bend,  the  next  an  adverfe  way ; 
t]oT,  ftiould  th'  unfeen  magnetic  jets  defcend 
All  the.fame  way,  they  cuyld  not  gain  thtiir  end  ; 


They  could  not  jlraw  and  bir' J  the  fabric  faft, 
Unlefs  alike  they  every  part  embrac'd 

How  does  Cartefius  all  his  finews  ftrain,  *> 

How  much  he  labours,  and  how  much  in  vain,   > 
The  earth's  attradive  vigour  to  explain  !  J 

This  bold  contriver  thus  his  thoughts  conveys: 
Inceffant  ftreams  of  thin  magnetic  rays 
Giifti  from  their  fountains  with  impLtuou-  force, 
In  either  pole,  then  take  an  adverfe  courfe  : 
Thofe  from  the  fouihern  pole  the  northern  feek ; 
The  fouthern  thofe  that  from  the  northern  break  j 
In  either  pole  thefe  rays  emitted  meet 
Small  pores  provided,  for  their  figures  fit ; 
Still  t«  iind  fro  they  circulating  pafs, 
Hold  all  the  frame,  and  firmly  bind  the  mafs. 
Thus  he  the  parts  of  earth  from  fiigh;  reftrains. 
And  girds  it  faft  by  fine  imagin'd  chains. 

But  oh  !   how  dark  is  human  reafori'/ound  ! 
How  v?in  the  man  with  wit  and  learnir.g  crown'd  I 
How  feeble  all  his  ftrength  when  he  effays 
To  trace  dark  Nature,  and  deted  her  ways; 
Unlefs  he  calls  its  Author  to  his  aid. 
Who  eveiy  fecret  fpring  of  motion  laid, 
Who  over  aU  his  wondrous  works  prefides, 
And.  to  their  ufcful  ends  their  caufes  guides  ! 
TKefc  paths  in  yain  are  by  inquirers  trod  ; 
Thfere's  no.philofophy  without  a  God. 

Admir'd  Cartefius,  let  the  curious  know, 
If  your  magnetic  atoms  always  flow 
From  pole  to  pole,  what  ferm'd  their  double  fource/ 
What  {purr'd,   what  gave  them   their   infleCtei 

courfe  ?  . 
Tell,  what  could  drill  and  perforate  the  pol:  s. 
And  to  th'  attradive  rays  adapt  their  holes  ? . 
A  rac^fo  long  what  prompts  them  to  purfue  ? 
Have  thejjlind  troops  th'  important  end  in  view  i 
How  are  theyfure  they  in  the  poles  fnall  meet 
Pores  of  a  figure  to  their  figure  fit .'' 
Are  they  with  fuch  fagacity  endued 
To  know,  if  this  their  journey  be  purfued, 
They  (hall  the  earth's  conilrudlure  clofelybindj 
And  to  the  ceiKre  keep  the  parts  confin'd  ? 

Let  us  review  this  whoie  magnetic  fcheme^ 
Till  wiler  heads  a  wifer  model  frame. 
For  its  formation  let  fit  atoms  ftart. 
To  one  determin'd  point,  from  every  part. 
Encountering  there  from  regions  oppofite. 
They  clafli,  and  interrupt  each  other's  flight* 
And,  rendezvoufing  with  an  adverle  cmrfe, 
Produce  an  equal  poife,  by  equiil  force  : 
For  while  the  parts  by  laws  niagneiic  a6t, 
And  are  ac  once  atttaded,  and  attrad; 
While  match'd  in  ftrength  they  kee^  the  doubts] 

ful  field. 
And  neither  overcome,  and  neither  yield, ^ 
To  happy  pur^rofe  they  their  vig-  ur  fpend; 
For  tbele  contentions  m  the  balance  end, 
VVnich  muft  in  liquid  air  the. globe  fufpend. 

BefiJes  materials  which  ar    brute  and  blind. 
Did  not  this  work  require  a  knowing  mind, 
Wlio  for  the  talk  ftiould  fit  detachments  chi  ofe 
?i  om  all  the  atoms,  which  their  hoft  difFufe 
fhrough    the    wide    regions    of    the    boundlefg 

fpace. 
And  foi-  their  rendezvous  appoint  the  place  ? 
*  '  ^  y  p  ii.j 
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Who  {hfluld  command,  by  his  almighty  nod, 
Thefe  chf'fen  trrops,  uiiccnfcious  of  the  road, 
And  unacquainted  witli  tli'  appointed  end, 
Tli:ir  marches  to  bejjin,  aiid  thither  tend  ; 
Dire(fi  them  ali  to  take  the  neareft  way, 
V/hen.:c  none  of  a'.lth'  unnumber'd  millions  ftrajr ; 
Make  them  advance  with  fuch  an  equal  pace,     ~\ 
From  all  the  adverfe  regions  nf  the  fpace,  { 

That  t»;cy  at  once  jl.oald  reach  the  deflin'd^ 
place ;  J 

SionM  miifter  there,  and  round  the  centre  fvrarm, 
^iid  draw  together  in  a  globous  form  ? 

Gram,  that  by  mutual  oppoiition  made  T 

Of  advrrTe  parts,  their  mutual  flight  is  (laid  ;      > 
TJiat  thssthe  whole:  is  in  a  balance  laid;  j 

Jjoci  it  not  all  mechanic  heads  confound. 
That  troops  of  atoms,  from  ail  parts  around. 
Of  equal  number,  and  r,f  equal  force, 
Should  to  this  fingle  pt  ir.t  oirecl  their  cnark  ; 
.That  fo  the  counter-prcffiire  every  way,  n 

Gf  cqi'.al  vigour,  might  their  motions  ftay,  v 

And,  by  a  fteady  poiic,  the  whole  in  quiet  lay  ?  j 
Bcfides,  the  flru>fture  of  the  earth  regard  :       "J 
?or  firmnefs  how  is  all  its  frame  prepar'd  1  / 

Wiih  what  amazing  Ikill  is  the   vaft   building  f 
.  fear'd!  J 

JjTefais  and  veins  of  folid  Aone  are  found 
The  chief  ma'crials  which  the  globe  ompound. 
See,  how  the  hills,  which  high  in  air  afccnd, 
From  pole  to  pole  their  lofty  lines  extend. 

Thefe  fcrong  unfhiktn  mounds  refift  the  fhocks 
Of  tides  and  feas  tempeftuous,  while  the  rocks, 
That  fccrct  in  a  long  continued  vein 
Pafs  through  the  earth,  the  ponderou';  pi'e  fiiflain  : 
Thefe  mighty  girders,  which  the  fabric  bind, 
Thefe  ribs  rcbuft  and  vaft,  in  order  join'd  ; 
Thefe  fubterraneBn  walls,  difpos'd  with  art. 
Such  ftrength,  and  fuch  (tability  impart. 
That  ftorms  above,  and  earthquakes  under  gpound. 
Break  not  the  pillars,  nor  the  work  confound. 

Give  to  the  earth  a  form  orbicular, 
I^et  it  be  pois'd,  and  hung  in  ambient  air  ; 
Give  it  the  lituation  to  the  fun 
Such  as  }»  only  fit ;  when  this  is  done, 
Suppol'e  it  Hill  rema'n'd  a  lazy  heap ; 
From  what  we  grant,  you  no  advantage  reap. 
You  either  muft  the  earth  from  reil  di'.lutb. 
Or  roll  around  the  heavens  the  folar  orb. 
Elfe  what  a  dreadful  face  will  nature  wear  I 
How  horrid  will  thefe  lonefome  feats  appear  ! 
This  ne'er  would  fee  one  kind  refrcfning  ray  ; 
That  would  be  rain'd,  but  a  difFeant  way, 
Condcmn'd  to  light, and curs'd  with  endlels  day 
A  cold  kelandian  defcri  one  would  grow  ; 
One,  like  Sicilian  furnaces,  would  glow. 
That  natur:  may  this  fatal  error  Hiun, 
Move,  which  will  pleafe  you  beft,  the  earth  or  fan. 
Bur,  fay,  from  what  great  builder's  magazines 
You'll  engines  fetch,  what  flrong,  what  vafl  ma- 
Will  you  employ  to  give  this  motion  birth,  [chines 
And  whirl  fn  fwiftly  round  the  fun  or  earth  ? 
Ye',  learned  heads,  by  what  mechanic  laws 
Vill  jrou  of  either  orb  this  motion  caufe  ? 
"VVhy  do  they  nvn-e?  why  in  a  circle?  why 
With  fuch  a  meafure  of  velocity*  I 
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Say,  why  the  earth — if  not  the  earth,  the  fvn 
Does  through  his  winding  road  the  zodiac  run  T 
Why  do  revolving  of  bs  their  tracks  fublime 
So  condant  k«ep,  that  fincc  the  birth  of  time 
They  never  vary'd  their  accnft'om'd  place. 
Nor  loft  a  minute  in  fb  long  a  race  ? 
But  hold  !  perhaps  1  rudely  prefs  too  far  ; 
.Vou  are  not  vers'd  in  reafoning  fo  fcvere. 
To  a  firft  queftion  your  reply's  at  hand  ; 
Afk  but  a  fecond,.and  you  fpeechlefs  ftantf. 
You  fwim  at  top,  and  on  the  furface  ftrive,' 
But  to  the  depths  of  nature  never  dive  : 
For  if  you  did,  inftrudltd  you'd  explore 
Divine  contrivance,  and  a  God  adore. 
Yet  funs  of  art  one  curious  piece  devife. 
From  whofe  conftru(5bure  motion  ftiall  arife. 
Machines,  to  all  philofophers  'tis  known. 
Move  by  a  foreign  impulfe,  not  their  own. 
Then  let  GafTendus  choofe  what  frame  he  pleafej 
By  which  to  turn  the  iiea'venly  orbs  with  eafe  ; 
Thofe  orbs  muft  reft,  till  by  th'  exerted  force 
Of  fome  firft  mover  they  begin  their  coutfc; 
Mere  difpofi^ion,  mere  mechanic  art, 
Can  never  motion  to  the  globes  impart; 
And,  if  they  could,  the  marks  of  wife  defigo 
In  that  contrivance  would  confpicuous  fliine. 
Thefe  queftions  ftill  recur  :  we  ilill  demand, 
What  moves  them  firft,  and  puts  them  off  at  hand? 
What  makes  them  this  one  way  their  race  diredl, ' 
While  they  a  thoufand  other  ways  rejed  ? 
Why  do  they  never  once  their  courfe  inflefi  i 
Why  do  they  roll  with  fuch  an  eq^iial  pace, 
And  to  a  moment  ftill  perform  their  race  ! 
Why  earth  or  fun  diurnal  ftages  keep  ? 
In  fpiral  tracks  why  through  the  zodiac  creep  ? 
Who  can  account  for  this,  unlefsthey  fay 
Tliefe  orbs  th'  Eternal  Mind's  command  obey. 
Who  had  them  movs,  did  all  their  motions  guide/ 
To  each  its  deftin'd  province  did  divide  ; 
Which  to  complete,  he  gave  them  motive  power, 
That  (hall,  as  long  as  he  does  will,  endure  .' 

Thus  we  the  frame  of  nature  hare  expreft; 
Now  view  the  earth  in  iinifli'd  beauty  dreft  ; 
The  various'  fcenes,  which  various  charms  difplay. 
Through  all  th'  extended  theatre  furvey. 

See  how  fublime  th'  uplifted  mountains  rife, 
And  with  their  pointed  heads  invade  the  fkies  ! 
How  the  high  clifiis  their  craggy  arms  extend, 
Diftinguifti  ftates,  and  fever'd  realms  defend  1 
How  ambient  fhores  confine  the  reftlef--  deep, 
A*.)d  in  their  ancient  bounds  the  billows  keep  ! 
The  hollow  vales  their  fmiling  pride  unfold; 
What  rich  abundance  do  their  bofoms  hold  i 
Regard  their  lovely  verdure,  ravifh'd  view 
The  part)'-colour'd  flowers  of  various  hue. 
Not  eaftern  monarchs,  on  their  nuptial  day. 
In  daz'zling  gold  and  purple  (hine  fo  gay 
As  the  bright  natives  ofth'  unlabour'd  field, 
Unvers'd  in  fpinning,  and  in  looms  unlkiil'd. 
See,  how  the  ripening  fruits  the  gardens  crown. 
Imbibe  the  fun,  and  make  his  light  their  own ! 
See  the  fweet  brooks  in  filver  mazes  creep. 
Enrich  the  meadows,  and  fupply  the  deep  ; 
While  from  their  weeping  ur»i3  the  fountains  flow*, 
Aud  vital  woiliurc, where  ikey  pafp,  bellow;. 
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Airtilre  l^e  narrow  ftream,  and  fpreading  lake. 
The  proud  afpiring  grove,  and  humble  brake : 
How  d»  the  foreftsand  the  Woods  delight ! 
How  the  fvvcet  glades  and  openings  charm  the  fsghtl 
Obferve  the  pleafant  lawn  and  airy  plain, 
The  fertile  furrows  rich  with  various  graiir ; 
Htiw  ufefulall!  how  all  ccnfpire  to  grace 
Th'  extended  earth,  and  beautify  her  face  ! 

Now,  fee,  with  how  much  art  the  parts  are  made? 
With  htfw  much  wifdom  are  the  firata  laid, 
Of  different  weight,  and  of  a  diffr^rent  kind, 
Of  fundry  forms,  for  fiin^dry  ends  defign'd  ! 
Here  in  their  beds  the  finifti'd  minerals  reil, 
There  the  rich  wombs  the  feeds  of  gold  digffl. 
Here  in  fit  moulds,  to  Indian  nations  known, 
Are  caft  the  feveral  kinds  of  precious  ftone  ; 
The  diamond  here,  by  mighty  monarchs  worn, 
Fair  as  the  Uar  that  beautiiies  the  morn  ; 
And,  fplendid  by  the  fun's  embndy'd  ray, 
The  rubies  there  their  crimfor.  light  difplay  ; 
There  naarbic's  various  colour'd  veins  are  Ipread ; 
Here  of  bitumen  un^5^uous  (lores  are  bred. 
What  {kill  on  all  its  furface  is  bellow'd. 
To  make  the  earth  for  man  a  fit  abode  ! 
The  upper  moulds,  with  adlive  fpirits  flor'd. 
And  rich  in  verdant  progeny,  afford 
The  flowery  pafture,  and  the  fliady  wood. 
To  men  their  phyfic,  and  to  hearts  their  food. 

Proceed  ytt  farther,  and  a  prolpedl  take 
Of  the  fwifc  (lr?am.  and  of  the  ftanding  lake. 
Had  not  the  deep  been  form'd,  that  might  contain 
All  the  coUedled  treaftires  of  the  ruain, 
The  earth  had  ftill  o'erwhelm'd  with  water  flood. 
To' man  an  uninhabitable  flood. 
Yet  had  rot  part  as  kindly  ftaid  b^ind. 
In  the  wide  cifterns  of  the  lakes  confin'd  ; 
Did  not  the  fprings  and  rivers  drench  the  land. 
Our  globe  would  grow  a  wiidernefs  of  fand ; 
I'he  plants  and  groves,  the  tame  and  favage  beafl, 
And  man,  their  lord,  would  die  with  drought  op- 

preft. 
Now,  as  you  fee,  the  floating  element 
Part  loofe  in  ftreams,  part  in  the  ocean  pent, 
So  wifely  is  difpos'd,  as  may  conduce 
To  man's  delight,  or  neceffary  ufe. 

See  how  the  mountains  in  the  midi  divide 
The  nobleft  regions,  that  from  either  fide 
The  ftreams,  which  to  the  hills  their  currents'^ 
owe,  / 

May  every  way  along  the  valley  flow,  T 

And  verdant  weairli  on  all  the  foil  bcftow  I         j 
So  Atlas  and  the  mountains  of  the  moon, 
From  north  to  fouth,  in  lofty  ridges  run 
Through  Afric  realms,  whence  falling  waters  lave 
Th'  inferior  regions  with  a  winding  wave. 
They  various  rivers  give  to  various  foil, 
Niger  to  Guinea,  and  to  jEgypt  Nile. 
So  from  the  towering  Alpw  on  difTerent  fides, 
l!)iflolviiig  fnows  defcend  in  numerous  tides, 
Which  in  the  vale  beneath  their  parties  join 
To  form  the  Rhone,  the  Danube,  and  the  Rhine. 
So  Caucafus,  afpiring  Taurus  fo. 
And  fam'd  Imaifs,  ever  white  with  fnow. 
Through  eafttrn  ciitnes  their  lofty  lines  extend, 
And  thi?  and  tha:  vr^y  amp Je  currents  feud. 
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A  thoufand  rivers  make  their  erdoked  way, 
And  difembogue  their  floods  into  the  fea ; 
Whence  fliould  they  ne'er  by  fecret  roads  retire. 
And  to  the  hills,  from  whence  they  came,  afpire;' 
They  by  their  conftant  dreams  would  fo  increafe 
The  watery  (lores,  and  laife  fo  high  the  feas, 
That  the  wide  hollow  would  not  long  contain 
Th'  unequal  treafures  of  the  fweliing  main  ; 
Scorning  the  mounds  which  now  its  tide  withfianj 
The  fea  would  pafsfhe  Ihores,  and  drown  the  land. 

Tell,  by  what  paths,  what  fubferrancan  ways, ' 
Back  to  the  fountain's  head  the  fea  conveys 
The  refluent  rivers,  and  the  land  repays? 
Tel),  what  fuperior,  what  controlling  caufc 
Makes  waters,  in  contempt  of  nature's  laws, 
Climb  up,  and  gain  th'  afpiring  mountains  heigh^ 
Swift  and  forgetful  of  their  native  weight .' 
Wliat  happy  works,  what  engines  under-ground. 
What  indruments  of  curious  art  are  found,. 
Which  muft  with  everlafting  labour  play,  ") 

Back  to  their  fprings  the  rivers  to  convey,  v 

And  keep  their  correfpondence  with  the  fea?      > 

Perhaps  you'll  fay,  their  (Ireams  the  rivers  owe 
In  part  to  rain,  in  part  to  melting  fnov^; 
And  that  th'  attracled  watery  vapours  rife 
From  lakes  and  feas,  and  fill  the  lower  Ikies  ; 
Thefe  when  condens'd  the  airy  region  pours- 
On  the  dry  earth  in  rain,  or  gentle  fhowers  j 
Th*  jnfinuating  drops  fink  through  the  fand. 
And  pafs  the  porous  ftrainers  of  the  land ; 
Which  frefh  fupplies  of  watery  riches  brinfj 
To  every  river's  head,  to  each  eshaufled  fpring  j, 
The  ftreams  are  thus,  their  loffes  to  repair. 
Back  to  their  fource  traiifmitted  to  the  air; 
The  waters  ftill  their  circling  courfe  maintain, 
Flow  down  in  rivers,  and  return  in  rain  ; 
And  on  the  foil  with  heat  immoderate  dry'd. 
To  which  the  rain's  pure  treafures  are  deny'd. 
The  mountains  more  fublime  in  sther  rife. 
Transfix  the  clouds,  and  tower  amidft  the  ikies; 
The  fnowy  fleeces,  which  their  heads  involve, 
Still  fiay  in  part,  and  ftill  in  part  difTolve; 
Torrents  and  loud  impetuous  catarafts 
Through  roads  abrupt,  and  rude  unfafhion'd  tra&s^ 
Roll  down  the  lofty  mountain's  channell'd  fides. 
And  to  the  vale  convey  their  foaming  tides;, 
.A.t  length, to  make  their  various  currents  one. 
The  congregated  floods  together  run  ;  [hea(J; 

Thefe  confluent  ftreams  make  fome  great  river's' 
Ey  ftorcs  ftill  raeltiirg  and  defcending  fed  ; 
Thus  from  th'  afpiring  mountains  of  the  mooa 
Diffolving  treafures  rulh  in  torrents  down, 
Which  pafs  the  fun-barnt  realms  and  fandy  foil. 
And  blefs  th*  .i^^-gyptian  nation  with  their  Nilej 
Then  whofoe'er  hisfeiJret  rife  would  know, 
Muft  clim.b  the  hills,  and  trace  his  head  in  fhow; 
And   through  the  Rhine,  the  Danube,    and  th« 

Rhone, 
All  ample  rivers  of  our  milder  zone, 
While  they  advance  along  the  fiats  and  plains. 
Spread  by  the  Ihbwers  augmented,  and  the  rains  }■ 
Yet  thefe  their  fource  and  firft  beginning  owe 
To  ftores,  that  from  the  Alpine  mountains  flow;, 
Hence,  when  the  fnows  in  winter  ceafe  to  Wtcp, 
And  uadifiolv'd  chcir  flaky  texture-  keep, 
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Tbc  banks  with  cafe  their  humble  Areams  con 


ta:n, 
WKich  fwe  I  in  fummer,  and  rhofe  banks  difdain. 
Bt  thi-  account  allow'd,  fay,  do  not  here 
Th'  impreflions  of  confummate  arc  appear  ? 

In  every  fpacious  realm  a  rifing  ground, 
Obfcrvers  tell,  is  in  the  middle  found  ; 
That  aii  the  ftream-,  which  flnv  from  cither  fide. 
May  •trough  the  valleys  unobftruifled  glide. 
"What  various  kingd' >ms  does  the  Danube  lave, 
Befo'-e  the  Euxine  fea  receives  its  wave  ! 
How  many  nations  of  the  fun-burnt  foil 
Ifen'd  NigtT  blefi !    how  many  drink  the  Nile  ! 
Through  what  vaft  regi6ns  near  the  rifing  fun 
Does  Indus,  Ganges, and  Hydafpes,  run! 
What  happy  empires,  wide  tuphrate*,  teem, 
And  pregnant  grow  by  thy  prolific  flream  '. 
How  nia.iy  fpaci.-us  countries  does  the  Rhine, 
In  winding  banks,  and  mazes  ferpentine, 

j(,Traverfc,  before  he  fplits  in  Beigia's  plain, 

2And  loft  in  fand  creeps  to  the  German  main  I 

I^Floods  which  through  Indian  realms  their  courfe 
=    -     purfue, 
That  Mexico  enrich,  and  wafli  Peru, 
With  their  unwearied  ftreams  yet  farther  pafs, 
Before  they  reach  the  fea,  and  end  their  race. 

'  And  fince  the  rivers  and  the  floods  demand, 
For  their  defcent,  a  prone  and  finking  land. 
Does  not  this  due  declivity  declare 

.  A  wife  diredor's  providential  care  ? 

See,  how  the  itreams  advancing  to  the  main 
Tbniugh  crooked  channels  draw  their  cryftal  train '. 
While  lingering  thus  they  in  meanders  glide, 
They  fcatter  verdant  life  on  either  fide. 

,  The  valleys  fmile,  and  with  their  flowery  face 
And  wealthy  births  c  nfefs  the  floods  embrace. 
But  this  great  blefljiig  would  in  part  be  loft, 
Nor  would  the  meads  their  blooming  plenty  boaft; 
Did  uvicheck'd  rivers  draw  their  fluid  train 
In  lines  direifl,  and  rapid  feek  the  main. 

The  fea  does  next  demand  our  view ;  and  there 
Ko  lefs  the  marks  nf  perfeift  Ikili  appear. 
When  firft  the  atoms  to  the  congrefscame, 
And  by  their  concourle  form'd  the  mighty  frame, 
What  did  the  liquid  to  th'  affembly  call. 
To  ;;ive  their  aid  to  form  the  ponderous  ball  ? 
Fiift,  ttll  us,  why  did  any  come  ?  next,  why 
In  fuch  a  difproportion  to  the  dry  ? 
Why  were  the  moift  in  number  fo  outdone, 
That  to  a  thculand  dry,  they  are  but  one  i 
"When  they  united,  and  together  clung, 
When  undiftinguifti'd  in  one  heap  they  hung, 
How  was  the  union  broke,  the  knot  unty'd  .' 

,  What  did  th'  entangled  elements  divide  ? 
Wny  did  the  moift  disjoin'd,  without  refpeift 
To  their  lefs  vveigl.t,  the  luwcft  leat  elcdl  ? 
'C'.u.d  they  dilpenle  to  lie  below  the  land, 
-■With  nature's  law,  and  unrepeal'd  command  ; 
>Viiich  gives  to  lighter  things  the  greatcft  heiglit. 
And  feats  inferior  to  fuptrior  weight  ? 
JJia  they  forcfee,  unleis  they  lay  fo  low,  ~\ 

The  reftlels  flood  the  land  vsould  overflow,         > 
By  which  thcdclug'd  earth  would  ulelcfs  grow  ?  J 
What,  but  a  confcious  agent,  could  provide 
The  fpacioHs  hollow,  where  ihe  tyaves  refide  ? 


11 


Where,  barr'd  with  rock,  aad  fenc'd  with  hilla,  thi 

deep 
Does  in  its  womb  the  floating  treafures  keep ; 
And  all  the  raging  regiments  reftrain 
In  ftated  limits,  that  the  fwelling  main 
May  not  in  triumph  o'er  the  frontier  ride, 
And  through  the  land  licentious  fpread  its  tide? 
What  other  caui'ethe  frame  could  fi>  contrive, 
That,  when  tempeftuous  winds  the  ocean  drive, 
They  cannot  break  the  tye,  nor  difunite 
The  waves,  which  roll  connedled  in  their  flight  ? 
Their  bands,  though  flack,  no  diflblution  fear, 
Th*  unfever'd  parts  the  greateft  preffure  bear. 
Though  loofe,  and  fit  to  flow,  they  ftill  cohere. 
This  apt,  this  wife  contexture  of  the  fea. 
Makes  it  the  ftiips  driv'n  by  the  winds  obey ; 
Whence  hardy  merchants  fail  from  fliore  to  fliore, 
Bring  Indian  fpices  home,  and  Guinea's  ore. 

When  you  with  liquid  ftores  have  fiU'd  the  deep, 
What  does  the  flood  from  putrefa<ftion  keep  ? 
Should  it  lie  ftagnant  in  its  ample  feat, 
The  fun  would  through  it  fpread  deftru<9tive  heat. 
The  wife  Contriver,  on  his.  end  intent. 
Careful  this  fatal  error  to  prevent, 
And  keep  the  waters  from  corruption  free, 
Mixt  them  with  fait,  and  feafon'd  all  the  fea. 
What  other  caufe  could  this  effefl  produce  .' 
The  brackifli  tindure  through  the  main  diffufe? 
You,  who  to  folar  beams  this  talk  aflign, 
To  fcald  the  waves,  and  turn  the  tide  to -brine, 
Refledl,  that  all  the  fluid  ftores,  which  flcep 
In  the  remoteit  caverns  of  the  deep, 
Have  of  the  briny  force  a  greater  fliare 
Than  thofe  above,  that  meet  the  ariibient  air. 
Others,  but  oh  how  much  in  vain  '.  eredb 
Mountains  of  fait,  the  ocean  to  infeft. 
Who,  vers'd  in  nature,  can  defcribe  the  land, 
Or  fix  the  place  on  which  thofe  mountains  ftand  ? 
Why  have  thofe  rocks  fo  long  unwafted  ftood. 
Since,  lavifh  of  their  ftock,  they  through  the  flood 
tjjve,  ages  paft,  their  melting  cryftal  fpread. 
Arid  with  their  fpoils  the  liquid  regions  fed  ? 

Yet  more,  the  wife  Contriver  did  provide,       T 
To  keep  the  lea  from  ftagnating,  the  tide  ;  > 

Which  now  we  fee  advar.ce,  and  now  fubfide.     ji 
If  you  exclude  this  great  Directing  Mind, 
Declare  what  caule  of  this  effe(fl  you  find. 
You  who  this  globe  round  its  own  axis  drive. 
From  that  rotauon  this  event  derive  : 
You  fay,  the  fea,  which  with  unequal  pace 
Attends  the  earth  in  this  its  rapid  race. 
Does  with  its  waves  fall  backward  to  the  welt. 
And,  thence  repell'd,  advances  to  the  eaft  : 
While  this  revolving  motion  does  endure. 
The  deep  muft  reel,  and  rulh  from  fhorc  to  Ihore  : 
Thus  to  the  fetting,  and  the  rifing  fun. 
Alternate  tides  in  ftated  order  run, 
Th'  experiments  you  bring  us,  to  explain 
This  notion,  are  impertinent  and  vain  : 
An  orb  or  ball  roiuid  its  own  axi--  whirl. 
Will  not  the  motion  to  a  diftance  hurl. 
Whatever  duft  or  fand  you  on  it  place. 
And  drops  of  water  from  its  convex  face  ? 
If  this  rotation  does  the  Teas  afiedt. 
The  rapid  aiotioo  rather  would  e'y:^ 
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the  ftores  the  low  capacious  caves  contain, 
And  from  its  ample  bafon  caft  the  main  ; 
Aloft  in  air  would  make  the  ocean  fly, 
And  dafli  its  fcatter'd  waves  againft  the  fky. 

if  you,  to  folve  th'  appearance,  have  recourfe 
To  the  bright  fun,'s  Or  moon's  impulfive  force; 
Do  you,  who  call  for  demonftration,  tell 
How  diftant  orbs  th'  obedient  flood  impel  ? 
This  flrong  myftcrious  influence  explain, 
By  which,  to  fwell  the  waves,  they  prefs  the  main. 
But  if  you  choofe  magnetic  power,  and  fay 
Thofe  bodies  by  attraction  move  the  fea; 
Till  with  new  light  you  make  thi«  fecret  known. 
And  tell  us  how  'tis  by  attracftion  done. 
You  leave  the  mind  in  darknefs  fliU  involv'd, 
]>Jor  have  you,  like  philofophers,  refolv'd 
The  doubts,  v/hich  we  to  reafoning  men  refer, 
But  with  a  cant  of  words  abufe  the  ear. 

Thofe  who  alTert  the  lunar  orb  prefides 
O'er  humid  bodies,  and  the  ocean  guides  ; 
Whofe  waves  obfequious  ebb,  or  fwelling  run, 
With  the  declining  or  increafing  moon  ; 
With  reafon  feem  her  empire  to  maintain. 
As  miftrefs  of  the  rivers  and  the  main. 
Perhaps  her  a<5tive  influences  caufe 
1  h'  alternate  £ood,-and  give  the  billow  laws; 


The  waters  feem  her  orders  to  ohcf. 
And  ebb  and  flow,  determin'd  by  herfway. 

Grant  that  the  deep  this  foreign  fovereign  owfls/ 
That  mov'd  by  her  it  this  and  that  way  runs: 
Say,  by  what  force  (he  makes  the  ocean  fwell; 
Does  (he  attrad  the  waters,  or  impel  ? 
How  does  fhe  rule  the  rolling  waves,  and  guide 
By  fixt  and  conftant  laws  the  reftlefs  tide  ? 
Why  does  (he  dart  her  force  to  that  degree. 
As  gives  fo  juft  a  motion  to  the  fea, 
That  it  fhoiild  flow  no  more,  no  more  retire. 
Than  nature's  various  ufeful  ejids  require  ? 
A  Mind  Supreme  you  therefore  niuft  approve, 
Whofe   high    command    caus'd    matter    firft  t» 

move  : 
Who  ftill  preferves  its  courfe,  and,  with  refpeft 
To  his  wife  ends,  all  motions  does^iredt 
He  to  the  filver  moon  this  province  gave, 
And  fixt  her  empire  o'er  the  briny  wave  ; 
Endued  her  with  fuch  juft  degrees  of  power. 
As  might  his  aims  and  wife  defigns  procure, 
Might  agitate  and  work  the  troubled  deep. 
And  rolling  waters  from  corruption  keep. 
But  not  impel  them  o'er  their  bounds  of  fand. 
Nor  force  the  wafteful  deluge  o'er  the  land. 


BOOK    II. 


TZf  Argument. 

The  Introdudlion.  The  numerous  and  important  bleffings  of  religion.  The  esiftence  of  a  God  de- 
monftrated,  from  the  wil'dom  and  defign  which  appear  in  the  motions  of  the  heavenly  orbs ;  bus 
more  particularly  in  the  folar  fyflem.  I.  In  the  fnuation  of  the  fun,  and  its  due  diftance  from  the 
earth.  The  fatal  confequences  of  its  havin<^'  been  placed  otherwife  than  it  is.  II.  In  its  diurnai 
motion,  whence  the  change  of  day  and  night  proceeds  :  then  in  its  annual  motion,  whence  arife  the 
different  degrees  of  heat  and  cold.  The  confinement  of  tJie  fun  between  fhe  tropics,  not  to  be  ac- 
counted for  by  any  philofophical  hypothcfis.  The  difficulties  of  the  fame,  if  the  earth  moves,  and 
the  fun  refts.  Tlie  fpiing  of  the  fun's  motion,  not  to  be  explained  by  any  irreligious  philofophy. 
The  contemplation  of  the  folar  light,  and  the  ufes  made  of  it  for  the  end  propofed.  The  appear- 
ances in  the  folar  fyflem  not  to  be  folved,  but  by  aflerting  a  God.  The  fyftems  of  Ptolemy,  Co- 
pernicus, Tycho  Biahe,  and  Kepler,  confidered.  The  folar  fyflem  defcribed,  and  compared  with 
the  fixed  ftars,  which  are  fuppofed  centres  of  the  like  fyQems.  Refltcftions  on  that  comparifon. 
The  hypothefis  of  Kpicurus,  in  relation  to  the  motion  of  the  fun.  Wifdom  and  delign  dilcovered 
in  the  air  ;  in  its  ufeful  ilrudture,  its  elafticity,  its  various  meteors ;  the  wind,  the  rahi,  thunder,  and 
lightning.     A  fliort  contemplation  of  the  vegetable  kind. 


Carus,  by  hardy  Epicurus  taught. 
From  Greece  ti.  Rome  his  impious  fyflem  brought ; 
Then  war  with  heaven  he  did  infulting  wage, 
And  breafh'd  againft  the  gods  immortal  rage : 
See,  he  exclaim ',  the  fource  of  all  our  woe  ! 
Our  fears  and  fufFerings  from  religion  flow 

We  grant,  a  train  of  mifchiefs  oft  proceeds 
From  fuper   itious  rites  and  penal  creeds; 
But  view  religion  in  her  native  charms, 
Difpcrfing  bisffings  with  iadulgeaj  arais ; 


From  her  fair  eyes  what  heavenly  rays  are  fpread. 
What  blooming  joys  fraile  round  her  blifsful  head  I' 

Offspring  divine  ;  by  thee  we  blefs  the  caufe, 
Who  form'd  the  world,  and  rules  it  by  his  law*  ; 
His  independent  being  we  adore. 
Extol  his  goodnefs,  and  revere  his  power ; 
Our  wondering  eyes  his  high  perfedlions  view. 
The  lofty  contemplation  we  purfue. 
Till  ravifh'd  we  the  great  idea  find, 
bhining  in  bright  impreffions  oa  our  m'm4. 
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Infp'r'd  hy  thee,  gneft  of  celeftial  raee. 
With  generous  love,  we  human-kind  embrace; 
We  provocations  unprovok'd  receive, 
Patient  of  wrong,  and  eafy  to  frrgive ; 
Prpte<£l  the  orphan,  plead  the  widow's  caufe, . 
Nor  deviate  from  the  line  unerring  juftice  draws. 

Thy  luiire,  bleft  effulgence,  can  difpel 
The  clouds  of  error,  and  the  gloom  of  hell ; 
Can  to  the  foul  impart  ethereal  light, 
Give  life  divine  and  intellcdtual  fight ; 
Before  our  ravifh'd  eyes  thy  beams  difilay 
The  opening  fcenes  of  blifis,  and  endlcfs  day ; 
By  which  incited,  we  with  ardour  rife. 
Scorn  this  inferior  ball,  and  cjaim  the  fkics. 
,    Tyrants  to  thee  a  change  of  nature  owe, 
Difmifs  their  tortures,  and  indulgent  groW. 
Ambitious  conquerors  in  their  mad  career, 
Check'd  by  thy  voice,  lay  down  thefword  and  fpear. 
'J  he  boldeft  champions  of  impiety,  T 

Scornful  of  Hea  en,  fubdu'd  or  wen  by  thee,      > 
Before  thy  hallow'd  altars  bend  the  knee.;  j 

l^oofe  wits,  made  wife,  a  public  good  become, 
The  foDs  of  pride  ati  humble  mien  affumc  ; 
The  profligate  in  morals  grows  fevere, 
Defrauders  juft,  and  fycopkantsfincere. 

With  aniorous  language,  and  bewitching  fmiles, 
AttratSlive  airs,  and  all  the  lover's  wiles, 
The  fair  Egyptian  Jacob's  fon  carefs'd. 
Hung  on  his  neck,  and  languifh'd  on  his  bread: ; 
Courted  with  freedom  now  the  beauteous  iluve. 
Now  flattering  fued,  and  threatening  now  did  rave ; 
But  not  the  various  eloquence  of  love, 
Nor  power  enrag'd,  could  his  fis'd  virtue  move. 
See,  aw'd  by  Heaven,  the  blooming  Hebrew  flies 
Her  artful  tongue,  and  more  perfuaiivc  eyes  ; 
And,  fpringing  from  her  difappointed  arms, 
Prefers  a  elungcon  to  forbidden  charms. 

Stedfaft  in  virtue's  and  his  country's  caufe, 
Th'  illuftrious  fuuuder  of  the  Jewifli  laws. 
Who,   taught   by  Heaven,  at  genuine  ^eathefs 

aim'd, 
With  worthy  pride  imperial  blood  dirdaim'd ; 
Th'  alluring  hopes  of  Pharaoh's  throne  refign'd, 
And  the  vain  pleafures  of  a  court  declin'd  ; 
Pleas'd  with  obfcure  recefs,  to  eafe  the  pains       ") 
Of  Jacob's  race,  and  break  their  fervile  chains;  f 
Such  generous  minds  are  form'd  where  blell  rc-C 
ligion  reigns.  J 

Ye  friends  of  Epicurus,  look  'around. 
All  nature  view  with  marks  of  prudence  crown 'd  : 
Mind  the  wife  ends,  which  proper  means  promote ; 
3ce  how  the  different  parts  for  different  nfe  are 

wrought; 
Contemplate  all  this  condudt  and  defign, 
Then  own  and  pralfe  th'  Artificer  Divine. 

Regard  the  orb  fublime,  in  lether  borne, 
Wliich  the  blue  regions  of  the  Ikies  adorn  ; 
Ccmpar'd  with  whofc  extent  this  low-hung  ball, 
Shrt'ik  to  a  point,  is  deljiicably  fmall : 
Their  number,  counting  thofe  th'  unaided  eye 
Can  fee,  or  by  invented  tubes  dtfcry, 
"With  thofe  which  in  the  adverfe  hemifphere. 
Or  near  each  pole  to  lands  remote  appear ; 
The  wideft  ftretch  of  human  thonght  exceeds. 
And  in  tb'  attentive  mind  amazcttient  breeds; 


While  thefe  fo  numerous,  and  fo  vaft  of  fize, 
In  various  ways  roll  through  the  tracklefs  flries  ; 
Through  croffing  roads  perplex'd  and  intricate, 
Perform  their  ftages,  and  their  rounds  repeat ; 
None  by  collifion  from  their  courfe  are  driven, 
No  (bocks,  no  confli(5ls,  break  the  peace  of  heaven  j 
No  ftiatter'd  globes,  no  glowing  fragments  fall. 
No  worlds  o'erturn'dcrufli  this  terretlrial  ball ; 
In  beauteous  order  all  the  orbs  advance. 
And  in  their  mazy  complicated  dance, 
Not  in  one  part  of  all  the  pathlefs  iky, 
Did  any  ever  halt,  or  ftep  awry. 

When  twice  ten  thoufand  men  dcpriv'd  of  fighti 
To  feme  wide  vale  diredl  their  footfleps  right; 
Shall  there  a  rarlouf  figur'd  dance  effiy,  , 
Move  by  juft  fteps,  and  meafur'd  time  obey ; 
Shall  crofs  each  other  with  unerring  feet, 
Never  miftake  their  place,  and  never  meet : 
Nor  ihall  in  many  years  the  leaft  decline 
From  the  fame  ground,  and  the  fame  winding  line  ? 
Then  may  in  various  roads  the  orbs  above. 
Without  a  guide,  in  perfeci  concord  move ; 
Then  beauty,  order,  and  harmonious  laws, 
May  not  require  a  wife  Dire<Sl:ing  Caufe. 

bee  how  th'  indulgent  father  of  the  day 
At  fuch  due  difiance  docs  his  beams  difplay, 
That  he  his  heat  may  give  to  fea  and  land, 
In  juft  degrees,  as  all  their  wants  demand ! 
But  had  he,  in  th*  unmeafurable  fpacc 
Of  sther,  chofen  a  remoter  place ; 
For  inftance,  pleah'd  with  that  fupetior  feat 
Where  Saturn,  or  where  Jove,  their  courfe  repeat ; 
Or  had  he  ha|5pen'd  farther  yet  to  lie. 
In  the  more  diftant  quarters  of  the  fky ; 
How  fad,  how  wild,  how  exquilite  a  fcene 
Of  defolation,  had  this  planet  been  ! 
A  waftcful,  cold,  untrodden  wildernefs. 
The  gloomy  haunts  of  horror  and  diftrefs  : 
Inflead  of  Vfoods,   which  crown  the  mountain** 

head, 
And  the  gay  honotirs  of  the  verdant  mead  ; 
Inftead  of  golden  fruits,  the  garden's  pride, 
By  genial  Ihow'rs  and  folar  heat  fupply'd  ; 
Icelandian  cold,  and  Hyperborean  fnows, 
Eternal  froft,  with  ice  that  never  flows^ 
Unfufferable  winter,  had  defac'd 
Earth's  blooming  charmt^and  made  a  barren  wafte : 
No  mild  indulgent  galeS  would  gently  bear. 
On  their  foft  wings,  fwect  vapours  through  the  air. 
The  balmy  fpoils  of  plants  and  fragrant  flowers. 
Of  aromatic  groves,  and  pnyrtle  bowers, 
Whofc  odoriferous  exhalations  fan 
The  flame  of  life,  and  recreate  beaft  and  mart ; 
But  florms,  ev'n  worfe  than  vex  Norwegian  waves, 
That  breed  in  Scythia's  hills,  or  Lapland  caves. 
Would  through  this  bleak  terreftrial  dcfart  blow. 
Glaze  it  with  ice,  or  whelm  it  o'er  with  fnow. 

Or  had  the  fun,  by  like  unhappy  fate, 
Elefted  to  the  earth  a  nearer  feat. 
His  beams  had  cleft  the  hill,  the  valley  dry'd, 
Exhal'd  the  lake,  and  draln'd  the  briny  tide  : 
A  heat  fupcrior  far  to  that  which  broils 
Borneo,  or  Sumatra,  Indian  ifles  ; 
I'han  that  which  ripens  Guinea's  golden  ore, 
Or  burns  the  Lybian  hind,  or  tans  the  Moor; 


Had  laid  all  na^ure  wafte,  and  turn'd  the  land 
To  hills  of  cinders,  and  to  vales  of  fand  ; 
No  beads  could  then  have  rang'd  the  leaflcfs  wood, 
Nor  finny  nations  cut  the  boiling  flood  : 
B'irds  had  not  beat  the  airy  road,  the  fwains 
No  flocks  had  tended  on  the  ruflet  plains. 
Thus,  had  the  fun's  bright  orb  teen  nioi'e  remote, 
The   cold  had   kill'd ;    and,  if  more   near,  the 
•  drought. 

Next  fee,  Lucretian  fages,  fee  the  fun 
His  courfe  diurnal  and  his  annual  run. 
Hovir  in  his  glorious  race  he  moves  along, 
Gay  as  a  bridegroom,  as  a  giant  ftrong  : 
How  his  unvary'd  labour  he  repeats. 
Returns  at  morning,  and  at  eve  retreats; 
And  by  the  diftribution  of  his  light, 
Now  gives  to  man  the  day,  and  now  the  night ; 
Night,  when  the  drowfy  fwain  and  traveller  ceafe 
Their   daily  toil,    and   foothe   their  limbs   with 

eafe ; 
When  all  the  weary  fons  of  woe  reftrain 
Their  yielding  cares  with  flumber's  filken  chain 
Bolace  fad  grief,  and  lull  reludlant  pain. 

And  while  the  fun,  ne'er  covetous  of  reft. 
Flies  with  fuch  rapid  fpeed  from  eaft  to  weft, 
In  tracks  oblique  he  through  the  zodiac  rolls, 
Between  the  iiorthern  and  the  fouthern  poles  : 
From  which  revolving  progrefs  through  the  Ikies, 
The  needful  feafons  of  the  year  arife. 
And  as  he  now  advances,  now  retreats. 
Whence  winter  colds  proceed,  and  fummer  heats, 
He  qualifies  and  cheers  the  air  by  turns. 
Which  winter  freezes,  and  which  fummer  burns. 
Thus  his  kind  rays  the  two  extremes  reduce. 
And  keep  a  temper  fit  for  nature's  ufe. 
The  froft  and  drought,  by  this  aliernate  power, 
The  earth's  prolific  energy  reftore. 
The  lives  of  man  and  beaft  demand  the  change ; 
Hence  fowls  the  air,  and  fifli  the  ocean,  rjnge. 
Of  heat  and  cold  this  juft  fucceflive  reign. 
Which  does  the  balance  of  the  year  maintain  ; 
The  gardener's  hope  and  farmer's  patience  props. 
Gives  vernal  verdure  and  autumnal  crops. 

Should  but  the  fun  h^s  duty  once  forget, 
Nor  from  the  nortli,  nor  from  thfe  fouth  retreat : 
Should  not  the  beams  revive,  and  footh  the  foil. 
Mellow  the  furrow  for  the  ploughman's  toil ; 
A  teeming  vigour  ftiould  they  not  diffufe. 
Ferment  the  glebe,  and  genial  fpirits  loofe. 
Which  lay  imprifon'd  in  the  ftiffen'd  ground, 
Congeal'd  with  cold,  in  frofty  fetters  bound  ; 
Unfruitful  earth  her  wretched  fate  would  mourn, 
No  grafs  would  clothe  the  plains,  no  fruit  the  trees 
adorn.  '  • 

But  did  the  lingering  orb  much  longer  ftay, 
Unmindful  of  his  courfe,  and  crooked  way ; 
The  earth,  of  dews  defrauded,  would  deteft 
The  fat^l  favour  of  th'  effulgent  gueft; 
To  diilant  v/orlds  implore  him  to  repair, 
And  free  from  noxious  beams  the  fultry  air; 
His  ray»  produdlive  now  of  wealth  and  joy,        ■) 
Would  then  the  paftureand  the  hills  annoy,        i 
And  with  too  great  indulgence  would  deftroy:  5 
In  vain  the  labouring  hind  would  till  the  land, 
"Jurn  lip  th^  glebe,  and  fow  his  feed  in  fand  j 
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The  meads  would  crack,  in  want  of  binding  dewj^ 
The  channels  would  th'  exhaling  river  lofc : 
While  in  their  haunts  wilds  bca'.ls  expiring  lie 
The  panting  herds  would  on  the  pafture  die. 
But  now  the  fun  at  neither  tropic  ftays 
A  longer  time  than  his  alternate  rays 
In  fuch  proportion  heat  and  luftre  give. 
As  do  not  ruin  nature,  but  revive. 

When  the  bright  orb,  to  folace  fouthern  feats 
Inverts  his  courfe,  and  from  the  north  retreats - 
As  he  advances,  his  indulgent  beam 
Makes  the  glad  earth  with  frefh  conceptions  teem- 
Reftores  their  leafy  honours  to  the  woods, 
Flowers  to  the  banks,  and  freedom  to  the  floods; 
Unbinds  the  turf,  exhilarates  the  plain, 
Brings  back  his  labour,  and  recruits  the  fwain  ; 
Through  all  the  foil  a  genial  ferment  fpreads. 
Regenerates  the  plants,  and  new  adorns  the  meads. 
The  birds  on  branches  perch'd,  or  on  the  wing, 
At  nature's  verdant  reftoration  fing. 
And  with  melodious  lay  falute  the  fprmg. 

The  heats  of  fummer  benefits  produce 
Of  equal  number,  and  of  equal  ufe  : 
The  fprouting  births,  and  beauteous  vernal  bloom. 
By  warmer  rays  to  ripe  perfedion  come  ; 
Th'  auftere  and  ponderous  juices  they  fublime, 
Make  them  afcend  the  porous  foil,  and  climb  ' 
The  orange-tree,  the  citron,  and  the  lime; 
Which,  drunk  in  plenty  by  the  thirfty  root, 
Break  forth  in  painted  flowers,  and  golden  fruit: 
They  explicate  the  leaves,  and  ripen  food 
For  the  filk-labourers  of  the  mulberry  wood  ; 
And  the  fweet  liquor  on  the  cane  beftow, 
From  which  prepar'd  the  lufcious  fugars  flow; 
With  generous  juice  enrich  the  fpreading  vine) 
And  in  the  grape  digeft  the  fprightly  wine. 
The  fragrant  trees,  which  grow  by  Indian  flood% 
And  in  Arabia's  aromatic  woods. 
Owe  all  their  fpices  to  the  fummer's  heat, 
Their  gumtny  tears,  and  odoriferous  fvveat. 
Now  the  bright  fun  compads  the  precious  fl:one. 
Imparting  radient  luftre,  like  his  own  : 
He  tindurcs  rubies  with  their  rofy  hue, 
And  on  the  fapphire  fpreads  a  heavenly  blue; 
For  the  proud  monarch's  dazzling  crown  pre^ 

pares 
Rich  orient  pearl,  and  adamantine  ftars. 

Next  autumn,  when  the  fun's  withdrawing  rajf 
The  night  enlarges,  and  contradls  the  day. 
To  crown  his  labour  to  the  farmer  yields 
The  yellow  treafures  of  his  fruitful  fields  : 
Ripens  the  harveft  for  the  crooked  fteel, 
(While  bending  {talks  the  rural  weapon  feel;) 
The  fragrant  fruit  for  the  nice  palate  fits. 
And  to  the  prefs  the  fwelling  grape  fubmits. 

At  length,  forfaken  by  the  folar  rays. 
See,  drooping  nature  fickens  and  decays; 
While  winter  all  his  fnowy  ftores  difplays. 
In  hoary  triumph  unmolcfted  reigns 
O'er  barren  hills,  and  bleak  untrodden  plains- 
Hardens  the  glebe,  the  fliady  grove  deiorms,  * 
Fetters  the  floods,  and  ftiakes  the  air  with  ftorms. 
Now  aftive  fpirits  arc  reftrain'd  with  cold. 
And  f  rifons.  cramp'd  with  ice,  the  genial  captive, 
hold.  X     -• 
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'l^'he  mea(3s  their  flowery  prif'e  no  longer  wear. 
And  trees  extend  their  naked  arms  in  air; 
The  frozen  furrow,  and  the  fallow  field, 
N(  r"to  the  fpade,  nor  to  the  harrf>w,  yield. 

Yet  in  thtir  turn  the  fnows  and  frofls  produce 
Various  efTecfts,  and  of  important  ufe. 
Th'  intemperate  heats  of  fummer  are  controll'd 
By  winter's  rigour,  and  inclement  cold. 
Which  checks  contagious  fpawn,and  noxious  fteams, 
Ttte "fatal  offspring  of  immoderate  beams; 
Th*  exhaufted  air  with  vital  nitre  fills, 
Infedlion  ftops,  and  deaths  in  embryo  kills; 
Conftrains  the  glebe,  keeps  back  the  hurtful  weed. 
And  fits  the  furrow  for  the  vernal  feed. 
Tlie  fpirits  now,  as  faid,  imprifon'd  flay,  ") 

"Which  elfe,  by  warmer  fun-beams  drawn  away,  > 
Would  roam  in  air,  and  diflipated  flray.  _) 

Thus  are  the  winter  frnfts  to  nature  kind, 
Fro'ls,  which  reduce  exceffive  heats,  and  bind 
Prolific  ferments  in  refiftlefs  chains, 
"V^hence  parent  earth  her  fruitfulnefs  maintains. 
To  compafs  all  thefe  happy  ends,  the  fun 
In  winding  tracks  does  through  the  zodiac  run. 

You,  who  fo  much  are  vers'd  in  caiifes,  tell. 
What  from  the  tropics  can  the  fun  repel  .> 
What  vigorous  arm,  what  repercuffive  blow. 
Bandies  the  mighty  globe  ftill  to  and  fro, 
Y«t  with  fuch  conduct,  fuch  unerring  art. 
He  never  did  the  tracklefs  road  defert  ? 
Ayhy  does  he  never  in  his  fpiral  race 
The  tn  pics  or  the  polar  circles  pafs  ?  [trol 

What  gulfs,  what  moundf,  what  terrors  tan  con» 
The  rufliing  orb,  and  make  him  backward  roll  ? 
Why  fhould  he  halt  at  either  ftation  ?  why 
>Iot  forward  run  in  unobllrudive  fky  ? 
Can  he  not  pafs  an  aftronomic  line  .' 
Or  does  he  dread  th'  imaginary  fign  ; 
•Hiat  he  fliould  ne'er  advance  to  cither  pole, 
Nor  farther  yet  in  liquid  sther  roll, 
Till  he  has  gain'd  feme  unfrequented  place 
3_.Qft  to  the  world  in  vaft  unmcafur'd  fpace? 

^f  to  the  old  you  the  new  fchoojs  prefer. 
And  to  the  fam'd  Copernicus  adhere  ; 
Jf  you  efteem  that  fuppofition  beft. 
Which  moves  the  earth,  and  leaves  the  fun  at  reft ; 
^Vith  a  new  veil  your  ignorance  you  hide, 
Still  is  the  knot  as  hard  to  be  unty'd ; 
You  change  your  fcheme.but  the  old  dnubtsremain, 
And  (till  you  leave  th*  inquiring  mind  in  pain, 

This'problem,  as  philol'.iphers,  refolve  : 
What  makes  the  globe  from  weft  to  eafl  revolve  ? 
What  is  the  ftrong  impulfive  caufe,  declare, 
Which  rolls  the  ponderous  orb  fo  fi^ift  in  air? 
To  your  vain  anfwer  will  you  have  recourfe, 
And  tell  us  'tis  ingcnite,  adivc  force. 
Mobility,  or  native  power  to  move. 
Words  which  mean  nothing,  and  can  nothing  proyq.' 
That  moving  power,  that  force  innate  explain, 
Or  your  grave  anfwers  are  abfurd  and  vain  : 
We  no  folution  of  our  que.lioti  find  ; 
Your  words  bewilder,  not  diredl  the  mind. 

If  you,  this  rapid  motion  to  procure. 
For  the  hard  tafk  employ  magnetic  power; 
Whether  that  power  you  at  the  centre  place, 
Or  ia  the  middle  regions  of  the  mafs. 


Or  elfe,  as  fome  philofophcrs  aflert. 

You  give  an  equal  fhare  to  every  part ; 

Have  you  by  this  the  caufe  of  motion  fliown  J 

After  explaining,  is  it  not  unknown  .' 

Since  you  pretend,  by  reafon's  ftricSleft  laws, 

Of  an  efFe(51:  to  manifeft  the  caufe ; 

Nature,  of  wonders  fo  immeufe  a  field. 

Can  none  more  ftrange.none  more  myflerious  yield, 

None  that  eludes  fagacious  reafon  more 

Than  this  obfcure,  inexplicable  power. 

Since  you  the  fpring  of  motion  cannot  (how. 

Be  jufi,  and  faultlefs  ignorance  allow  ; 

Say,  'tis  obedience  to  th'  Almighty  nod. 

That  'tis  the  will,  the  power,  the  hand  of  God. 

Philofophcrs  of  fpreading  fame  are  found, 
Who  by  th'  attradlion  of  the  orbs  around 
Would  move  the  earth,  and  make  its  courfe  obey 
The  fun's  and  moon's  inevitable  fway 
Some  from  the  preffure  and  impelling  force 
Of  heavenly  bodies  would  derive  its  courfe  ; 
Whilft  in  the  dark  and  difficult  difpute 
All  are  by  turns  confuted,  and  confute ; 
Each  can  fuhvert  th'  opponent's  fcheme,  but  nonj 
Has  ftrength  of  reafon  to  fupport  his  o^jn. 

The  mind  employ 'd  in  fearch  of  fecret  things. 
To  find  out  motion's  caufe  and  hidden  fprings, 
Through  all  th'  ethereal  regions  moants  on  high. 
Views  all  the  fphercs,  and  ranges  all  the  flcy ; 
Searches  the  orbs,  and  penetrates  the  air 
With  unfticcefsful  toil,  and  fruitlefs  care ; 
Till,  ftopp'd  by  awful  heights,  and  gulfs  immenfe 
Of  wifdom,  and  of  valt  omnipotence. 
She  trembling  ftands,  and  does  in  wonder  gaze. 
Loft  in  the  wide  inejttricabie  maze. 

See,  how  the  fun  does  on  the  middle  Ihine, 
And  round  the  globe  defcribe  th'  sequator  line ; 
By  which  wife  means  he  can  the  whole  furvey 
With  a  diredl,  or  with  a  flanting  ray. 
In  the  fucceflHon  of  a  night  and  day. 
Had  the  north  pole  been  fix'd  beneath  the  fun, 
To  fouthern  realms  the  day  had  been  unknov/n  : 
If  the  fouth  pole  had  gain'd  that  nearer  feat, 
The  northern  climes  had  met  as  hard  a  fate. 
And  fince  the  fpace,  that  lies  on  either  fide 
The  foiar  oib,  is  vi^ithout  limits  wide  ; 
Grant  that  the  fun  had  happen'd  to  prefer 
A  feat  afcaiit  but  one  diameter, 
Loft  to  the  light  by  that  unhappy  place 
This  globe  had  lain  a  frozen,  loncfome  mafs. 

Behold  the  light  emitted  from  the  fun. 
What  more  faniiliar,  and  what  more  unknown! 
While  by  its  fpreading  radiance  it  reveals 
All  nature's  face,  it  ftill  itfelf  conceals. 
See  how  each  morn  it  does  its  beams  difplay, 
And  on  its  golden  vvings  bring  back  the  day  ! 
How  foon  th'  effulgent  emanations  fly 
Through  the  blue  gulf  of  interpofing  (ky  ! 
How  foon  their  luftre  all  the  region  fills. 
Smiles  on  the  vallies,  and  adoros  the  hills! 
Millions  of  miles,  fo  rapid  is  thtir  race, 
To  cheer  the  earth,  they  in  few  moments  pafs. 
Amazing  progrefs !   At  its  utmoft  ftretcb. 
What  human  mind  can  this  fwift  motion  reach  J. 
B'.it  if,  to  fave  fo  quick  a  flight,  you  fay 
Th6  ever-rolling  orb's  impulfive  ray 


On  the  next  threads  and  filaments  does  bear 
■Which  form  the  fpringy  texture  of  the  air, 
That  thofe  ftill  ftrike  the  next,  till  to  the  fight 
The  quick  vibration  propagates  the  light ; 
'Tis  ftill  as  hard,  if  we  this  fcheme  believe, 
The  caufe  of  light's  fwift  progrefs  to  conceive. 

With  thought  from  prepolTc-Qion  free,  refle(5l 
On  folar  rays,  as  they  the  fight  rcfped. 
The  beams  pf  light  had  been  in  vain  difplay'd. 
Had  not  the  eye  been  fit  for  vifion  made  : 
In  vain  the  author  had  the  eye  prcpar'd 
With  fo  much  flcill,  had  not  the  light  appear'd. 

The  old  and  new  aftronnmers  in  vain 
Attempt  the  heavenly  motion=  to  explain. 
Firft  Ptolemy  his  fcheme  celeftial  wrought. 
And  (if  machines  a  wild  prnvifion  brought : 
Orbs  centric  and  eccentric  he  prepares, 
Cycles  and  epicycles,  folid  fphercs, 
In  order  plac'd.  and  with  bright  globes  inlaid, 
To  folve  the  tow'rs  by  heavenly  bodies  made. 
But  fo  perplex'd,  fo  intricate  a  frame, 
The  latter  ages  with  denfion  name. 
The  comets,  which  at  feafons  downward  tend, 
Then  with  their  flaming  equipage  afcend; 
Venus,  which  in  the  purlieus  of  the  fun 
Does  now  above  him,  now  beneath  him,  run ; 
The  ancient  ftrufture  of  the  heavens  fubvert, 
Rear'd  with  vaft  labour,  but  with  little  art. 

Copernicus,  who  rightly  did  condemn 
This  eldeft  fyftem,  form'd  a  wifer  fcheme; 
In  which  he  leaves  the  fun  at  refl,  and  rolls 
The  orb  rerreftrial  on  its  proper  poles ; 
Which  makes  the  night  and  day  by  this  career, 
And  hy  its  flow  and  crooked  courfe  the  year. 
The  famous  Dane,  who  oft  the  modern  guides, 
To  parth  and  fun  their  provinces  divides  : 
The  earth's  rotation  makes  the  night  and  day  ; 
The  fun  revolving  through  the  th'  ecliptic  way 
Effetfts  the  various  feafons  pf  the  year, 
"Which  in  their  turn  for  happy  ends  appear. 
This  fcheme  or  that,  which  pleafes  beft,  embrace, 
Still  we  the  fountain  of  their  motion  trace. 

Kepler  afl"errs  thefe  wonders  may  be  dune 
By  the  magnetic  virtue  of  the  fun, 
Which  he,  to  gain  his  end,  thinks  fit  to  place 
Full  in  the  centre  of  that  mighty  fpace, 
■\Vhich  does  the  fpheres,  where  planets  roll,  include. 
And  leaves  him  with  attractive  force  endued. 
The  fun,  thus  feated,  by  mechanic  laws. 
The  earth  and  every  diftant  planet  draws; 
By  which  attradlion  all  the  planets,  fonind 
Within  his  reach,  are  turn'd  in  ajther  round. 

If  all  thefe  rolling  orbs  the  fun  obey. 
Who  holds  his  empire  by  magnetic  fway  ? 
Since  all  arc  guided  with  an  equal  forte. 
Why  are  they  fo  unequal  in  their  courfe  ? 
Saturn  in  thirty  years  his  ring  completes. 
Which  fwifter  Jupiter  in  twelve  repeats. 
Mars  three  and  twenty  months  revolving  fpends; 
The  earth  in  twelve  her  annual  journey  ends. 
Venus,  thy  race  in  twice  four  months  is  run  ; 
For  his,  Mcrcurius  three  deniands ;  the  moon 
Her  revolution  finifhes  in  one. 
ff  all  at  once  are  mov'd,  and  by  one  fpring, 
Whyfo  unequal  is  their  acnual  ring? 
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If  fome,  you  fay,  prefs'd  with  a  poiiderdus  loa^ 
Of  gravity,  move  flower  in  -heir  road, 
Becaufe,  with  weight  incu  ■  ber'd  and  oppreft, 
Thefe  fluggilh  orbs  th*  attradive  fun  refift  ; 
Till  you  can  weight  and  gravity  explain, 
Thofe  words  are  infignificant  and  vain. 
If  planetary  orbs  the  fun  obey, 
Why  fliould  the  moon  difown  his  fovereign  fway  | 
Why  in  a  whirling  eddy  of  her  own 
.^iroand  th.  globe  terreftrial  (hould  flie  run  ? 
This  difobedicnce  of  the  moon  will  prove 
The  fun's  bright  orb  does  not  the  planet  move. 

Philofophers  may  fpare  their  toil;  in  vain       -\ 
They  (orm  new  fchemes,  and  rack  their  thought-/ 
fill  brain,  {T 

The  caufe  of  heavenly  motions  to  explain :  J 

After  their  various  unfuccefsful  ways, 
Their  fruitlefs  labour,  and  inept  i-ffays, 
No  caufe  of  thofe  appearances  they'll  find. 
But  power  exerted  by  th'  Eternal  Mind  ; 
Which  through  their  roads  the  orbs  celeflial  drives, 
And  this  ••r  that  determin'd  motion  gives. 
The  Mind  Supreme  does  all  his  worlds  controul. 
Which  by  his  order  this  and  that  way  roll; 
Froni  him  they  take  a  delegated  force. 
And  by  his  high  command  maintain  their  courfe; 
By  laws  decreed  e'er  fleeting  time  begun. 
In  their  fix'd  limits  they  their  ftages  run. 

But  if  the  earth,  and  each  erratic  world, 
Aroui.d  their  fun  their  pniper  centre  whirl'd, 
Compofe  but  one  extended  vafl  machine. 
And  from  one  fpring  their  motions  all  begin ; 
Does  not  fo  wide,  fo  intricate  a  frame. 
Yet  fo  harmonious,  fovereign  art  proclaim  ? 
|s  it  a  proof  of  judgment  to  invent 
A  wiirk  of  fpheres  involv'd,  which  reprefent 
The  fituation  of  the  orbs  above, 
Their  fize  a.id  number  ftiow,  and  how  they  move  J 
And  does  not  in  the  orbs  themfelves  appear 
A  great  coritrivance,  and  defign  as  clear? 

I  his  wide  machine  the  iiniverfe  regard, 
With  how  much  fkill  is  each  apartment  rear'd  I 
The  fun.  a  globe  of  fire,  a  glowing  mafs,  T;' 

Hotter  than  melting  flint,  or  fluid  glafs,  C 

Of  this  our  fyllem  holds  the  middle  place.  j 

Mcrcurius,  nea'cft  t.i  the  central  fun, 
Does  in  an  oval  orbit  circling  run  ; 
But  rarely  is  the  object  of  our  fight 
In  folar  glory  funk,  and  more  prevailing  light. 
Venus  the  next,  whole  lovely  beams  adorn 
As  well  the  dewy  eve.  as  opening  morn. 
Does  her  fair  orb  in  beauteous  order  turn. 
i"he  globe  terreftrial  next,  with  flanting  poles, 
And  all  its  ponderous  load,  unwearied  rolls. 
Then  we  behold  bright  planetary  Jove 
Sublime  in  air  through  bin  wide  province  move; 
Four  fecond  planets  his  dominion  own, 
And  round  him  turn,    as  round  the   earth   the 

moon. 
Saturn,  revolving  in  the  higheft  fphere, 
With  lingering  labour  finilhes  his  year. 

Yet  is  this  mighty  fyftem,  which  contains 
So  many  worlds,  fuch  vaft  Ethereal  plains, 
But  one  of  thoufands,  which  compofe  the  whole. 
Perhaps  as  ^'oripus,  and  of  worlds  as  fall. 
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The  ftars,  which  grace  the  high  expanfion,  bright 
By  t^ieir  own  beams,  and  unprecarious  light, 
though  ir.me  near  neighbours  feem,  and  fomc  dif- 

play 
United  luftre  in  the  milky  way, 
At  a  vail  diftance  from  each  other  lie, 
Sever'd  by  fpacious  voids  of  liquid  Iky. 
All  thefe  iiluflrious  worlds,  and  many  more, 
\Vhich  by  the  tube  aftronomers explore; 
And  millions  which  the  glafs  can  ne'er  defcry, 
l>oft  in  the  wilds  of  vaft  immenfity  ; 
Are  fun:.,  are  centres,  whofe  fupenor  fix'ay 
JPlanet"^  of  various  magnitude  obey. 

If  we  with  one  clear  comprehcnCve  fight 
Saw  all  thefe  fyftems,  all  thefe  orbs  of  light ; 
If  we  tlieir  order  and  dependence  knew. 
Had  all  their  motions  and  their  ends  in  view, 
"With  ail  the  comets  w  hich  in  aether  ftray, 
^Yet  conftant  to  their  time  and  to  their  way  ; 
"Which  Dlanets  feem,  though  rarely  they  appear. 
Rarely  approach  the  radiant  liin  fo  near. 
That  his  fair  beams  their  atoiofphere  peivadc. 
Whence  their  bright  hair  and  fiaming  train*  are 

made  ; 
Would  not  this  view  convincing  marks  Impart 
Of  perfect  prudence,  and  ftupendous  art  ? 

The  mailers  form'd  in  Newton's  famous fchocl, 
Who  does  the  chief  in  modern  fcience  rule, 
EreA  their  fchemes  by  mathematic  iaws, 
And  folvc  appearances  with  juft  applaufe  : 
*!  hefe,  who  have  nature's  fteps  with  care  purfued. 
That  matter  is  with  aiflive  force  endued, 
That  all  its  parts  magnetic  power  exert. 
And  to  each  other  gravitate,  aSert. 
While  by  this  power  they  on  each  other  a<3:, 
They  are  at  once  attra<5ted,  and  attracft. 
Lefs  bulky  matter  therefore  muft  obey 
More  bulky  matter's  more  engaging  fway  ; 
By  this  the  fabric  they  together  hold. 
By  this  the  courfc  of  heavenly  orbs  unfold. 
Yet  thefe  fagacious  fons  of  fcience  own 
Attradive  virtue  is  a  thing  unknown. 
This  won<lrous  power,  they  pioufly  aflert, 
Th'  Almighty  Author  did  at  firft  impart 
To  matter  in  degrees,  that  might  produce 
The  motions  he  defign'd  for  nature's  ufc. 

But,  left  we  ibould  not  here  due  reverence  pay 
To  learned  Epicurus,  fee  the  way 
By  which  tJiis  reafoner,  of  fuch  high  renown, 
Ktcves  through  th'  ecliptic  road  the  rolling  fun. 
Oppreft  with  thirft  and  hear,  to  adverfe  feats 
By  turns,  fays  he,  the  panting  fun  retreats 
To  flake  his  drought,  his  vigour  to  repair 
In  fnowy  climes,  and  frozen  fields  of  air  ; 
Where  the  bright  glutton  revels  wiihout  reft 
On  his  cool  banquet,  and  aerial  fcaft  ; 
Still  to  and  fro  he  does  his  light  convey 
Through  tlie  lame  track, the  fame  unalter'd  way, 
On  luxury  intent,  and  cagtr  of  his  prey. 

But  if  the  fun  is  back  and  forward  roU'd, 
To  treat  his  thirfty  orb  with  polar  cold, 
Say,  is  it  not,  good  Epicurus,  ftrange 
He  fliould  not  once  beyond  the  tropic  range, 
Where  he,  to  quench  his  drought  fo  much  incUa'd, 
May  fnowy  fie'Js,  and  ni:rcu3  paflures  find, 
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Meet  (lores  of  cold  fo  greedily  purfu'd, 
And  be  refre(h'd  with  never-wafting  food  ? 

Sometimes  this  wondrous  man  is  pleas'd  to  fay, 
This  way  and  that  ftrong  blafts  the  fun  convey  : 
A  northern  wind  his  orb  with  vigour  drives. 
Till  at  the  fouthern  tropic  it  arrives; 
Then,  wanting  breath,  and  with  his  toil  oppreft. 
He  drops  his  wings,  and  leaves  the  air  at  reft  ; 
Frefti  gufts,  now  fpringing  from  the  fouthern  pole, 
Affault  him  there,  and  make  him  backward  roll. 
Thus  gales  alternate  through  the  zodiac  blow 
The  failing  orb,  and  waft  him  to  and  fro; 
While  Epicurus,  bleft  with  thought  refin'd, 
Makes  thie  vaft  globe  the  paftime  of  the  wind. 

Were  it  not  idle  labour  to  confute 
Notions  fo  wild,  unworthy  of  difpute  ; 
I'd  of  the  learned  Epicurus  aflc, 
If  this  were  for  the  winds  a  proper  taflc  ? 
Illuftrious  fage,  inform  th'  inquirer,  why 
Still  from  one  ftated  point  of  all  the  flcy 
The  fickle  meteor  (bould.the  fun  convey 
Through  the  fame  ftages  of  his  fpiral  way  ? 
Why  in  one  path,  why  with  fuch  equal  pace,      "y 
^hat  he  ftjould  nevermifs  in  all  his  race,  > 

Qf  time  one  minute,  or  one  inch  of  fpace  ?  j 

Remark  the  air's  tranfparent  element. 
Its  curious  ftru-Su're,  and  its  vaft  exterrt  :  ' 

Its  wondrous  web  proclaims  the  loom  divine; 
Its  threads,  the  hand  that  drew  them  out  fo  fine. 
This  thin  ci>ntexiure  makes  its  bofom  fii 
Celeflial  heat  and  luftre  to  tranfmit; 
By  which  of  foreign  orbs  the  riches  flow 
On  this  dependent,  needy  ball  below. 

Obferve  its  parts  link'd  in  fuch  aitful  fort. 
All  are  at  once  fupportcd,  and  fupport : 
The  column  pois'd  fits  hovering  on  our  heads, 
And  a  foft  burden  on  our  Ihoulders  fpreads; 
So  the  Cde-arches  all  the  weight  fuftain. 
We  find  no  prclTure,  and  we  feel  bo  pain; 
Still  are  the  fubtile  ftrings  in  tenfion  found, 
Like  thofe  of  lutes  to  juft  proportion  wound. 
Which  of  the  air's  vibration  is.  the  fource, 
When  it  receives  the  ftroies  of  foreign  force. 

Let  curious  minds,  who  would  the  air  infpecS, 
On  its  elaftic  energy  rtfli.<5t. 
The  feciet  force  th.'-ough  all  the  frame  diffus'd, 
By  which  its  ftrings  are  from  comprtflion  loos'd  j 
The  fpungy  parts,  now  to  a  ftraiter  feat 
Are  forc'd  by  cold,  and  widen'd  now  by  heat ; 
By  turns  they  all  extend,  by  turns  retire,' 
As  nature's  various  fervices  require  ; 
They  now  expand  to  fill  an  empty  fpace. 
Now  ftirink  to  let  a  ponderous  body  pafs. 
If  raging  winds  invade  tlic  atmofphere, 
Their  force  its  curious  texture  cannot 
Make  no  difruption  in  the  threads  of 
Or  if  it  docs,  thofc  parts  themfelves  reftore. 
Heal  their  own  wounds,  and  their  own  breaches 
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Hence  the  melodious  tenants  of  the  Iky, 
Which  haunt  infeiior  feats,  or  foar  on  high. 
With  eafe  through  all  the  fluid  region  ftray, 
And  through  the  wide  expanfion  wing  their  way; 
Whofe  open  mcfties  let  terreftria!  fteams 
Pafs  through,  entic'd  awsy  by  fohr  beams  j 


CREATION. 


£e() 


And  thus  a  road  recifirocal  difplay 

I'o  rifing  vapours,  and  defcending  day. 

Of  heat  and  light,  what  ever-during  ftores, 
iSrought  frnm  the  fun's  cxhauftlefs  golden  ihores, 
'J'hrough  gulfs  immenfe  of  intervening  air, 
£nrich  the  earth,  and  every  lofs  repair  ! 
The  land,  its  gainful  traffic  to  maintain. 
Sends  out  crude  vapours,  in  exchange  for  rain  ; 
The  flowery  garden,  and  the  verdant  mead,       "J 
Warm'd  by  their  rays,  their  exhalations  fpread,  > 
In  fhowers  and  balmy  dews  to  be  repaid  ;  J 

The  dreams,  their  banks  forfaken,  upward  move, 
And  flow  again  in  wandering  clouds  above : 
Thefe  regions  Nature's  magazines  on  high 
With  all  the  flores  demanded  there  iupply; 
Their  different  fteams  the  air's  wide  bofom  fill, 
Moift  from  the  flood,  dry  from  the  barren  hill; 
Materials  into  meteors  to  be  wrought, 
Which  back  to  thefe  terreftrial  feats  are  brought, 
}By  Nature  fhap'd  to  various  figures,  thofe 
The  fruitful  rain,  and  thefe  the  hail  compofe. 
The  fnowy  fleece,  and  curious  froft-work;   thefe 
Produce  the  dew,  and  thofe  the  gentle  breeze  : 
Some  form  fierce  winds,  which  o'er  the  mountain 

pafs, 
And  beat  with  vigorous  wings  the  valley's  face ; 
O'er  the  wide  lake  and  barren  defart  blow. 
O'er  Libya's  burning  fand,  and  Scythia's  fnow  ; 
Shake  the  high  cedar,  through  the  foreft  fweep, 
And  with  their  furious  breath  ferment  the  deep. 

This  thin,  this  foft  contexture  of  the  air 
Shows  the  wife  Author's  providential  care, 
Who  did  the  wondrous  ftruflure  fo  contrive, 
That  it  might  life  to  breathing  creatures  give  ; 
Might  reinfpire,  and  make  the  circling  mafs 
Through  all  it-  winding  channels  fit  to  pafs. 
Had  not  the  Maker  wrought  the  fpringy  frame 
Such  as  it  is,  to  fati  the  vital  flame, 
The  blood,  defrauded  of  its  nitrous  food, 
Had  cool'd  and  langnifti'd  in  th'  arterial  road  : 
While    the  tir'd  heart    had  firove  with  fr'uitlefs 

pain 
To  pu(h  the  lazy  tide  alng  the  vein. 

Of  what  important  ufe  to  htiman  kind, 
To  what  great  ends  fubfervient,  is  the  wind  I 
Behold,  where'er  this  adtive  vapour  flies. 
It  drives  the  clouds,  and  agitates  the  fkies  : 
This  from  ftagnation  and  corruption  faves 
Th'  aerial  ocean's  ever-rolling  waves. 
This  animals,  to  fuccour  life,  demand  ; 
For,  ftiould  the  air  unventilated  fland. 
The  idle  deep  corrupted  would  contain 
Blue  deaths,  and  fecret  ftores  of  raging  pain  ; 
The  fcorching  fun  would  with  a  fatal  beam 
Make  all  the  void  with  births  malignant  teem, 
Engender  jaundice,  fpotted  torments  breed, 
>^nd  ptirple  plagues,  from  peftilential  feed  ; 
Exhaling  vapours  would  be  turn'd  to  fwarms 
Of  noxious  infe&s,  and  deftru6tive  worms. 
More  than  were  rais'd  to  fcourge  tyrannic  luft, 
By  Mofes'  rod,  from  animated  dull. 

Another  blefling,  which  the  breathing  wind 
Benevolent  conveys  to  human  kind, 
Isj  that  it  cools  and  qualifies  the  air, 
And  with  foft  breezes  does  the  regions  cheer, 
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On  which  the  fun  o'er-friendly  does  difplay 

Heat  too  prevailing,  and  redundant  day. 

Ye  fwarthy  nations  of  the  torrid  zone. 

How  well  to  you  i.-  this  great  bounty  known  ! 

As  frequent  gales  from  the  wide  ocean  rife 

To  fan  your  air,  and  moderate  your  fkies; 

So  conftant  winds,  as  well  as  rivers,  flovv 

From  your  high  hills  enrich'd  with  ftores  of  fnow; 

For  this  great  end,  thefe  hills  rife  more  fublime 

Than  thofe  eretfted  in  a  temperate  clime. 

Had  not  the  Author  this  provifion  made. 

By  which  your  air  is  cool'd,  your  fun  allay'dj 

Deftroy'd  hy  too  intenfe  a  flame,  the  land 

Had  lain  a  parch'd  inhofpitable  fand. 

Thefe  diftridts,  which  between  the  tropics  lie, 

Which  fcorching  beams  direcftly  darted  fry. 

Were  thought  an  uninhabitable  feat. 

Burnt  hy  'he  neighbouring  orb's  immoderate  heat : 

But  the  frefli  breeze,  that  from  the  ocean  blows, 

b'rom  the  wide  lake,  or  from  the  mountain  fnows. 

So  fooths  the  air,  and  mitigates  the  fun, 

So  cures  the  regions  of  the  fultry  zone, 

rhat  oft'  with  Nature's  blefilngs  they  abound. 

Frequent  in  people,  and  with  plenty  crown'd. 

As  a(5tive  winds  relieve  the  air  and  land. 
The  leas  no  lefs  their  ufeful  blafts  demand  : 
Without  this  aid,  the  ftiip  would  ne'er  advance 
Along  the  deep,  and  o'er  the  billow  dance. 
But  lie  a  lazy  and  a  uftlefs  load. 
The  foreft's  wafted  fpoils,  the  lumber  of  the  flood, 
Let  but  the  wind  with  an  aufpicious  gale, 
To  (hove  the  vcffei,  fill  the  fpreading  fail. 
And  fee,  with  fwelling  canvafs  wing'd,  ftie  flies. 
And  with  her  waving  llreamers  fweeps  the  fkies  I 
Th'  adventurous  merchant  thus  purfaeshis  way 
Or  to  the  rife,  or  to  the  fall  of  day. 
Thus  mutwal  traffic  fever'd  realms  maintain, 
And  manufacStures  change  to  mutual  gain  ; 
Each  other's  growth  and  arts  they  fell  and  buy, 
Eafe  their  redundance,  and  their  wants  fupply. 
Ye  Britons,  who  the  fruit  of  commerce  find, 
How  is  your  ifle  a  debtor  to  the  wind. 
Which  thither  wafts  Arabia's  fragrant  fpoils, 
Gems,  pearls,  and  fpices,  from  the  Indian  ifles. 
From  Pc-rfia  filks,  wines  from  Iberia's  ftiore, 
Peruvian  drug?,  and  Guinea's  golden  ore  1 
Delights  and  wealth  to  fair  Augufta  flow 
From  every  region  whence  the  winds  can  blow. 

See,  how  the  vapours  congregated  rear 
Their  gloomy  column-,  and  obfcure  the  air  ! 
Forgetful  of  their  gravity,  they  rife. 
Renounce  the  centre,  and  ufurp  the  flcies, 
Where,  form'd  to  clouds,  they  their  black  lines  dif- 
play,' 
And  take  their  airy  march,  as  winds  convey. 
Sublime  in  air  wJiile  they  their  courfe  purfue. 
They  from  their  fable  fleeces  fliake  the  dew 
On  the  parch'd  mountain,  and  with  genial  rain 
Renew  the  foreft,  and  refrefti  the  plain  : 
rhey  fhed  their  healing  juices  on  the  ground, 
Cement  the  crack,  and  clofe  the  gaping  wound. 
Did  not  the  vapours,  by  the  folar  heat 
Ihinn'd  and  exhal'd,  life  to  their  airy  feat. 
Or  not  ill  watery  clouds  colleifled  fly. 
Then  form'd  to  ponderous  drops  deX^tt  the  iky; 
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The  fielJs  wculJ  no  recruits  of  moifture  find, 
But,  by  the  fun-beams  dry'd,  and  by  the  wind. 
Would  never  plant,  or  flower,  or  fruit,  produce, 
Or  for  the  bead,  or  for  his  mailer's  ufe. 

But  in  the  fpacious  climates,  which  the  rain 
Does  never  blefs  (fuch  is  th'  Egyptian  plain), 
With  how  much  art  is  that  defcift  fupply'd! 
See,  how  feme  noble  river's  fwelling  tide, 
i^ugmented  by  the  mountains'  melting  fnows, 
Breaks  from  its  banks,  and  o'er  the  region  flows ! 
Hence  fruitful  crops  and  flowery  wealth  enfue,  "^ 
And  to  the  fwain  fuch  mighty  gains  accrue,         > 
He  ne'er  reproaches  Heaven  for  want  of  devsr.     J 

See,  and  revere,  th'  artillery  of  heaven, 
Drawn  by  the  gale,  or  by  the  tempeft  driven  ! 
A  dreadful  fire  the  floating  batteries  make, 
O'erturn  the  mountain,  and  the  forefl;  fhake. 
This  way  and  that  they  drive  the  atmofphere, 
And  its  wide  bofom  from  corruption  clear, 
While  their  bright  flame  coni'umes  the  fulphnr 

trains. 
And  noxious  vapours,  which  infe>5l  our  veins. 
Thus  they  refine  the  vital  element. 
Secure  our  health,  and  growing  plagues  prevent. 

Your  contemplation  farther  yet  purfue; 
The  wondrous  world  of  vegetables  view! 
Obferve  the  forefl  oak,  the  mountain  pine. 
The  towering  cedar,  and  the  humble  vine. 
The  bending  willow,  that  o'erfliades  the  flood. 
And  each  fpontancous  offspring  of  the  wood  ! 


The  oak  and  pine,  which  high  from  earffi  arli'^j- 
And  wave  their  lofty  heads  amidft  the  fkies. 
Their  parent  earth  in  like  proportion  wound. 
And  through  crude  metals  penetrate  the  ground  5 
Their  (Irong  and  ample  roots  defcend  fo  deep 
That  fixt  and  firm  they  may  their  flation  keep, 
And  the  fierce  fliocks  of  furious  winds  defy, 
With  all  the  outrage  of  inclement  fky. 
But  the  bafe  brier  and  the  noble  vine 
Their  arms  around  their  ftronger  neighbour  twinci 
The  creeping  ivy,  to  prevent  its  fall. 
Clings  with  its  fibrous  grapples  to  the  wall. 
Thus  are  the  trees  of  every  kind  fecure. 
Or  by  their  own,  or  by  a  borrow'd  power. 
But  every  tree  from  all  its  branching  roots 
Amidll  the  glebe  fmall  hollow  fibres  flioots; 
Which  drink  with  thirfly  mouths  the  vital  juice. 
And  to  the  limbs  and  leaves  their  food  difTufe  : 
Peculiar  pores  peculiar  juice  receive. 
To  this  deny,  to  that  admittance  give. 

Hence  various  trees  their  various  fruits  produce. 
Some  for  delightful  tafte,  and  fome  for  ufe. 
Hence  fprouting  plants  enrich  the  plain  and  wood. 
For  phyfic  fome,  and  fome  defign'd  fer  food. 
Hence  fragrant  flowers,  with  different  colours  dy'dj- 
On  fmiling  meads  unfold  their  gaudy  pride. 

Review  thcfe  numerous  fcenes,  at  once  furvey 
Nature's  extended  face ;  then,  fceptics,  fay. 
In  this  wide  field  of  wonders  can  you  find 
No  art  difcover'd,  and  no  end  defign'd  ? 


BOOK    IIL 


The  Argument, 

The  introdu<9ion.  Ufeful  knowledge  fird  purfued  by  man.  Agriculture.  Architeilure.  Sculpture, 
Painting.  Mufic.  The  Grecian  philofophers  firft  engaged  in  ufelefsfpeculations.  Ihe  abfurdity  of  afTert- 
ing  the  felf-exiflenc,  independent,  and  eternal  being  of  atoms,  according  to  the  fcheme  of  Epicurus. 
Anfwer  to  the  objedions  of  atheifls  to  the  fcheme  of  creation  aflerted  in  the  two  former  books.  The 
©bjedlions  brought  by  Lucretius  againfl  creation,  from  the  neceflity  of  pre-exiflent  matter  for  the 
formation  of  all  kinds  of  beings;  from  the  pretended  unartful  contrivance  of  the  world;  from  thorns, 
briers,  and  noxious  weeds  ;  from  favage  beads,  flornis,  thunder,  difcafcs  ;  from  the  painful  birth  and 
the  Ihort  life  of  man  ;  from  the  inequality  of  heat  and  cold  in  diffeient  climates  ;  anfwered.  The 
obje(5tions  of  the  Pyrrhoniaus,  or  Sceptics,  anfwered.  A  reply  to  thofe  who  aflert  all  things  ovire 
their  being  and  their  motions  to  nature.  Their  different  and  fenfclcfs  account  of  that  word.  More 
apparent  and  eminent  fkiil  and  wifdoqi  expreffed  in  the  works  of  nature  than  in  thofe  ef  hunian  art. 
'Jhe  unreafonablenefs  of  denying  fkill  and  defign  in  the  author  01  thofe  works.  Vaninus,  Hobbesj 
and  Spinofa,  confidered. 


J\iiE  vain  phllofopfiy  had  rear'd  her  fchool, 
Whofc  chiefs  imagin'd  realms  of  fcience  rule, 
With  idle  toil  form  vifionary  fchemes. 
And  wage  eternal  war  for  rival  dreams; 
btudious  of  good,  man  difregarded  fame. 
And  ufeful  knowledge  was  his  eldeft  aim: 
Tlirough  metaphyfic  wilds  he  never  flew. 
Nor  the  dark  haunts  of  fchool  chimaTAs  knew, 
3ut  b»d  aloue  bis  bappincfs  in  view. 


He  milk'd  the  lowing  fterd,  he  prcfs'd  the 
cheefe. 
Folded  the  flock,  and  fpun  the  woolly  fleece. 
In  urns  the  bees  delicious  dews  he  lay'd, 
Whofe  kindling  wax  invented  day  difplay'd; 
Wrefled  their  iron  entraila  from  the  hills. 
Then  with  thcfpoils  his  glowing  forges  fills; 
And  fhap'd  with  vigorous  flrokes  the  ruddy  bsu}' 
To  rural  artnsj  uncoafcious  yet  of  war. 
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Ke  made  fhe  plonghfhare  in  the  furrow  Ihlne, 
And  karn'd  to  fow  hi^  bread,  and  plant  his  vine. 
Now  verdant  food  adorn'd  the  garden  beds, 
jU\nJ  fruitful  frees  fliot  up  their  branching  heads; 
Rich  balm  from  groves,  and  herbs  from  graffy 

plains, 
His  fever  footh'd,  or  heal'd  his  wounded  veins. 

Our  fathers  next,  in  architedture  fkill'd, 
Cities  for  ufe,  and  forts  for  fafety  build  : 
Then  palaces  and  lofty  domes  arofe, 
1"hefe  for  devotion,  and  for  pleafure  thofe. 
Their  thoughts  were  next  to  artful  fculpture  turn'd, 
Which  now  the  palace,  now  the  dome  adorn'd. 
The  pencil  then  did  growing  fame  acquire,         ~i 
Then  was  the  trumpet  heard, 'and  tuneful  lyre,  ( 
'One  did  the  triumph  fing,  and  one  the  war  in-T 
fpire.  3 

Greece  did  at  length  a  learned  race  produce. 
Who  needful  fcience  mock'd,  and  arts  of  ufe, 
Confuni'd  their  fruitlefs  hours  in  eager  chafe 
Of  airy  notions,  through  the  boundlefs  fpace 
Of  fpeculation,  and  the  darkfome  void, 
Where  wrangling  wits,  in  endlefs  ftrife  employ'd, 
Mankind  with  idle  fubtilties  embroil, 
And  fafliion  fyftems  with  romantic  toil; 
Thefe  with  the  pride  of  dogmatizing  fchools 
Impos'd  on  nature  arbitrary  rules ; 
Forc'd  her  their  vain  inventions  to  obey, 
And  mi)ve  as  learned  frenzy  trac'd  the  way  : 
Above  the  clouds  while  they  prefum'd  to  foar, 
Her  tracklefs  heights  ambitious  to  explore, 
And  heaps  of  undigefted  volumes  writ, 
lUufive  notions  of  fantaftic  wit ; 
So  long  they  Nature  fearch'd,  and  mark'd  her  laws, 
They  loH  the  knowledge  of  th'  Almighty  caufe. 

Th'  erroneou'!  dicftates  of  each  Grecian  fage 
Renounc'd  the  dodlrines  of  the  eldeft  age. 
Yet  thefe  their  matchlefs  fcience  did  proclaim, 
Ufurp  diftindtion,  and  appropriate  fame. 

But  though  their  fchools  produc'dno  nobler  fruit 
Than  empty  fchemes,  and  triumphs  of  difpute ; 
The  notions  which  arifc  from  Nature's  light       ") 
As  well  adorn  the  mind,  as  guide  her  right,        > 
Enlarge  her  compafs,  and  improve  her  fight.       J 
Thefe  ne'er  the  breaft  with  vain  ambition  fire, 
But  banifli  pride,  and  modefl  thoughts  infpirc. 
By  her  inform'd,  we  bleft  religion  learn, 
Its  glorious  o'DJed;  by  her  aid  difcern  ; 
The  rolling  worlds  around  us  we  furvey, 
Th'  alternate  fovereigns  of  the  night  and  day  ; 
View  the  wide  earth  adorn'd  with  hilis  and  woods, 
Kich  in  her  herds,  and  fertile  by  her  fluods ; 
Walk  through  the  deep  apartments  of  the  main, 
Afcend  the  air  to  vifit  clouds  and  rain  ; 
And,  while  we  ravifhi'd  gaze  on  Nature's  face, 
Remark  her  order,  and  her  motions  tra<;e, 
The  long  coherent  chain  of  things  we  find 
Leads  to  a  Caufe  Supreme,  a  wife  Creating  Mind. 

You,  who  the  being  of  a  God  difclaim, 
And  think  mere  chance  produc'd  this  wondrous 

frame ; 
Say,  did  you  e'er  refieft,  Lucretian  tribe, 
To'  matter  what  perfedions  you  afcribp  ? 
Can  you  to  duft  luch  veneration  fliovv  ?■ 
Aa  atom  wi:h  fuch  privilege  eodow, 


That  from  its  nature's  pure  necefilty 
It  (hould  exift,  and  no  corruption  fee  ? 

Since  your  firft  atoms  independent  are, 
And  not  each  other's  being  prop  and  bear. 
And  fince  to  this  it  is  fortuitous 
That  others  fliould  exiftencc  have ;  fuppofc 
You  in  your  mind  one  atom  ftiould  remove 
From  all  the  troops,  that  in  the  vacant  ftrcve 
Cannot  our  thought  conceive  one  atom  lefs  ? 
If  fo,  you  Grecian  fages  muft  confefs 
That  matter,  which  you  independent  name, 
Cannot  a  being  nece5ary  claim  ; 
For  what  has  being  from  neceffity, 
It  is  impoffible  it  (hould  not  be. 

Why  has  an  atom  this  one  place  pofTeft 
Of  all  the  empty  void,  and  rot  the  reft  ? 
If  by  its  nature's  force  'tis  prefent  here, 
By  the  fame  force  it  muft  be  every  whefc  J 
Can  beings  he  confin'd,  which  necefTary  are  ? 
If  a  firft  body  may  to  any  place 
Be  not  dctermin'd,  in  the  boundlefs  fpace, 
'Tis  plain,  it  then  may  abfent  he  from  all  ; 
Who  then  will  this  a  felf-exiftence  call? 
As  time  does  vaft  eternity  regard, 
So  place  is  with  infinitude  conipar'd  : 
A  being  then,  which  never  did  comntience, 
Mull,  as  eternal,  likewife  be  immenfe. 
What  caufe  within,  or  what  without,  is  found, 
That  can  a  beiag  uncreated  bound  ? 
None  that's  internal,  for  it  has  no  caufe  ; 
Nor  can  it  be  controll'd  by  foreign  laws. 
For  then  it  clearly  would  dependent  be 
On  force  fupcrior,  which  vnll  ne'er  agree 
With  ftlf-exiftence  and  necellity. 
Ablurdly  then  to  atoms  you  aflign 
Such  powers, and  fuch  prerogatives  divine. 
Thus  while  the  notion  of  a  God  you  flight, 
Yonrfcives  (who  vainly  think  you  reaion  right) 
Make  vile  material  Gods,  in  number  infinite. 

Now  let  us,  as  'tis  juft,  in  turn  prepare 
To  ftand  the  foe,  and  wage  defenfive  war, 
Lucretius  firft,  a  mighty  hero,  fpring^ 
Into' the  field,  and  his  own  triumph  Cn^js. 
He  brings,  to  make  us  from  our  ground  retire, 
The  reat'oner's  weapons,  and  the  pcet's  fire. 
The  tunef'il  fophift  thus  his  battle  forms, 
Our  bulwarks  thus  in  polifii'd  armour  ftorms  S 

Vo  parent  matter  things  their  being  owe, 
Becaufe  from  nothing  no  jirodudlions  How; 
And,  if  we  grant  no  pre-exiftent  feed,  '^' 

Thing;,  diiTerent  things,  from  what  they  do,  A 
migli.t  breed,  f" 

And  any  thing  from  any  thing  proceed ;  J 

The  fpicy  groves  might  Scythia's  hills  adorn,  "^ 
The  thiftle  might  the  amaranth  have  borne,  > 
The  vine  the  lemon,  and  the  grape  the  thorn  ;  3 
Herds  from  the  hills,  men  from  the  feas  might? 

rife. 
From  woods  the  whales,  and  lions  from  the  Ikiej', 
Th'  elated  bard  here,  with  a  conqueror's  air, 
Difdainful  /miles,  and  bids  his  foes  defpair. 
But,  Carus,  here  you  ufe  poetic  charms. 
And  not  aflail  us  with  the  reafoner's  arms. 
Where  all  is  clear,  you  fancy'd  doubts  remove, 
And  what  we  grant  with  eafe,  with  labour  provS^ 
03  ij 
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What  you  would  prave,  but  cannot,  you  decline  ; 
But  choofe  a  thing  you  can,  and  there  you  Hiine. 

Tell  U8,  fam'd  Roman,  was  it  e'er  denied, 
That  feeds  for  fuch  produdlions  are  fupplied  ? 
That  Nature  always  muft  materials  find 
For  beafts  and  trees,  to  propagat£  their  kind  ? 
All  generation,  the  rude  peafant  knows, 
A  pre-exiftent  matter  muft  fuppofe. 
But  what  to  Nature  firfl  her  being  gave  ? 
Tell,  whence  your  atoms  their  exiilence  have  ? 
We  aflc  you,  whence  the  feeds  conftituent  fpring 
Of  every  plant, and  every  living  thing  ? 
Whence  every  creature  fhould  produce  its  kind, 
And  to  its  proper  fpecies  be  confin'd  ? 
To  anfwer  this,  Lucretius,  will  require 
More  than  fweet  numbers  and  poetic  fire. 

But  fee  how  well  the  poet  will  fupport 
His  caufe,  if  we  the  argument  retort, 
if  chance  alone  could  manage,  fort,  divide. 
And.  beings  to  produce,  your  atoms  guide  ; 
If  cafua!  concourfe  did  the  world  compofe. 
And  things  from  hits  fortuitoHS  arofe; 
Then  any  thing  might  come  from  any  thing  ; 
For  how  from  chance  can  conftant  order  fpring  ? 
The  foreft  oak  might  bear  the  bluftiing  rofe, 
And  fragrant  myrtles  thrive  in  Ruffian  fnows; 
The  fair  pomegranate  might  adorn  the  pine. 
The  grape  the  bramble,  and  the  floe  the  vine ; 
Fifli  from  the  plains,  birds  from  the  floods  might 

rife. 
And  lowing  herds  break  from  the  ftarry  fkics. 

But,  fee,  the  chief  does  keener  weapons  choofe, 
Advances  bo!d,  and  thus  the  fight  renews  : 

"  If  I  were  doubtful  of  the  fource  and  fpring 
"  Whence   things  arife,  I  from  the  flcies  could 

"  bring, 
"  And  every  part  of  nature,  proof?,  to  fliow 
^"  The  world  to  gods  cannot  its  being  owe ; 
''  So  full  of  faults  is  all  th'  unartful  frame  : 
*'  Firft  we  the  air's  unpeopled  defert  blame. 
*'  Btute  beafts  poffefs  the  hill,  and  ftiady  wood ; 
•*  Much  do  the  lakes,  but  more  the  ocean's  flood 
"  (Which  fevers  realms,  and  ftiores  divided  leaves) 
"  Take  from  the  land  by  intcrpofing  waves ; 
•'  One  third,  by  freezing  cold  and  burning  heat, 
"  ties  a  deform'd,  inhofpitable  feat; 
"  The  reft,  unlabour'd,  would  by  nature  breed 
*  Wild  brambles  only,  and  the  noxious  weed, 
"  Did  not  induftrious  man,  with  endlefs  toil, 
*'   Extort  his  food  from  the  reludlaot  foil ; 
"  Did  not  the  farmer's  fteel  the  furrow  wound, 
"  And  harrows  tear  the  harveft  from  the  ground, 
"  The  earth  would  no  fpontaneous  fruits  afford 
"  To  man,  her  vain  imaginary  lord. 
"  Oft',  when  the  labouring  hind  has  plough'd  the 

«  field, 
"  And  forc'd  the  glebe  unwillingly  to  yield, 
"  When  green  and  flowery  nature  crowns  his  hope 
"  With  the  gay  promife  of  a  plenteous  crop, 
••  The  fruits  (fad  ruin  1)  perifh  on  the  ground, 
"  Burnt  by  the  fun,  or  by  the  deluge  drown'd  ; 
"  Or  foon  decay,  by  fnows  immoderate  chill'd, 
*•  By  winds  arq  blafted,  or  by  lightning  kill'd. 
*'   Nature,  befidcs,  the  favagc  beaft  fuftains, 

Breeds  is  ^e  hills  the  terror  of  the  plains, 


"  To  man  a  fatal  race.     Could  this  be  fo, 
"  Did  gracious  gods  difpofe  of  things  below  ? 
"  Their  proper  plagues  with  annual  feafons  cotnc^^ 
"  And  deaths  untimely  blaft  us  in  the  bloom.        *^- 
"  Man  at  his  birth  (unhappy  fon  of  grief!) 
"  Is  helplefs  caft  on  the  wide  coafts  of  life, 
"  In  want  of  all  things  whence  our  comfortsflow; 
"  A  fad  and  moving  fpe>3acle  of  woe. 
"  Infants  in  ill-prefaging  cries  complain, 
"  As  confcious  of  a  coming  life  of  pain,     [grants, 
"  All  things  mean    time   to  beafts   kind  Nature 
"  Prevents   their    fufferings,   and  fupplies   their 
"  wants  ;  [and  feed, 

"  Brought  forth   with  eafe,  they  grow,  and  fkip, 
"  No  dangling  nurfe,  or  jingling  gewgaw,  need  ; 
"  In  caves  they  lurk,  or  o'er  the  mountains  range, 
"  N>>r  ever  through  the  year  their  garment  change  j 
"  Unvers'd  in  arms,  and  ignorant  of  war, 
"  1  hey  need  no  forts,  and  no  invafioH  fear ; 
"  Whate'er  they  want,  from  Nature's  hand  they 

"  gain; 
"  The  life  flie  gave,  ftie  watches  to  maintain." 

Thus  impotent  in  fenfe,  though  ftrong  in  rage., 
The  daring  Roman  does  the  g<jds  engage : 
But  undifmay'd  we  face  th'  intrepid  foe, 
Suftain  his  onfet,  and  thus  ward  the  blow. 

Suppofe  defedls  in  this  terreftrial  feat, 
That  nature  is  not.  as  you  urge,  complete  ; 
That  a  divine  and  wife  Artificer 
Might  greater  wonders  of  his  art  confer, 
And  might  with  eafe  on  man,  and  man's  abode. 
More  bounty,  more  perfeiSion,  have  beftow'd  ; 
If  in  tiiis  lower  world  he  has  not  fliown 
His  utmoft  Ikill,  fay,  has  he  therefore  none  ? 
We  in  produdtions  arbitrary  fee 
Marks  of  perfeiJtion,  different  in  degree. 
Though  matters  now  more  flcill,  now  lefs  impart, 
Yet  are  not  all  their  works  the  works  of  art  ? 
Do  poets  ftill  fiiblimer  fubjedls  fing. 
Still  ftretch  to  heaven  a  bold  afpiring  wing. 
Nor  e'er  defcend  to  flocks  and  labouring  fwains, 
Frequent  the  floods,  or  range  the  humble  plains  ? 
Did,  Grecian  Phidias,  all  thy  pieces  (bine 
With  equal  beauty  ?  or,  Apellts,  thine  ? 
Or  Raphael's  pencil  never  choofe  to  fall? 
Say,  are  his  works  transfigurations  all? 
Did  Buonorota  never  build,  O  Rome, 
A  meaner  ftrudure,  than  thy  wtndrousdome  ? 
Though,  in  their  works  3j)plauded  as  their  bcft. 
Greater  defign  and  genius  are  exprcli 
Yet  is  there  none  acknowledg'd  in  the  reft 

In  all  the  parts  of  Nature's  fpacious  fphere 
Of  art,  ten  thoufand  miracles  appear  : 
And  will  you  not  the  Author's  flciil  adore, 
Becaufe  you  think  he  might  difcover  more  ? 
You  own  a  watch  th'  invention  of  the  mind. 
Though  for  a  fingle  motion  'tis  defign 'd. 
As  well  a?  that,  which  is  with  greater  thought, 
With  various  fprings,  for  various  motions  wrought. 

An  independent,  wife,  and  confcious  caufe. 
Who  freely  adls  by  arbitrary  laws, 
Who  at  connexion  and  at  order  aims. 
Creatures  diftinguifti'd  in  perfecftion  frames. 
Unconfcious  caul'es  only  ftill  impart 
jheir  utmoft  Ikill,  their  utmoft  power  exert. 


bcft,  -^ 

?     3 


CREATION. 


♦l» 


liih'd  be,       > 
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Tfeofe,  which  can  freely  choofe,  difcern,  and) 
know,  ( 

^j  In  adling  can  degrees  of  vigour  (how,  f 

And  more  or  lefs  of  art  or  care  be 'low.  J 

If  all  perfection  were  in  all  things  fliown, 
All  beauty,  all  variety,  were  gone. 

As  this  inferior  habitable  feat 
By  different  parts  is  mads  one  whole  complete  i 
So  our  low  world  is  only  one  of  thofe, 
"Which  the  capacious  univerfe  compofe. 
Now  to  the  univerfal  whole  advert ; 
The  earth  regard  as  of  that  whole  a  part. 
In  which  wide  frame  more  noble  worlds  abound ; 
"Witncfs,  ye  glorious  orbs,  which  hang  around, 
Yc  fhining  planets,  that  in  aether  ftray. 
And  thou,  bright  lord  and  ruler  of  the  day  ! 
Witnefs,  ye  flars,  which  beautify  the  Ikies, 
How  much  do  your  vaft  globes  in  height  and  fize. 
In  beauty  and  magnificence  outgo 
Our  ball  of  earth,  that  hangs  in  clouds  below  I 
Between  yourfelves  too  is  diftin(5lion  found, 
Of  different  bulk,  with  different  glory  crown'd ; 
The  people,  which  in  your  bright  regions  dwell, 
Muft  this  low  world's  inhabitants  excel ; 
And,  fince  to  various  planets  they  agree. 
They  from  each  other  mufl  diftinguifh 
And  own  perfe6lii)ns  different  in  deg: 

When  we  on  fruitful  Nature's  care  refledl, 
And  her  exhauftlefs  energy  refpecSt, 
That  (locks  this  globe,  which  you  Lucretians  call 
The  world's  coarfe  dregs,  which  to  the  bottom 

fall. 
With  numerous  kinds  of  life,  and  bounteous  fills 
With   breathing  guefls  the  vallies,  floods,    and 

hillt; 
We  may  pronounce  each  orb  fuftains  a  race 
Of  living  things  adapted  to  the  place. 
Were  the  refulgent  parts  and  mofl  refin'd 
Only  to  ferve  the  dark  and  bafe  defign'd  ? 
Were  all  the  ftars,  whofe  beauteous  realms  of 

light. 
At  diftance  only  hung  to  fhine  by  night, 
And  with  their  twinkling  beams  to  pleafe  our 

fight  ? 
How  many  roll  in  aether,  which  the  eye 
Could  ne'er,  till  aided  by  the  glafs,  defcry  ; 
And  which  no  commerce  with  the  earth  maintain! 
Are  all  thofe  glorious  empires  made  in  vain  ? 

Now,  as  I  faid,  the  globe  terreftrial  view, 
As  of  the  whole  a  part,  a  mean  one  too. 
Though  'tis  not  like  th'  aethereal  worlds  refin'd, 
Yet  is  it  juft,  and  finifh'd  in  its  kind  ; 
Has  all  perfeiStion  which  the  place  demands, 
"Where  in  coherence  with  the  reft  it  ftands. 
Were  to  your  view  the  univerfe  difplay'd, 
And  all  the  fcenes  of  nature  open  laid ; 
Could  you  their  place,  proportion,  harmony, 
Their  beauty,  order,  and  dependence,  fee, 
Ycu'd  grant  our  globe  had  all  the  marks  of  art. 
All  the  perfecStion  due  to  fuch  a  part. 
Though  not  with  luftre,  or  with  magnitude, 
Like  the  bright  ftars,  or  brighter  fun,  endued 

You  oft'  declaim  on  man's  unhappy  fate; 
Infulting,  oft'  demand  in  this  debate, 
U  the  kind  gods  could  fuch  a  wretch  create-? 


1 
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But  whence  can  this  unhappinefs  arlfe  i 
You  fay,  as  foon  as  born,  he  helplcfs  lies, 
And  mourns  his  woes  in  ill-prefaging  cries 
But  does  not  Nature  for  the  child  prepare 
The  parent's  love,  the  nurfe's  tender  care. 
Who,  of  their  own  forgetful,  feek  his  good, 
Enfold  his  limbs  in  bands,  and  fill  his  veins  with 

food  ? 
That  man  is  frail  and  mortal,  is  confeft  ; 
Convulfions  rack  his  nerves,  and  cares  his  breafit ; 
His  flying  life  is  chas'd  by  ravening  pains. 
Through  all  its  doubles  in  the  winding  veins; 
Within  himfelf  he  fure  deftrudlion  breeds. 
And  fecret  torment  in  hi-  bowels  feeds ; 
By  criiiel  tyrants,  by  the  favage  beaft. 
Or  his  own  fiercer  paffions  he's  oppreft ; 
Now  breathes  malignant  air,  now  puifon  drinksj 
By  gradual  death,  or  by  untimely,  finks. 

But  thefe  obje(£bors  muft  the  caufe  upbraid 
That  has  not  mortal  man  immortal  made  ; 
For,  if  he  once  muft  feel  the  fatal  blow. 
Is  it  of  great  importance  when,  or  how  ? 
Should  the  Lucretian  lingering  life  maintain 
Through  numerous  ages,  ignorant  of  pain. 
Still  might  the  difcontented  murmurer  cry. 
Ah,  haplefs  fate  of  man  !  ah,  wretch,  doom'd  once 

to  die ! 
But  oh  1  how  foon  would  you,  who  thus  complain. 
And  Nature's  caufe  of  cruelty  arraign. 
By  reafon's  ftandard  this  miftake  correal, 
And  ceafe  to  murmur,  did  you  oiice  reflet, 
That  death  removes  us  only  from  our  feat. 
Does  not  extinguifh  life,  but  change  its  ftate. 
Then  are  difplay'd  (oh  ravifhing  furpfife  !) 
Fair  fcenes  of  blifs,  and  triumphs  in  the  fkies; 
To  which  admitted,  each  fuperior  mind, 
By  virtue's  vital  snergy  refin'd, 
Shines  forth  with  more  than  folar  glory  bright. 
And,  cloth'd  with  robes  of  beatific  light. 
His  hours  in  heavenly  tranfports  does  employ. 
Young  with  immortal  bloom  from  living  ftreams  of 

joy. 
You  alk  us,  why  the  foil  the  thiftle  breeds  ? 
Why   its   fpontaneous  births  are 

weeds  ? 
Why  for  the  harveft  it  the  harrow 
The  Author  might  a  nobler  world  have  made, 
In  brighter  drefs  the  hills  and  vales 
And  all  its  face  in  flowery  fcenes  d 
The   glebe  untiU'd  might  plenteous  crops  have 

borne. 
And  brought  forth  fpicy  groves  inftead  of  thorn; 
RichfruitandflowerSjWithout  the  gardener's  pains, 
Might  every  hill  have  crown'd,  have  honour'd  aU 

the  plains : 
This  nature  might  have  boafted,  had  the  mind, 
Who  form'd  the  fpacious  univerfe,  defign'd 
That  man,  from  labour  free  as  well  as  grief. 
Should  pafs  in  lazy  luxury  his  life. 
But  he  his  creature  gave  a  fertile  foil. 
Fertile,  but  not  without  the  owner's  toil; 
That  fome  reward  his  induftry  fhould  crown. 
And  that  his  food  in  part  m<ght  be  his  own. 
But  while,  infulting,  you  arraign  the  land, 
Aik  why  it  wants  the  plough,  or  labourer'*  hand. 


lie  breeds  ?    "^ 
thorns   and  f 

needs?  j 

have  made,  i 

s  array'd,  > 

iifplay'd :  > 
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THE   WORKS   OF   BLACKMORE. 


Kind  to  rfic  marble  rocts.  you  ne'er  com).ilain 

•J'hat  they  without  the  fcuiptor's  fkill  and  pain 

No  perfcd  flatue  yield,  no  baffc  relieve, 

Or  fiiiifii'd  column  for  the  palace  give; 

Yet  if  from  hills  unlabour'd  figures  came, 

]Mau  might  have  eafe  enjoy'd,  thou{;h  never  fame. 

You  may  the  world  of  more  defects  upbraid, 
That  other  work's  by  Nature  are  unmade; 
That  fte  did  never  at  her  own  expence 
A  palace  rear,  and  in  magnificence 
Out-rival  art,  lo  grace  the  (lately  rooms  ; 
That  fhe  no  caflle  builds,  no  lofty  domes. 
Had  Nature's  hand  thefe  various  works  prepar'd, 
What  thoughtful  care, what  labour  had  been  fpar'd ! 
But  then  no  realm  would  one  great  mafter  (how, 
JJo  Phidias  Greece,  and  Rome  no  Angelo. 
"With  equ^l  reafon  too  you  might  demand. 
Why  boats  and  fhips  require  the  artift's  hand  i 
Why  generous  Nature  did  not  thefe  provide 
To  pafs  the  (landing  lake,  or  flowing  tide  ? 

You  fay  the  hills,  which  high  in  air  arife, 
Ifarbour  in  clouds,  and  mingle  with  the  fkies, 
The  earth's  diflionour  and  encumbering  loud,     -^ 
Of  many  fpacious  regions  man  defraud,  C 

For  bcalls  and  birds  of  prey  a  defolate  abode.      \ 
But  can  th'  objeilor  no  convenience  find  ~) 

lii  mountains,  hills,  and  rocks,  which  gird  and  f 
.      bind  r 

The  mighty  frame,  that  elfe  would  be  disjcin'd  ?  J 
Do  not  thofe  heaps  the  raging  tide  reflrain, 
And  for  the  dome  afford  the  marble  vein  ? 
Does  not  the  river  from  the  mountain  flow, 
And  bring  down  riches  to  the  vale  below  i  ' 
See  how  the  torrent  rolls  the  golden  fand 
Trom  the  high  ridges  to  the  flater  land. 
The  lofty  lines  abound  with  endlcfs  (lore 
Of  mineral  treafure,  and  metallic  ore ; 
With  precious  veins  of  filver,  copper,  tin, 
Without  liow  barren,  yet  how  rich  within  ! 
They  bear  the  ^ii;e,  the  oak  and  cedar  yield, 
'J'o  form  the  palace,  and  the  navy  build. 

When  the  inclement  meteors  you  acciifc, 
And  alk  if  gracious  God  would  flcrms  produce  ; 
You  ne'er  refleCl,  that  by  the  driving  wind 
The  air  from,  noxious  vapours  is  refin'd; 
Freed  from  the  putrid  Yecds  of  pain  and  death. 
That  living  creatures  might  not,  by  their  breath, 
•*^rhrough  their  warm  veins,  indead  of  vital  food, 
Difpcri'c  contagion,  and  corrupt  their  blood. 
"Without  the  wind,  the  (hip  Avere  made  in  vain,-^ 
Adventurous   merchants  could    not    crofs  the  / 
main,  r 

Nor  fever'd  realms  their  gainful  trade  maintain,  j 

Then  with  this  wife  refledion  you  difturb 
Your  anxious  thought,  that  our  terrcftrial  orb 
In  many  parts  is  not  by  man  poffefl, 
With  too  much  heat,  or  too  much  cold,  oppreft. 
But  in  midake  you  this  objciSlion  found  : 
Unnunibcr'd  illts  and  fpacious  tradls  of  ground, 
Which  feel  the  fcorching  fun's  diredler  beam, 
And  did  to  you  inhofpitable  feem, 
With  tawny  nations,  or  with  blnck,  abound. 
With  ncbie  rivers  lav'd,  with  plenty  crcwu'd  ; 
And  regions  too  from  the  bright  orb  remote 
Arc  j)coj;ledj  which  you  urAfrt<]ueiiled  thciight. 


But  could  Lucretius  on  the  fun  rcfle(fj. 
His  proper  didance  from  the  earth  rcfpedt, 
Obferve  his  conftant  road,  his  equal  p^ce. 
His  round  diurnal,  and  his  annual  race  ; 
Could  he  regard  the  nature  of  the  light,  "j' 

Its  beauteous  ludre,  and  its  rapid  flight,  > 

And  its  relation  to  the  fenfc  of  fight;  j 

Could  he  to  all  thefe  miracles  advert. 
And  not  in  all  perceive  one  flroke  of  art  ? 
Grant,  that  the  motions  of  the  fun  are  fuch. 
That  fome  have  light  too  little,  fome  too  much  : 
Grant,  that  in  different  traiSs  he  might  have  roll'd, 
And  given  each  clime  more  equal  heat  and  cold  : 
Yet  view  the  revolutions,  as  they  are. 
Does  there  no  wifdom,  no  defign  appear? 
Could  any  but  a  knowing,  prudent  Caufe 
Begin  fuch  motions,  and  affign  fuch  laws .' 
If  the  Great  Mind  had  form'd  a  different  frame. 
Might  not  your  wanton  wit  the  fyllem  blame  ? 
T  hough  here  you  all  perfedlion  fliould  not  find. 
Yet  is  it  all  th'  Eternal  Will  defign'd  : 
It  is  a  finifh'd  world,  and  perfedl  in  its  kind. 
Not  that  its  regions  every  charm  include. 
With  which  celeftial  empires  are  endued ; 
Nor  is  confummate  goodnefs  here  conferr'd. 
If  we  perfe(ftion  abfolute  regard  ; 
But  what's  before  affcrted,  we  repeat, 
Of  the  vaft  whole  it  is  a  part  complete. 

But  fince  you  are  difpleas'd  the  partial  fun 
Is  not  indulgent  to  the  frigid  zone  ; 
Suppofe  more  funs  in  proper  orbits  roll'd, 
Diffolv'dthe  fnows,  and  chas'd  the  polar  cold; 
Or  grant  that  this  revolv'd  in  fuch  a  way, 
As  equal  heat  to  all  he  might  convey. 
And  give  the  didant  poles  their  (hare  of  day; 
Obferve  how  prudent  Nature's  icy  hoard. 
With  all  her  nitrous  (lorci,  would  be  dcvour'd-; 
Then  would  unbalanc'd  heat  licentious  reign. 
Crack  the  dry  hill,  and  chap  the  ruflet  plain  ; 
Her  moidure  all  cxhal'd,  the  cleaving  earth 
Would  yield  no  I'ruit,  and  bear  no  verdant  birth. 

You  of  the  pools  and  fpacious  lakes  complain," 
And  of  the  liquid  deferts  of  the  main,  J 

As  hurtful  thefe,  or  ufelefs,  you  arraign.  j 

Befides  the  pleafure  which  the  lakes  afford. 
Are  not  their  waves  with  filh  delicious  dor'd  ? 
Does  not  the  wide  capacious  deep  the  (ky 
With  dewy  clouds,  the  earth  with  rain,  fupply  ? 
Do  not  the  rivers,  which  the  valley  lave,  "1 

Creep  through  the  fecret  fubterranean  cave,      J 
And  to  the  hills  convey  the  refluent  wave  .'         j 
You  then  muft  own,  the  earth  the  ocean  needs, 
Which  thus  the  lake  resruits,  the  fountain  feeds. 

The  noxious  plant,  and  favage  animal. 
Which  you  the  earth's  reproach  and  blemifli  call. 
Are  ufeful  various  ways  ;  if  not  for  food, 
For  mSnufadlures  or  for  medicine  good. 
Thus  we  repel  with  reafon,  not  evade. 
The  bold  objedlions  by  Lucretius  made. 

Pyirhonians  next,  of  like  ambitious  aim, 
Wanton  of  wit,  and  panting  after  fame, 
Who  drove  to  fink  the  feds  of  chief  renown, 
And  on  their  ruin'd  fchools  to  raife  their  own  \ 
Boldly -prefuni'd,  with  rhetorician  pride, 
To  hold  of  aiiy  <iueflioi!  cither  fide. 
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!rhcy  tliought,  In  every  fubje>9:  of  debate, 
5n  either  fcale  the  proof  of  equal  weight. 

Alk,  if  a  God  exiftent  they  allow  ? 
The  vain  declaimers  will  attempt  to  Ihow, 
That,  whether  you  renounce  him,  or  aflert. 
There's  no  fuperior  proof  on  either  part. 
Suppofe  a  God,  we  mufl,  fay  they,  conclude 
He  lives ;  if  fo,  he  is  with  fenfe  endued  ; 
And,  if  with  fenfe  endued,  may  pain  perceive. 
And  what  can  fuffer  pain  may  ceafe  to  live. 

Pyrrhonians,  we  a  living  God  adore, 
An  unexhaufted  fpring  of  vital  power ; 
But  his  immortal,  uncreated  life 
No  torment  feels,  and  no  deftruAive  grief. 
■Does  he  by  different  organs  tafte  or  hear  ? 
Or  by  an  eye  do  things  to  him  appear  ? 
Has  he  a  mufcle,  or  extended  nerve. 
Which  to  impart  or  pain  or  pleafure  ferve  ? 
Of  all  perfe<3:ion  poflible  poffeft, 
He  finds  no  want,  nor  is  with  woe  opprefl. 
Though  we  can  ne'er  explore  the  life  divine,     "] 
And  found  the  blelt  abyfs  by  reafon's  line,  / 

Yet  'tis  not,  mortal  n}an,  a  tranHent  life,  like  t 
thine.  j 

Others,  to  whom  the  whole  mechanic  tribe 
With  an  harmonious  fympathy  fiibfcribe, 
Nature  with  empire  univerfal  crown. 
And  this  high  queen  the  world's  Creator  own. 
If  you  what  builder  rear'd  the  world  demand. 
They  fay  'twas  done  by  Nature's  powerful  hand ; 
If  whence  its  order  and  its  beauty  rpfe, 
Nature,  they  fay,  did  fo  the  frame  difpofej 
If  what  its  Iteady  n^otions  does  maintain, 
And  holds  of  caufes  and  tflfccfts  the  chain, 
•O'er  all  her  works  this  Sovereign  Caufe  preCdes, 
Upholds  the  orbs,  and  all  their  motions  guides. 
Since  to  her  bounty  we  fuch  bleffings  owe, 
Our  generous  Benefactor  let  us  know. 
When  the  word  Nature  you  exprefs,  declare, 
Form'd  in  your  minds  what  image  does  appear  ? 
Can  you  that  term  of  doubtful  found  explain  i 
Show  it  no  idle  offspring  of  the  brain  ? 

Sometimes  by  Nature  your  enlighten'd  fchool 
Intends  of  things  the  univerfal  whole ; 
Sometimes  it  is  the  order,  that  canne(fts. 
And  holds  the  chain  of  caufes  and  effefls  : 
Sometimes  it  is  the  manner  and  the  way, 
In  which  thofe  caufes  do  their  force  convey, 
And  in  effedls  their  energy  difplay. 
That  fhe's  the  work  itfelf,  you  oft  affert. 
As  oft  th'  artificer,  as  oft  the  art ; 
That  is,  that  we  may  Nature  clearly  trace. 
And  by  her  marks  diflintflly  know  her  face  ; 
She's  now  the  building,  now  the  arthitedt, 
And  now  the  rule  which  does  his  hand  direft. 
But  let  this  emprefs  be  whate'er  you  pleafe  3^ 
Let  her  bt  all  or  any  one  of  thefe  ; 
She  is  with  reafon,  or  flic's  not,  cndu'd  1 
If  you  the  firft  affirm,  we  thence  conclude 
A  God,  whofe  being  you  oppofe,  you  grant  t 
But  if  this  mighty  queen  does  reafon  want. 
How  could  this  noble  fabric  be  defign'd. 
And  fafliion'd  by  a  Maker  brute  and  blind  ? 
Could  it  of  art  fuch  miracles  invent, 
^nd  raife  a  beauteous  world  of  fugh  extent  I- 


Still  at  the  helm  doei  this  daric  pilot  ftand,         "^ 
And  with  a  fteady,  never-erring  hand,  ^ 

Steer  all  the  floating  worlds,  and  their  fet  courfe  T 
command  ?  J> 

That  clearer  ftrokes  of  mafterly  defign. 
Of  wife  contrivance,  and  of  judgement,  fhine 
In  all  the  parts  of  Nature,  we  afTcrt, 
Than  in  the  brighteft  works  of  human  art : 
And  fhall  not  thofe  be  judg'd  th'  cfft  A  of  thought, 
As  well  as  thefe  with  (kill  inferior  wrought  i 
Let  fuch  a  fphcre  to  India  be  convey'd. 
As  Archimede  or  modern  Hugens  made  ; 
Will  not  the  Indian,  though  untaught  and  rude. 
This  work  th'  effecSl  of  wife  defign  conclude  i 
Is  there  fuch  fkill  in  imitation  fhown  ? 
And  in  the  things,  we  imitate,  is  none  ? 
Are  not  our  arts,  by  artful  Nature  taught. 
With  pain  and  careful  obfervation  fought .' 

Behold  the  painter,  who  with  Nature  vies: 
See  his  whole  foul  exerted  in  his  eyes  I 
He  views  her  various  fcenes,  intent  to  trace 
The  mafter  lines,  that  form  her  finifh'd  fac?  : 
Are  thought  and  condudl  in  the  copy  clear. 
While  none  in  all  th'  original  appear  ? 

Tell  us,  what  mafler,  for  mechanics  fam'd. 
Has  one  machine  fo  admirably  fram'd. 
Where  you  will  art  in  fuch  perfcdion  grant. 
As  in  a  living  creature  or  a  plant  ? 
Declare,  what  curious  workmanlhip  can  vie 
Or  with  a  hand  or  foot,  an  ear,  or  eye  ? 
That  can  for  fkill  as  much  applaufc  deferve. 
As  the  fine  texture  of  the  fibrous  nerve ; 
Or  the  ftupendous  fyflem,  which  contains 
Th'  arterial  channels,  or  the  winding  vcir.s  i 
What  artificial  frame,  what  inftrument, 
Did  one  fuperior  genius  yet  invent. 
Which  to  the  bones  or  mufclcs  is  prcferr'd, 
If  you  their  order,  form,  or  ufe,  regard  ? 
Why  then  to  works  of  nature  is  aflign'd  "v* 

An  Author  unintelligent  and  blind,  / 

When  ours  proceed  from  choice  and  confcloiisr" 
mind  i  ji 

To  this  you  fay,  that  Nature's  are  indeed 
Moft  artful  works,  but  then  thsy  ne'er  proceed 
From  Nature  ading  with  defign  and  art. 
Who,  void  of  choice,  her  vigour  does  exert  j 
And  by  unguided  motion  things  produce,  ' 

Regardlefs  of  their  order,  end,  or  ufe. 
By  Tully's  mouth  thus  Gotta  does  difpute. 
But  thus,  with  eafe,  the  Roman  we  confute. 

Say,  if  in  artful  things  no  art  is  fliown, 
What  arc  the  certain  marks,  that  make  it  known  J 
How  will  j'ou  artful  from  unartful  bound. 
And  not  th'  ideas  in  our  mind  confound  ? 
Than  this  np  truth  difplays  before  our  fif^ht 
A  brighter  beam,  or  more  convincing  light ; 
That  fliilfiil  works  fuppofe  a  flcilful  Caufe, 
Which   ads  by  choice,  and  moves   by  prudent 

laws. 
Where  you,  unlefs  you  are  as  matter  blind, 
Condutft  and  beauteous  difpofition  find, 
Cnnfpiring  order,  fitnefs,  harmony, 
Ufe,  and  convenience  ;  will  you  not  agree 
That  fuch  effcifls  could  not  be  undefign'd, 
Nor  could  proceed  but  from  a  knowing  mind  ? 
Qjl  '"'j 
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Old  fyftems  you  may  try,  or  new  ones  raife, 
May  fliifr  and  wind,  and  plot  a  thoufand  ways; 
JAay  various  words,  and  foims  of  ditftion  ufe, 
And  with  a  different  cant  th'  unjudging  ear  a- 

niufe ; 
You  may  affirm,  that  chance  did  things  create. 
Or  let  it  nature  be,  or  be  it  fate  ; 
Body  alone,  inert  and  brute,  you'll  find, 
The  caufe  of  all  things  is  by  you  aflign'd. 
And,  after  all  your  fruitlefs  toil,  if  you 
A  Caufe  dillinift  from  matter  will  allow. 
It  n  uft  be  confcjous,  not  like  matter  blind, 
And  fliow  you  grant  a  God,  by  granting  mind. 

Vaninus  next,  a  hardy  modern  chief, 
A  bolri  oppofer  of  Divine  Belief, 
Attempts  religion's  fences  to  fubvert, 
Strong  in  his  rage,  but  deftitute  of  art ; 
In  impious  maxims  fix'd,  he  Heaven  defy'd. 
An  unbelieving,  anti-martyr  dy'd. 
Strange,  that  an  atheift  pleafure  fhould  refufe, 
Helinquifh  life,  and  death  in  torment  choofe  ! 
Of  fcience  what  a  dcfpicable  fhare 
Vaninus  own'd,  his  publiih'd  dreams  declare. 
Let  impious  wits  applaud  a  godlefi'  mind, 
As  bleft  with  piercing  fight,  and  lenfe  refin'd, 
Contriv'd  ond  wrought  by  Nature's  careful  hand, 
All  the  proud  fchools  of  learning  to  command  ; 
Let  them  pronounce  each  patron  of  their  caufe 
Claims  by  diftinguifh'd  merit  jufl  applaufe  ; 
Tet  T  this  writer's  vi'ant  of  fenfe  arraign, 
Treat  all  his  empty  pages  with  difdain. 
And  think  a  grave  reply  mif-fpent  and  vain  : 
To  borrow  light,  his  error  to  amend, 
I  would  the  atheift  to  Vaninus  fend 

At  length  Britannia's  foil,  iinmortal  fhame! 
Brought  f'  rth  a  fage  of  celebrated  name. 
Who  with  contempt  on  bleft  religion  trod, 
Mock'd  all  her  precepts,  and  renounc'd  his  God. 
As  awful  Ihadcs  and  horrors  of  the  night 
i)ifturb  the  mother,  and  t!ie  child  aftright ; 
"Wh':  fee  dire  ipecftres  through  the  gloomy  air  ~\ 
In  thrtatenii.'g  forms  advance,  and  fhudderingf 

hear  [defpair    C 

The  groan?  of  wandering  ghofts,  ar.d  yellings  of  J 
From  the  fame  fpring,  he  f^iys,  devotion  flows, 
Confcience  of  guilt  from  dread  of  vengeance  rofe ; 
Heligion  is  the  creature  of  the  fpleen, 
And  troubled  fancy  forms  the  world  unfeen ; 
That  timorous  minds,  with  felf-tcrmenting  care, 
Create  thofe  awful  phant<.ms  which  they  fear. 

Such  arms  were  us'd  by  impious  chiefs  of  old, 
Tfain  as  this  modern  hero,  and  as  bold. 
"Who  would  Dot  this  philofopher  adore, 
Por  finding  worlds  dUcover'd  long  before  ? 
Can  he  one  flower  in  all  hi?  garden  fhow, 
Which  in  his  Grecian  mafter's  did  not  grow  ? 
And  yet,  imperious,  with  a  teacher's  air, 
^oaftfnl,  he  claims  a  right  to  wifdom's  chair; 
Gafping  with  ardent  thirft  ©f  falfe  renown,         ") 
Wih  G'tccian  wreaths  he  doeshis  temples  crown,/ 
Triumphs  v^  ith  bomw'd  fpoils,  and  trophies  not  t 

his  own  3 

The  world,  he  grants,  with    clouds    was   over- 

fpread; 
ruth  ne'er  erciflcd  yet  her  ftarry  head. 


Till  he,  bright  geniue,  rofe  to  chafe  the  night, 
And  through  all  nature  Ihoue  with  new-fprunjf 
light. 
But  let  th' inquirer  know,  proud  Briton  I  why 
Hope  fhould  not  gods,  as  well  as  fear  fupply ; 
D;ies  not  th'  idea  of  a  God  include 
The  notion  of  beneficent  and  good  ; 
Of  one  to  mercy,  not  revenge,  inclin'd. 
Able  and  willing  to  relieve  mankind  ? 
And  does  not  this  idea  more  appear 
The  objedt  of  our  hope,  than  of  our  fear  f 
Then  tell  us,  why  this  palTion,  more  than  that. 
Should  build  their  altars,  and  the  gods  create  ? 

But  let  us  grant  the  weak  and  timorous  mind 
To  fuperftitirus  terrors  is  inclin'd ; 
That  horrid  fcenes,  and  monfters  form'd  in  air. 
By  night  the  children  and  the  mother  fcare  ; 
That  apparitii  ns,  by  a  fever  bred. 
Or  by  the  fpleen's  black  vapours,  fill  the  head; 
Does  '.hat  affeft  the  fage  of  fenfe  refin'd, 
Wh(>fe  body's  healthful,  and  lerene  his  mind  ? 
Yet  more,  infulting  Briton  !  let  us  try 
Your  rcafon's  force,  your  arguments  apply. 
You  fay,  fince  fpedlres  from  the  fancy  flow. 
To  timorous  fancy  gods  their  being  owe ; 
Since  phantoms  to  the  weak  feem  real  things. 
Religion  from  miftake  and  weaknefs  fprings. 

Bitt  though  the  vulgar  have  illufions  feen, 
Thought  obje(5ts  were  without  that  were  with^ 

in ; 
Yet  we  from  hence  abfurdly  fhould  conclude, 
All  objedls  of  the  mind  the  mind  delude  : 
That  our  ideas  idle  are,  that  none 
Were  ever  real,  and  that  nothing's  known. 

But,  leaving  phantoms  and  illufive  fear. 
Let  us  at  reafon's  judgment-feat  appear  ; 
There  let  the  queftion  be  feverely  try'd; 
By  an  impartial  fentence  we  abide  ; 
rh'  Lternal  Mind's  exiftence  we  fuftain, 
By  proofs  fo  full,  by  evidence  fo  plain, 
rhat  none  of  all  the  fciences  have  fhown  \ 

Such  demonftration  of  the  truths  they  own. 

Spinofa  next,  to  hide  his  blac^  defign. 
And  to  his  fide  th'  unwary  to  incline, 
For  heaven  his  enfigns  treacherous  difplays, 
Declares  for  God,  while  he  that  God  betrays ; 
For  whom  he's  pleas'cf  fuch  evidence  to  bring. 
As  fave«  the  name,  while  it  fubverts  the  thing. 

Now  hear  his  labour'd  fcheme  of  impious  ufe : 
No  fubftance  can  another  e'er  produce  ; 
Subftance  no  limit,  no  confinement,  knows, 
And  its  exiftence  from  its  nature  flows ; 
The  fubuance  of  the  univerfe  is  one. 
Which  is  the  felf-exiftent  God  alone. 
The  fpheres  of  ather,  which  the  world  enclofe. 
And  all  th'  apartments,    which  the  whole  com° 

pofe  ; 
The  lucid  orbs,  the  earth,  the  air,  the  main. 
With  every  different  being  they  contain. 
Are  one  prodigious  aggregated  God, 
;  Of  whom  each  fand  is  part,  each  ftone  and  clod; 
i  Supreme  perfecSlions  in  each  infedt  fhine, 
Each  fhrub  is  facred,  and  each  weed  divine. 

Sages,  no  longer  Egypt's  fons  defpife, 
For  thdr  cheap  gods,  and  favoury  deities  I 
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N»  more  their  eoarfe  divinities  revile ! 
To  leelfs,  to  onions,  to  the  crocodile. 
You  might  your  humble  adorations  pay. 
Were  you  not  gods  youifelves,  as  well  as  they. 

As  much  you  pull  religion's  altars  down, 
Jy  owning  all  things  God,  as  owning  none ; 


For  (hould  all  beings  be  alike  divine. 
Of  worfhip  if  an  obje(fl  you  afilgn, 
God  to  himfelf  mull:  veneration  (hew, 
Muft  be  the  idol  and  the  votary  too ; 
And  their  affertions  are  alike  abfurd. 
Who  own  no  God,  or  none  to  be  ador'd. 


BOOK    IV. 


^bt  Argument. 

The  introduflion.  No  man  happy,  that  has  not  conquered  the  fears  of  death.  The  inability  of  the 
Epicurean  fcheme  to  accomplifh  that  end.  Religion  only  capable  of  fubduing  thofe  fears.  The 
hypothefis* of  Epicurus  concerning  the  formation  of  the  univerfe  Ihown  to  be  abfurd.  I.  In  a  more 
general  furvey  of  the  parts  of  the  univerfe.  II.  By  a  more  clofe  and  llritfl  examination  of  his 
fcheme.  The  principle  of  motion  not  accounted  for  by  that  fcheme  ;  nor  the  determination  of  it 
one  way.  Pondus,  gravity,  innate  mobility,  words  without  a  meaning.  Defccnt  of  atoms ;  up- 
wards and  downwar'is,  a  middle  or  centre  abfurdly  afferted  by  Epicurus  in  infinite  fpace.  His  hy- 
pothefis not  to  be  fupported,  whether  his  matter  be  fuppofed  finite  or  infinite.  His  ridiculous  affer- 
tion  relating  to  the  diurnal  and  annual  motion  of  the  fun.  The  impoflibility  of  forming  the  world 
by  the  cafual  concourfe  of  atoms.  They  could  never  meet  if  they  movtd  with  equal  fpeed.  Pri- 
mitive atoms,  being  the  fmalleft  parts  of  matter,  would  move  more  flowly  than  bodies  of  greater 
bulk,  which  have  more  gravity  ;  yet  thefe  are  abfurdly  fuppofed  to  move  the  fwifteft.  His  afiTer- 
tion,  that  fome  primitive  atoms  have  a  diredl,  and  others  an  inclining  motion,  implies  a  contra- 
didlion.  Lucretius's  explanation  of  this  inclining  motion  of  fome  firfl  atoms  not  intelligible.  The 
inexplicable  difficulty  of  flopping  the  atoms  in  their  flight,  and  caufing  them  to  fettle  in  a  formed 
world.  The  ponderous  earth  not  to  be  fuftained  in  liquid  air.  The  Epicurean  formation  of  the 
heavens  very  ridiculous.  No  account  given  by  the  Epicureans  how  the  fun  and  ftars  are  upheld  in 
fluid  asther.  Their  idle  account  of  the  formation  of  the  air.  1  he  variety  of  figure  and  fize  given 
by  Epicurus  to  his  atoms,  a  convincing  proof  of  wifdom  and  defign.  Another  proof  is  the  difpro- 
portion  of  the  moift  and  dry  atoms  in  the  formation  of  the  earth.  His  ludicrous  and  childifh  ac- 
count of  the  formation  of  the  hollow  for  the  fea.     No  account  given  by  Epicurus,  or  his  followers- 

^  of  the  motion  of  the  heavenly  orbs,  particularly  of  the  fun. 


Carus,  we  grant,  no  man  is  bleft,  but  he 
Whofe  mind  from  anxious  thoughts  of  death  is 

free. 
Let  laurel  wreaths  the  vi(flor's  brows  adorn, 
Sublime  through  gazing  throngs  in  triumph  borne ; 
Let  acclamations  ring  around  the  fkies, 
While  curling  clouds  of  balmy  incenfe  rife  ; 
Let  fpoils  immenfe,  let  trophic*  gain'd  in  war, 
And  conquer'd  kings,  attend  his  rolling  car; 
If  dread  of  death,  flill  unfubdu'd  remains. 
And  fecret  o'er  the  vanquifti'd  vicftor  reigns ; 
Th'  illuftrious  (lave  in  endlcfs  thraldom  bears 
A  heavier  chain  than  his  led  captive  wears. 

With  fwifteft  wing,  the  fears  of  future  fate 
Elude  the  guards,  and  pafs  the  palace  gate ; 
Traverfe  the  lofty  rooms,  and  uncontroU'd  ") 

riy  hovering  round  the  painted  roofs,  and  bold  / 
To  the  rich  arras  cling,  and  perch  on  bufts  off 

gold;  3 

Familiar  horrors  haunt  the  monarch's  head. 
And  thoughts  ill-boding  from  the  downy  bed 
Chafe  gentle  deep ;  black  cares  the  foul  infeft, 
And  btoidcir'd  ftars  adorn  a  troubled  bread  : 


In  vain  they  a(k  the  charming  Ijtc,  in  vain 
The  flatterer's  fweeter  voice,  to  lull  their  pain ; 
Riot  and  wine  but  for  a  moment  pleafe  ; 
Delights  they  oft  enjoy,  but  never  eafe. 

What  are  diftin6lion,  honour,  wealth,  and  flate, 
The  pomp  of  courts,  the  triumphs  of  the  great ; 
The   numerous  troops,   that  envy'd  thrones  fe- 

cure. 
And  fplendid  enfigns  of  imperial  power  ? 
What  the  high  palace,  rear'd  with  vaft  expcncc, 
Unrivall'd  art,  and  luxury  immenfe, 
With  ftatutes  grac'd  by  ancient  Greece  fupply'd. 
With  more  than  Perfian  wealth,  and  Tyrian  pride? 
What  are  the  foods  of  all  delicious  kinds. 
Which  now  the  huntfman,  now  the  fowler,  finds; 
The  richeft  wines,  which  Gallia's  happy  field. 
Which  Tufcan  hills,  or  thine,  Iberia,  yield? 

Nature  deprav'd  abundance  does  purfue  ; 
Her  firft  and  pure  demands  are  cheap  and  few. 
What  health  promotes,  and  gives  unenvy'd  peace, 
Is  all  expenceiefs,  and  procur'd  with  eafe. 
Behold  the  (hepherd,  fee  th'  induftrious  fwain, 
,  Who  ploughs  the  field,  or  reaps  the  ripen'd  grainj 
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Slow  mean,  and  yet  how  tafteful  is  their  fare! 
How  fweet  their  fleep  '.  their  fouls  how  free  from 

care  1 
They  drink  the  ftreaming  cryftal,  and  efcape 
Th'  inflaming  juices  of  the  purple  grape  ; 
And,  to  proted;  their  limbs  from  rigorous  air. 
Garments,  their  own  domeftic  work,  they  wear  : 
Yet  thoughts  of  death  their  lonely  cots  moleft, 
Affright  the  hind,  and  break  the  labourer's  reft. 

Since  thefe  refle<:^ions  on  approaching  fate 
Diftruft  and  ill-prefaging  care  create  ; 
'Tis  clear  we  ftrive  for  happinefs  in  vain, 
"While  fears  of  death  within  infulting  reign. 
But  then  Lucretian  wits  abfurdly  frame, 
To  fink  thcfe  inbred  fears,  their  impious  fcheme. 
To  chafe  the  horrors  of  a  confcious  mind. 
They  defperate  means  and  wild  expedientb  find ; 
The  hardy  rebels  aiming  to  appeafe 
Their  fierce  remorfe,  and  dream  a  while  at  eafe, 
Of  crying  guilt  th'  avenging  power  difown. 
And  pull  their  lugh  Creator  from  his  throne  ; 
That  done,  they  mock  the  threats  of  future  pain, 
As  monftrous  fidions  of  the  poet's  brain. 

Thy  force  alone,  Religion  !  Death  difarms, 
Breaks  all  his  darts,  and  every  viper  charmsj 
Softeu'd  by  thee,  the  grifly  form  appears 
Ho  more  the  horrid  objeA  of  our  fears ; 
"We  undifmay'd  this  awful  power  obey,         [way. 
That  guides  us  through  the  fafe,  though  gloomy 
"Which  leads  to  life,  and  to  the  bleil  abode, 
Where  raviih'd  minds  enjoy,  what  here  they  own'd, 

a  God. 
Regard,  ye  fages  of  Lucretian  race. 
Nature's  rich  drefs,  behold  her  lovely  face. 
I^ook  all  around,  terreftrial  realms  furvey. 
The  ifles,  the  rivers,  and  the  fpacious  fea  ; 
Obferve  the  air,  view  with  attentive  eyes  ■^ 

The  glorious  concave  of  the  vaulted  Ikies;  ( 

Could  thefc  from  cafual  hits,  from  tumujt  thofe,  ^ 
arife  !  ^ 

Cao  rule  and  beauty  from  diftradlion  grow  ? 
Can  fymmerry  fr^mi  wild  confufion  flow  ? 
When  atoms  in  th'  unmeafur'd  fpace  did  rove. 
And  in  the  dark  for  doubtful  empire  Itrove  ; 
Did  intervening  chance  the  feuds  compofe, 
Eftsblifh  friendihip,  and  difarm  the  foes  ? 
Did  this  the  ancient  darkfome  horrors  chafe, 
Diftindion  give,  and  fpread  celeftial  grace 
O'er  the  black  diftriAs  of  the  empty  fpace  ? 
Could  atoms,  which,  with  undirefted  flight, 
Ro»m'd  through  the  void,  and  rang'd  the  realms 

of  night, 
Of  reafon  dep.itute,  without  intent, 
Depriv'd  of  choice,  and  mindlefs  of  event. 
In  order  march,  and  to  their  pofts  advance, 
l*d  by  no  guide,  bat  undefigning  chance  ? 
What  did  th'  entangled  particles  divide. 
And  fort  the  various  feeds  of  things  ally'd  ? 
To  make  primeval  elements  felcd 
All  the  fit  atoms,  and  th'  unfit  rejed  ? 
Diftinguifh  hot  from  cold,  and  moift  from  dry, 
Rangefome  to  form  the  earth,  and  fome  the  Iky  ? 
from  the  embrace,  and  gloomy  arms,  of  night, 
What  freed  the  glimmering  fire,  and  difcngag'd 
the  light  i 
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Could  chance  fuch  juft  and  prudent  meafures  take^ 
To  frame  the  world,  fuch  diilribution  make  ? 
If  to  your  builder  you  will  condu<5l  give, 
t  A  power  to  choofe,  to  manage,  and  contrive. 
Your  idol  chance,  fuppos'd  inert  and  blind, 
Muft  be  inroU'd  an  a>;tive  confcious  mind. 
Did  this  your  wife  and  fovereign  architedl 
Defign  the  model,  and  the  world  ercdl  ? 
Were  by  her  fkill  the  deep  foundations  laid. 
The  globes  fufpcnded,  and  the  heavens  difplay'd  ? 
By  what  elaftic  engines  did  (he  rear 
The  ftarry  roof,  and  roll  the  orbs  in  air  ? 
On  the  formation  of  the  earth  refle<5l  ; 
Is  this  a  blind  fortuitous  effed  ? 
Did  all  the  groffer  a'oms,  at  the  call 
Of  chance,  file  off,  to  form  the  ponderous  ball, 
And  undetermin'd  into  order  fall  ? 
Did  of  themfclves  th'  afTembled  feeds  arrive. 
And  without  art  this  artful  frame  contrive  ? 
To  build  the  earth,  did  chance  materials  choofe, 
And  through  the  parts  cementing  glue  diffufe ; 
Adjuft  the  frontier  of  the  fea  and  foil, 
Bilance  and  hang  in  air  the  finilh'd  pile  ? 
Ye  towering  hills,  ^ofe  fnowy  peaks  arife 
Above  the  clouds,  and  v/inter  in  the  ikies; 
Ye  rocks,  which  on  the  fhores  your  heads  zdf 

vance ; 
Are  you  the  labour  and  the  care  of  chance  ? 
To  draw  up  ftones  of  fuch  prodigious  weight. 
And  raife  the  amazing  heaps  to  fuch  a  height. 
What  huge  machine,  what  forceful  inftrument. 
Did  your  blind  builder  of  the  world  invent  ? 
Could  it  diftinguifti,  could  it  wall  around 
The  damp  and  dark  apartments  under  ground ; 
With  rocky  arches  vault  the  hollow  caves, 
And  form  the  tracks  of  fubterranean  waves; 
Extend  the  different  mineral  veins,  and  fpread 
For  rich  metallic  ores  the  genial  bed  ? 

What  could  prepare  the  gulfs  to  entertain 
Between  their  fnores  the  interpofing  main  ; 
Disjoin  the  land,  the  various  realms  divide. 
And  fpread  with  fcatler'd  ifles  th'  extended  tide  f 
Regard  th'  unnumber'd  wonders  of  the  deep. 
Where  confluent  ftreams,    their  race  completed^ 

fleep : 
Did  chance  the  compafs  take,  and  in  the  dark 
The  wide  dimenfions  of  the  ocean  mark  ; 
Then  dig  the  ample  cave,  and  flretch  the  ftiores. 
Whofe  winding  arms  confine  the  liquid  flores. 
Which,  gulhing  from  the  mountain  to  the  main. 
Through  verdant  vallic*  draw  their  humid  train  f 
Did  it  defign  the  deep  abyfs,  and  fpread 
The  ancient  waters  on  their  central  bed  l 
To  the  wild  flood  did  fovereign  fortune  fay. 
Thus  far  advance,  and  here  thy  billows  ftay ; 
Be  this  thy  barrier,  this  encloCng  iand 
Thou  fhalt  not  pafs,  nor  overflow  the  land  ? 
And  do  the  waves  revere  her  high  command  ? 

Did  chemtc  chance  the  furnaces  prepare, 
Raife  all  the  labour-houfes  of  the  air. 
And  lay  crude  vapours  in  digcRion  there ; 
Where  nature  is  employ 'd,  with  wondrous  flcill. 
To  draw  her  fpirits,  and  her  drops  diftil; 
Meteors  for  .various  purpofes  to  form. 
The  breeze  co  cheer,  to  i^fiUj  the  ftorm  J 
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Bid  flie  extend  the  gloomy  clouds  on  high, 
Where  all  th'  amazing  fireworks  of  the  fky 
Jn  unconcoded  feeds  fermenting  lie, 
Till  the  imprifon'd  ilames  are  ripe  for  birth, 
And  ruddy  bolts  ejtploded  wound  the  earth  ? 
Whit  ready  hand  applies  the  kindled  match, 
Which  evening  trains  of  unduous  vapours  catch  ? 
Whaice   fhoots  with   lambent   flight  the  falling 

ftar, 
And  flames  unhurtful  hovtring  dance  in  air  ? 
What  curious  loom  does  chance  by  evening  fpread  ? ") 
With  what  fine  ftiuttle  weave  the  virgin's  thread,/ 
Which,  like  the  fpidcr's  net,  hangs  on  the  grafly  C 
mead  ?  J 

Let  us  the  moulds  to  falhlon  meteors  know. 
How  thefe  produce  the  hail,  and  thofe  the  fnow  ? 
What  gave  the  exhalations  wings  to  rife, 
To  leave  their  centre,  and  poflefs  the  flcies  ? 

Let  us  no  longer  miflive  weapons  throw, 
But  clofe  the  fight,  and  grapple  with  the  foe ; 
Submit  to  reafon's  ftrideft  teft  their  fcheme. 
And  by  mechanic  laws  purfue  tha  huddled  frame. 
See,  how  th'  ambitious  architeds  defign  : 
To  rear  the  world  without  the  power  divine, 
As  principles,  the  great  contrivers  place 
Unbounded  matter  in  unbounded  fpace  : 
Matter  was  firft,  in  parts  minute,  endued 
With  various  figures,  various  magnitude; 
Some,  moving  in  the  fpacious  infinite, 
Pefcribe  a  line  oblique,  and  fome  a  right ; 
For,  did  not  fome  from  a  ftrait  courfe  defied. 
They  could  not  meet,  they  could  no  world  ered  : 
While  unfatigued  from  endlefs  ages  pad. 
They  rang'd  the  dark  interminahlc  wafte, 
Oft'  clafhing  and  rencounterinn;  in  their  flight, 
Some  atoms  leap  afide,  and  fome  upright ; 
They  various  ways  recoil,  and  fwiftly  flow 
By  mutual  repercuflions  to  and  fro, 
Till,  ftiufiled  and  entangled  in  their  race, 
They  clafp  each  other  with  a  dole  embrace; 
Combin'd  by  concourfe,  mingled  and  comprcft, 
They  grow  in  bulk,  and  complicated  reft. 
Hence  did  the  world  and  all  its  parts  arife  ! 
Hence  the  bright  fun  and  ftars,  and  hence  the 

(kies ! 
Hence  fprung  the  air,  the  ocean,  and  the  earth ! 
And  hence  all  nature  had  its  cafual  birth ! 

If  you  demand  what  wife  direding  mind 
The  wondrous  platform  of  the  world  dcfign'd ; 
Did  range,  divide,  and  in  their  order  place. 
The  crude  materials  of  th'  unfafliion'd  mafs; 
Did  move,  dired,  and  all  the  parts  control. 
With  perfed  fkill,  to  ferve  the  beauteous  whole; 
Fortune  to  this  high  honour  they  advance. 
And  no  furveyor  want,  no  guide,  but  chance. 

Lucretian  mafters,  now  to  make  it  plain 
In  building  worlds  how  raw  you  are,  and  vain  ; 
Grant  that  before  this  mighty  frame  was  rear'd, 
Before  confufion  fled,  and  light  appear'd. 
In  the  dark  void  and  empty  realms  of  night 
Your  reftlefs  atoms  did  purfue  their  flight; 
And  in  their  adverfe  paths,  and  wild  career, 
By  chance  rencounter,  and  by  chance  cohere  ; 
Thus  clafp'd  in  Arid  embraces,  they  produce 
Unnumbei'd  cafual  forms  for  different  ufe  : 


You,  who  to  clearer  reafi^n  mal^c  pretence, 

Of  wit  refin'd,  and  eminent  in  fenfe, 

Let  us,  ye  fons  of  Epicurus,  know 

The  fpring,  whence  all  thefe  various  motions  flow. 

What  vigour  pufli'd  primasval  atoms  on  ? 

Was  it  a  foreign  impulfe,  or  their  own  .' 

If  'twas  a  foreign  delegated  force,  [courfe; 

Which  mov'd    thofe  bodies,    and  control'd  theic 

AlTerting  this,  you  your  own  fcheme  deftroy. 

And  power  divine,  to  form  the  world,  employ. 

If  from  a  moving  principle  within 

Your  j;dive  atoms  did  their  flight  begin, 

That  fpring,  that  moving  principle  explain. 

And  in  the  fchools  unrivall'd  you  fliall  reign  ; 

Declare  its  nature,  and  aflign  its  name  ; 

For  motion,  and  its  caufe,  are  not  the  fame. 

We  know,  you'll  tell  us, 'tis  impulfive  weighf|^ 
Mobility,  or  power  to  move  innate  : 
Profound  folution  !  worthy  of  your  fchools, 
Where  reafon  in  its  boafted  freedom  rules. 
But  thus  you  mock  mankind,  and  language  ufc. 
Not  to  inform  the  mind,  but  to  amufe. 
Of  motion  we  the  principle  demand ; 
You  fay  'tis  power  to  move,  and  there  you  ftandf 
But  is  it  to  explain,  to  change  the  name  ? 
Is  not  the  doubt  in  diflerent  words  the  fame  ? 
Do  you  reveal  the  fpring  of  motion  more, 
By  wifely  calling  that  a  moving  power, 
Which  we  had  term'd  a  principle  before  ? 
The  youngeft  head  new-vers'd  in  reafoning  know* 
That  motion  mufl  a  power  to  move  fuppofe  ; 
Which  while  in  vain  you  labour  to  unfold. 
You  clearly  tell  us,  that  Lucretians  hold 
An  adive  fpring,  a  principle  approve, 
Diftind  from  matter,  which  muft  matter  move. 
Matter,  as  fuch,  abftraded  in  the  mind, 
We  from  a  power  to  move  diveftcd  find. 
Not  more  to  motion  than  to  reft  inclin'd  ; 
The  power,  which  morion  does  to  matter  give. 
We  therefore  moft  diflind  from  both  conceive; 
A  power  to  nature  given  by  Nature's  Lord, 
When  firft  he  fpoke  the  high  creating  word. 
When  for  his  world  materials  he  prtpar'd. 
And  on  each  part  this  energy  conferr'd. 

Ye  vain  philofophers  !  prefumptuous  race ! 
Who  would  the  Great  Eternal  Mind  difplace  ; 
Take  from  the  world  its  Maker,  and  advance 
To  his  high  throne  your  thoughtlefs  idol  chance  i 
Let  us  th*  inquiry  byjuft  fteps  purfue; 
With  motion  we  your  atoms  will  endue. 
We  aflc,  when  in  the  fpacious  void  they  ftray. 
Why  ftill   they  beat   one  track,  and,  move  on^ 

way  ? 
Still  the  fame  flight  why  do  their  parties  take  ? 
Why  this,  or  that  way,  no  digreffion  make  ? 

What  will  to  this  our  Atomifts  reply  ? 
They  anfwer,  by  an  innate  gravity 
The  ponderoBs  bodies  ftill  are  downward  bornf  j 
And  never  upwards  of  themfelves  return. 
Acute  and  folid  anfwer  !  fee  a  flight. 
Worthy  of  fineft  wit,  and  cleareft  fight ! 
Do  not  thefe  wife  mechanic  mafters  know, 
That  no  man  can  conceive,  or  high  or  low. 
Nor  find  diftindion  of  fuperior  place. 
Or  of  inferior,  in  the  empty  fpacc 
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Uncircumfcrib'd,  and  ignorant  of  bound. 
And  where  no  midft,  no  centre,  can  be  found  ? 

Perhaps,  your  matter's  doftrine  to  fuftain, 
And  matter's  downward  motion  to  explain, 
You  with  this  famous  Gallic  friend  affert, 
That  isfuperior,  whence  your  atoms  ftart, 
And  that  inferior  in  the  empty  fpace 
To  which  they  all  dired  their  rapid  race. 

Now  let  us  recoiled:,  and  what  you  fay 
At  large,  in  one  contraifted  view  furvey. 
You  fay,  your  atoms  move ;  we  alk  you,  why  ? 
Becaufe  it  is  their  nature,  you  reply. 
But  fince  that  native  power  you  never  ftiow, 
You  only  fay  they  move,  becaufe  they  do  ; 
But  let  your  atoms  move,  we  bid  you  fay. 
Why  they  move  this,  and  not  a  different  way  ? 
You  tell  us,  'tis  from  inbred  gravity; 
That  is,  you  tell  us,  'tis  you  know  net  why. 
Till  what  is  gravity  you  let  us  know, 
By  fenfelefs  words  how  can  we  wifer  grow  ? 
We  give  you  this  ingenite,  moving  force, 
That  makes  them  always  downward  take  their 

courfe ; 
We  then  demand,  which  place  inferior  Is 
Within  the  fpacious  unconfin'd  abyfs  ? 
You  fay  'tis  that,  to  which  the  atoms  bend 
3'heir  fwift  career,  for  ftill  they  muft  defcend 
That  is,  they  dow^nward  move,  becaufe  they 
downward  tend. 

Let  us,  Lucretians,  now  our  tafk  purfue, 
And  of  your  fcheme  remaining  wonders  view. 
Say,  if  your  atoms  of  immortal  race 
Are  equal  and  commenfurate  to  fpace  : 
If  fo,  the  boundkfs  vaft  immenfity 
While  thus  pofTefl  would  full  of  matter  be  ; 
for  in  the  vacant  (as  your  fchools  approve) 
Should  finite  matter  be  fuppos'd  to  move, 
I>}ot  knowing  how  to  ftop,  or  where  to  ftay, 
It  unobilrufSed  muft  purfue  its  way. 
Be  loft  in  void  immenfe,  and  diffipated  ftray ; 
The  fcattering  bodies  never  v.rould  combine, 
JsJor  to  conipofe  a  world  by  concourfe  join. 
But,  if  all  fpace  Is  full,  if  all  poffeft. 
Which  fuppofition  you  embrace  as  beft. 
Then  crowded  matter  would  for  ever  reft ; 
>Iature  no  change  of  place  had  ever  feen  ; 
Where  all  is  full,  no  motion  can  begin  ; 
Tor,  if  it  fhould,  you'll  be  compell'd  to  fay. 
Body  does  body  pierce,  to  force  its  way  ; 
Or  unconfin'd  immenfity  retreats. 
To  give  your  atoms  room  to  change  their  feats. 
And  here  with  us  Lucretius  does  agree, 
That,  if  fome  place  from  matter  be  not  free, 
In  plenitude  no  motion  could  commence, 
All  would  be  ftagnate  in  the  vaft  immenfe. 

If  it  be  faid,  fmall  parts  of  empty  fpace 
Are  interfpers'd  through  all  the  Jpreading  mafs, 
By  which  feme  bodies  give  to  others  place  ; 
Then  matter,  you  muft  grant,  would  finite  be, 
And  ftretch  unequal  to  immenfity ; 
And  then,  as  Epicurus  judges  ri^ht. 
It  would  for  ever  take  a  uieiefs  flight, 
Loft  in  cxpanfion  void  and  infinite. 
Eefides,  allowing  through  th'  extended  whole 
Small  fcattet'd  fpaccs  not  of  body  fuUj^ 


Then  matter,  you  Lucretians  muft  agree, 

Has  not  exiftence  from  necefTity; 

For,  If  Its  being  neceffary  were,  ^ 

Why  are  fome  parts  of  fpace  from  matter  clear  ?  C 

Why  does  it  here  exift,  and  wny  not  there  ?       j 

Lucretians,  now,  which   fide  you  pleafe,  em- 
brace ; 
If  in  your  void  you  finite  fubftance  place, 
'Tis  diffipated  through  th*  immenfe  abyfs. 
And  you  to  form  the  world  materials  mifs; 
You'll  not  the  progrefs  of  your  atoms  ftay, 
Nor  to  coUedl  the  vagrants  find  a  way. 
Thus  too  your  matter's  fcheme  will  be  deftroy'd, 
Who,  wholly  to  pofiefs  the  boundlefs  void, 
No  lefs  than  matter  infinite  employ *d. 
If  you,  in  honour  to  your  founder's  Ikill, 
The  boundlefs  void  with  boundlefs  fubftance  fill, 
Then  tell  us,  how  you  can  your  bodies  roll 
Through  fpace,  of  matter  fo  completely  full  ? 
The  force  this  fingle  reafon  does  exert 
Will  the  foundations  of  your  fcheme  fubvert: 
Nor  were  it  needful  to  purfue  the  blow, 
Or  form  a  frefti  attack,  unlefs  to  {how 
How  flight  your  works  In  every  quarter  are, 
How  ill  your  huddled  fentiments  cohere. 

Be  this,  O  Greece,  thy  everlafting  fhame, 
That  thoughtkfs  Epicurus  rais'd  a  name. 
Who  built  by  artlefs  chance  this  mighty  frame. 
Could  one  whofe  wit  fuch  narrow  limits  bound, 
Nature,  thy  depths  unfathomable  found  ? 
Of  his  fagacious  thoughts  to  give  a  part. 
Does  not  this  wife  philofopher  affert 
The  radiant  fun's  extinguifh'd  every  night. 
And  every  morn,  rekindled,  darts  his  light  ? 
That  the  vaft  orb,  which  catts  fo  far  his  beams, 
Is  fuch,  or  not,  much  bigger,  than  he  feems? 
That  the  dimefifions  of  his  glorious  face 
Two  geometric  feet  do  fcarcc  furpafs  ? 
Does  he  not  make  the  fickle  winds  convey 
The  fun  revolving  through  his  crooked  way  ? 
But,  fince   his  fchool  has  gain'd  fuch  fpreading 

fame. 
And  modern  wits  his  mafter-lkill  proclaim ; 
Let  us  yet  farther  carry  this  debate, 
And,  as  you  alk,  confer  on  matter  weight, 
To  make  it  move  within  the  vaft  aby(s, 
And  downward  too,  ev'n  where  no  downward  Is, 
If  this  be  true,  as  you  Lucretians  fay, 
i'hat  atoms  wing  with  equal  fpeed  their  way. 
Then  how  could  this  that  atom  overtake  ? 
How  could  they  dafh,  and  how  coUifions  make  ? 
If  in  a  line  oblique  your  bodies  rove. 
Or  in  a  perpendicular  they  move, 
if  fome  advance  not  flower  in  their  race,  T| 

And  fome  more  fwift  fhould  not  purttie  theT 
chafe,  r 

How  could  they  be  entangled,  how  embrace  ?  3 
'Tis  demonttration,  'tis  meridian  light,  ") 

Thofe  bodies  ne'er  could  juttle,  ne'er  could  fight,  f 
Nor  by  their  mutual  fhocks  be  ruffled  in  their  T 
flight.  3 

Since  matter  of  a  greater  magnitude 
Mutt  be  with  greater  gravity  endued. 
Then  the  minuteft  parts  muft  ftill  proceed 
With  lefs,  the  greater  with  the  greater  fpeed* 
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Hence  your  flrft  bodies,  which  the  fmalleft  are. 
Oh  which  the  fwifteft  motion  you  confar, 
Muft  be  contented  with  the  floweft  pace, 
And  yield  to  matter  of  more  bulk  the  race. 

How  wondrous  little  muft  thofe  atoms  be. 
Which  you  endow  withTuch  velocity  ! 
Minute  beyond  conception,  when  we  find 
Bodies  fo  fmall,  where  many  are  combin'd  ! 
How  many  various  figures  mud  we  take. 
What  numerous  complications  ufe,  to  make 
Some  compound  things,  fo  fmall  of  magnitude, 
That  all  "ur  fenfes  they  vvith  cafe  elude  ! 

Light  exhalations,  that  from  earth  arife, 
Atfradled  by  the  fun-beam**  through  the  ficles. 
Which  the  myfterious  feeds  of  thunder  bear. 
Of  winds,  and  all  the  meteors  of  the  air; 
Though  they  around  us  take  their  conftant  flight, 
Their  little  fize  efcapes  the  ftiarpeft  fight. 
The   fragrant   vapours   breath'd   from   rich   per- 
fumes, 
From  Indian  fpices,  and  Arabian  gums. 
Though  many  years  they  flow,  will  fcarce  abate 
The  odoriferous  body's  bulk  or  weight. 

Though  antimonial  cups,  prepar'd  with  art, 
Their  force  to  wine  through  ages  fhould  impart ; 
This  diffipation,  this  profufe  expence, 
Nor  flirinks   their   fize,   nor   waftes  their  {lores 

immenfe 
The  powder  which  deftrucSive  guns  explode, 
And  by  its  force  their  hollow  wombs  unload. 
When  rarefy'd  of  fpace,  poflefTcs  more, 
Pive  hundred  times,  than  what  it  fiU'd  before. 
The  feeds  of  fern,  which,  by  prolific  heat 
Cheer'd  and  unfolded,  form  a  plant  fo  great. 
Are  Icfs  a  fhoufand  times  than  what  the  eye 
Can  unaffifted  by  the  tube  dei'cry. 
By  glafles  aided,  we  in  liquor  fee 
Some  living  things  minute  to  that  degree. 
That  a  prodigious  number  muft  unite. 
To  make  the  fmalleft  objed  of  the  fight. 

How  little  bodies  muft  the  light  compound. 
Which  by  your  mafters  is  corporeal  own'd; 
Since  the  va  t  deluge  of  refulgent  rays,  ~) 

Which  in  a  day  the  fun  a  thoufand  ways  > 

Through  his  wide  empire  laviflily  conveys,  J 

Were  they  colkdied  in  one  folid  mafs. 
Might  not  in  weight  a  fingle  drachm  furpafs! 

At  leaft  thofe  atoms  wondrous  fmall  muft  be. 
Small  to  an  unconceivable  degree; 
Since  though  thefe  radiant  fpoils,  difpers'd  in  air, 
•Do  ne'er  return,  and  ne'er  the  fun  repair. 
Yet  the  bright  orb,  whence  ftill  new  torrents  flow. 
Does  no  apparent  lofs,  no  diminution  know. 
Now,  curious  wits,  who  nature's  work  iufpedl 
With  rapture,  with  aftoniftiment,  refledl 
On  the  fmall  fize  of  atoms,  which  unite 
To  make  the  fmalleft  particle  of  light  1 
Then  how  minute  primfeval  atoms  are. 
From  this  account  Lucretians  may  infer  : 
Yet  they  on  thefe,  without  regard  to  right. 
Confer  the  honour  of  the  quickeft  flight. 

Within  the  void,  with  what  a  fwift  career 
Your  rapid  matter  moves  will  thus  appear. 
That  allmix'd  bodies  are  in  fpeed  outdone 
By  your  firll  atoms,  you  \vi;h  cafe  will  own ; 


For  componnd  beings  can  no  motion  have, 
But  what  their  firft  conftitucMt  atoms  gave  : 
Then  your  primaeval  fubftances  exceed 
The  fwift-wing'd  wind,  or  fwifter  light,  in  fpeed. 
How  foon  the  fun-beams  at  i.he  morning's  birth 
Leap  down  from  heaven,  and  light  upon  the  earth  '. 
Prodigious  flight !  they  in  few  moments  pafs 
The  vaft  sthereal  interpofing  fpace. 
Should  you  enjoin  a  rock  fo  hard  a  taflc. 
It  would  more  years,  than  light  will  minutes,  aflc. 
One  atom  then  (fo  you'll  be  forc'd  to  fay) 
Muft  rocks  and  hills  and  the  whole  globe  out- 
weigh ; 
Since  it  exceeds  them  by  its  fwifter  flight. 
And  fwifter  motion  fprings  from  greater  weight. 
If  nature's  rule  your  atoms  do  enjoin  y, 

To  move  dire£lly  downward  in  a  line ;  C 

Say,  how  can  any  from  tliat  path  decline  ?  y 

l"h'  inclining  motion  then,  which  you  fiippofe. 
Whence  the  firil  concourfe  of  your  atoms  rofe, 
Muft  the  great  maxim  of  your  fchools  fuhvert. 
Which  ftill  vvith  one  confederate  voice  aflert, 
1  hat  matter  by  neceiTity  defccnds 
In  lines  diredt,  yet  part  obliquely  tends. 
And  thus  your  matter,  by  its  native  force. 
To  differen'  points  would  fteer  a  different  courfc; 
Determin'd  by  the  fame  impulfive  weight, 
Move  in  a  line  oblique,  and  in  a  ftraight. 

To  heal  your  fyftem'sdeep  and  ghallly  wound,. 
VVhich  this  objedlii-n  gives,  Lucretius  found 
A  method ;  who  a  motion  did  invent 
Not  ftraight  entirely,  nor  entirely  bent. 
Which  forms  a  line  to  crooked  fornewhat  like. 
Slanting  almoft,  and,  as  it  were,  oblique.i 
Who  doe^  not  now  this  wondrous  bard  adore  ? 
See  reufon's  conquering   light,  and  wit's  rcfiftlefs 
power  ? 
If  atoms,  after  their  eternal  dance, 
Info  this  beauteous  fabric  ieap'd  by  chance  ; 
If  they  combin'd  by  cafual  concourfe ;  fay, 
What,  in  a  free  and  unobftvudled  way, 
Did  in  a  full  career  your  atoms  ftay  ? 
What   mounds,  what  force,  when   rufliing  froni 

the  height 
Of  fpace  immenfe,  could  ftop  them  in  their  flight? 
Why  in  their  road  did  they  not  forward  pafs  ? 
But  fay,  where  now  we  find  the  fettled  mafs. 
Why  did  they  ceafe  from  moving  in  defpite 
Of  their  own  nature,  and  impelling  weight? 
Had  the  wife  troops  fagacity  to  know. 
That,  there  arriv'd,  they  fhould  no  further  go? 
That,  in  this  point  of  all  the  fpacious  void. 
To  form  a  world  they  were  to  be  employ'd  ? 
Did  they,  in  profpedt  of  fo  great  a  good. 
In  this  one  place  of  all  the  liquid  road. 
All  their  encumbering  gravity  unload  ? 
Fatigued,  and  fpent  with  labour  infinite. 
Did  they  grow  torpid,  and  unapt  for  flight  ? 
Or,  in  th'  embrace  and  downy  lap  of  air 
Lull'd  and  enchanted,  did  they  fettle  there ! 

Grant  in  this  fingle  place  by  chance  they  met. 
That  there  by  chance   they  did  their  weight  for- 
get ; 
It  happened  there  they  form'd  a  mighty  mafs, 
Where  yet  no  order,  U9  diilindlion,  was: 
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Let  this  be  fo ;  we  aflc  you  to  explain 

The  wondrous  power  that  did  the  parts  fuftain.C 

For  ftill  their  nature  and  their  weight  remain.   J 

What  from  defcent  (hould  ponderous  matter  flay. 

When  no  more  ponderousniatter  flops  its  way  ? 

Can  airy  cohimns  prop  the  mighty  ball, 

Its  preffurc  balance,  and  prevent  its  fall  ? 

.And  after  this  remains  a  mighty  talk, 

Which  more  than  human  {kill  and  power  will  afk 

The  flrong  myfterious  cements  to  unfold, 

Which  atoms  ftridly  complicated  hold. 

But  let  us  leave  the  heap  in  air's  embrace. 
To  reft  unmov'd  within  the  empty  fpace, 
Which  knows  no  height,  or  depth,  or  middl 

place  : 
Tell,  how  you  build  the  chambers  of  the  fky, 
Extend  the  fpheres,  and  hang  the  orbs  on  high  ? 
You  fay,  when  matter  firft  began  to  fall, 
And  fettle  into  this  terreftrial  ball, 
Prefs'd  from  the  earth  thin  exhalations  rofe 
Vapours  and  Iteams,  materials  to  compofe 
The  fpacious  regions  of  the  liquid  air. 
The  heavens,  and  all  the  luminaries  there  : 
Thefe  vapours  foon  (miraculous  event !) 
Shuffled  by  chance,  and  mix'd  by  accident. 
Into  fuch  ranks  and  beauteous  order  fell 
As  no  efiecft  of  wifdom  can  excel. 
Hence  did  the  planets,  hung  in  jether,  ftray  ! 
Hence  rofe  the  ftars,  and  hence  the  milky  way  ! 
Hence  did  the  fun  along  the  fkies  advance ! 
The  fource  of  day  but  fprung  from  night  and 
chance  I 
But  who  can  fhow  the  legends,  that  record 
More  idle  tales,  or  fable  fo  abfurd  ? 
Does  Hot  yourfcheme  affront  ev'n  vulgar  fenfe  • 
That  fpheres  of  fuch  a  vaft  circumference. 
That  all  the  orbs,  which  in  the  regions  roll. 
Stretching  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Should  their  conftruAure,  and  their  beauty,  owe 
To  vapours  prefs'd  fron?  this  poor  ball  below'  I 
Trom  this  fmall  heap  could  exhalations  rife 
Enough,  and  fit,  to  fpread  and  vault  the  fkies  ? 
Lucretius  thus  the  manner  has  difplay'd 
How  meteors,  not  how  heavenly  globes,  are  made. 
But  grant  the  fteams,  which  by  exprefTion  rofe. 
Did  all  the  fpheres  and  every  orb  compofe  ; 
Since  their  ingenite  gravity  remains. 
What  girder  binds,  what  prop  the  frame  fuftains  ? 
The  fun's  bright  beams,  which  you  of  matter 
make, 
Trom  heaven   their   downwai'd  flight  perpetual 

take  : 
Why  does  not  then  his  body,  which  outweighs 
By  infinite  degrees  his  golden  rays, 
By  its  own  force  precipitated  fall, 
And  hide  in  ruins  this  terreftrial  ball? 
Can  air,  unable  to  fuftain  the  light, 
Support  the  fun  of fuchfuperior  weight; 
And  all  the  ponderous  heavenly  orbs  fufpend 
Againft  their  nature,  which  does  downward  tend  ? 
Tell,  wife  Lucretius,  tell  the  fecret  art, 
Which  keeps  the  heavens  and  earth  fo  long  apart. 
Thus  too  the  air,  prefs'd  from  this  mafs,  you 
fay, 
between  the  earth  and  fkies  expanded  lay ; 
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Not  with  intention  that  the  folar  light 
Through  the  thin  gulf  might  take  an  eafy  ffigHt** 
Or  that  with  nitrous  food  it  fhould  infpire  ' 

The  breathing  lungs,  and  feed  the  vital  fire  • 
But  mere  contingencc  did  the  gulf  extend, 
Regardlefs  of  convenience,  ufe,  or  end. 
Now,  vaunting  poet '.   fhould  it  be  confefs'd. 
That  from  the  earth  the  air  is  thus  exprefs'd'; 
Since  things  by  heavier  things  are  upward  throwir'^ 
Which  tend  with  ftrongcr  gravitation  down ; 
Why  are  the  fnn,  and  the  fair  orbs  of  light,   '     ") 
All  which  fo  far  exceed  the  air  in  weight,  '         i 
Hung  from  the  centre  at  a  greater  height  ?         J 
Why  do  not  thefe  their  nature's  law  obey,  y 

Rufh  from  above,  and  near  the  centre  ftav  V 

ly  ?     Y 
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And  make  all  lighter  bodies  give  them  way 
Tell  us,  Lucretius,  why  they  ne'er  purfue 
This  natural  bent,  and  this  undoubted  due  ? 
Since  to  the  earth  you  give  the  middle  place. 
To  which  all  heavy  thiags  diredl  their  race ; 
If  nothing  does  obftrU(ft,  by  certain  fate 
Things  would  in  order  of  their  diifercnt  Weight 
Lie  round  the  earth,  and  make  one  mighty  heap 
they  would  their  plac^,  as  different  ftrata,  keep. 
Nor  would  the  air,  or  interceding  fky. 
Between  the  diftant  orbs  and  worlds  divided  lie  ; 
-(Ether  and  air  would  claim  the  higheft  place. 
The  ftars  and  planets  would  the  earth  embrace 
As  now  the  ocean  floats  upon  its  face. 
In  vain  you  labour  by  mechanic  rules, 
In  vain  exhauft  the  reafon  of  your  fchools, 
Thefe  qucftions  to  refolve,  and  to  explain 
How  feparate   worlds  were  made,  and  feparate 
ftiH  remain. 
Since  to  your  uncompounded  atoms  you 
Figures  in  number  infinite  allow, 
From  which,  by  various  combination,  fpringi 
This  unconfin'd  diverfity  of  things; 
Are  not,  in  this,  dcfign  and  couiifel  clear  ? 
Does  not  the  wife  Artificer  appear. 
Who  the  corporeal  particles  endued 
With  different  fhape,  and  different  magnitude, 
That  from  their  mixtures  all  things  might  hare 

birth, 
In  the  wide  fea,  and  air,  and  heaven,  and  earth  I 
To  all  thefe  figures  of  diftinguifh'd  kind. 
And  different  Czes,  are  not  ends  alTign'd  .' 
Then  own  their  cauf«  did  acft  with  wife  intent, 
Which  did  thofc  fizes  fquare,  and  every  ftiape  ic, 
vent. 
When  atoms  firft  the  world  began  to  frame, 
Is  it  not  ftrange  that  every  number  came 
Of  fuch  a  figure,  and  of  fuch  a  fize, 
A»  ferv'd  to  found  the  earth,  and  fpread  the  fkies  ? 
Had  they  not  met  in  fuch  proportion,  were 
Their  form  and  number  not  as  now  they  are. 
In  a  rude  mafs  they  had  confus'dly  join'd. 
Not  in  a  finilh'd  world,  like  this,  combin'd. 
Did  thefe  affembled  I'ubftances  reflcd. 
That  here  a  beauteous  frame  they  muft  credl  ? 
Did  they  a  general  council  wifely  call, 
To  lay  the  platform  of  each  mighty  ball; 
To  fettle  prudent  liiles.  and  orders  make. 
In   re? ring  worlds,   what  methods   they   fhould 
take  i 
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"fd  every  atom  was  his  tafk  tnjoin'd  ? 

iiis  poft,  and  fellow-labourers,  afEgn'd  ? 

Did  they  confent  what  parts  they  fhould  compofe ; 

That  thefe  {hould  sether  make,  or  water  thofe  ? 

That  feme  fhould  be  the  moon,  and  fomc  the 

earth  ? 
Thofe  give  the  fun,  and  thefe  the  planet  birth  ? 
If  all  thefe  noble  worlds  were  undefign'd, 
And  carry'd  on  without  a  confcious  mind ; 
Oh,  happy  accident  1  aufpicious  chance  ! 
That  in  fuch  order  made  tJie  work  advance  ! 
At  length  to  fuch  admir'd  perfedion  brought     "> 
The  finifh'd  ftrudure,  as  it  had  been  wrought    S 
"With  art  tranfcendent  and  confummate  thought !  J 

Since  'tis  an  outrage  done  to  common  fenfe 
To  fix  a  central  point  in  fpace  immenfe  ; 
"Why  is  a  middle  to  the  earth  aflign'd, 
To  which  your  ponderous  bodies  are  inclin'd  ? 

Befides,  reflcdl  how  this  terreftrial  mafs 
Does  the  whole  fea  a  thoufand  times  furpafs ; 
Which  in  a  line,  if  drawn  diredly  down. 
More  than  a  mile  in  depth  is  rarely  known. 
Now  if  by  chance  more  watery  atoms  came 
Than  earthy,  to  compofe  this  wondrous  frame  ; 
Or  had  they  both  in  equal  number  met, 
"Which    might  as  well  have  been,   had    chance 

thought  fit ; 
Or  if  the  watery  (we  no  farther  prefs) 
Were  but  an  hundred  times  in  number  lefs; 
This  globe  had  lain,  if  not  a  general  flood. 
At  lead  a  fen,  a  mafs  of  ooze  and  mud. 
With  no  rich  fruit,  or  verdant  beauty,  bleft, 
Wild  and  unpeopled,  or  by  man,  or  beaft. 

Who  will  our  orb's  unequal  face  explain. 
Which  Epicurus  made  all  imooth  and  plain  ? 
How  did  thy  rocks,  O  earth  '.  thy  hills,  arife  ? 
How  did  thy  giant  fons  invade  the  ikies  ? 
Lucretius,  that  it  happen'd  thus,  replies. 

Now  pre  us  leave,  great  poet,  to  demand. 
How"  the  capacious  hollow  in  the  land 
Was  firft  produc'd,  with  cafe  to  entertain 
All  the  affembled  waters  of  the  main  ? 
When  earth  was  made,  this  hollow  for  the  fea 
Was  form'd  ;  but  how  it  happen'd  fo  to  be  ? 
It  on  a  time  fell  out,  that  every  wave 
Forfook  the  earth,  and  fiU'd  the  mighty  cave. 
Which  happen'd  opportunely  to  be  there. 
Where  now  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  rear. 
It  then  fell  out,  that  ftones  did  rocks  compofe, 
That  vales  fubfided,  and  that  hills  arofe. 
Thus  the  formation  of  the  world  you  know; 
So  all  events  fell  out,  and  all  things  happen'd  fo. 

Can  tales  more  fenfelefs,  ludicrous,  and  vain, 
By  winter-fires  old  nurfes  entertain  ? 
Does  this  unfold  how  all  things  firft  were  made 
Without  divine  and  fupernatural  aid  ? 
His  penetration  has  Lucretius  ftiown,  T 

By  fayiug  things  proceed  from  chance  alone,  > 
As  their  efficient  caufe,  that  is,  from  none  ?  j 
But  let  your  troops,  which   rang'd  the  plains  of 

night, 
And   through   the  vacant  wing'd  their  carelefs 

flight. 
The  high  command  of  ruling  chance  obey  , 
tJnguided  and  unconfcious  of  the  way, 


Let  them  advance  to  one  determin'd  place, 

Prefcrib'd  by  chance,  in  all  th'  unmeafur'd  fpace; 

Their  proper  ftations  undireded  find. 

To  form  a  world  that  never  was  defign'd ; 

Let  all  the  rolling  globes,  and  fpacious  (kies. 

From  happy  hits  of  heedlefs  atoms  rife ; 

Be  thus  the  earth's  unmov'd  foundation'!  laid, 

Thus  the  thin  regions  of  the  air  difplay'd  ; 

Chance  fhall  the  planets  in  their  place  fufpend. 

Between  thefe  worlds  th'  aethereal  plains  extend; 

Diredl  the  fun  to  that  convenient  feat. 

Whence  he  difplays  his  luftre  and  his  heat. 

This  labour,  all  this  progrefs,  is  in  vain, 

Unlefs  the  orbs  their  various  motions  gain  : 

For  let  the  fun  in  buoyant  sther  float, 

Nor  nearer  to  the  earth,  nor  more  remote ; 

Yet  did  his  orb  unmov'd  its  beams  diffufe. 

He'd  fure  deftrudlion  to  the  earth  produce  ; 

One  half  for  heat,  and  one  for  cold,  would  pray  j 

This  would  abhor  the  night,  and  that  the  day; 

Did  he  not  yearly  through  the  zodiac  pafs. 

Were  he  not  conflant  to  his  daily  race. 

He  would  not,  by  alternate  fhade  and  light. 

Produce  the  needful  change  of  day  and  night  5 

Nor  would  the  various  feafons  of  the  year, 

By  turns  revolving,  rife  and  difappear. 

Now  can  judicious  atomifts  conceive. 

Chance  to  the  fun  could  this  juft  impulfcglve. 

By  which  the  fource  of  day  fo  fwiftly  flies, 

His  ftages  keeps,  and  traverfcs  the  Ikies !     [flow  ? 

We  aflc  you,   whence   thefe  conftant  motions 
Will  learned  heads  reply,  they  happen'd  fo  ? 
You  fay,  the  folar  orb,  firfl  mov'd  by  chance. 
Does  north  and  fouth,  and  eaft  and  weft,  advancel 
We  aflc,  whjjjjfirft  in  thefe  determin'd  ways 
He  chofe  to  move  ?  Why  thence  he  never  ftraysS 
Why  did  he  ne'er,  fince  time  began,  decline 
His  round  diurnal,  or  his  annual  line  ? 
So  fteadily  does  fickle  fortune  fteer 
Th'  obedient  orb,  that  it  fhould  never  err; 
Should  never  ftart  afide,  and  never  ftray  ; 
Never  in  pathlefs  ajther  mifs  his  way  ? 
Why  does  he  ne'er  beyond  the  tropics  go  ? 
Why  ftill  revolve  ?  why  travel  to  and  iro  ? 
Will  it  a  wife  philofopher  content. 
To  fay  thefe  motions  came  by  accident. 
That  ail  is  undefign'd,  fortuitous  event  ? 
But  if  the  fluggifii  ftn  you'll  not  difturb, 
But  motion  give  to  this  terreftrirl  orb  ; 
Still  of  the  earth  we  the  fame  queftion  alt, 
Which  to  explain,  you  have  as  hard  a  taflc. 

Can  chance  this  frame,  thefe  artful  fcenesere^ 
Which  knows  not  works  lefs  artful  to  effeiSl  ? 
Did  it  mechanic  engines  e'er  produce, 
A  globe,  or  tube  of  altronomic  ufe  ? 
Why  do  not  veffels,  built  and  rigg'd  by  chance. 
Drawn  in  long  order,  on  the  billows  dance  ? 
Might  not  the  Sovereign  Caufe  with  greater  ealo 
A  navy  build,  than  make  the  winds  andfeas  ? 
Let  atoms  once  the  form  of  letters  take 
By  chance,  and  let  thofe  huddled  letters  make 
A  finifti'd  poem  by  a  lucky  hit, 
Such  as  the  Grecian,  or  the  Mantuan,  writ; 
Then  we'll  embrace  the  doi5lrines  you  advance 
And  yield  the  world's  fair  poem  made  by  chanos,; 
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T6e  Argument. 

The  introdudlion.  A  defcription  of  the  calamitoas  ftate  of  mankind,  by  reafon  of  innumerable  woes 
and  fufferings  to  which  they  are  obnoxious,  Difeafes  of  the  body.  Trouble  and  grief  of  mind. 
Violence  and  oppreflion.  The  vicifTitnde  of  human  affairs,  and  the  certain  profped  of  death. 
Whence  it  appears  that  it  fuits  the  ftate  of  mankind,  and  therefore  is  defirable,  there  (hould  be  a 
God.  Arguments  againft  the  Fatahfts,  who  affert  the  eternity  of  the  world.  There  muft  be  grant- 
ed feme  felf-exiftent  and  yidependent  being.  The  corporeal  world  cannot  be  that  being  :  proved 
from  its  mutability,  and  the  variety  of  forms  rifing  and  difappearing  in  the  feveral  parts  of  nature ; 
from  the  poflibility  of  conceiving,  without  any  confequent  contradidion,  lefs  or  more  parts  in  the 
•world,  than  are  adually  exiftent ;  from  the  poflibility  of  plants  and  animals  having  had  different 
iliapes,  and  limbs,  from  what  they  now  have.  The  pretended  fatal  chain  of  things  not  felf-exiftent 
^sid  independent;  becaufe  all  its  links  or  parts  are  dependent,  and  obnoxious  to  corruption.  Fate, 
a  word  without  fenfe  or  meaning.  Two  more  arguments  againft  the  eternity  of  the  world,  from 
the  contemplation  of  the  light  of  the  fun,  and  of  motion.  Ariftotle's  fcheme  confidered  and  coa- 
futed. 


Ah,  haplefs  mortal  man  !  ah,  rigid  fate! 
What  cares  attend  our  fliort,  uncertain  ftate ! 
How  wide  a  front,  how  deep  and  black  a  rear, 
What  fad  varieties  of  grief  and  fear, 
Drawn  in  array,  exeit  their  fatal  rage,  "^ 

And  gall  obnoxious  life  through  every  ftage,       > 
Prom  infancy  to  youth,  from  youth  to  age !        ^ 

Who  can  compile  a  roll  of  all  our  woes  ? 
Our  friends  are  faithlefs,  and  fincere  our  foes ; 
The  poifon'd  arrows  of  an  envious  tongue 
Improve  our  errors,  and  our  virtues  wrong; 
Th'  oppreffor  now  with  arbitrary  might 
Tramples  on  law,  and  robs  us  of  our  right ; 
Dangers  unfeen  on  every  fide  invade, 
And  fnares  o'er  all  th'  unfaithful  ground  are  laid. 

Oft  wounds  from  foreign  violence  we  feel. 
Now  from  the  ruffian's,  now  the  warrior's,  fteel; 
By  bruifes  or  by  labour  we  are  pain'd  ; 
A  bone  disjointed,  or  a  finew  ftrain'd  ; 
Now  feftering  fores  affli(5l  our  tortur'd  limbs; 
Now  to  the  yieldirg  heart  the  gangrene  climbs. 

Acute  diftempers  fierce  our  veins  affail, 
Rufti  on  with  fury,  and  by  ftorm  prevail ; 
Others  with  thrift  difpenfe  their  ftores  of  grief, 
And  by  the  fap  prolong  the  fiege  of  life  ; 
While  to  the  grave  we  for  deliverance  cry, 
And,  promis'd  ftill,  are  ftill  denied  to  die. 

See  colic,  gout,  and  ftone,  a  cruel  train, 
Oppos'd  by  all  the  healing  race  in  vain  ; 
Their  various  racks  and  lingering  plagues  em-") 

Relieve  each  other,  and  by  turns  annoy,  ( 

And,  tyrant  like,  torment,  but  not  deftroy.  J 

We  noxious  infedls  in  our  bowels  feed, 
Engender  deaths,  and  dark  deftrudlion  breed. 
JThe  fpieen  with  fullen  vapours  clouds  the  brain, 
And  binds  the  fpirit;  in  its  heavy  chain  : 


Howe'er  the  caufe  fantaftic  may  appear, 
Th'  effedl  is  real,  and  the  pain  fincere. 
Hydropic  wretches  by  degrees  decay. 
Growing  the  more,  the  more  they  wafte  away; 
By  their  own  ruins  they  augmented  lie. 
With  tbirft  and  heat  amidft  a  deluge  fry : 
And  while  in  floods  of  water  thefe  expire. 
More  fcorching  perifli  by  the  fever's  fire  ; 
Stretch'd  on  our  downy,  yet  uneafy  beds. 
We  change  our  pillows,  and  we  raife  our  heads; 
From  fide  to  fide  in  vain  for  reft  we  turn. 
With  cold  we  ftiiver,  or  with  heat  we  burn; 
Of  night  impatient,  we  demand  the  day  : 
The  day  arrives,  and  for  the  night  we  pray ; 
The  night  and  day  fucceffive  come  and  go, 
Our  lafting  pains  no  interruption  know. 

Since  man  is  born  to  fo  much  woe  and  care, 
Muft  ftill  new  terrors  dread,  new  forrows  bear ; 
Does  it  not  fuit  the  ftate  of  human  kind. 
There  fhould  prefide  a  good  Almighty  Mind  ; 
A  Caufe  Supreme,  that  might  all  nature  fteer, 
Avert  our  danger,  and  prevent  our  fear ; 
Who,    when    implor'd,    might    timely    fuccour 

give. 
Solace  our  anguifli,  and  our  wants  relieve  ; 
Father  of  comfort,  might  our  fouls  fuftain. 
When  preft  with  grief,  and  mitigate  our  pain  ? 

'Tis  certain  fomething  from  all  ages  paft 
Without  beginning  was,  and  ftill  will  laft ; 
For  if  of  time  one  period  e'er  had  been 
When  nothing  was,  then  nothing  could  begin. 
That  things  fhould  to  themfelves  a  being  give, 
Reludiant  reafon  never  can  conceive. 
If  you  affirm,  effeds  themfelves  produce. 
You  fhock  the  mind,  and  contradidion  choofe  ; 
For  they,  'tis  clear,  muft  ad  and  move,  before 
They  were  in  being,  or  had  mttive  power ; 
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•A3  adu-e  onufes  miifl  of  right  at  once 
Kxiftence  claim,  and  as  efFetSs  renounce.  • 
Then  Ibmething  is,  which  no  bejjianing;  had, 
A  caufelefs  caufe,  or  nothing  could  be  made, 
"Which  muft  by  jjure  neceflicy  exift, 
And  whofe  duration  nothing  can  rcfift. 

Let  us  inquire,  and  fearch  by  due  degrees, 
What,  who,  this  felf-exiftent  beinji;  is. 
,     Sho>ild  this  material  world's  capacious  frame 
Uncaus'd  and  independent  being  claiih  ; 
Jt  would,  Uius  form'd  and  faftiinn'd  as  wefee^ 
Derive  exitlence  from  neceffity, 
And  then  to  ag-es  unconfln'd  muft  laft, 
Without  the  Icaft  diverfuy  or  wiftc. 
Neceffity,  view'd  with  attentive  thought. 
Does  plain  impoffibility  denote. 
That  things  fhpuld  not  exift,  which  aflual  arc, 
OrJn  another  fliape  or  different  modes  appear.  , 

But  fee  in  all  corporeal  nature's  fcene. 
What  changes,  what  diverfities,  have  been  1 
Matter  not  long  the  fame  appearance  makes. 
But  fliifts  her  old,  and  a  new  figure  takes: 
If  now  Jhc  lies  in  winter's  rigid  arms, 
Diihonour'd  and  delpoil'd  of  all  her  charms. 
Soft  vernal  airs  will  loofe  th'  unkind  eratirace, 
And  genial  dews  reilew  her  wither'd  face  ; 
Like  fabled  nymphs  rransform'd,  fhe's  now  a  tree, 
Now  weeps  into  a  flood,   and  ftrcanaing  fecks  the 
Sh^'s  now  a  gaudy  fly,  before  a  worm,  [fea. 

B.;low  a  vapour,  and  above  a  ftorm  ; 
This  oi'Zi  was  late  a  moniter  of  the  main,  ~i 

That  turf  a  lowing  grazer  of  the  plain,  > 

A  lion  this  did  o'er  the  forefl  reign.  J 

Regard  that  fair,  that  branching  laurel  plant, 
Behold  that  lovely  blulbing  amarant; 
'One  might  have  William's  broken  frame  afTum'd, 
And  one  from  bright  Maria's  duft  have  bloom'd. 
Thefe  fliifcing  fcenes,  thefe  quick  rotations,  fliow'J 
Things  from  meceffity  could  never  flow,  ( 

But  muft  to  mind  and  choice  precarious  being  T 
owe.  J 

Let  us  fiippofe,  that  Nature  ever  was 
Without  beginning,  and  without  a  caufe ; 
As  her.  firft  order,  difpofition,  trame, 
Muft  then  fubiift  unchangeably  the  fame; 
So  muft  our  mind  pronounce,  it  would  not  be 
-Within  the  reach  of  poffibiiity, 
That  e'er  the  world  a  being  could  have  had 
Different  from  what  it  is,  or  could  be  made 
Of  more  or  lefs,  or  other  parts  than  thofe 
Which  the  corporeal  univerfe  compofc. 
Now,  Fatalift,  we  afk,if  thofe  fubvert 
Reafon'&eftablifh'd  maxim?,  who  afiert 
That  we  the  world's  exiftence  may  conceive,. 
Though  we  one  atom  out  of  Nature  leave  ; 
Though  fome  one  wandering  orb, or  twinkling  ftar, 
Weie  abfent  from  the  heavens,  which  now  is  there; 
Though  fome  one  kind  of  plant,  or  fly,  or  worm. 
No  being  had,  of' had  another's  form  ? 

And  might  not  other  animals  arife, 
Of  different  figure,  and  of  different  fize  ? 
In  the  wide  womb  of  poffibiiity 
Lie  many  things,  v/hich  ne'er  may  aftualbe; 
And  more  produfftions  of  a  various  kind 
Will  caufe  no  contradiction  in  the  mind. 

Vol.  VII. 


'Tis  poffible  the  '.hings  In  Nature  found. 

Might  different  Swrm.s   and  different  parts  have 

own'd  : 
The  boar  might  wear  a  trunk,  the  wolf  a  horn. 
The  peacock's  train  the  bittern  might  adorn  ; 
Strong   tuflcs  might   in  the  horlc's  mouth  have 

grown, 
And  lions  might  have  fpnts,  and  leopards  none. 

But,  if  the  world  knows  no  fuperior  caufe, 
Obeys  no  fovereign's  arbitrary  laws; 
If  abfolute  neceffry  maintains 
Of  caufes  and  effcd:s  the  fatal  chains; 
What  could  one  ni'-tion  ftj^p,  chant:;e  one  event  ? 
It  would  tranfcend'the  wide,  the  vaft  extent, 
The  utmoft  ftretch  of  poiFibility, 
That  things,  from  what  they  are,  fhould  difagree. 

If,  to  elude  this  reafoning,  you  reply. 
Things  what  they  are,  are'  by  necelnty  ; 
Which  never  elfe  fo  aptly  could  confpire 
To  ferviR  the  whole,  and  Nature's  ends  acquire  ; 
To  for:n  the  beauty,  order,  harmony. 
Which  we  through  all  the  works  of  Nature  fee  : 
Ready  we  this  affertion  will  allow. 
For  what  can  more  exalted  v/ifdom  fliow  ? 
With  Zeal  we  this  neceflity  defend, 
Of  means  dire^ed  to  their  uftful  end  : 
But  'tis  not  that  which  fatalifts  intend, 
Nor  that  which  we  oppofe  in  this  debate. 
An  uncontrol'd  neceffity  of  fate. 
Which  all  things  blindly  does  and  muft  produce,") 
Unconfciou*  of  their  goi.dnefs  and  their  ufe,         ( 
Which  cannot  ends  deCgn,  nor  means'  conve-r 
nient  choofe.  J 

If  you  perfift,  and  fondily  will  maintain 
Of  caiil'es  and  effcdls  an  endlefs  train; 
That  this  fucccffive  fcries  ftill  has  been. 
Will  never  ceafe,  and  never  did  begin  ; 
That  things  did  always,  as  they  do,  proceed, 
And  no  firft  caufe,  no  v\:ife  diie6lor,  need  : 
Say,  if  no  links  of  all  your  fatal  chain 
Free  from  corruption,  and  unchang'd  remain; 
If  of  the  whole  each  part  in  time  arofe, 
And  to  a  caufe  its  borrow'd  being  owes; 
How  then  the  whole  can  independent  be  ? 
How  have  a  being  from  neceffity  ? 
Is  not  the  whole,  ye  learned  heads,  the  fame 
With  all  the  parts,  and  different  but  in  name  ? 
Co^ld  e'er  that  whole  the  leaft  perfeilion  fliov.-. 
Which  from  the  parts,  that  form  it,  did  not  flow. 
Then,  tell  us,  can  it  from  its  parts  derive, 
What  in  themfelves  thofe  parts  had  not  to  give  ? 

Farther  to  clear  the  fubjed;  in  debate, 
Inform  us,  what  you  underfland  by  fate. 
Have  you  a  juft  idea  in  the  mind 
Of  this  great  caufe  of  things  by  you  affign'd  ? 
If  you  the  order  and  dependence  mean. 
By  which  effedls  uj'on  their  caufes  lean. 
The  long  fucceflion  of  th'  efficient  traip. 
And  firm  coherence  of  th'  extended  chain ; 
Then  fate  is  nothing  but  a  mode  of  things. 
Which  from  continued  revolution  fprings; 
A  pure  relation  and  a  mere  refpc<5l 
Between  the  caufe  effeiftive  and  th'  effedl. 
If  caufes  and  effeiSls  themfelves  arc  that 
Whiciv  your  clear-fighted  fchcols  intend  by  fate  ; 
Rr 


Then  fate  hy  no  idea  can  be  known, 

Tis  one  thing  only,  as  a  heap  is  one  : 

You  no  diftinguifh'd  being  by  it  mean. 

But  all  th'  effe(5ts  and  caufes  that  have  been. 

If  you  afTert,  that  each  fufficieet  caufe 

Mufl  z&  by  fix'd  inevitable  laws ; 

If  you  affirm  this  neceffary  ftate, 

And  tell  us  this  necefiity  is  fate ; 

When  yfil]  you  blefs  the  world  with  light  to  fee 

The  fpring  and  fource  of  this  neceflity  ? 

Say,  what  did  fo  difpofe,  fo  things  ordain. 

To  form  the  links  of  all  the  cafual  chain. 

That  nature  by  inevitable  force 

Should  run  one  ring,  and  keep  one  fceady  Goarfc  ? 

That  things  mufc  needs  in  one  fet  order  flow, 

And  all  events  mull  happen  as  they  do  ? 

Can  you  no  proof  of  your  aflertion  find  ? 

Produce  no  rcafon  to  convince  the  mind, 

That  nature  this  deterniin'd  way  muft  go  ? 

Are  all  things  thus,  becaufe  they  muft  be  fo  ? 

We  grant  with  eafe,  there  is  neceflity. 

The  fource  of  things  fhould  felf-exiftent  be. 

But  then  he's  not  a  nccefiary  caufe ; 

He  freely  a<5ls  by  arbitrary  laws : 

He  gave  to  beings  motive  energy, 

And  adtive  things  to  paflive  did  apply ; 

In  fuch  wife  order  all  things  did  difpofe. 

That  of  events  necefiity  arofe  : 

Without  his  aid,  fay,  how  will  you  maintain 

Your  fatal  link  of  caufes  ?   Hence  'tis  plain. 

While  the  word  fate  you  thus  afie(ft  to  ufe. 

You  coin  a  fenfelefs  term,  th'  unwary  to  amufe. 

You,  whcf  afTert  the  world  did  ne'er  commence. 
Prepare  againft  this  reafoning  your  defence. 
If  folar  beams,  which  through  th'  expanflon  dart, 
Corporeal  are,  as  learned  fchools  aflert ; 
Since  ftill  they  flow,  and  no  fupply  repays 
The  lavifli  fun  his  diflipated  rays; 
Grant,  that  his  radiant  orb  did  ne'er  begin. 
And  that  his  motions  have  ecernal  been  ; 
Then,  by  eternal,  infinite  expence, 
By  unrecruited  wafte,  and  fpoils  immenfe, 
By  certain  fate  to  flow  dcftrudlion  doom'd, 
His  glorious  flock  long  fince  had  been  confum'd ; 
Of  light  unthrifty,  and  profufe  of  day. 
The  ruin'd  globe  had  fpent  his  latefl:  ray, 
Difpers'd  in  beams  eternally  difplay'd, 
Had  loft  in  aether  roam'd,  and  loofe  in  atoms  ftray'd 

Grant,  that  a  grain  of  matter  would  outweigh 
The  light  the  fun  difpenfes  in  a  day 
Through  all  the  ftages  of  his  heavenly  way 
That  in  a  year  the  golden  torrents,  fent 
From  the  bright  iburce,  its  loffes  fcarce  augment : 
Yet  without  end  if  you  the  wafte  repeat, 
Th'  eternal  lofs  grows  infinitely  great. 
Then,  fhould  the  fun  of  finite  bulk  fuftain 
In  every  age  the  lofs  but  of  a  grain  ; 
If  we  fuppofe  thofe  ages  infinite, 
Could  there  remain  one  particle  of  light  ? 

Refle<5l,  ihat  motion  muft  abate  its  force. 
As  more  or.  lefs  obllrufled  iji  its  courfe; 
That  all  the  heavenly  orbs,  while  turning  round, 
Have  fomc  refinance  from  the  medium  found  : 
Be  that  refiflance  ne'er  fo  faint  and  weak, 
If  'tis  eternal,  'twill  all  motion  break ; 
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If  in  each  age  you  grant  the  leaft  decreafc, 
By  infinite  fucceffion  it  muft  ceafe. 
Hence,  if  the  orbs  have  ftill  refifted  been 
By  air,  or  light,  or  sther,  ne'er  fo  thin  ; 
Long  fince  their  motion  muft  have  been  fuppreft,"! 
The  ftars  had  flood,  the  fun  had  lain  at  reft  ;       f 
So  vain,  fo  wild  a  fcheme,  you  fatalifts  have  t* 
drefs'd.  J 

Let  us  the  wife  poCtions  now  furvey 
Of  Ariftotle's  fchool,  who's  pleas'd  to  fay 
Nothing  can  move  itfelf,  no  inward  power 
To  any  being  motion  can  orocure. 
Whate'er  is  mov'd,  its  motiiin  mud:  derive 
From  fomething  dfe,  which  muft  an  impulfegive  ; 
And  yet  no  being  motion  could  begin  ; 
Elfe  motion  might  not  have  eternal  been. 
That  matter  never  did  begin  to  move,  "y 

But  in  th'  immenfe  from  endlefs  ages  ftrove,       > 
The  Stagyrite  thus  undertakes  to  prove.  J 

He  fays,  of  motion  time  the  meafure  is; 
Then  that's  eternal  too,  as  well  as  this. 
Motion  through  ages  without  limit  flows. 
Since  time,  its  meafure,  no  beginning  knows. 
This  feeble  bafe  uphold;  our  author's  hopes, 
And  all  his  mighty  fuperftrudlure  props. 
On  this  he  all  his  towering  fabric  rears. 
Sequel  on  fequel  heaps  to  reach  the  fpheres. 
But  if  this  definition  you  deny  -5 

Of  time,  on  which  his  building  does  rely,  C 

You  bring  his  lofty  Babel  from  the  fky  :  3 

A  thoufand  fine  deduftions  you  confound,  ") 

Scatter  his  wafte  philofophy  around,  C 

And  level  all  his  ftrudlure  with  the  ground.       > 

We  then  this  definition  thus  defeat : 
Time  is  no  meafure,  which  can  motion  meet ; 
For  men  of  reafoning  faculties  will  fee, 
That  time  can  nothing  birt  duration  be 
Of  beings;  and  duration  can  fuggeft 
Nothing  or  of  their  motion,  or  their  reft; 
Only  prolong'd  exiftence  it  implies, 
Whether  the  thing  is  mov'd,  or  quiet  lies. 
This  fingle  blow  will  all  the  pile  fubvert. 
So  proudly  rais'd,  but  with  fo  little  art. 

But,  fince  the  Author  has  fuch  fame  acquir'd. 
And  as  a  God  of  fcience  been  admir'd, 
A  f  rifter  view  we'll  of  his  fyftem  take. 
And  of  the  parts  a  fliort  examen  make. 
Let  us  obferve,  what  light  his  khcme  affords. 
His  undigefted  heap  of  doubtful  words. 
Great  Stagyrite,  the  loft  inquirer  fhow  - 

The  fpring  whence  motion  did  for  ever  flow  ; 
Since  nothing  of  itfelf  e'er  moves  or  ftrives. 
Tell  what  begins,  what  the  firft  impulfe  gives. 

Hear  how  the  man,  who  all  in  fame  furmoants, 
For  motion's  fpring  and  principle  accounts. 
To  his  fupreme,  unmov'd,  unaiftive  God, 
He  the  firft  fphere  appoints,  a  bleft  abode; 
Who  fits  fupineiy  on  his  azure  throne. 
In  contemplation  of  himfelf  alone; 
Is  wholly  mindlefs  of  the  world,  and  void 
Of  providential  care,  and  unemploy'd. 
To  all  the  fpheres  inferior  are  aflign'd 
Gods  fubaltern,  and  of  inferior  kind  : 
On  thefe  he  felf-exiftence  does  confer, 
Who,  as  the  God  fupreaie,  eternsi  are ; 
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with  admiration  mov'd,  ah^  ardent  love, 
They  all  their  fphcres  around  in  order  move  ; 
And  from  thefe  heavenly  revolutions  flow- 
All  motions,  which  are  found  in  things  below. 

If  you  demand  by  what  impuifive  force 
The  imder-gods  begin  their  circhng  courfe  : 
He  fays,  as  things  dcfirable  excite 
Defire,  and  objecfts  move  the  appetite ; 
So  his  firft  God,  by  kindling  ardent  love, 
I)oes  all  the  gcds  in  feats  inferior  move  : 
Thus  mov'd,   they    move   around   their  mighty 

fpheres, 
With  their  refulgent  equipage  of  flars  ; 
Frcim  fphere  to  fphcre  communicate  the  dance. 
Whence  all  in  heavenly  harmony  advance  ; 
And  from  this  motion  propagated  rife 
-All  motions  in  the  earth,  and  air,  and  fKies. 

And  thus  by  learned  Ariftotle's  mind 
All  things  were  form'd,  yet  nothing  was  defign^d. 
He  owns  no  choice,  no  arbitrary  w'U, 
No  artift's  hand;  and  no  exerted  {kill ; 
All  motion  flow.p  from  neceffary  fate. 
Which  nothing  Aoe.<  refifl,  or  can  abate  ; 
Things  fink  and  rife,  a  being  lofe  or  gain 
In  a  coherent,  undiflblving  chain  [tai 

Of  caufes  and  effedls,  which  Nature's  courfe  fuf- 
Th'  unmoveabie  Supreme  the  reil  does  move, 
A?  proper  objecSs  raife  defire  and  love  ; 
They,  mov'd  without  their  choice,  without  confent 
Move  all  their  fpheres  around  without  intent; 
Whate'er  he  calls  his  moving  caufe,  to  choofe 
He  gives  that  caufe  no  power,  or  to  refufe. 
And  thus  from  fate  all  artful  order  fprings, 
This  rear'd  the  world,  this  is  the  rife  of  things. 

Now  give  us  leave  to  afk,  great  Stagyrire, 
How  the  firft  God  th'  inferior  does  excite  ? 
Of  his  own  fubftance  does  he  parts  convey,         "> 
Whofe  motive  force  the  under-gods  obey  i  > 

If  fo,  he  may  be  chang'd,  he  may  decay.  J 

But  if  by  f^eadfaft  gazing  they  are  mov'dj 
And  admiration  of  the  objecS  lov'd  ; 
If  thofe  below  their  motive  force  acquire 
From  the  llrong  impulfe  of  divine  dtfire  5 
Tell  us,  v^hat  good  your  God  Supreme  Can  grant. 
Which  thofe  beneath,  to  make  them  happy,  want. 
If  admiration  of  the  God  Supreme, 
And  heavenly  raptures  Ihould  their  breafts  inflame, 
Is  that  of  motion  a  refiftlefs  caufe, 
Of  motion  conftant  to  eternal  laws  ? 
Might  not  each  fecond  god  inadtive  lie 
On  his  blue  Iphere,  and  fix  his  ravifh'd  eye 
On  the  Supreme  Unmoveabie,  and  ne'er 
Be  forc'd  to  roll  around  his  folid  fphere  ? 
Say,  how  could  wonder  drive  them  from  their"> 
place  ?  ( 

How  in  a  circle  make  them  run  thtir  race?         ( 
How  keep  them  fleady  in  one  certain  pace  ?       J 

He  this  a  fundamental  maxim  lays, 
That  Nature  wifely  adls  in  all  her  ways; 
That  fhe  purfues  the  things  which  riioft  conduce 
To  order,  boauty,  decency,  and  ufe. 
Who  can  to  reafon  this  affront  endure  ? 
Should  it  derjfion  caufe,  or  anger  more, 
.  To  hear  a  deep  philofopher  affert 
That  nature,  not  eadu'd  with  flziU  or  art, 


Of  liberty  of  choice,  of  reafon  void. 

Still  wifely  a(fts,  wherever  (he's  employ'd? 

Can  aftions  be  denominated  wife. 

Which  from  a  brute  neceifuy  arife. 

Which  the  blind  agent  never  did  intend, 

The  means  unchofen,  and  unknown  the  end  ; 

On  this  be  laid  the  flrefs  of  this  debate  j 
What  wifely  a<fls  can  never  aft  by  fate. 
The  means  and  end  mufl  firfl  be  underflood  j 
The  means,  as  proper  ;  and  the  end,  as  good  j 
The  afl  mud  be  exerted  with  intent 
By  ufing  means  to  gain  the  wifh'd  event. 
But  can  a  fcnfelcfs  and  unconfcious  caufe,  -• 

By  foreign  impulfe  mov'd,  and  fatal  laws, 
This  thing  as  good,  and  that  as  fit,  refpedt, 
Defign  the  end,  and  then  the  means  elc<5l  ? 
Nature,  you  grant,  can  no  event  intend,  ~\ 

Yet  that  fhe  a61;s  with  prudence  you  pretend:       > 
So  nature  wifely  adfs,  yet  afhs  without  an  end  '.   j 

Yet  while  this  prince  offcience  does  declare 
That  means  or  ends  were  never  nature's  care ; 
That  things  which  feem  with  perfeiSl  art  contriv'dj 
By  the  refiftlefs  force  of  fate  arriv'd  ; 
This  cautious  mafter,  to  fecure  his  fame, 
And  'fcape  the  atheifl's  ignominious  name, 
Did  to  his  g^ds  of  all  degrees  allow 
Counfel,  defign,  and  power  to  choofe  and  know^ 
Yet,  fince  he's  pleas'd  fo  plainly  to  affert. 
His  gods  no  adt  of  reafoning  power  exert, 
No  mark  of  choice,  or  arbitrary  will, 
Employ'd  no  prudence,  and  exprefs'd  no  fkill. 
In  making  or  dirediing  Nature's  frame, 
Which  from  his  fate  inevitable  came; 
Thefe  gods  muft,  as  to  us,  be  brute  and  blind, 
And  as  unufeful,  as  if  void  of  mind  : 
Adf  ing  without  intent,  or  care,  or  aim, 
Can  they  our  prayer  regard,  or  praifes  claim  ? 
Of  all  the  irreligious  in  debate. 
This  fhameful  error  is  the  common  fate  ; 
That  though  they  cannot  but  diflindlly  fee 
In  Nature's  works,  and  whole  oeconomy, 
Defign  and  judgment  in  a  high  degree  ; 
This  judgment,  this  defign,  they  ne'er  allow 
Do  from  a  caufe  endued  with  reafon  flow. 
The  art  they  grant,  th'  artificer  rejedt, 
The  flrudlure  own,  and  not  the  architedl;     i 
That  unwife  nature  all  things  wifely  makes, 
And  prudent  meafurcs  without  prudence  takes* 

Grant  that  their  admiration  and  their  love 
Of  the  firft  God  may  all  th'  inferior  move ; 
Grant,  too,  though  no  neceffity  appears,    [fpheres; 
That,  with  their  rapture  mov'd,  they  move  their 
Thefe  queftioiis  let  the  Stagyrite  refolve, 
Why  they  at  all,  why  in  this  way  revolve? 
Declare  by  what  necefiity  concrol'd, 
In  one  determin'd  manner  they  are  roll'd  ? 
Why  is  their  fwift  rotation  wcfl  arid  eall, 
Rather  than  north  and  fouth,  or  eaft  and  wefb 
Why  do  not  all  th'  inferior  fpheres  obey 
The  higheft  fphere's  inevitable  fway  ? 
Tell  us,  if  all  celeftial  motions  rife 
From  revolutions  of  the  flarry  fkies. 
Whence  of  the  orbs  the  various  motions  come  ?  "y 
Why  fome  the  general  road  purfue  ;  and  fomc    > 
In  «ther  fcray,  and  difobedicnt  roam  I  j 

Rrij 


'iik  THE    WORKS    OF 

VyeU'-'!  the  fo'jree  of  motion  i?,  de:!nre, 
Why  this  is  fix'd,  and  that  a  wandeting  ftar  ? 
Tell  by  ■tvhat  fate,  by  what  rcliftlefp  force, 
This  orb  has  one,  and  tliat  another  courfc  ? 
How  does  the  Icarucd  Greek  the  cSufe  unfold 
With  equal  f-,^'iftncfs  why  the  fun  is  roU'd 
Still  eaff  and  weft,  to  mark  the  night  and  day  ? 
To  form  the  year,  why  through  th'  ecliptic  way  ? 
What  magic,  what  neceffity,  confines 
1  he  folar  orb  bctwctn  the  tropic  lines  ? 
What  charms  in  thofe  enchanted  circles  dwell, 
That  with  controlling  power  the  fun  repel  ? 
The  Stagyritc  to  this  no  anfwer  makes; 
<Jf  the  vaft  glebe  fo  little  thought  he  takes, 
That  he  to  i'olve  thefe  qneitions  never  drives, 
Iso  caufe  nr  of  its  place  or  motion  gives. 

But  farther  yet,  apjilauded  Greek,  fiippofe 
Cf-Wuial  motions  from  your  Ipring  arcfc  ; 
Thai  motion  down  to  all  the  worlds  below 
Fro"m  the  firft  fphere  may  propagated  flow  : 
Since  you  of  things  to  (liovv  th'  cihcient  I'ource 
Have  always  to  neceffity  recourfe  ; 
Froin  what  neceffity  do  fpheres  proceed 
With  fuch  a  mealur'd,  fuch  a  certain  fpeed  ? 
We  fain  wiuid  this  myderious  caufe  explore, 
Why  motion  was  not  either  lefs  or  more. 
But  in  this  juft  propor'ion  and  degree, 
As  fuits  vvith  nature's  juft  ccconomy. 
This  is  a  caufe,  a  right  one  too,wc  grant, 
But 'tis  thp  final,  we  th' efficient  want; 
With  greater  fvviftnefs  if  the  fpheres  were  whirl'd, 
The  motion  given  to  this  inferior  world 
Too  violent  had  been  for  nature's  ufe. 
Of  too  great  force  mix'd  bodies  to  produce; 
The  elertients,  air,  water,  earth,  ard  lire. 
Which   now   to   make   compounded   things  con- 

fpire, 
By  their  rude  (hocks  could  never  have  combin'd, 
Or  had  been  difengag'd  aS  foon  as  join'd  : 
But  then  had  motion  in  a  lefs  degree 
Been  given,  than  that  which  we  in  nature  fee; 
Of  greater  vigour  we  had  ftood  in  need. 
To  mix  and  blend  the  elemental  feed. 
To  temp'er,  work,  incorporate,  and  bind 
Thofc  principles,  that  thence  of  every  kind 
The  various  compound  beings  might  arife, 
Which  fill  the  earth  and  fea,  and  ftore  the  (kies. 
Say,  what  neceffity,  v,rhat  fatal  lav/s, 
Did  in  fuch  due  proportion  motion  caufe, 
>:or  more  or  lefs^but  juft  fo  much  as  tends 
To  frame  the  world,  and  fcrve  all  nature's  ends  ? 

Afk  why  thehij^htft  of  the  rolling  fpheres, 
Dcck'd  to  profufion  v^ith  refulgent  ftars, 
And  all  with  bright  excrelcenccs  emboft, 
Has  the  whole  bca-ty  of  the  heavens  engrofl; 
When  of  the  others,  to  difpcl  the  night. 
Each  owns  a  fingle,  f.litary  light; 
(.>r.ly  one  planet  in  a  fphere  is  found, 
IVIarching  in  air  his  melancholy  round  : 
>;aiure,  he  tells  us,  took  this  prudent  care. 
That  the  fublimeft  and  the  noblcft  fphere 
Should  be  with  nobler  decoration  blell, 
And  in  magnificence  ouilhine  the  reft  ; 
That  fo  its  greater  ofnament  and  ftute 
ijhould  bear  inopxtion  with  it*  greater  height. 


B  L  .-^  C  K  M  0  R  E. 

U  feen^s  then  nature  does  not  only  finfl. 
Means  to  be  good,  'oeneficent,  and  kind, 
But  ha»for  beauty  and  for  order  car'd. 
Does  rank,  and  ftate,  and  decency,  regard. 

New,  fhould  he  notccr.fidertng  men  forgive. 
If,  fway'd  by  this  afiertion,  they  believe 
That  nature,  which  does  decency  refpedl, 
Is  fomething  which  can  reafon,  choofe,  refleft  ? 
Or  that  fome  wife  direiSlor  muft  prefide 
O'er  nature's  works,  and  all  her  motions  guide  ? 
You  here  ftiould  that  neceffity  declare. 
Why  all  the  ftars  adorn  the  higheft  fphere  ; 
Say,  how  is  this  th' effedt  of  fatal  laws, 
Without  reflciSing  on  a  final  caufe  ? 
One  fphere  has  all  the  flars;  we  aflc  you,  why  ?** 
When  you  to  beanty  and  to  order  fly,  >■ 

You  plain  affert  the  truth  which  you  deny;        J 
That  is,  that  Nature  has  wile  ends  in  view, 
With  forefight  works,  and  does  defigns  purfue. 

Thus  all  the  mighty  wits  that  have  effay'd- 
To  explicate  the  means  how  things  are  made 
By  nature's  power,  without  the  Hand  Divine, 
The  final  caufes  of  effedis  affigrt. 
They  fay,  that  this  or  thst  is  fo  or  fo, 
That  fuch  events  in  fuch  fucccffion  flow ; 
Becaufe  convenience,  dece;icy,  and  ufe, 
Require  that  nature  things  fliould  thus  produce; 
They  in  their  demonftrations  always  vaunt 
Efficient  caufes,  which  they  always  want. 
But  thus  they  yield  the  qoefticn  in  debate. 
And  grant  the  impotence  of  chance  and  fate; 
For,  til!  they  ihow  by  what  neceffity 
Things  have  the  difpofition  which  we  fee. 
Whether  it  be  deriv'd  from  fate  or  chance. 
Not  the  leaft  ftep  in  fcience  they  advance. 

Grant  Nature  furnifh'd,  at  her  vaft  expence, 
One  room  of  ftate  with  fuch  magnificence. 
That  it  n>ight  (bine  above  the  others  bright, 
Adorn'd  with  numerous  burnifli'd  balls  of  light  j 
Does  ftie  on  one  by  decent  rules  difpenfe 
Of  conftcll«ti(ins  fuch  a  wealth  immenfe, 
While  the  next  fphere  in  amplitude  and  height 
Rolls  on  with  one  erratic  lonely  light? 
But  be  it  fo,  the  queftion's  ftill  the  fame, 
Tel!  us,  from  what  neceffity  it  came  ?  . 

Let  us  the  great  philofophet  attend, 
While  to  the  worlds  below  his  thoughts  defcend  : 
His  elements,  earth,  water,  air,  and  fire, 
He  fays,  to  make  all  compound  things  confpire; 
He  in  the  midft  leaves  the  dull  earth  at  reft, 
In  the  foft  bofom  of  the  air  carcfs'd  ; 
The  red-Wing'd  fire  rnuft  to  the  moon  arlfe, 
Hover  in  air,  and  lick  contiguous  Ikies  ; 
No  charms,  no  force,  can  make  the  fire  defcendj 
Nor  can  the  earth  to  feats  fupertor  tend; 
Both  unmolefted  peace  for  ever  own, 
This  in  the  middle,  that  beneath  the  moon  : 
Water  ahd  air  not  fo  ;  for  they,  by  fate 
Aflign'd  to  conftant  duty,  always  wait  ; 
Ready  by  turns  to  rife  or  to  defcend. 
Nature  aguinft  a  vacant  to  defend  ; 
for  fhould  a  void  her  monarchy  invade. 
Should  in  her  works  the  fmalleft  breach  be  made. 
That  breach  the.  mighty  fabric  would  diflblvc, 
A:;d  hi  immediate  ruin  all  involve. 
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A  cenfequence  fo  difmal  to  prevent. 
Water  and  air  are  dill  (as  faid)  intent 
T^  mount  or  fall,  this  way  or  that  to  fly. 
Seek  fubterranean  vaults,  or  cliinb  the  iky ; 
"While  thefe  with  i"o  much  duty  are  oriprcii. 
The  earth  and  fire  are  privileg'd  with  reft.  ^ 
I'hffe  elements,  'tis  clear,  have  not  difcern'd 
The  intereft  of  the  whole,  nor  are  a)ncern'd 
I>eft  they,  when  once  an  interpofing  void 
Has  nature's  frame  o'ert«rn'd,  ftiould  he  deftroy'd. 

Tell,  why  thefe  finiple  elements  are  four  ? 
Why  juft  fo  many  ?  why  not  lefs  or  more  ? 
Does  this  from  pure  neccfliry  proceed  ? 
Or  fay,  does  nature  juft  that  number  need? 
If  this,  you  nicck  us,  and  decline  the  tafk  ; 
Xou  give  the  final  caufc,  when  we    tK'  cfEcient 

aflc. 
if  that,  how  often  fliall  we  call  in  vain, 
I'hat  you  would  this  neceffiiy  explain  ? 

But  here  forg^ive  me,  famous  Siagyrite, 
If  I  efteem  it  idle  to  recite 

Thereafors  (fo  you  call  them)  which. you  give, 
To  make  us  this.neccflity  believe  ; 
P.eafons  fo  trifiing,  fo  abfurd,  and  dry, 
That  thofe  (hould  blulh,  who  make  a  grave  reply. 

Your  elements  we  grant  ;  but  now  declare. 
How  you  to  form  compounded  things  prepare, 
And  mix  your  fire  ?.nd  water,  earth  and  air? 
The  fwift  rotation  of  the  fpheres  above. 
You  fay,  muft  ai!  inferior  bodies  move  ; 
The  elements  in  fubluniiry  fpace 
Are  by  this  impulfe  forc'd  to  leave  their  place; 
By  various  agitations  they  combine 
In  different  forms,  by  different  mixtures  join  ; 
Blended  and  juftly  temper'd,  they  compound 
All  things  in  all  th'  inferior  rcgioas  fougd  : 
Thus  beings  from  th'  incorporated  four 
Rtfult,  by  undefignir>g  Nature's  power. 
Hence  metals,  plants,  and  minerals  arife, 
The  clouds  snil  all  the  meteors  of  the  ikies ! 
Hence  all  the  clans  th^.t  haunt  the  hill  or  wood. 
That  beat  the  air,  or  cut  the  limpid  flood! 
Ev'n  man,  their  lord,  hence  into  being  came, 
Breath'd  the  pure  air,  and  felt  the  vital  fligie  ! 
Say,  is  not  thi?  a  noble  fcheme,  a  piece 
Worthy  the  Stagy  rite,  and  worthy  Greece  ? 

E'lt  now,  acute  phllofo'-her,  declare  T 

How  this  rotation  of  the  htavenly  fphcre  > 

(^an  mingle  fire  and  water,  earth  and  air  ?-.         ^ 
The  fire  that  dwells  beneath  the  lunar  ball, 
To  meet  afcendi'ig  earth,  muft  downward  fall. 
Now  turn  your  fphere  contiguous  to  the  fire, 
Will  from  its  feat  that  e'emsnt  retire  ? 
The  fphere  could  never  drive  its  neighbour  dgwn. 
But  give  a  circling  motion,  like  its  ()wn> 
So  give  the  air  imprcflion  fr.jn  above. 
It  in  a  whirl  vertiginous  would  move  ; 
And  thus  the  rolling  fpheres  can  ne'er  difplace. 
The  fire  or  air,  to  make  a  mingled  niafs  ; 
The  elements  diftii:d  might  keep  their  ieut» 
Elude  the  ruffle,  and  your  fcheme  defeat. 

But  fince  th'applauded  author  will  demand 
For  complex  bodies  no  diredlor's  hand; 
Since  art  without  an  artift  he  maintains, 
A  building  rears  wilhout"*  bailda'spaii-.s; 


ocrigs  cai:iF; 
:  caui'e  relult,  "^ 

qualiries  occult  ;       >- 
iir  reai'on  y  lU  infult.  J 


He  comes  at  length  to  Epicurus'  fcheme, 

Plcab'd  by  his  mod:.'!  compound  works  to  fraaie4 

One  all  his  various  atoms  does  unite 

Jo  form  mixt  thing.- ;  the  famous  Stagyrite, 

By  his  invented  elements  combin'd, 

Compofes  beings  of  each  different  kind  ; 

But  both  agree,  while  both  alike  deny 

J  he  gods  did  e'er  their  care  or  thought  apply 

To  form  or  rule  this  univerfal  frame. 

Which  or  from  lute  or  cafual  concourfe  came. 

Whether  to  raife  the  world  yon  are  inclin'd 

By  this    man's  chance,,  or  that   man's  fate,  a^ 

blind  ; 
If  flill  mechanic,  neccffary  laws 
Of , moving  m3tter  muft  all  beings  carfp; 
If  artful  works  from  a  brute  cauie  relult, 
From  fprings  ur;Ivno\vn,  and 
With  fthemes  alike  abfurd  out 

And  now,  to  fmifli  this  lefs  pieafant  talk, 
Of  our  renown'd  philofopher  we  afk, 
How  was  the  earth  dttermin'd  to  its  place  ? 
Why  did  it  firft  the  middle  point  embrace  ? 
What  llandtfhments,  what  ftrong  attraftive  power, 
What  happy  arts  adapted  to  allure, 
Were  by  that  fi'-gle  point  of  all  the  void, 
To  captivate  and  charm  the  niafs  employ'd  ? 
Or  what  machines,  what  grapples,  did  it  caft     ^ 
On  earth,  to  fix  it  to  the  centre  fall? 
But  if  the  earth,  by  firor.g  enchantment  caught, 
TJiis  point  of  all  the  vacant  fondly  fought, 
Since  it  is  ufjintellia:ent  and  blind. 
Could  it  the  way,  the  neartft  could  it  find  ? 
When  at  that  point  arriv'd,  how  did  it  know. 
It  was  arriv'd,  and  faould  no  farther  go  ? 
When  in  a  globous  form  colleiSted  therq, 
What  wondrous  cement  made  the  parts  cohere  ? 
Why  did  the  orb  fufpended  there  remain 
Fix'd  and  unmov'd  ?  what  does  its  weight  fuftaiu? 
Tell  what  its  fall  prevents  ;   can  liquid  air 
The  ponderous  pile  on  its  weak  columns  bea^? 
Ihc  earth  muft,  in  its  gravity's  defpight, 
Uphold  itfclf ;  our  carelefs  Stagyrhe 
For  its  fupport  has  no  provifion  made. 
No  pillar  rear'd,  and  no  foundation  laid: 
When  byoccult  and  unknown  gravity 
"['is  to  its  ftation  brought,  it  there  mult  lie  ^ 

In  undillurb'd  repofe;  in  vain  we  alk  him,  why  ?  J 

S-ny,  if  the  world  uncaus'd  did  ne'er  begin, 
If  nature  what;  it  is  htas  always  been  ; 
V.yiy  do  no  arms  the  poet's  Cong  employ 
Before  the  Theban  war,  or  fiege  of  Troy  ? 
And  why  no  elder  hiftories  relate 
Tfee  rife  of  empires,  and  the  turns  of  ftate  ?, 

If  generations  infinite  are  gone, 
Tell,  why  fo  late  were  arts  and  letters  known  ? 
Their  rife  and  progrefs  is  of  recent  date. 
And  fiill  we  mourn  their  young  impes fed  (late. 
If  unconfiii'd  duration  we  regard. 
And  time  be  with  eternity  compar'd, 
But  yeflerday  the  fages  ot  the  eaft 
Firft'fome  crude  knywledge  of  the  ftars  exprefl.^. 
In  facred  emblems  Egypt's  fons  cdnceal'd 
Their  myfiic  learning,  rather  than  reveal'd. 
Greece  after  this,  for  fubtlc  wit  renown'd. 
Tilt  fciences  and  arts  improv'd  or  found  i 
R  r  iij 
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Firft,  caufes  fearch'd,  an.-l  Nature's  fecret  ways; 
lirft  taught  the  bards  to  fmg  immortal  lays; 
The  charms  of  mufic  and  of  painting  rais'd, 
Aud  was  for  building  firft,  and  firll  for  fculpture 
prais'd. 

Man  in  mccbanic  arts  did  late  excel, 
-That  fuccour  life,  and  noxious  power  repel ; 
Which  yield  fupplies  for  neceflary  ufe. 
Or  which  to  pleafure  or  to  pomp  conduce. 
How  late  was  found  the  loadftone's  magic  force. 
That  feeksthe  north,  and  guides  the  failor's  courfe  ! 
How  newly  did  the  printer's  curious  fltill 
Th'  enlighten'd  world  with  letter'd  volumes  fill! 
But  late  the  kindled  powder  did  explode 
The  maffy  ball,  and  the  brafs  tube  unload  ; 
The  tube,  to  whofe  loud  thunder  Albion  owes 
The  laurel  honours  that  adorn  her  brows; 
Which  awful,  during  eight  renown'd  campaigns. 
From  Belgia's  hills,  and  Gallia's  frontier  plains. 
Did  through  th' admiring  realms  around  proclaim 
Marlborough's  fwift  conquefls,  and  great  Anna's 
name  I 

3y  this  the  leader  of  the  Britifh  powers 
Shook  ATenin,  Lilla,  and  high  Ganda's  towers; 
Next  his  wide  engines  level'd  Tournay's  pride, 
Whofe  lofty  walls  advancing  foes  defy'd  : 
Though  nitrous  tempefts,  and  dandeftine  death, 
Fill'd  the  deep  caves  and  numerous  vaults  beneath. 
Which,  form'd  with  art,  and  wrought  with  endlefs 

toil. 
Ran  through  the  faithlefs  excavated  foil. 
See,  the  intrepid  Briton  delves  his  way. 
And  to  the  caverns  lets  in  war  and  day ; 
Qneils  fubterranean  foes,  and  rifes  crown'd 
With  fpoils,  from  martial  labour  under  ground. 
Mons,  to  reward  Blarignia's  glorious  field, 
'i'o  Marlborough's  terrors  did  fubmiffive  yield. 


The  hero  next  aflail'd  proud  Poway's  head ; 
And,  Ipite  of  confluent  inundations  fpread 
Around,  in  fpite  of  works  for  fure  defence 
Rais'd  with  confummate  art,  and  cofl  immenfc, 
With  unexampled  valour  did  furceed  : 
(Villars,<hy  hod  beheld  the  hardy  deed !) 
Aria,  Venautia,  Bethune,  and  Bouchain, 
Of  his  long  triumphs  clofe  th'  illuftrious  train^ 
While  thus  his  tjiunder  did  his  wrath  declare. 
And  artful  lightnings  flafh'd  along  the  air, 
Somona's  caftles  with  th'  impetuous  roar 
Aftonifh'd  tremble,  but  their  warriors  more; 
Lutetia's  lofty  towers,  with  terror  ftruck. 
Caught  the  contagion,  and  at  diftance  Ibook. 
Tell,  Gallic  chiefs,  for  you  have  often  heard 
His  dreadful  cannon,  and  his  fire  rever'd. 
Tell,  how  you  rag'd,  when  your  pale  cohorts  run 
From  Marlborough's  fword,  the  battle  fcarce  begun. 
Tell,  Scaldis  I  Legia,  tell  I   how  to  their  head 
Your  frighted  waves  in  refluent  err<;s fled,  [land. 
While  Marlborough's  cannon  thjus  prevails  by 
Britain's  fea-chiefs,  by  Anna's  higli  command, 
Refiftlefs  o'er  the  Tufcan  billows  ride. 
And  ilrike  rebellowing  caves  on  either  fide: 
Their  fulphur  tempefts  ring  from  fliore  to  fhore, 
Now  make  the  Ligur  ftart,  and  now  the  Moor. 
Hark  how  the  found  difturbs  imperious  Rome, 
Shakes  her  proud  hills,  and  rolls  from  dome  to 

dome  ! 
Her  mitred  princes  hear  the  echoing  noife. 
And,  Albion,  dread  thy  wrath,  and  awful  voice. 
Aided  by  thee,  the  Aulirian  eagles  rife 
Sublime,  and  triumph  in  Iberian  fkies. 
What  panic  fear,  what  anguifh,  what  diftrefs, 
What  confternation,  Gallia's  fons  expreCs, 
While  trembling  on  the  coaft,  they  from  afar 
yiew  the  wing'd  terrors  and  the  floating  war  } 
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The  Argument. 

The  fabulous  account  of  the  firft  rife  of  mankind,  given  by  the  ancient  poets.  The  opinions  of  many 
o{  the  Greek  philofophcrs  concerning  that  point  not  lefs  ridiculous.  The  afTertion  of  iipicurus  and 
his  followers,  that  our  firlt  parents  were  the  fpontaneous  produftion  of  the  earth,  moft  abfurd  and 
incredible.  The  true  origin  of  man  inquired  into.  He  is  proved  to  be  at  firfl  created  by  an  intelli- 
gent, arbitrary  caufe  ;  from  the  characters  and  imprefiions  of  contrivance,  art,  and  wifdom,  which 
appear  in  his  formation.  The  wonderful  progrefs  of  it.  The  figure,  fituacion,  and  connedion  of 
the  bone«.  The  fyitem  of  the  veins  and  that  of  the  arteries.  The  manner  of  the  circulation  of 
the  blood  deknbed.  Nutrition,  how  performed.  The  fyftcm  of  the  nerves.  Of  the  animal  fpirits, 
how  made,  and  how  employed  in  mufcuUr  motion  and  fexifation.  A  wife,  intelligent  caufe' in- 
fcrrcd  from  thefe  appearances. 


The  pagan  world,  to  Canaan's  realms  unknown,  [  Unguided,  in  the  dark  they  ftrove  to  find, 
Where  knowledge  rcign'd,  and  light  celeltialfhone,  |  With  ftuitlefs  toil,  the  fource  of  huinan  kind. 
Loft  by  degrees  their  parent  Adam's  name,  The  heathen  bards,  who  idle  fabUs  dreft, 

forgot  their  ftock.andwor.der'd  whence  they  came;  j  llluave  dreams  in  myftic  verfs  exp^cfi'd, 
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And,  foe»  to  natural  fcience  and  divine, 
In  beauteous  phrafe  made  impious  notions  fhinC, 
In  ftrains  fublime  their  different  fi(ilions  lung. 
Whence  the  firft  parents  of  our  fpecies  fprung. 

Prometheus  (fo  fome  elder  poets  fay) 
I'einper'd  and  form'd  a  pafte  of  purer  clay, 
To  which,  well  mingled  with  the  river's  (team, 
His  artful  hand  gave  human  fliape  and  frame  ; 
Then,  with  warm  life  his  figures  to  infpire. 
The  bold  projedlor  ftole  celeftial  fire. 

While  others  tell  us  how  the  human  brood 
Ow'd  their  produd:ion  to  the  fruitful  wood  ; 
How  from  the  laurel  and  the  afli  they  fprung, 
And  infants  on  the  oak,  like  acorns  hung  : 
The  crude  conceptions  preft  the  bending  trees. 
Till  cherifh'd  by  the  fun-beams,  by  degrees. 
Ripe  children  dropp'd  on  all  the  foil  around, 
Peopled  the  woods,  and  overfpread  the  ground. 

Great  Jupiter  (fo  fome  were  pleas'd  to  fing), 
Of  fabled  gods  the  father  and  the  king. 
The  moving  prayer  of  ^acus  did  grant, 
And  into  men  and  women  turn'd  the  ant. 

Some  tell,  Deucalion  and  his  Pyrrha  threw 
Obdurate  ftones,  which  o'er  their  flioulders  flew, 
Then,  ihifting  Ihape  receiv'i  a  vital  flame. 
And  men  and  women  (wondrous  change  !)  be- 
came. 
And  thus  the  hard  and  flubbom  race  of  man 
From  animated  rock  and  flint  began. 

Now  to  the  learned  fchools  of  Greece  repair. 
Who  chance  the  author  of  the  world  declare  : 
Then  judge  if  wife  philofophers  excel 
Thofe  idle  tales,  which  wanton  poets  tell. 

They  fay,  at  firft  to  living  things  the  earth 
At  her  formation  gave  fpontaneous  birth  ; 
When  youthful  heat  was  through  the  glebe  dif- 

fus'd, 
Mankind,  as  well  as  infe^Jts,  flie  produc'd ; 
That  genial  wombs  by  parent  chance  were  form'd 
Adapted  to  the  foil,  which,  after  warni'd 
And  cherilh'd  by  the  fun's  enlivening  beam, 
With  human  oifsprings  did  in  embryo  teem  ; 
1'hefe  nouri/h'd  there  a  while  imprifon'd  lay, 
Then  broke  their  yielding  bands,  and  forc'd  their 

way; 
The  field  a  crop  of  reafoning  creatures  crown'd. 
And  cryitsg  infants  grovel'd  on  the  ground  ; 
A  milky  ftbre  was  by  the  mother  earth 
Pour'd  from  her  bofom,  to  fuilain  the  birth  ; 
In  ftrength  and  bulk   increas'd,  the  earth-born 
race  [place, 

Could  move,  and  v>'"Jk,  and  ready  change  their 
O'er  every  hill  and  verdant  paflure  flray. 
Skip  o'er  the  lawns,  and  by  the  rivers  play. 
Could  eat  the  tender  plant,  and  by  degrees 
Browfe  on  the  fhiubs,and  crop  the  budding  trees  ; 
The  fragrant  fruit  from  bending  branches  ihake, 
And  with  the  cryftal  Ilream  their  thirft  at  plea- 
fure  flake. 

The  earth  by  thefe  applauded  fchools,  'tis  faid. 
This  fingle  crop  of  men  and  women  bred  ; 
Who  grown  adult  (fo  chance  it  feems  enjoin'd) 
Did  male  and  female  propagate  their  kind. 

This  wife  account  Lucretian  fages  give. 
Whence  our  firft  pareuts  their  dclcent  derive. 


Severely  on  this  fubjed  to  difpute. 
And  tales  fo  wild,  fo  fenfelefs,  to  confute, 
Were  with  inglorious  labour  to  difgrace 
The  fchools,  and  reafon's  dignity  dcbafe. 
But  fince,  with  this  of  man's  original, 
The  parts  remaining  of  their  tcheme  muft  fall 
(Yet  farther  to  purfue  the  prcfent  theme). 
Behold  how  vain  philofophers  may  dream. 

Grant,  Epicurus,  that  by  cafual  birth 
Men  fprung  fpontaneous  from  the  fruitful  earth. 
When  on  the  glebe  the  naked  infants  lay. 
How  were  the  helplefs  creatures  fed  ?  You  fay. 
The  teeming  foil  did  from  its  breads  exude 
A  f(jft  and  milky  liquor  for  their  food. 
I  will  not  alk  what  this  apt  humour  made,  % 

Nor  by  what  wondrous  channels  'twas  convey'd  j 
For,  if  we  fuch  inquiries  make,  we  know 
Your  fliort  reply.  It  happen'd  to  be  fo  ; 
Without  afligning  once  a  proper  caufe. 
Or  folving  quelUons  by  mechanic  laws. 
To  every  doubt  your  anfwer  is  the  fame, 
It  io  fell  out,  and  fo  by  chance  it  came. 

How  ihall  the  new-born  race  their  food  conv- 
mand, 
Who  cannot  change  their  place,  or  move  a  hand  2 
Grant  that  the  glebe  bentath  will  never  drink. 
Nor  through  its  pores  let  the  foft  humour  fink; 
VV^ill  not  the  fun  with  his  exhaling  ray 
Defraud  the  babe,  and  draw  his  food  away  ? 

Since  for  fo  long  a  fpace  the  human  birth 
Muft  lie  expos'q  and  naked  on  the  earth  ; 
Say,  could  the  tender  creature,  in  defpjtc 
Of  heat  by  day,  and  chilling  dews  by  night. 
In  fjjite  of  thunder,  winds,  and  hail,  and  rain. 
And  all  inclement  air,  its  life  maintain  ? 

In  vain,  you  fay,  in  earth's  primaeval  {late. 
Soft  was  the  air,  and  mild  the  cold  and  heat; 
For  did  not  then  the  night  fucceed  the  day  ? 
The  fun  as  now  roll  through  its  annual  way  ? 
Th'  effedts  then  on  the  air  mud  be  the  fame. 
The  frofls  of  winter,  and  the  fummer's  flame. 

In  the  firft  age,  you  fay,  the  pregnant  ground  ' 
With  human  kind  in  embryo  did  abound. 
And  pour'd  her  oflspring  on  the  foil  around. 
But  tell  us,  Epicurus,  why  the  field 
Did  never  fince  one  human  harveft  yield? 
And  why  we  never  fee  one  ripening  birth 
Heave  in  the  glebe,  and  llruggle  through  the 
earth  .' 

You  fay,  that,  when  the  earth  was  frcfli  and 
young, 
While  her  prolific  energy  was  ftrong, 
A  race  of  men  flie  in  her  bofom  bred. 
And  all  the  fields  with  infant  people  fpread  ; 
But  that  firft  birth  her  ftrength  did  lo  exhauft. 
The  genial  mother  fo  much  vigour  loft. 
That,  wafted  now  by  age,  in  vain  we  hope 
She  ftiould  again  bring  forth  a  human  crop. 

Mean  time,   (he's  not   with   labour  fo  much 
worn. 
But  flie  can  ftill  the  hills  v.'ith  woods  adorn. 
See,  from  her  fertile  bofom  how  flie  pours  -\ 

Verdant  conceptions, and,  refrelh'd  with  fhowers,  ' 
Covers  the  field  with  corn,  and  paints  the  mead  C 
^vi:h  flowers,  3 
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Sec,  her  tall  fons,  the  cedar,  oak,  and  pine, 
The  fmgrant  myrtle,  and  the  iiiicy  vine, 
Their  parent's  undecaying  llrcngth  declare, 
>Vhich  with  frc(h  labour,  and  unwearied  care. 
Supplies  new  plants,  her  loffes  to  repair, 
Thtii,  fincc  the  earth  retains  her  fruitful  power 
To  procreate  plants,  the  foreft:  to  reftor'e; 
ISay,  why  to  ix  hicr  animals  alone 
Should  (he  be  fi;eble,  and  unfruitful  grown? 
After  one  birth  fhe  ceas'v^  not  to  bo  young:, 
The  <rlebe  was  I'ucculent,  the  mould  was  ftr'^r.g. 
Could  fhe  at  once  fade  in.  her  peifecl;,  bloom, 
%Vafie  all  her  fpirtts,  and  her  wealth  confume  ? 
Grant  that  her  vigour  niight  in  part  decreafe. 


^! 


#From  like  prcdvdtions  rnufl  fne  ever  ceafe  ?. 
To  form  a  race  fhe^giigl-t 
Though  of  a  r^onftrmis,  or  a  dwarfifh  kind. 


To  form  a  race  fhcjOiigl-t  have  llill  inclin'd, 


.1 


"U'hy  did  {lie  never,  by  one  crude  eflay, 

lmperfe(5l  lints  and  rudiments  difplay  ? 

In  fome  fuccecding  ages  hud  been  found 

A  Ic^  or  arm  unfinifh'd  in  the  ground ; 

And  fometinies  in  the  fields!  might  plov,  in^  fwains 

Turn  i.p  foft  bones,  and  break  usifalhion'd  veins. 

But  grant  the  earth  was  lavifh  of  her  power, 
And  A  ent  at  once  her  whole  prolific  (lore  ; 
"Would  not  fo  long  a  red  new  vigour  give, 
And  all  her  fi.-ft  fcrulity  revive? 
Learn,  Epicurus,  of  th'  experienc'.d  fwain, 
When  frcipcnt"  wounds  have  worn  th'  impoverifh'd 

plain  : 
I,et  him  a  while  the  furrow  not  moleft. 
But  leave  the  glebe  to  heavenly  dews  and  reft; 
If  then  he  till  and  fow  the  hariow'd  field, 
Will  not  the  foil  a  plenteous  harvtfl  yield  ? 

The  fun,  by  yot;,  Lucretius,  is  affign'd 
Thcother  parent  of  all  human  kind. 
But  does  he  ever  languifli  or  decay  ? 
Does  he  not  ecjual  influence  difplay, 
And  pierce  the  plains  with  the  ran;e  adlive  ray 
If  then  the  glebe,  warni'd  with  the  folar  flame, 
iVlei)  once  produc'd,  it  llill  (hould  be  the  fame. 

You  fay,  the  fun's  prolific  beams  can  form 
Th'  indultrious  ant,  the  gaudy  fly,  and  worm  ; 
Can  make  each  plant,  and  tree,  the  gardener's  care. 
Bclide  their  leaves,  their  proper  inleds  bear  : 
Then  might  the  heavens,  in  fonie  peculiar  flate. 
Or  lucky  afpetSt,  beafts  and  men  create. 
But  late  inquirers  by  thtir  glafies  find 
That  every  infed;  of  each  diffcient  kind. 
In  iti  owi\  egg,  cl.cer'd  by  the  folar  rays. 
Organs  involv'd  and  latent  life  difplays  : 
'J'fus  truth,  dif?<jver'd  by  fagacious  art, 
Docs  all  Lutretiun  arrf  ganco  fubvcrt. 
l*foud  wits;  your  frenzy  own,  and,  overcoine 
By  reafon's  force,  be  now  for  ever  duiiib. 

If,  learned  lipicurus,  we  allow 
Our  race  to  earth  primeval  being  owe. 
How  did  fhe  male  and  female  lexes  frame? 
f>ay,  if  from  fortune  this  diftiniition  came  ? 
Or  did  the  ton.'cious  parent  then  forefec 
By  ore  conception  fhe  fhould  barren  be, 
And  therefore,  wifely  provident,  dtfign'd 
Hroliftc  pairs  to  propagate  the  kind  ; 
Thar,  thus  prcferv'd,  the  godlike  race  of  man 
I.Ii^ht  not  expire  t'ei  yet  it  Icarcc  began.' 


Since,  by  thefe  various  argTimPCts,  *tiscle.ir 
The  teeming  mould  did  not  our  parent's  bear; 
By  more  fevere  inquirie.s  let  us  trace 
The  origin  and  fource  of  human  race. 

I  think,  I  move,  I  therefore  know  !  am; 
Wh.k  1  have  been,  I  ftill  have  been  the  fame. 
Since,  from  an  infant,  I  a  man  became. 
But  th''Ugh  I  am,  few  circling  years  are  gone, 
Since  1  in  nature's  roll  wa.s  quite  unknown. 
Then,  fince  'tis  plain  I  have  not  always  been, 
1  afk,  from  whence  my  b«ing  could  begin  ? 
I  did  not  to  myfelf  exiftence  give,  ' 

Nor  from  myfelfthe  fecret  power  receive. 
By  which  I  reafon,  and  by  which  I  live. 
I  djd  nor  build  this  frame,  nor*  do  I  know 
The  hidden  fprings  from  whence  my  motions  B.o\r„ 
If  1  had  form'd  myfcif,  I  had  defign'd  "  ' 

A  (Ironger  body,  and  a  wifermind, 
F^om  lorrovv  free,  nor  liable  to  pain; 
My  palTions  fhould  obey,  and  reafon  reign. 
Nor  could  my  being  from  my  parents  flovv. 
Who  neither  did  the  parts  or  ftrudlure  know. 
Did  not  my  mind  or  body  underiiand. 
My  fex  determine,  nor  my  (liape  command  : 
f-Iad  they  defign'd  and  rai.s'd  the  curious  frame, 
I.nlpir'd  my  blanching  veins  with  vital  flame, 
Fafliion'd  tlie  heart,  arid  h'lllow  channels  made, 
I'hrough  which  the  circling  flreams  of  life  are 

play'd  ; 
Had  they  the  organs  of  my  fenfes  wrought, , 
And  forrn'd  the  wondrous  principle  of  thought ; 
Their  artful  work  they  muft  haVe  better  known, 
Explain'd  its  fprings,  and  its  contrivance  (hown.  - 
it  they  could  make,  they  might  preferve  mc 
too. 
Prevent  my  fears,  or  diflipate  my  wo. 
When  long  in  ficknefs  languifhing  I  lay, 
1  hey  with  compaflibn  touch'd  did  mourn  and  pray; 
Ti>  (both  my  pain,  and  mitigate  my  grief, 
'Fhey  faid  kind  things,  yet  brought  me  no  relief. 
But  whaifoever  caufe  my  being  give, 
The  power  that  made  nip  can  its  creature  fave. 

If  to  myLlf  I  did  not  being  give, 
Nor  from  immediate  parents  did  receive; 
It  could  not  from  my  predeceflbrs'flow. 
They,  than  my  parents,  could  rot  more  beflow. 
Should  we  the  long  depending  fcale  afcend 
Of  fons  and  fathers,  will  it  never  end  ? 
If  't'.vill,  then  muft  we  through  the  order  run 
To  fome  one  man,  whole  being  ne'er  begun  : 
If  that  one  man  was  fenipiiemal.  why' 
Did  he,  fince  iadependent,  tvtr  die  ? 
If  from  himfelf  his  own  exiQeuce  came. 
The  caufe,  that  could  deftruy  his  being,  name. 

To  feck  iny  maker,  thus  in  vain  I  trace 
The  whole  fucceflivc  chain  of  human  race. 
Bewilder'd  I  my  Author  cannot  find, 
1  ill  kme  Firft  Caufe,  feme 
Who  foim'd,  and  rules  all  nature,  is  aiiigr 

Whin  firft  the  womb  did  the  crude  embryo 
hold. 
What  fliap'd  the  parts  ?  what  did  the  limbs  un- 
fold ? 
O'er  the  whcrle  work  in  fecret  did  prefide. 
Give  quickening  vigour,  and  cac^ii  niotiun  guide  ?■ 


:annot  find,  "> 

ic  Self-csiftent  Mind,  >* 
nature,  is  aflign'd.       j 
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What  liindled  in  the  dark  the  vital  flame, 

And,  ere  tlic   heart  was  form'd,  puili'd  on    the 

reddening  flream  ? 
Then  for  the  heart  the  apteft  fibres  ftrung  ? 
And  in  the  breaft  th'  impulfivc  engine  hung  ? 
Say,  what  the  various  bones  fo  wifely  wrought  ? 
How  was  their  frame  to  fuch  perfedtion  brought  ? 
What  did  their  figures  for  their  ufes  fit. 
Their  number  fix,  and  joints  adapted  knit; 
And  made  them  all  in  that  juft  ©rder  fiand, 
Which  motion,  ftrength,  and  ornament,  demand  ? 
What  for  the  finews  fpun  fo  flrong  a  tliread. 
The  curious  loom  to  weave  the  niufcies  fpread  ; 
Did  the  nice  flings  of  tended  membranci  drill,     "J 
And  perforate  the  nerve  with  fo  much  fkill,        I 
Then  with  the  adcive  flream  the  dark^  receffes  C 

'  fill  ?  3 

The  purple  mazes  of  the  veins  difplay'd, 
And  al!  th'  arterial  pipes  in  order  laid, 
What  gave  the  bonnding  current  to  the  blood, 
And  to  and  fro  convey'd  the  rcfilefs  flood  i 

The  living  fabric  novi'  in  pieces  take, 
Of  every  part  due  obfervation  make  ; 
All  which  fuch  art  difcover,  fo  conduce 
To  beauty,  vigour,  and  each  deftin'd  ufe  ; 
The  atheift,  if  to  iearch  for  truth  inclin'd,  T 

May  in  himfelf  his  full  convidlion  find,  i- 

And  from  his  body  teach  his  erring  mind.  J 

When  the  crude  embryo  careful  natute  breeds, 
See  how  (he  works,  and  how  her  work  proceeds ; 
While  through  the  mafs  her  energy  fiie  darts, 
To  free  and  !\vell  the  complicated  parts, 
Which  only  does  unravel  and  untwill 
Th'  invelop'd  limbs,  that  pre  vious  ther?  exift. 
And  as  each  vital  fpeck,  in  which  remains  T 

Th'  entire,  but  rumpled  animal,  contains  V 

Organs  pel  plex'd,  and  clues  of  twining  veins  ;    j 
So  every  foetus  bears  a  facred  hoard, 
With  ilccping,  unexpanded  iffue  ftor'd; 
Which  numerous,  but  unquickcn'd  prtgeny, 
Clafp'd  and  inv.-rapt  within  each  other  lie  : 
Engendering  heats  thcfe  one  by  one  unbind, 
Strerch  their   fuiali,  tubes,  and  hamper'd  nerves 
■  unwind  :" 

And  thus,  vthen  time  fiiall  drain  each  magazine, 
Crowded  with  men  uiiborn,  unripe,  uiiltea, 
Hot  yet  of  parts  unfolded;  r.o  increafe 
Can  follow,  all  prolific  power  nnilt  ceafe. 

Th'  elallic  fpirits,  which  remains  3'  reft 
In  the  ftrait  lodgings  of  the  brain  compreft. 
While  by  the  ambient  womb's  enlivening  heat, 
Cheer'd  and  awaken'd,  firft  thtnifelves  dilate  j 
Then  (juicken'd  and  expanded  every  vvay. 
The  genial  labourers  all  their  force  difplay  : 
They  now  begin  to  work  the  wondrous  frame, 
To  lliape  the  parts,  and  raifc  the  vital  flame; 
For  when  th'  extended  fibres  of  the  brain 
'J'hcir  adlive  guefts  no  longer  can  reftr^in. 
They  backward  frring,  which  due  effort  compels 
The  labouring  fpirits  to  forfake  their  cells; 
The  fpirits  thus  exploded  from  their  feat. 
Swift  from  the  head  to  the  next  parts  retreat. 
Force  their  admifiTun,  and  their  paffage  beat 
Their  tours  around  th'  unopen'd  mals  they  take 
And  by  a  thoufand  ways  their  inroads  make;, 
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Till  there  rcfified  they  their  race  inflea. 
And  backward  to  their  fourcc  their  way  direct. 
Thus  with  a  ileady  and  alternate  toil 
They  iffue  from,  and  to  the  head  recoil; 
By  which  their  p'aftic  fun<5lion  they  difcharge. 
Extend  their  channels,  and  their  trads  enlarge  ; 
For,  by  the  fwift  excurfions  which  they  make, 
Still  fallying  from  tfie  brain,  and  leaping  back. 
They  pierce  the  nervous  fibre,  bore  the  vein. 
And  flretch  th'' arterial  channels  which  contain 
The  various  ftreams  ot  life,  that  to  and  fro 
Through  dark  meanders  undirected  flow; 
Th'  infpeded  egg  tMs  gradnal  change  betrays. 
To  which  the  brooding  hen  expanding  heat  coa» 
veys. 

The  healing  heart,  demanded  firft  for  ufe. 
Is  the  firrt  mufcle  nature  does  produce ; 
By  this  impulfive  engine's  conftant  aid. 
The  tepid  floods  are  every  way  convey'd  ; 
And  did  not  nature's  care  at  firft  provide  "i. 

The  adive  heait,  to  pulh  the  circling  tide,  * 

All  progrefs  to  her  work  would  be  denied.  J>, 

The  fjlient  point,  fo  firft  is  call'd  the  heart, 
Shap'd  ai,d  fufpended  with  amazing  art, 
By  turns  dilated,  and  by  turns  comprefs'd. 
Expels  and  entertains  the  purple  gueft  ; 
It  fends  from  out  its  left  contradled  fide 
Into  th'  arterial  tube  its  vital  pride  ; 
Which  tube,  prolong'd  but  little  from  its  fonrce^ 
Parts  its  wide  trunk,  and  takes  a  double  courfe. 

One  channel  to  the  head  its  way  dirs&s. 
One  to  th'  inferior  limbs  its  path  inflecls : 
Both  fmaller  by  degrees,  and  Imaller  grow,        "\ 
And  on  the  parts,  through  which  they  branch-  / 

inggo,  f 

A  thoufand  fecrec  fubtle  pipes  beuow;  J 

From  which,  by  numerous  convolutions  wound. 
Wrapt  with  th'   attending  nerve,    and    twilled 

round. 
The  complicated  knots  and  kernels  rife. 
Of  various  figures,  and  of  various  fize. 
Th'  arterial  duds,  when  thus  involv'd,  produce 
Unnumbcr'd  glands,  and  of  important  ufe; 
But  afcer,  as  they  farther  progrefs  make, 
The  appellation  of  a  vein  they  lake; 
For  thougii  th'  arterial  pipes  themfeives  extend 
In  fniiilleik  branches,  yet  they  never  end  ; 
1  he  ijaie  continued  circling  channels  run 
Back  to  the  heart,  where  firft  their  courfe  begun. 

The  heart,  as  faid,  from  its  contradive  cave 
On  the  left;  fide,  ejcifls  the  bounding  wave ; 
Exploded  thus,  as  fpUtting  channels  lead. 
Upward  it  fprings,  or  downward  is  convey'd  ; 
'J lie  crimfoii  jets  with  force  elaftic  thrown 
Aiccnd,  and  climb  the  mind's  imperial  throne  ; 
Arterial  ftreams  through  the  foft  brain  diiTule, 
Apd  water  all  its  fields  with  vital  dews  : 
i'rom  tliis  o'erflowing  tide  the  curious  brain 
Does  through  its  pores  the  purer  fpirits  ftrain  ; 
Which  to  its  inmoft  leats  their  paffage  make. 
Whence  their  dark  rife  th'  extended  finews  take ; 
With  all  their  mouths  the  nerves  thefe  fpirits  drink, 
WhicJi  through  the  cells  of  the  fine  ftrainer  fink; 
Thefe  al]  the  channel'd  fibres  every  way 
Foi-  inotipn  and  ftnfation  lUll  convey. 
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The  greateft  portion  of  th'  arterial  blood,  T 

By  the  clofe  ftrufture  of  the  parts  withftood,  > 
Whofc  narrow  meihes  ftop  the  groffer  flood,  j 
By  apt  canals  and  furrows  in  the  brain,  T 

Which  here  difcharge  the  office  of  a  vein,  C 

Invert  their  current,  and  the  heart  regain.         j 
The  fliooting  ftreams,  which  through  another 

road 
The  beating  engine  downward  did  explode, 
7'o  all  th'  inferior  parts  defcend,  and  lave 
The  members  with  their  circalating  wave  : 
To  make  th'  arterial  treafure  move  as  flow. 
As  nature's  ends  demand,  the  channels  grow 
Still  mere  contraded,  as  they  farther  go : 
Belides,  the  glands,  which  o'er  the  body  fpread 
Fine  complicated  clues  of  nervous  thread, 
Involv'd  and  twilled  with  th'  arterial  duiSl, 
The  rapid  motion  of  the  blood  obftrudl : 
Thefe  labyrinths  the  circling  current  ftay 
For  noble  ends,  which  after  we  difplay. 

Soon  as  the  blood  has  pafs'd  the  winding  ways. 
And  various  turnings  of  the  wondrous  maze, 
from  the  entangled  knot  of  veffels  freed. 
It  runs  its  vital  race  with  greater  fpeed ; 
And  from  the  parts  and  members  moft  remote,  "J 
By   thefe    canals    the    ftreams  are   backward  f 

brought,  [wrought ;  C 

Which  are  of  thinner  coats  and  fewer  fibresj 
Till  all  the  confluent  rills  their  current  join, 
And  in  the  ample  Porta  vein  combine. 
This  larger  channel  by  a  thoufand  roads 
Enters  the  liver,  and  its  (lore  unloads; 
Which  from  that  ftore  by  proper  inlets  ftrains    T 
The  yellow  dregs,  and  fends  them  by  the  veins  V 
To  the  large  cillern,  which  the  gall  contains ;    j 
Then  to  the  vein  wc  Cava  name,  the  blood 
Calls  in  the  fcattcr'd  ftreams,  and  re-colle<5ls  the 

flood. 
As  when  the  Thames  advances  through  the  plai^, 
With  his  frefh  waters  to  dilute  the  main  ; 
He  turns  and  wind*  amidft  the  flowery  meads. 
And  now  contraSs,  and  now  his  water  fpreads; 
Here  in  a  courfe  direfl  he  forward  tends, 
There  to  his  head  his  waves  retorted  bends  : 
See,  now  the  fpcrtive  flood  in  two  divides 
Hislilver  train,  now  with  uniting  tides 
He  wa.iton  clafps  the  intercepted  foil, 
And  forms  with  erring  ftreams  the  reedy  ifle  ; 
At  length  colle<fting  all  his  watery  band, 
The  ocean  to  augment  he  leaves  the  land. 
So  the  red  currents  in  their  fecret  maze 
In  various  rounds  through  dark  meanders  pals. 
Till  all,  aflembled  in  the  Cava  vein, 
Bring  to  the  iieart's  right  fide  their  crimfon  train, 
Which  now  compreit  with  force  elaftic  drives 
The  flood,  that  through  the  fecret  paffes  ftrives; 
The  road  that  to  the  lungs  this  ftore  tranfmits 
Into  unnumber'd  narrow  channels  fplits; 
The  venal   blood   crowds  through  the  winding 

ways. 
And  through  the  tubes  the  broken  tide  conveys; 
Thofe  numerous  ftreams,  their  rofy  beauty  gone, 
Poor  by  expence,  and  faint  with  labour  grown, 
Are  in  the  lungs  enrich'd,  which  reinfpire 
The  languid  liquors,  and  rcCcre  their  fire. 


The  large  arterial  du6ls  that  thither  lead,       ^ 
By  which  the  blood  is  from  the  heart  convey'd,  C 
Through   either  lobe   ten    thoufand  branches  ^^ 
fpread.  ^ 

Here  its  bright  ftream  the  bounding  current  parts* 
And  through  the  various  paffes  fwiftly  darts, 
Each  fubtle  pipe,  each  winding  channel,  fills 
With  fprightly  Hquors,  and  with  purple  rills ; 
The  pipe,  diftinguilh'd  by  its  griftly  rings. 
To  cherifti  life  aerial  pafture  brings. 
Which  the  foft  breathing  lungs  with  gentle  force 
Conftant  embrace  by  turns,  by  turns  divorce ; 
The  fpringy  air  this  nitrous  food  impels  "j 

Through  all    the  fptmgy  parts  and  bladder'dT 
cells,  r 

And  with  dilating  breath  the  vital  billows  fwells;  J 
Th'  admitted  nitre  agitates  the  flood. 
Revives  its  fire,  and  re-ferments  the  blood. 
Behold,  the  ftreams   now  change   their   languid 

blue, 
Regain  their  glory,  and  their  flame  renew; 
With  fcarlet  honours  re-adorn'd,  the  tide 
Leaps  on,  and ,  bright  with  more  than  Tyrian  pride. 
Advances  to  the  heart,  and  fills  the  cave 
On  the  left  fide,  which  the  firft  motion  gave  ; 
Now  through  the  fame  involv'd  arterial  ways. 
Again  th'  exploded  jets  th'  impulfive  engine  plays. 

No  fons  of  wifdom  could  this  current  trace. 
Or  of  th'  Ionic,  or  Italic  race  : 
From  thee,  Democritus,  it  lay  conceal'd. 
Though  yielding  nature  much  to  thee  reveal'd ; 
Though  with  the  curious  knife  thou  didft  invade 
Her  dark  recefles,  and  haft  oft'  difplay'd 
The  crimfon  mazes,  and  the  hollow  road, 
Which  to  the  heart  conveys  the  refluent  blood. 
It  was  to  thee,  great  Stagyrite,  unknown, 
And  thy  preceptor  of  divine  renown. 
Learning  did  ne'er  this  fecret  truth  impart 
To  the  Greek  mailers  of  the  healing  art. 
'Twas  by  the  Coan's  piercing  eye  unview'd. 
And  did  attentive  Galen's  fearch  elude. 

Thou,  wondrous  Harvey!  whofe  iminortal  famc,_ 
By  thee  inftrufted,  grateful  fchools  proclaim; 
Thou,  Albion's  pride,  didft  firft  the  winding  way. 
And  circling  life's  dark  labyrinth  difplay; 
Attentive  from  the  heart  thou  didft  purfue 
The  ftarting  flood,  and  keep  it  ftiil  in  view; 
Till  thou  with  rapture  faw'!l  the  channels  bring 
The  purple  currents  back,  and  form  the  vital  ring- 
See,  how  the  human  animal  is  fed. 
How  nourifhnienl  is  wrought,  and  how  convey'd  : 
The  mouth,  with  proper  facuhies  endued, 
I'irft  entertains,  and  then  divides  the  food ; 
Two  adverfe  rows  cf  teeth  the  meat  prepare. 
On  which  the  glands  fermenting  juice  confer  ; 
Nature  has  various  tender  mufclcs  plac'd. 
By  which  the  artful  gullet  is  embrac'd; 
Some  the  long  funnels  curious  mouth  extend, 
Through  which  ingefted  meats  with  eafe  defcend  | 
Other  confederate  pairs  for  nature's  ufe 
Contrail  the  fibres,  and  the  twitch  produce, 
Which  gently  puftics  on  the  grateful  fond 
To  the  wide  ftomach,  by  its  hollow  road  : 
That  this  long  road  may  unobftrucfled  go. 
As  it  d;f:cads,  it  bores  the  midriff  threugh.; 


CREATION. 
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The  large  receiver  for  concodlion  made 

Behold  amidft  the  warmeft  bowels  laid  ; 

The  fpleen  to  this,  and  to  the  adverfe  fide 

The  glowing  liver's  comfort  is  apply'd  ; 

Beneath,  the  pancreas  has  its  proper  feat, 

To  cheer  its  neighbour,  and  augment  its  heat  ; 

More  to  aflift  it  for  its  deftin'd  ufe, 

This  ample  bag  is  ftor'd  with  acftive  juice, 

Which  can  with  eafe  fubdue,  with  eafe  unbind. 

Admitted  meats  of  every  different  kind  ; 

This  powerful  ferment,  mingling  with  the  parts. 

The  leaven'd  mafs  to  milky  chyle  converts ; 

The  ftomach's  fibres  this  concodied  food, 

By  their  contradtion's  gentle  force,  exclude, 

Which  by  the  mouth  on  the  right  fide  defcends 

Through  the  wide  pafs,  which  from  that  mouth 

depends ; 
In  its  progreffion  foon  the  labour'd  chyle 
Receives  the  confluent  rills  of  bitter  bile. 
Which  by  the  liver  fever'd  from  the  blood,         "J 
And  ftriviiig  through   the   gall-pipe,  here  un-/ 
load  .  ^ 

Their  yellow  flreams,  more  to  refine  the  flood ;  J 
The  complicated  glands,  in  various  ranks 
Difpos'd  along  the  neighbouring  channel's  banks. 
By  conftant  weeping  mix  their  watery  ftore 
With  the  chyle's  current,  and  dilute  it  more; 
Th'  i.-teftine  roads,  infleded  and  inclin'd, 
In  various  convolutions  turn  and  wind, 
That  thefe  meanders  may  the  progtefs  ftay,       "^ 
And  the  defcending  chyle  by  this  delay  S- 

May  through  the  milky  veffels  find  its  way,        j 
Whofe  little  mouths  in  the  large  channel's  fide 
Suck  in  the  flood,  and  drink  the  cheering  tide  : 
Thefe  numerous  veins  (fuch  is  the  curious  frame!) 
Receive  the  pure  infinuating  ftream  ; 
But  no  corrupt  or  dreggy  parts  admit. 
To  form  the  blood,  or  feed  the  limbs  unfit ; 
Th'  inceftine  fpiral  fibres  thefe  protrude. 
And  from  the  winding  tubes  at  length  exclude. 

Obferve,  thefe  fmall  canals  confpire  to  make 
With  all  their  treafure  one  capacious  lake, 
Whofe  cemmon  receptacle  entertains 
Th'  united  flreams  of  all  the  lacSeal  veins'. 
Hither  the  rills  of  water  are  convey'd 
In  curious  aquedudls  by  nature  laid. 
To  carry  all  the  limpid  humour  ftrain'd, 
And  from  the  blood  divided  by  the  gland ; 
Which  mingling  currents  with  the  milky  juice       ^ 
Makes  it  more  apt  to  flow,  more  fit  for  ufe ; 
Thefe  liquors,  which  the  wide  receiver  fill, 
Prepar'd  with  labour,  and  refin'd  with  Ikill, 
Another  qourfe  to  diiiant  parts  begin, 
Through  roads  that  ftretch  along  the  back  within ; 
This  ufeful  channel,  lately  known,  afcends, 
And  in  the  vein  near  the  left  flioulder  ends. 
Which  there  unloads  its  wealth,  that  with  the 

blood 
Now  flows  in  one  incerpcrated  flood ; 
Soon  by  the  vein  'tis  to  the  heart  convey'd, 
And  is  by  that  claftic  engine  play'd 
Into  the  lungs,  whence,  as  defcrib'd  before, 
It  onward  fprings,  and  makes  the  wondrous  tour. 

Now  all  the  hanks  the  branching  river  laves 
With  dancing  flreams,  and  a.~iir\afcd  •yvsves  j 


New  florid  honours  and  gay  youth  beftows, 
Diffufing  vital  vigour,  where  it  flows ; 
Supplies  frefli  fpirits  to  the  living  frame, 
And  kindles  in  the  eyes  a  brighter  flame  ; 
Mufdes  impair'd  receive  new  fibrous  thread. 
And  every  bone  is  with  rich  marrow  fed  ; 
Nature  revives,  cheer'd  with  the  wealthy  tide. 
And  life  regal'd  difplays  its  purple  pride. 

But  how  the  wondrous  diftribution's  made. 
How  to  each  part  its  proper  food  convey'd  ; 
How  fibrous  ftrings  lor  nouriftiment  are  wroughti. 
By  what  conveyance  to  the  mufcles  brought; 
How  rang'd  for  motion,  how  for  beauty  mix'd  ; 
With  vital  cement  how  th'  extremes  are  fix'd ; 
How  they  agree  in  various  ways  to  join 
In  a  tranfverfe,  a  ftraight,  and  crooked  line ; 
Here  lofl  in  wonder  we  adoring  fland  "j 

With  rapture  own  the  wife  Direftor's  hand,        / 
Who  nature  made,  and  does  her  works  com-r 
mand.  \ 

Let  us  howe'er  the  themp  as  far  pnrfue. 
As  learn'd  obfervCrs  know,  or  think  they  do. 
Mix'd    with   the   blood   in    the  fame   circling 
tide. 
The  rills  nutritious  through  the  veflels  glide  : 
Thofe  pipes,  ftill  ieflening  as  they  further  pafs. 
Retard  the  progrefs  of  the  flowing  mafs. 
The  glands,  that  nature  o'er  the  body  fpreads. 
All  artful  knots  of  various  hallow  threads. 
Which  lymph3edu(5ls,  en  artery,  nerve,  and  vein, 
Irvolv'd  and  clofe  together  wound,  contain. 
Make  yet  the  morion  r/  the  flreams  more  flow. 
Which  through  thofe  mazes  intricate  muft  flow  : 
And  hence  it  comes  the  interrupted  blood 
Diftends  its  channels  with  its  fwelling  flood; 
Thefe  channels,  turgid  with  th'  obftrudive  tide," 
Stretch  their  fmall  holes,  and  make  their  meCiesi 

wide, 
By  Ikllful  nature  pierc'd  on  every  fide. 
Mean  time,  the  labour'd  chyle  pervades  the  pores 
In  all  th'  arterial  perforated  ftiores  ; 
The  liquid  food,  which  through  thofe  paflesftrives. 
To  every  part  juft  reparation  gives; 
Through  holes  of  various  figures  various  juice 
Infinuates,  to  ferve  for  nature's  ufe. 
See  fofter  fibres  to  the  flefh  are  fent. 
While  the  thin  membrane  finer  ftrings  augment; 
The  tough  and  ftrong  are  on  the  finews  laid. 
And  to  the  bones  the  harder  are  convey'd ; 
But  what  the  mafs  nutritious  does  divide. 
To  different  parts  the  different  portions  guide. 
What  makes  them  aptly  to  the  limbs  adhere,      "y 
In  youth  augment  them,  and  in  age  repair,  C- 

The  deepeft  fearch  could  never  yet  declare.         ^ 

Nor  lefs  contrivance,  nor  lefs  curious  art, 
Surprife  and  pleafe  in  every  other  part. 
See,  how  the  nerves,  with  equal  v/ifdom  made, 
Arifing  from  the  tender  brain,  pervade, 
And  fecret  pafs  in  pairs  the  channel'd  bone. 
And  thence  advance  through  paths  and  roads  i]Q< 

known ; 
Form'd  of  the  fineft  complicated  thread, 
Thefe  numerous  cords  are  through  the  body  fpread; 
A  thcufand  branches  from  each  trunk  they  fend, 
Some  to  the  limbs,  fome  to  the  bowels  tend ; 
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Some  in  ftralt  lines,  fome  in  tranfverfe,  are  found. 
One  forms  a  crooked  figure,  one  a  round ; 
The^ntrailsthefe  embrace  in  fpiral  firings, 
Thofe  clafp  th'  arterial  tubes  in  tender  rings  ; 
The  tendons  fome  compacted  ciofe  produce, 
And  fome  thin  fibres  for  the  ikin  diffufe. 

Thefe  fubtle  channels  (fuch  it  every  nerve  !) 
Tor  vital  functions,  fenfe,  and  motion  ferve; 
Included  fpirits  through  their  fecret  road 
Pjfs  to  and  fro,  as  through  the  veins  the  blood ; 
Some  to  the  heart  advancing  take  their  way, 
Which  move  and  make  the  beating  mufcle  play; 
Part  to  the  fpleen,  part  to  the  liver,  flows, 
Thefe  to  the  lungs,  and  to  the  ftomach  thofe  ; 
They  help  to  labour  and  concoft  the  food, 
Refine  the  chyle,  and  animate  the  blood  ; 
ixak  the  ferments,  and  the  drainers  aid, 

-That,  by  a  conftant  feparation  made. 

They  may  a  due  oeconomy  maintain, 

Exclude  the  noxious  parts,  the  good  retain.       - 
Yet  we  thefe  wondrous  fun(?gons  ne'er  perceive, 

Fundtions,  by  which  we  move,  by  which  we  live ; 

Unconfcious  we  thefe  motions  never  h.eed, 

Whether  they  err,  or  by  juft  laws  proceed. 
But  other  fpirits,  govern'd  by  the  will, 

Shn'ot  through  their  tracks,  and  diftant  mufcles  fill : 

This  Sovereign  by  his  arbitrary  nod 

Keftrains,  or  fends  his  r.iinifters  abroad; 

Swift  and  obedient  to  his  high  command, 

They  ttir  a  finger,  or  they  lift  a  hand  ; 

They  tune  our  voices,  or  they  niqjre  our  eyes; 

By  thefe  we  walk,  or  frorn  the  ground  arife  ; 

By  thefe  we  turn,  by  thefe  the  body  bend  ; 

Contradl  a  limb  at  pleafure,  or  extend. 

And  though  thefe  fpirits,  which  obfe<^uions  go, 

Know  not  the  paths  through  which  they  ready 
flow, 

Kor  can  our  mind  inftruft  them  in  their  way, 

Of  all  their  roads  as  ignorant  as  they  ;  _ 


Yet  feldom  erring  they  attain  their  end. 
And  reach  that  fingle  part,  which  we  intend  j. 
Unguided  they  a  juft  dilliucftioH  make. 
This  mufcle  fwell,  and  leave  the  other  flack;* 
And  when  their  force  this  limb  or  that  inflecSs, 
Our  will  the  meafure  of  that  force  direcfts; 
The  fpirirs  which  diftend  them,  as  we  pleafe, 
Exert  their  power,  or  from  their  duty  ceafc. 

Thefe  out-guards  of  the  mind  are  fent  abroad. 
And  fti'.l  patrolling  beat  the  neighbouring  road ; 
Or  to  the  parts  remote  obedient  fly, 
Keep  pofts  advanc'd,  and  on  the  frontier  lie. 
The  watchful  centineU  at  every  gate, 
At  every  paflage  to  the  fenfes  wait ; 
Still  travel  to  and  fro  the  nervous  way, 
And.their  impreflions  to  the  brain  convey. 
Where  their  report  the  vital  envoys  make. 
And  with  new  orders  are  remanded  back  ; 
Quick,  as  a  darted  beam  of  light,  they  go, 
Through  different  paths  to  different  organs  flow^ 
Whence  they  refled  as  fwiftly  to  the  brain, 
To  give  it  pleafure,  or  to  give  it  pain. 

Thus  has  the  mule  a  daring  wing  difplay'd. 
Through  tracklcfj  ikies  ambitious  flight  effay'd. 
To  fing  the  wonders  of  the  human  frame  ; 
But,  oh  1  bewails  her  weak,  unequal  flame. 
Ye  Ikilful  m afters  of  Machaon's  race, 
Who  nature's  mazy  intricacies  trace, 
And  to  fublimer  fpjieres  of  knowledge  rife 
By  manag'd  fire,  and  late-invented  eyes ; 
Tell,  how  your  fearch  has  here  eluded  been. 
How  oft  amaz'd  and  ravifli'd  you  have  feen 
The  conduft,  prudence,  and  ftupendous  art. 
And  mafter-ftrokcs  in  each  mechanic  part. 
Tell,  what  delightful  myfteries  remain 
Unfung,  which  my  inferior  voice  difdain. 

Who  can  this  field  of  miracles  furvey 
And  not  with  Galen  all  in  rapture  fay 
Behold  a  God,  adore  him,  and  ubey ! 


BOOK    VII. 


The  Argument. 

The  introdu<9ion,  in  imitation  of  ^ing  Solomon's  ironical  conceflions  to  the  libertine.  The  Creator, 
afferted,  froni  the  contemplation  of  animals.  Of  their  fenfe  of  hearing,  tafiing,  fmelling,  and  efpe- 
ciaiJy  of  feting.  Of  the  noljer  operations  of  animals,  conmionly  called  inflinds.  The  Creator  de- 
inonftrated  iaither,  from  the  contemplation  of  human  underftanding,  and  the  perfedions  of  the 
mind.  The  vigour  and  fwiftnefs  of  thought.  Simple  perception.  Refiedi.n.  Of  the  mind's -power 
of  ab(lra<5liug,  uniting,  and  feparating  ideas.  Of  the  faculty  of  reafoning,  or  deducing  one  propo- 
sition from  two  others.  The  power  of  human  underftanding,  in  inventing  flcilful  works,  and  in 
other  inflances.  The  mind's  felf-determining  power,  or  freedom  of  choice.  Her  power  of  eleding 
an  end,  and  choofing  means  to  attain  that  end.  Of  controlling  our  appetites,  rejecfiing  pleafures, 
and  choofing  pain,  want,  and  death  itfelf,  in  hopes  of  happinefs  in  a  dillant  unknown  ftate  of  life. 
The  couciulion,  being  a  fliort  recapitulation  of  the  whole  ^  with  a  hymn  to  the  Creator  of  the 
■world. 

"While  rofy  yonth  in  perfeA  bloom  maintains,      I  And  fpirits,  fwlft  as  fun^beams  through  the  flcies, 
Thoughtlefs  of  age,  and  ignorant  of  pains;  |  Dart   tiyough   thy   neryes,    and  fparkle  in   thy 

V/hile  from  the  heart  nch  Itreams  with  vigour  |  eyes ; 

fprincr,  '  [ring  ;  L  While  nature  with  full  flrcngth  thy  Cnews  arms, 

Bound  through  ;heir  roads,  and  dance  their  vital  I  Glows  in  thy  cheeks,  and  triumphs  in  her  charms^^ 
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VnduTge  thy  inftirnfts,  and  intent  on  eafe 
"With  ravifhing  delight  thy  fenfes  pleafe. 

Since  no  black  clouds  diihonour  now  the  Iky, 
No  winds,  but  balmy  genial  zephyrs,  fly, 
Eager  embark,  and  to  th'  inviting  gale 
Thy  pendants  loole,  and  fpread  thy  filk'en  fail ; 
Sportive  advance  on  pleafure's  wanton  tide 
Through  flowery  fcenes,  diffus'd  on  either  fide. 
See  "how  the  hours  their   painted   wings   dif- 
play, 
And  draw,  like  harnefs'd  doves,  the  fmiling  day  ! 
Shall  this  glad  fpring,  when  adlive  ferments  climb, 
Thefe  months,  the  faireft  progeny  of  time, 
The  brighteft  parts  in  all  duration's  train, 
Alk  thee  to  feize  thy  blifs,  and  afic  in  vain  ? 
To  their  prevailing  fmiles  thy  heart  refign. 
And  wifely  make  the  proffer'd  bleffings  thine. 
Near  fome  fair  river,  on  reclining  land, 
'Mid.T:  groves  and  fountains  let  thy  palace  (land  ; 
Let  Parian  walls  unrivall'd  pomp  difplay, 
And  gilded  towers  repel  augmented  day  ; 
Let  porphyry  pillars  in  high  rows  uphold 
The  azure  roof  enrich'd  with  veins  of  gold; 
And  the  fair  creatures  of  the  fculptor's  art 
Part  grace  thy  palace,  and  thy  garden  part ; 
Here  let  the  iccntful  fpoils  of  opening  flowers 
Breathe  from  thy  citron  walks, and  jafmine  bowers; 
Hefperian  bloffoms  in  thy  bofom  fniel! ; 
Let  ail  Arabia  in  thy  garments  dwell. 

That  foftly  banquets  and  delicious  feafts 
Mfly  crown  thy  table,  to  regale  thy  guefts, 
Ranfack  the  hills,  and  every  park  and  wood, 
The  lake  unpeople,  and  cfefpoil  the  flood ; 
Procure  each  feather'd  luxury,  that  beats 
Its  native  air,  or  from  its  clime  retreats. 
And  by  alternate  tranfmigration  flies 
O'er  interpofing  feas,  and  changes  flcies; 
Let  artful  cooks  to  raife  their  reiiih  ftrivc, 
With  all  the  fpicy  taftes  the  Indies  give. 

While  wreaths  of  rofes  round  thy  temples  twine, 
Enjoy  the  fparkling  bleflings  of  the  vine  ;    • 
Let  the  warm  nedar  all  thy  veins  infpire, 
Solace  thy  heart,  and  raife  the  vital  fire. 

Next  let  the  charms  of  heavenly  mufic  cheer 
Thy  foul  with  rapture  liftening  in  thy  ear ; 
Let  tuneful  chiefs  exert  their  Ikill,  to  (how 
W^hat  artful  joys  from  manag'd  found  can  flow; 
Kow  hear  the  melting  voice  and  trembling  ftring; 
Let  Pepufch  touch  the  lyre,  and  Margarita  fing. 

While  wanton  ferments  fwell  thy  glowing  veins, 
To  the  warm  palfion  give  the  flachen'd  reins; 
Thy  gazing  eyes  with  blooming  beauty  feaft. 
Receive  its  dart,  and  hug  it  in  thy  breaft; 
From  fair  to  fair  with  gay  inconftance  rove, 
Tafte  every  fweet,  and  cloy  thy  foul  with  love. 

But  'midft  thy  boundlefs  joys,  unbridled  youth, 
Remember  ftill  this  fad,  but  certain  truth. 
That  thou  at  iail  feverely  muft  account ; 
To  what  will  thy  congeiled  guilt  amount ! 

Allow  a  God  ;  he  mull  our  deeds  regard  : 
A  righteous  Judge  mud  punilh  and  reward: 
Yet  that  he  rears  no  high  tribunal  here, 
Impattial  juftice  to  difpcnfe,  is  clear. 
Hii  fword  unpuniih'd  criminals  defy, 
Mor  by  bis  thunder  dyes  the  tyrant  die; 


While  Heaven's  adorer's  prcd  with  want  and  pain' 
Their  unrewarded  innocence  maintain. 
See  his  right  hand  he  unextended  keeps,       [fleeps. 
Though   long  provok'd,    th'   unadllve  vengeance 
Hence  we  a  world  fucceeding  this  infer,  -y 

Where  he  his  juftice  will  affert ;  prepare  C 

To  {land  arraign'd  before  his  awful  bar,  3 

Where  wilt  thou  hide  thy  ignominous  head  ? 
Shuddering  with  horror,  what  haft  thou  to  plead  ? 
Defpairing  wretch!    he'll  frown   thee  from   his 

throne. 
And  by  his  wrath  will  make  his  being  known. 

Yet  more  Religion's  empire  to  fupport. 
To  pu(h  the  foe,  and  make  our  laft  effort; 
Let  beings  with  attention  be  review'd, 
Which,  not  alone  with  vital  power  endued. 
Can  move  themfelves,  can  organiz'd  perceive 
The  various  ftrokes,  which  various  objecits  give. 
By  laws  mechanic  can  Lucretius  tell 
How  living  creatures  fee,  or  hear,  or  fmell  ? 
How  is  the  image  to  the  fenle  convey'd  ? 
On  the  tun'd  organ  how  the  impulfe  made  ? 
How,  and  by  which  more  noble  part,  the  brala 
Perceives  th'  idea,  can  their  fchools  explain  i 
'  ris  clear,  in  that  fuperior  feat  alone 
The  judge  of  objeiSs  has  her  fecrct  throne; 
Since,  a  limb  fever'd  by  the  wounding  fteef. 
We  ftill  may  pain,  as  in  that  member,  feeL 
Mark  how  the  fpirits  watchful  in  the  ear 
Seize  undulating  founds,  and  catch  the  vocal  air» 
Obiervc  how  others,  that  the  tongue  poflef'S, 
U'hicli  falts  of  various  fliape  and  fize  imprefs, 
From  their  afFefled  fibres  upvard  dart. 
And  di(rerent  taftes  by  different  ftrokes  impart. 
Remark,  how  thofe,  which  in  the  noftril  dwell. 
That  artful  organ  deftin'd  for  the  fmell, 
By  vapours  mov'd,  their  paffage  upward  take. 
And  fcents  unpleafantor  delightful  make. 

If  in  the  tongue,  the  noftril,  and  the  ear, 
No  (kill,  no  wil*Jom,  no  defign,  appear ; 
Lucretians,  next,  regard  the  curious  eye; 
Can  you  no  art,  no  prudence,  there  defcry? 
By  your  mechanic  principles,  in  vain 
The  fenfe  of  fight  you  labour  to  explain. 
You  fay,  from  all  the  objedls  of  the  eye 
Thin  colour'd  (hapes  uninterrupted  fly. 
As  wandering  ghofts  (fo  ancient  poets  feign) 
Skim  through   the  air,    and  fweep  th'  infernal 

plain  ; 
So  thefe  light  figures  roam  by  day  and  night, 
But  undifcover'd  till  betray'd  by  light. 

But  can  corporeal  forms  with  fo  much  cafe 
Meet  in  their  flight  a  thoufand  images, 
And  yet  no  confli(5l,  no  cftllifive  force, 
Break  their  thin  texture,  and  difturb  their  courfe? 
What  fix'd  their  parts,  and  made  them  fo  cohere. 
That  they  the  pi^flure  of  the  objecl  wear  ? 
What  is  the  Ihape,  that  from  a  body  flies  ? 
What  moves,  what  propagates,  what  mu 
And  paints  one  image  in  a  thoufand  eyes 
When  to  the  eye  the  crowding  figures  pafs, 
How  in  a  point  can  all  polTefs  a  place, 
And  lie  di(lingui(h*d  in  fuch  narrow  fpace  ? 
Since  all  psrception  in  the  brain  is  made, 
(Though  vfhers  and  how  was  never  yet  difplay'd) 
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And  fmce  fo  great  a  diftance  lies  between 
The  eye-ball,  and  the  feat  of  fenfe  within ; 
While  in  the  eye  th'  arrefted  objeft  ftays, 
Tell,  what  th'  idea  to  the  brain  conveys? 
You  fay,  the  fpirits  in  the  optic  nerve, 
Mov'd  by  the  intercepted  image,  ferve 
To  bear  th'  impreffion  to  the  brain,  and  give 
The  ftroke,  by  which  the  objeft  we  perceive. 
How  does  the  brain,  toueh'd  with  a  different' 
ftroke,  I 

The  whale  diftinguifh  from  the  marble  rock?     ( 
Pronounce  this  tree  a  cedar,  that  an  oak  ? 
Can  fpirits  weak  or  ftronger  blows  exprefs, 
One  body  greater,  and  another  lefs  ? 
How  do  they  make  us  fpace  and  diftance  know  ? 
At  once  ditlind  a  thoufand  objeds  fhow  ? 

Lucretians,  now  proceed;  contemplate  all 
The  nobler  adtions  of  the  animal, 
Which  indlniSt  fome,  fome  lower  reafon,  call 
Say,  what  contexture  did  by  chance  arrive, 
Which  to  brute  creatures  did  that  inftincft  give. 
Whence  they  at  fight  difcern  and  dread  their  fo'e, 
Their  food  diftinguilh,  and  their  phyfic  know  ? 
By  which  the  lion  learns  to  hunt  his  prey. 
And  the  weak  herd  to  fear  and  fly  away  ? 
The  birds  contrive  inimitable  nefts  ? 
And  dens  are  haunted  by  the  foreft  beafts  ? 
Whence  fome  in  fubterranean  dwellings  hide, 
Thefe  in  the  rotks,  and  thofe  in  woods  abide'? 
Whence  timorous  bealh,  through  hills  and  lawns 

purfued, 
fcy  artful  fhifts  the  ravening  foe  elude  ? 

What  various  wonders  may  obfervers  fee 
In  a  fmall  infe6t,  the  fagacious  bee  '. 
Mark,  how  the  little  untaught  builders  fquare 
Their  rooms,  and  in  the  dark  their  lodgings  rear'. 
Nature's  mechanics,  they  unwearied  ftrive, 
And  fill  with  curious  labyrinths  the  hive. 
See,  what  bright  ftrokes  of  architeifLorc  Ihine 
Through  the  whole  frame,  what  beauty,  what  de- 

fign ! 
Each  odoriferous  cell,  and  visxen  tower, 
The  yellow  pillage  of  the  ri.^ed  flower. 
Has  twice  three  fides,  the  only  figure  fit 
To  which  the  labourers  may  their  ftores  commit, 
Without  the  lofs  of  matter,  or  of  room, 
!n  all  the  wondrous  ftrudure  of  the  comb. 
Ne-t  view,  fpedator,  with  admiring  eyes, 
In  what  juft  order  all  th'  apartments  riie  '. 
So  regular  their  equal  fides  cohere, 
Th'  adapted  angles  fo  each  other  bear. 
That,  by  mechanic  rules  refin'd  and  bold, 
They  are  at  once  upheld,  at  once  uphold. 
Does  not  this  Ikill  ev'n  vie  with  reafon's  reach  ? 
Can  Euclid  more,  can  more  Pailadin,  teach? 
Each  verdant  hill  th'  indiiftrious  chemifls  climb, 
Extrail  the  riches  of  the  blooming  thyme, 
And,  provident  of  winter  long  before,  [ftore  ; 

They  ttock  their   caves,   and   hoard   their  flowery 
In  peace  they  rule  their  Hate  with  prudent  care, 
Wifely  defend,  or  wage  (.ffenfivo  war. 
Marc),  thefe  wonders  ofi"er'd  to  his  thought. 
Felt  his  known  ardour,  and  the  rapture  caught : 
Then  rais'd  bis  voice,  and,  in  immortal  lays 
Did  high  as  heaven  the  iiifedt  nation  raife. 
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If,  Epicurus,  this  whole  artful  frame 
Does  not  a  wife  Creator's  hand  proclainn. 
To  view  the  intelledtual  world  advance  ; 
Is  this  the  creature  too  of  fate  or  chance  ? 
Turn  on  itfelf  thy  godlike  reafon's  ray. 
Thy  mind  contemplate,  and  its  power  furvey 

What  high  perfedlions  grace  the  human  mind. 
In  flelh  impnfon'd,  and  -o  earth  confin'd  1 
What  vigour  has  (he  !  what  a  piercing  fight ' 
Strong  as  the  winds,  and  fprightly  as  the  light! 
She  moves  unv/eary'd  as  the  adtive  fire 
And,  like  the  flame,  her  flights  to  heaven  afpire  : 
By  day  her  thoughts  in  never-ceafing  ftreams 
Flow    clear;    by    night  they  ftrive  in  troubled 

dreams. 
She  draws  ten  thoufand  landfcapes  in  the  brain 
Drefles  of  airy  forms  an  endlefs  train,  * 

Which  all  her  intelleaoal  fcenes  prepare. 
Enter  by  turns  the  ftage,  and  difappear. 
To  the  remoter  regions  of  the  Iky 
Her  fwift-wing'd  thought  can  in  a  moment  fly  • 
Chmb  to  the  heights  of  heaven,  to  be  employ'd' 
In  viewing  thence  th'  iitcrminable  void ; 
Can  look  beyond  the  ftream  of  time,  to  fee 
The  ftagnant  ocean  of  eternity. 
Thoughts  in  an  inftant  through  the  zodiac  run, 
A  year's  long  journey  for  the  labouring  fun  ; 
Then  down  they  Ihoot,  as  fwift  as  darting  light. 
Nor  can  oppoCng  clouds  retard  their  flight  j 
Through  lubierranean  vaults  with  eafe  theyVweep, 
And  learch  the  hidden  wonders  of  the  deep. 
M'hen  man  with  reafon  dignify'd  is  born,' 
No  images  his  naked  mind  adorn  ; 
No  fciences  or  arts  enrich  his  brain. 
Nor  fancy  yet  difplaysber  pidlur'd  train  : 
He  no  innate  ideas  can  difcern, 
Of  knowledge  dcftitute,  though  apt  to  learn. 
Our  intelledlual,  like  the  body's,  eye, 
WhilR  in  the  womb,  no  objf  d  can  defcry  ; 
Yet  is  difpos'd  to  entertain  the  light. 
And  judge  of  things  when  offer'd  to  the  fight. 
When  objedls  through  the  fenfes  ..afl'age  gain, 
And  fill  with  various  imagery  the'  brain, 
Th'  ideas,  which  the  mind  does  thence  perceive, 
To  think  and  know  the  firft  occafion  give. 
Did  Ihe  not  ufe  the  fenfes'  miniftry. 
Nor  ever  tafte,  or  fmell,  or  hear,  or  fee. 
Could  file  pofleft  of  po-n'er  perceptive  be  ? 
Wretches,  who  fightlefs  into  being  came. 
Of  light  or  colour  no  idea  frame. 
Then  grant  a  man  his  being  did  commence 
Deny'd  by  Nature  each  external  fenfe, 
Thefe  ports  unopen'd,  diffident  we  guefs, 
Th'  unconfcious  foul  no  image  could  poflefs; 
Though  what  in  fuch  a  Itate  the  reftlefs  train 
Of  fpirits  would  produce,  we  alk  in  vain. 
The  mind  proceeds,  and  to  refleiftion  goes. 
Perceives  Ihe  does  perceive,  and  know-^  flie  knows; 
Reviews   her.  adts,  and   does  from   thence  con- 
clude 
She  is  with  reafon  and  with  choice  endued. 

From  individuals  of  diftingdifli'd  kind. 
By  her  abftradling  faculty,  the  mind 
Precifely  general  natures  can  conceive, 
And  birth  to  notions  univerfal  give ; 
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The  various  modes  of  things  diftinftly  fhows,  ^ 
A  pure  refpedl,  a  nice  relation  knows,  [flows ;  > 
And  fees  whence  each  refpe(fl  and  each  relation  j 
By  her  abftrading  power  in  pieces  takes  [makes; 
The  mix'd  and  compound  whole,  which  Nature 
On  objedls  of  the  fenfes  fhe  refines,  ^ 

Beings  by  Nature  feparated  joins,  S- 

And  fevers  qualities,  which  that  combines.  j 

The  mind,  from  things  repugnant,  fome  rcfpedls 
In  which  their  natures  are  alike  feleifls. 
And  can  fome  difference  and  unlikenefs  fee 
In  things  which  feem  entirely  to  agree  : 
She  does  diftinguiih  here,  and  there  unite  ; 
The  mark  of  judgment  that,  and  this  of  wit. 

As  flie  can  reckon,  feparate,  and  compare,      "p 
Conceive  what  order,  rude,  proportion,  are,         v 
So  from  one  thought  (he  ftill  can  more  infer ;     j 
Maxim  from  maxim  can  by  force  exprefs, 
And  make  difcover'd  truths  affociate  truths  confefs : 
On  plain  foundations,  which  our  reafon  lays, 
She  can  ftupendous  frames  of  fcience  raife  ; 
Notion  on  notion  built  will  towering  rife, 
Till  th*  intellectual  fabrics  reach  the  fkies ; 
The  mathematic  axioms,  which  appear  T 

By  fcientific  d^monftration  clear,  V 

The  maftcr-builders  on  two  pillars  rear  :  j 

From  two  plain  problems  by  laborious  thought 
Is  all  the  wondrous  fuperflrucSure  wrought. 

The  foul,  as  mention'd,  can  herfelf  infpecS, 
By  adts  reflex  can  view  her  a<51:s  diredl ; 
A  talk  too  hard  for  fenfe  ;  for  though  the  eye 
Its  own  refledted  image  can  defcry, 
Yet  it  ne'er  faw  the  fight  by  which  it  fees, 
Vifion  can  (how  no  colour'd  images. 

The  mind's  tribunal  can  reports  rejeft 
Made  by  the  fenfes,  and  their  faults  corretS ; 
The  magnitude  of  diftant  ftars  it  knows, 
Which  erring  fenfe,  as  twinkling  tapers,  Ihows  : 
Crooked  the  fhape  our  cheated  eye  believes. 
Which  through  a  double  medium  it  receives ; 
Superior  mind  does  a  right  judgment  make, 
Declares  its  ftraight,  and  mends  the  eye's  miftakc. 

Where  dwells  this  fovereign  arbitrary  foul,      "1 
Which  does  the  human  animal  control,  > 

Inform  each  part,  and  agitate  the  whole  ?  J 

O'er  miniftcrial  fenfes  does  prefide,  "^ 

To  all  their  various  provinces  divide,  ?• 

Each  member  move,  and  every  motion  guide  ?  J 
Which,  by  her  fecret  uncontefted  nod,  0 

Her  meffengers  the  fpirits  fends  abroad,  q 

Through  every  nervous  pafs,andevery  vital  road,  J 
To  fetch  from  every  diftant  part  a  train 
Of  outward  objefts,  to  enrich  the  brain  ? 
Where  fits  this  bright  intelligence  enthron'd, 
,With  numberlefs  ideas  pour'd  around-* 
Where  faiences  and  arts  in  order  wait. 
And  truths  divine  compofe  her  godlike  ftate  ? 
'Can  the  differing  fteel  the  brain  difplay. 
And  the  auguft  apartment  open  lay. 
Where  this  great  queen  ftill  choofes  to  refide 
In  intelleciual  pomp,  and  bright  ideal  pride  ? 
Or  can  the  eye,  afliited  by  the  glafs, 
Difcern  the  ftrait,  but  hofpitable  place, 
in  which  ten  thoufand  images  remain, 
Without  confufion,  and  their  rank  maintain  ?       * 


How  does  this  wondrous  principle  of  thought 
Perceive  the  objeA  by  the  fenfes  brought  ? 
What  philofophic  builder  will  cflay 
By  rules  mechanic  to  unfold  the  way 
How  a  machine  muft  be  difpos'd  to  think, ' 
Ideas  how  t»  frame,  and  how  to  link  i 
Tell  us,  Lucretius,  Epicurus,  tell, 
And  you  in  wit  unrival'd  ftiall  excel ; 
How  through  the  outward  fenfe  the  objedl  flle^^ 
How  in  the  foul  her  images  arifc  ; 
What  thinking,  what  perception  is,  explain ; 
What  all  the  airy  creatures  cf  the  brain ; 
How  to  the  mind  a  thought  refledled  goes, 
And  how  the  confcious  engine  knows  it  knows. 

The  mind  a  thoufand  ikilful  works  can  frame,' 
Can  form  deep  projedls  to  procure  her  aim. 
Merchants  for  eaftern  pearl  and  golden  ore 
To  crofs  the  main,  and  reach  the  Indian  fliore. 
Prepare  the  floating  (hip,  and  fpread  the  fail. 
To  catch  the  impulfe  of  the  breathing  gale. 
Warriors  in  framing  fchemes  their  wifdom  flio\r,' 
To  difappoint  or  circumvent  the  foe. 
Th'  ambitious  ftatefman  labours  dark  defigns, 
Now  open  force  employs,  now  undermines ; 
By  paths  direiSl  his  end  he  now  purfues, 
By  fide  approaches  now,  and  flanting  views. 

See,  how  reliftlefs  orators  perfuade. 
Draw  out  their  forces,  and  the  heart  invade ; 
Touch  every  fpring  and  movement  of  the  foul. 
This  appetite  excite,  and  that  controul ; 
Their  powerful  voice  can  flying  troops  arreft. 
Confirm  the  weak,  and  melt  th'  obdurate  brcaft ; 
Chafe  from  the  fad  their  melancholy  air. 
Sooth  difcontent,  and  folace  anxious  care. 
When  threatening  tides  of  rage  and  anger  rife, 
Ufurp  the  throne,  and  reafon's  fway  defpife. 
When  in  the  feats  of  life  this  tempeft  reigns. 
Beats  through  the  heart,  and  drives  along  the  veins; 
See,  eloquence  with  force  perfuafive  binds 
The  reftlcfs  waves,  and  charms  the  warring  winds, 
Refiftlefs  bids  tumultuous  uproar  ceafe. 
Recalls  the  calm,  and  gives  the  bofom  peace. 

Did  not  the  mind,  on  heavenly  joy  intent, 
The  various  kinds  of  harmony  invent  ? 
She  the  theorbo,  Ihe  the  viol  found. 
And  all  the  moving  melody  of  found  ; 
She  gave  to  breathing  tubes  a  power  unknown^ 
To  fpeak  infpir'd  with  accents  not  their  own  ; 
Taught  tuneful  fons  of  mufic  how  to  fing, 
How,  by  vibrations  of  th'  extended  ftring, 
And  manag'd  impulfe  on  the  fuffering  air, 
T'  extort  the  rapture,  and  delight  the  ear. 

See,  how  celeftial  reafon  does  command 
The  ready  pencil  in  the  painter's  hand; 
Whofe  ftrokes  affed  with  Nature's  felf  to  vie. 
And  with  falfe  life  amufe  the  doubtful  eye  ; 
Behold  the  ftrong  emotions  of  the  mind 
Exerted  in  the  eyes,  and  in  the  face  delign'd. 
Such  is  the  artift's  wondrous  power,  that  we 
Ev'n  pidlur'd  fouls  and  colour'd  pafhons  fee. 
Where  without  words  (peculiar  eloquence) 
The  bufy  figures  fpeak  their  various  fenfe. 
What  living  face  does  more  diftrefs  or  woe. 
More  finifh'd  fhame,  confufion,  horror, 
I'han  what  the  mafters  of  the  pencil  Ihow  i 
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Mean  time  the  chiftl  with  the  pencil  vies; 
The  fifter  arts  difpute  the  dcubrful  prize 
>Are  human  limbs,  ev'n  in  their  vital  flate. 
More  juft  and  ftrong,  more  free  and  d 
Than  Buonorota's  curious  tools  create 
He  to  the  rock  can  vital  inftindts  give, 
Which,  thus  transform'd,  can  lage,  rejoice,  or 
,  grieve  : 

His  flfilful  hand  doe=  marble  veins  infpire 
l»Iowwith  the  lover's,  now  the  hero's  tire{ 
So  well  th'imagin'd  acflors  play  their  part, 
The  Cleht  hypocrites  fuch  power  exert. 
That  paffions,  which  they  feel  not,  rhey  beftow. 
Affright  us  with  their  fear,  and  melt  us  with  their 

woe.  ... 
There  Niobe  leans  weeping  on  her  arm  : 
How  her  fad  looks  and  beauteous  forrow  charm  I 
See,  here  a  Venus  foft  in  Parian  ftojie; 
A  Pallas  there  to  ancient  fables  known  ; 
That  from  the  rock  arofe,  not  from  the  mairi, 
This  not  from  Jove's,  but  from  tl»e  fculptor's  brain. 

Admire  the  carver's  fertile  energy, 
With  ravifh'd  eyes  his  happy  olVspring  fee. 
What  heauteous  figures  by  th'  unrival'd  art 
Of  Britilh  Gibbons  from  the  cedar  ftart ! 
He  makes  that  tree  unnative  charms  aiTume, 
Ufurp  gay  honours,  and  another's  bloom  ; 
The  various  fruits,  which  different  climates  bear, 
And  all  the  pride  the  fields  and  gardens  wear; 
While  from  unjuicy  limbs  without  a  root 
Kewbuds  devis'd,  and  leafy  branche<;,  fhoot. 

As  human  kind  can  by  an  acSl  dired:. 
Perceive  and  know,  then  reafon  and  rcfle<5l  : 
So  the  felf-moving  fpring  has  power  to  choofe, 
Thefe  methods  to  rejedt,  and  thofe  to  ufe ; 
She  can  defign  and  profecutean  end, 
Exert  her  vigour,  or  her  ad:  fufpend  ; 
Free  from  the  infults  of  all  foreign  power, 
She  does  her  godlike  liberty  fecurc  ; 
Her  right  and  high  prerogative  mlintains, 
impatient  of  the  yoke,  and  fcorns  coercive  chains; 
She  can  her  airy  train  of  forms  difband. 
And  makes  new  levees  at  her  own  command ; 
O'er  her  ideas  fovereign  ihe  prefide?, 
At  pleafure  thefe  unites,  and  thofe  divides. 
The  ready  phantoms  at  her  nod  advance, 
And  form  the  bufy  intelleiflual  dance  ; 
Wliile  her  fair  fcenes  to  vary,  or  fuj.-ply. 
She  fingles  out  fit  images,  that  lie 
.In  memory's  records,  which  faithful  h(*ld 
Objeds  immenfe  in  fecret  hiarks  inroH'd  ; 
The  fleeping  forms  at  her  command  awake, 
And  n®w  return,  and  now  their  cells  forlake. 
On  a<ftive  fancy's  crowded  theatre. 
As  fhe  dire<fts,  they  rife  or  difappear.  [way, 

Objeds,  which  through  the  fenfes  make  their 
And  juft  impreflions  to  the  fad  convey, 
Give  her  occafion  firft  herfelf  to  move, 
And  to  exert  her  hatred,  or  her  love  ; 
Ideas,  which  to  fome  impulfive  feem, 
Adl  not  upon  the  mind,  b;it  that  on  them. 
When  (he  to  foreign  objedts  audience  gives. 
Their  itrokes  and  motions  in  the  brain  perceives  ; 
As  thefe  perceptions,  we  ideas  name, 
From  her  own  power  and  adive  n^iture  came, 


So  when  difcern'd  by  intelletSual  light,  % 

Herfelf  her  various  paflions  does  excite,  > 

To  ill  her  hate,  to  good  her  appetite ;  j 

To  fliun  the  firft,  the  latter  to  procure, 
She  choofcfs  means  by  free  cledlive  power ; 
She  can  their  various  habitudes  futvey. 
Debate  their  fitnefs,  and  their  merit  weigh, 
And,  while  the  means  fuggcfted  (he  compares, 
She  to  the  rivals  this  or  that  prefers. 

By  her  fuperior  power  the  reafoning  foul 
Can  each  relufLant  appetite  controul; 
Can  every  paffion  rule,  and  every  fenfe, 
Cliange  Nature's  courfe, and  with  her  lawsdifpenfe  j 
Our  brea.thing  to  prevent,  fhe  can  arreft 
Th'  extenfion,  or  contradtion,  of  the  breaft; 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  we  can  food  rcfufe, 
And  whdlefome  abftinence,  or  famine, choofe. 
Can  the  wild  beaft  his  inftindl  difobey. 
And  from  his  jaws  releafe  the  captive  prey  ? 
Or  hungry  herds  on  verdant  paftures  lie, 
Mindiels  to  eat,  and  refolute  to  die  ? 
With  heat  expiring,  can  the  panting  hart 
Patient  of  third  from  the  cool  flream  depart  ? 
Can  brutes  at  will  imprifon'd  breath  detain  ? 
Torment  prefer  to  eafe,  and  life  difdain  ? 

From  all  rcftraint,  from  all  compulfion  free, 
Unforc'd,  and  unnecelfitated,  we 
Ourfelves  determine,  and  our  freedom  prove, 
When  this  we  fly,  and  to  that  objedl  move. 
Had  not  the  mind  a  power  to  will  and  choofe. 
One  obj,e(5l:  to  embrace,  and  one  refufe ; 
C 'uld  {tie  not  aifi,  or.not  her  acSl  fufpend. 
As  it  obftrudled,  or  advanc'd  her  end  ; 
Virtue  ai\d  vice  were  names  without  a  caufcj 
This  would  not  hate  deferye,  nor  that  applaufe ; 
Juftice  in  vain  has  high  tribunals  rear'd. 
Whom  can  her  fentence  punifn,  wiiom  reward? 
If  impious  children  fhould  their  father  kill, 
Can  they  be  wicked,  when  they  cannot  will; 
When  only  caufes  foreign  and  unfeen  "J 

Strike  with  refilllefs  force  the  fprings  wirhin,      / 
W^heuce   in  the  engine  man  all   motion  muft  C  . 
begin  ?  j 

Are  vapours  guilty  which  the  vintage  blaft  ? 
Are  florms  prolcrjb'd,  which  lay  the  foreft  wafte  ? 
Why  lies  fhe  wretch  then  tortur'd  on  the  wheel, 
If  forc'd  to  treafon,  or  compell'd  to  Ileal  ? 
Why  does  the  warrior,  by  aufpicious  fate 
With  laurels  crown'd,  and  clad  in  robes  of  flatc, 
(n  triumph  ride  amidft  the  gazing  throng, 
Deaf  with  applaufes,  and  the  poet's  fong  ; 
If  the  vidorioiis,  but  the  brute  machine 
Did  only  wreaths  inevitable  win. 
And  no  wife  choice  or  vigilance  hasfhown, 
Mov'd  by  a  fatal  impulfe,  not  his  own  ? 

Should  trains  of  atoms  human  fenfe  impel, 
Though  not  fo  fierce,  fo  ftrong,  fo  vifible 
As  foldiers  arm'd,  and  do  not  men  arreft 
With  clubs  tipheld,  and  daggers  at  their  breaft  i 
Yet  means  compulfive  are  not  plainer  fhown. 
When  ruffians  drive,  or  conquerors  drag  us  on  ; 
A^  much  we're  forc'd,  when  by  an  atom's  fvvay 
Control'd,  as  when  a  tyrant  we  obey  ; 
And,  by  whatever  caufe  conftrain'd  to  aiSt, 
We  merit  no  reward,  no  guilt  contiad. 
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•ur  mind  of  rulers  feels  a  confcious  awe. 
Reveres  their  juftice,  and  regards  their  law  : 
She  redlitude  and  deviation  knows, 
That  vice  from  one,  from  one  that  virtue  flows ; 
Of  thefe  fhe  feels  unliiie  effedts  within. 
From  virtue  pleafure,  and  remorfe  from  fin  ; 
Hopes  of  a  juft  reward  by  that  aie  fed, 
By  this,  of  wrath  vindi6tive,  fecret  dread. 
The  mind,  which  thus  can  rules  of  duty  learn, 
Can  right  from  wrong,  and  good  from  ill  difcern  ; 
Which,  thefliarp  ftroke  of  juftice  to  prevent. 
Can  fhame  exprefs,  can  grieve,  refledl,  repent  ; 
From  fate  or  chance  her  rife  can  never  draw, 
Thofe  caufes  know  not  virtue,  vice,  or  law. 

She  can  a  life  fucceeding  this  conceive, 
Of  blifs  or  woe  an  endlefs  ftare  believe. 
Dreading  the  juft  and  univerfal  doom, 
And  aw'd  by  fears  of  punifhment  to  come. 
By  hopes  excited  of  a  glorious  crown, 
And  certain  pleafures  in  a  world  unknown  : 
She  can  the  fond  defires  of  fenfe  reftrain. 
Renounce  dehght,  and  choofe  diftrefs  and  pain  ; 
Can  rufli  on  danger,  can  deftrudion  face. 
Joyful  relin'quifh  life,  and  death  embrace  : 
bhe  to  afflifted  virtue  can  adhere. 
And  chains  and  want  to  profperous  guilt  prefer  ; 
Unmov'd,  thefe  wild  tempeftuous  fteps  furvey, 
And  view  fcrene  this  rcftlefs  rolling  fea. 
In  vain  the  monfters,  which  the  coaft  infeft, 
Spend  all  their  rage  to  interrupt  her  reft; 
Her  charming  fong  the  fyren  fings  in  vain, 
She  can  the  tuneful  hypocrite  difdain ; 
Fix'd  and  unchang'd  the  faithlefs  world  behold, 
Deaf  to  its  threats,  and  to  its  favour  cold. 
Sages,  remark,  we  labour  not  to  (how 
The  will  is  free,  but  that  the  man  is  fo ; 
For  what  enlighten'd  reafoner  can  declare 
What  human  will  and  underftanding  are  ? 
What  fcience  from  thofe  objedls  can  we  frame 
Of  which  we  little  know,  befides  the  name  ? 
The  learned,  who  with  anatomic  art 
Diifedt  the  mind,  and  thinking  fubftance  part, 
And  various  powers  and  faculties  affert, 
Perhaps  by  fuch  abftraiSlion  of  the  mind. 
Divide  the  things  that  are  in  nature  join'-d. 
What  mafters  of  the  fchools  can  make  it  clear 
Thofe  faculties,  which  two  to  them  appear, 
Are  not  refiding  in  the  foul  the  fame. 
And  not  diftind,  but  by  a  different  name  ? 

Thus  has  the  mufe  purfu'd  her  hardy  theme, 
Andfung  the  wonders  of  this  artful  frame. 
Ere  yet  one  fubterranean  arch  was  made. 
One  cavern  vaulted,  or  one  girder  laid  ; 
Ere  the  high  rocks  did  o'er  the  fliores  arife. 
Or  fnowy  mountains  tower'd  amidft  the  ikies  ; 
Before  the  wat'ry  troops  fil'd  off  from  land, 
And  lay  amidft  the  rocks'entrench'd  in  fand  ; 
Before  the  air  its  bofom  did  unfold. 
Or  burnifti'd  orbs  in  blue  expanfion  roll'd. 
She  fung  how  Nature  then  in  embryo  lay, 
And  did  the  fecrets  of  her  birth  difplay. 

When  after,  at  th' Almighty's  high  command, 
Obedient  waves  divided  from  the  land  ; 
And  Ihades  and  lazy  mifts  were  chas'd  away, 
While  rofy  light  diffus'd  the  tender  day  ; 

Vol.  VU. 


When  uproar  <«asM,  and  wild  confufion  fled, 
And  new-born  Nature  rais'd  her  beauteous  head; 
She  fung  the  frame  of  this  terreftrial  pile. 
The  hills,  the  rocks,  the  rivers,  and  the  foil : 
She  view'd  the  fandy  frontiers,  which  reftrain 
The  noify  infults  of  th'  imprifon'd  main  ; 
Rang'd  o'er  the  wide  diffufion  of  the  waves. 
The  moift  coerulcan  walks,  and  fearch'd  the  coral 

caves. 
She  then  furvey 'd  the  fluid  fields  of  air,    , 
And  the  crude  feeds  of  meteors  fathi  n'd  there; 
Then  with  continued  flight  flic  fped  her  way. 
Mounted,  and  bold  purfu'd  the  fource  of  day  ; 
With  wonder  of  celeftial  motions  fung, 
Hiiw  the  pois'd  orbs  are  in  the  vacant  hung; 
How  the  bright  fluices  of  aethereal  liglit. 
Now  (hut,  defend  the  empire  of  the  night ; 
And  now,  drawn  up  with  wife  alternate  care, 
Let  floods  of  glory  out,  and  fpread  with  day  the 

air. 
Then,  with  a  daring  wing,  flie  foar'd  fuWime, 
From  realm  to  realm,  from  orb  to  orb  did  climb  : 
Swift  through  the  fpacious  gulf  flie  urg'd  her  way. 
At  length  emerg'd  in  empyrean  day  ; 
Where  far,  oh  far,  beyond  what  mortals  fee, 
In  the  void  diftridis  of  immenfity ; 
The  mind  new  funs,  new  planets,  can  explore, 
And  yet  beyond  can  ftill  imagine  more. 

Thus  in  bold  numbers  did  th'  adventurous  mufe 
To  fing  the  lifelefs  parts  of  Nature  choofe  ; 
And  then  advanc'd  to  wonders  yet  behind, 
Survey'd  and  fung  the  vegetable  kind  ; 
Did  lofty  woods,  and  humble  brakes  review, 
Along  die  valley  fvvcpt,  and  o'er  the  mountain 

flew. 
Then  left  the  mufe,  the  field,  and  waving  grove, 
And,  unfatigu'd  with  grateful  labour,  drove 
To  climb  th'  amazing  heights  of  fenfe,  and  fing 
The  power  perceptive,  and  the  inward  fpring 
Which  agitates  and  guides  each  living  thing. 
She  next  effay'd  the  embryo's  rife  to  trace 
From  an  unfalliion'd,  rude,  unchannel'd  mafs; 
Sur.g  how  the  fpirits  waken'd  in  the  brain, 
lixert  their  force,  and  genial  toil  maintain  ; 
Ercd  the  beating  heart,  the  channeU  frame, 
Untuid  entangled  limbs,  and  kindle  vital  flame  : 
H.iw  the  fmall  pipes  are  in  meanders  laid, 
And  bounding  life  is  to  and  fro  convey'd  ; 
How  fpirits,  which  for  fenfe  and  motion  ferye, 
Unguided  find  the  perforated  nerve. 
Through  every  dark  recefs  puriue  their  flight,  ~i 
Uncouicious.if  the  road,  and  void  of  figltt,  / 

Yet  certain  of  the  way,ilill  guide  their  motionsT 

right.  _  3 

From  thence  a  nobler  flight  the  did  eflay, 
The  mind's  extended  empire  to  furvey 
She  fung  the  godlike  principle  of  th')U{i;ht,  "J 

And  how,  from  objeiils  by  the  fenfes  brought.     C 
The  intelle<flual  imagery  is  wrought ;  j 

How  flie  the  modes  of  beitjgs  can  difcsrn, 
A  nice  refpedt,  a  mere  relation  learn  ; 
Can  all  the  thin  abftraCltd  nc;tions  reach, 
Which  Gr<."cian  wits,  or,  Britain,  thine  can  teack 

Thus  has  the  mufe  ftrove  to  difpla^  a  purt 
Of  thofs  vir.nunibsr'd  miracles  of  art ; 
S  f 
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lo  revere  f 

I  bulldingrear  V 
nle  to  bear  !      j 


Of  prnder.cf,  condudl,  and  a  wife  defifjn, 

Which  tr>  th'  artentive  thought  confpicuous  fhine. 

Still,  vanqdifh'd  atheifts  1  will  you  keep  the  field, 
And,  hard  in  error,  ftill  refufe  to  yield  ? 
8ee,  all  your  broken  arms  lie  fpread  around, 
And  ignominious  rout  deforms  the  ground; 
Be  wife,  and,  once  admonifh'd  by  a  toe, 
Where  lies  your  Itrength,  and  where  your  weak- 

nefs  know ; 
No  more  at  reafon's  folemn  bar  appear. 
Hardy  no  more  fcholaflic  weapons  bear  ; 
Difband  ynur  feeble  forces,  and  decline 
The  war;  no  more  in  tii)!el  armour  lliine; 
Nor  fhake  your  bulrufii  fpears,  but  fwift  repair 
To  your  ftroupj  place  of  arms,  the  fccffcr's  chair  ; 
And  thence,  fupported  with  a  mocking  ring, 
Sarcaftic  darts,  and  keen  inveftives  fling 
Againft  your  foes,  and  fcornful  at  your  feaAs 
Religion  var.quifh  with  decillve  jefts ; 
Arm'd  with  refiftlefs  laughter,  heaven  afTail, 
Rejinquifh  reafon,  and  let  mirth  prevail.       [figbt, 

Good  Heav'n  I  that  men,  who  vaunt  difcerning 
And  arrogant  from  wifdom's  diftaut  height 
Look  down  on  vulgar  mortal',  who  revere 
A  CaufeSupreme,{houId  their  proud 
Without  one  prop  the  ponderous  pi 
How  much  the  Judge,  \vho  docs  in  heaven  prelide, 
Re-mocks  the  fcoffer,  and  contemns  his  pride  1 
Behold,  the  fad,  unfufTerable  hour 
Advances  near,  which  will  his  error  cure  ; 
When  he   compell'd  fhall  drink  the  wrathful  > 
And  ruiii'd  feel  immortal  vengeance  roll  [bowl,  i 
Through  all  his  veins,  and  drench  his  inmoft  foul,  j 
O'erwhelm'd  with -horror,  funk  in  deep  defpair, 
And  loft  for  ever,  will  the  wretch  forbear 
To  curfe  his  madnefs,  and  blafpheme  the  power 
Of  hi>  jufl  Sovereign,  which  he  mock'd  before  ? 

Hail,  King  Supreme  !  of  Power  immenfe  Abyfs  ! 
Father  of  Light !  Exhafilefs  Source  of  Blifs  ! 
Thou  uncreated,  Self-exiftent  Caufe, 
Controi'd  by  no  fuperior  being's  laws. 
Ere  infant  light  effay'd  to  dart  the  ray, 
Smil'd  heav'nly  fweet,  and  try'd  to  kindle  day  ; 
Ere  the  wide  fields  of  xther  were  difplay'd, 
Or  filver  ftars  cosrulean  fpheres  inlaid ; 
Ere  yet  the  eldeft  ehiid  of  time  was  born. 
Or  verdant  pride  young  nature  did  adorn; 
Thou  art ;  and  didft  eternity  employ 
In  unmolefted  peace,  in  plenitude  of  joy. 

In  its  ideal  frame  the  world,  defigii'd 
,  From  ages  paft,  lay  finifh'd  in  thy  mind. 
Conform  to  this  divine  imagin'd  plan. 
With  perfect  ait  th'  amazing  work  began, 
'rhy  glance  furvey'd  the  folitary  plains. 
Where  fhapelcfs  fliade  inert  and  filent  reigns  ;- 
Then  in  the  dark  and  undiicinguifh'd  fpace. 
Unfruitful,  unenclos'd,  and  wi 
Thy  compafs  for  the  world  m- 

ftin'd  place. 

Then  didft  thou  through  the  fields  of  barren  night 
Go  forth,  collci5led  in  Creating  Might. 
Where  Thou  almighty  vigour  didft  exert, 
Which  emicant  did  this  and  that  way  dart 
Through  the  black  bofom  of  the  empty  fpace 
The  gulfs  confefs  th*  gmnipctcnt  embiatc, 


ino  uient  reigns  ;- 
inguifh'd  fpace,       "^ 
/ild  of  face,  f 

iiirk'd  out  the  de-T 


And,  pregnant  grown  with  elemental  feeJ, 
Unfinifh'd  orbs  and  worlds  in  embryo  breed. 
From  the  crude  mafs,  Omnifcient  Archite<ft,       T| 
Thou  fpr  each  part  materials  did  feledt,  > 

And  with  <^  malter-hand  thy  world  eredl.  j 

Labour'd  by  Thee,  the  globes,  vaft  lucid  buoys, 
By  Thee  uplifted,  float  in  liquid  fkies  : 
By  Thy  cementing  word  thtir  parts  cohere. 
And  roll  by  Thy  iir.pulfive  nod  in  air. 
Thou  in  the  vacant  didft  the  earth  Aifpend, 
Advance  the  mountains,  and  the  vale*  extend  : 
People  the  plaiiis  with  flocks,  with  bcafts  the  wood, 
And  ftore  with  fcaly  colonies  the  flood. 

Nexf,  man  arofe  at  [  hy  Creating  W^ord, 
Of  Thy  terrellrial  realms  vicegerent  l,  rd. 
His  foul,  more  artful  labour,  more  refin'd, 
And  emulous  of  bright  Seraphic  Mind, 
Ennobled  by  Thy  image,  fpotlefs  ftione, 
Prais'd  Thee  her  author,  and  ador'd  Thy  throne; 
Able  to  know,  admire,  enjoy  her  God, 
She  did  her  high  felicity  appiaud. 

Since  Thou  didft  all  the  fpacious  worlds  difplay. 
Homage  to  Thee  let  ;;il  obedient  pay. 
Let  glittering  ftars,  that  dance  their  deflin'd  ring"^ 
Sublime  in  flcy,  with  vocal  planets  fing    [King  !  > 
Confederate  praife  to  Thee,  O  Great  Creator  J 
liCt  the  thin  diftricts  of  the  waving  air. 
Conveyancers  of  found,  Thy  fkill  declare. 
Let  winds,  the  breathing  creatures  of  the  fklcs, 
Call  in  each  vigorous  gale,  that  rovmg  flies 
By  land  or  fea;  then  one  loud  triuni;/h  rai.'e. 
And  all  their  blafts  employ  in  fongsof  praife. 

While  painted  herald-birds  Thy  deeds  proclaim, 
And  on  their  fpreading  wings  convey  Thy  fame; 
Let  eagles,  which  in  heaven's  blue  concave  foar. 
Scornful  of  earth,  fuperior  feats  explore. 
And  rii'e  with  breafts  erecl  againft  the  fun,         "y 
Be  minifters  to  hear  Thy  bright  renown,  S. 

And  carry  ardent  praifcs  to  Thy  throne.  j 

■    Ye  lifli,  affume  a  voice;  with  praifes  fill 
The  hollow  rock,  aad  loud  reatilive  hill. 
Let  lions  with  their  roar  their  thanks  exprefs. 
With  acclamations  Ihake  the  wildernefs. 
Let  thunder  clouds,  that  float  from  pole  to  pole, 
With  falvos  loud  faluto  I'hec  as  they  roll. 
Ye  nionfters  of  the  fe.i,  ye  noify  waves, 
Strike  with  applaufe  the  repercuITive  caves. 
Let  hail  and  rain,  let  meteors  foim'd  of  fire. 
And  lambent  flames,  in  this  bleil  work  confpire. 
Let  the  high  cedar  and  the  mountain  pine 
Lowly  to  thee.  Great  King,  their  heads  incline. 
Let  every  fpicy  odoriferous  tree 
Prefent  its  incenfe  and  its  balm  to  Thee.        [low. 

And  thou.  Heaven's  viceroy  o'er  thi?  world  bc° 
In  this  bleft  talk  fuperior  ardour  (how  : 
To  view  thyfelf,  inflect  thy  reafon's  ray, 
Nature's  replenifli'd  theatre  furyey; 
Then  all  on  fire  the  Author's  ficill  adore. 
And  in  loud  fangs  extol  Creating  Power. 

Degenerate  mrnds,  in  n^zy  error  loft. 
May  combat  Heaven,  and  impious  triumphs boaft; 
But,  while  my  veins  feel  animating  fires. 
And  vital  air  this  breathing  breaft  infpires. 
Grateful  to  Heaven,  I'll  ftretch  a  pious  v/ing. 
And  Uug  His  praife,  who  gave  me  power  to  fing. 


THE    SONG    OF    MOPUS. 


US 


THE  SONG  OF  MOPUS^ 


But  that  which  Arthur  with  moll  pleafure  heard, 
Were  noble  ftrains,  by  Mopus  fung,  the  bard 
Who  to  his  harp  in  lofty  verfe  began, 
And  through  the  fecret  maze  of  Nature  ran. 
He  the  great  Spirit  fung,  that  all  things  fill'd. 
That  the  tumultuous  waves  of  Chaos  flill'd; 
Whofe  nod  difpos'd  the  jarring  tceds  to  peace, 
And  made  the  wars  of  hoftile  afnms  ceafe. 
All  beings  we  in  fruitful  nature  find. 
Proceeded  from  the  great  Eternal  Mind; 
Streams  of  his  unexhaufted  fpring  of  power, 
And  cherilh'd  with  his  influence,  endure. 
He  fpread  the  pure  coerulean  fields  »n  high, 
And  arch'd  the  chambers  of  the  vaulted  fky, 
Which  he,  to  fuit  their  glory  with  their  height, 
Adorn'd  with  globes,  that  reel,  as  drunk  with 

light. 
His  hand  direfted  all  the  tuneful  fpheres 
He  turn'd  their  orbs,  and  polifh'd  all  the  flars. 
He  fiil'd  the  fun's  vafl  lamp  with  golden  light. 
And  bid  the  filver  moon  adorn  the  night. 
He  fprtad  the  airy  ocean  without  fhores. 
Where  birds  are  v/afted  with  their  feathcr'd  oars. 
Then  fung  the  bard  how  the  light  vapours  rife 
From  the  warm  earth,  and  cloud  the  fmilingfkies. 
He  fung  how  feme,  chill'd  in  their  airy  flight. 
Fall  fcattet'd  down  in  pearly  dew  by  night. 
Huw  fome,  rais'd  higher,  fit  in  fecret  fleams 
On  the  refieded  points  of  bounding  beams ; 
Til!,  chill'd  with  cold,  they  fliade  th'  aetherial  plain. 
Then  on  the  thirfty  earth  defcend  in  rain. 
How  fome,  whofe  parti  a  flight  contexture  fhow, 
Sink  hovering  through  the  air,  in  fleecy  fnow. 
How  part  is  fpun  in  filken  threads,  and  clings 
Entangled  in  the  grafs  in  glewy  firings. 
How  others  (lamp  to  ftones,  with  rufhing  found 
Fall  from  their  cryllal  quarries  to  the  ground. 
How  fome  are  laid  in  trains,  that  kindled  fly 
In  harmlefs  fires  by  night,  about  the  fky. 
How  fi  me  in  winds  bluw  with  impetuous  force. 
And  carry  ruin  where  they  bend  the^r  courfe  : 
While  fome  confpire  to  form  a  gentle  breeze, 
To  fan  the  air,  and  play  among  the  trees. 


How  fome,  enrag'd,  grow  turbulent  and  loud, 

Penr  in  the  bowels  of  a  frowning  cloud  ; 

That  cracks,  as  if  the  axis  of  the  world 

Was  broke,    and   heaven's   bright    towers  were 

downwards  hurl'd. 
He  fung  how  earth's  wide  ball,  at  Jove's  com- 
mand, 
Did  in  the  midft  on  airy  columns  ftand. 
And  how  the  foul  of  plants,  in  prifon  held. 
And  boiind  with  fluggifli  fetters,  lies  conceal'd, 
Till  with  the  fpring's  warm  beams,  alnaofl  re- 

leafl: 
From  the  dull  weight,  with  which  it  lay  oppreft, 
Its  vigour  fpreads,  and  makes  the  teeming  earth 
Heave  up,  and  labour  with  the  fprouting  birth  : 
The  a<Slive  fpirit  freedom  feeks  in  vain, 
ft  only  works  and  twifls  a  ftronger  chain. 
Urging  its  prilon's  fides  to  break  away, 
It  makes  that  wider,  where  'tis  forced  to  ftay  : 
rill,  having  fnrm'd  its  living  houfe,  it  rears 
Its  head,  and  in  a  tender  plant  appears. 
Hence  fprings  the  oak,  the  beauty  of  the  grove, 
Whofe   flately  trunk  fierce  florms   can  fcarcely 

move. 
Hence  grows  the  cedar,  hence  the  fwelling  vine 
Does  round  the  elm  its  purple  clufters  twine. 
Hence  painted  flowers  the  fmiling  gardens  blefs, 
Both  with  their  fragrant  fcent  and  gaudy  drefs. 
Hence  the  white  lily  in  full  beauty  grows, 
Hence  the  blue  violet,  and  blufliing  rofe. 
He  fung  how  fun  beams  brood  upon  the  earth. 
And  in  the  glebe  hatch  fuch  a  numerous  birth; 
Which  way  the  genial  warmth  in  fummer  ftorms 
Turns  putrid  vapours  to  a  bed  of  worms  ; 
How  rain,  transform'd  by  this  prolific  power. 
Falls  from  the  clouds  an  animated  fhower. 
He  fung  the  embryo's  growth  within  the  womb, 
And  how  the  parts  their  various  fhapes  afTume. 
With   \Hiat   rare   art   i^e   wondrous   flru(5lure's 

wrought. 
From  one  crude  mafs  to  fuch  perfeAion  brought ; 
That  no  part  ufelefs  none  mifplac'd  we  fee. 
None  are  forgot,  and  more  would  monflrous  be. 


*  As  the  heroic  poems  of  Blackmore  are  now  little  read,  it  is  thought  proper  to  infert,  as  a  fpe- 
cimen  from  Prince  Arthur,  the  above  fong,  which  is  mentioned  by  Molyneux  in  his  letter  to  Locke» 
[Lode's  IVorh,  Fal.  'in.  p.  j 68,  369,  Edit.  1714.] 
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A  poet,  bleft  beyond  the  poet's  fate, 

Whom  heav'n  kept  facred  from  the  proud  and  great ; 

Foe  to  loud  praife,  and  friend  to  learned  eafe, 

Content  with  fcience  in  the  vale  of  peace. 

Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 

Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear ; 

From  Nature's  temp'rate  feaft  rofe  fatisfy'd, 

Thank'd  Heav'n  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that  he  died. 

pope's  epitaph  on  FENTON. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  FENTON. 


Of  Elijah  F£nton  Very  little  is  known ;  and  for  that  little  we  are  chiefly  indebted  to  the  nar- 
ratives of  Jacob  and  Shicls,  which  have  lately  received  every  poflible  illullration  and  enibellifli- 
ment  from   the  claffical  pen   of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

He  was  born,  according  to  Jacob,  at  Shelton,  near  Newcaftle-under-Line,  in  StafFordfliire.  The 
time  of  his  birth  is  not  exadlly  known. 

His  father  inherited  an  eftate  of  loool.  }er  a?wum,  and  his  mother  was  defcended  from  one  Mare, 
an  officer  in  William  the  Conqueror's  army. 

He  was  the  youngeft  of  twelve  children  ;  and  being,  therefore,  neccffarily  deflined  to  fome  lucra- 
tive profeffion,  he  was  firft  fent  to  fchool,  and  afterwards  entered  of  Jefus  College,  Cambridge, 
where  he  took  a  Bachelor's  degree,  in  1704. 

Some  time  afterwards  he  entertained  doubts  of  the  legality  of  the  Government;  and  refufing  to 
take  the  oaths  required,  he  became  difqualified  for  entering  into  holy  orders,  according  to  the  in- 
tention of  his  parents,  and  left  the  univerfity. 

In  embracing  the  principles  oppofite  to  the  Government,  he  excluded  himfelf  from  the  re- 
gular modes  of  profit  and  profperity ;  but  he  kept  his  reputation  unfuUied,  and  his  name  was 
always  mentioned  with  honour  even  by  thofe  who  difapproved  of  the  enthtifiafm  of  his  oppofi- 
tion. 

■  He  was  nov/  reduced  to  pick  up  a  livelihood  uncertain  and  fortuitous ;  and  as  the  life  that  pafles 
in  penury,  muft  neceffarily  pafs  in  obfcurity,  it  is  impofTibie  to  trace  him  from  year  to  year,  or  to 
difcover  what  means  he  ufed  for  his  fupport. 

After  quitting  the  univerfity,  he  was  for  fome  time  ufher  to  Mr.  Bonwicke,  a  celebrated  fchool- 
mafter  at  Headley,  in  Surry,  and  afterwards  became  Secretary  to  Charles  Earl  of  Orrery,  and  tutor 
to  his  fon,  the  celebrated  traiiflator  of  Pliny. 

How  long  he  remained  in  that  flation,  cannot  now  be  afcertained  ;  but  it  appears  that  he  kept 
for  fome  time  the  free  fchool  at  Sevenoaks  in  Kent,  which  he  brought  into  reputation,  but  Was 
perfuaded  to  leave  it  (1710)  by  Mr.  St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbroke,  with  promifcs  of  a 
more  honourable  employment. 

Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry,  which  he  feems  to  have  indulged  with  no  very 
rigid  obfervance  of  his  opinions,  as  a  Non-juror;  for  he  praifed  Queen  Anne  with  great  zeal  and  af- 
fe<5tion,  in  his  Ferfes  on  the  Union,  and  very  willingly  and  liberally  extolled  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough (1707)  when  he  was  at  the  height  of  his  glory. 

In  celebrating  the  vidtories  of  Marlborough,  he  concurred  with  Philips,  Prior,  and  other  poets 
of  the  Tory  party,  in  lliewing  his  delight  in  the  increafing  honour  of  his  country ;  but  it  is  to  his 
honour  that  he  exprefled  ftill  more  particular  attention  to  Marlborough  and  his  family,  by  his  /"/»- 
relio,  an  Elegiac  Pafioral  on  the  Death  of  tie  Marquis  of  Blandford,  which  could  be  prompted  only  by 
perfonal  refpeifl  and  kindnefs. 

The  elegance  of  his  poetry,  and  the  amiablenefs  of  his  manners,  entitled  him  to  the  company, 
and  obtained  him  the  love  and  efleem  of  the  wits  of  his  time ;  but  with  Pops  and  Southern  he 
lived  in  habits  of  the  molt  fani^iliar  and  endearing  intimacy. 

5  f  iii; 
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In  17*9,  he  publifhed  a  colleftion  of  Poems  under  the  title  of  "  the  Oxford  and  Camtridgi 
Verfes;"  printed  for  Lintott  without  a  date,  to  which  he  contributed  fome  pieces,  and  wrote  aa 
elegant  dedication  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dorfet  and  Middlefex. 

In  1 701,  he  addreffed  a  Familiar  Efijlle  to  his  friend  Southern,  from  Kent,  which  afTords  an  agree- 
able fpecimen  of  Epiftolary  Poetry. 

In  the  fpring  1716.  he  wrote  an  Ode  to  Lord  Go-wer,  which  was  pronounced  by  Pope,  the  next 
ode  in  the  Englilh  language  to  Dryden's  •'   Alexander's  Feaft." 

In  1717,  he  publifhed  a  vuluir.e  of  IVlifcManeotis  Pcems  and  Tranjlatians,  with  a  dedication  to  hl» 
patron  Charles  Earl  of  Orrery,  from  which  it  would  feem,  that  he  had  not  been  difmiffed  from 
his  fcrvice  in  170J.  It  is  probable,  that  his  falary  might  be  continued  to  him  after  he  accepted  the 
free  fchoolat  Sevenoaks;  and  it  is  certain,  that  he  was  tutor  to  Lord  Boyle, from  1713  to  1719. 

In  1 7 19,  by  the  recommendation  of  Pope,  he  obtained  the  patronage  of  Mr.  Secretary  Craggs, 
the  friend  of  Addifon,  and  was  received  into  his  family,  in  a  ftation  that  might  have  been  of  great 
advantage.  "  I  am  now  commifFioned  to  tell  you,"  fays  Pope  in  his  letter  to  Fenton,  "  that  Mr. 
C'raggs  will  expeft  you  on  the  rifing  of  the  Parliament,  which  will  be  as  foon  as  he  can  receive 
you  in  the  manner  he  would  receive  a  man  de  belles  lettres,  that  is,  in  tranquillity  and  full  leifure. 
I  dare  fay,  your  way  of  life,  (which  in  my  tafte  will  be  the  beft  in  the  world,  and  with  one  of  the 
beft  men  in  the  world)  muft  prove  highly  to  your  contentment." 

Craggs  found  in  Fenton  all  that  he  wanted  in  a  literary  companion,  and  Fenton  had  now  a  prof- 
pe(£t  of  eafe  and  plenty,  for  Craggs  had  generofity  to  reward  his  merit ;  but  an  end  was  foon  put 
to  that  pleafing  expeftation,' by  the  premature  death  of  Craggs,  February  16.  1710,  in  the  35th 
year  of  his  age  :  1 

Statefman,  yet  friend  to  truth,  of  foul  fincere, 
In  aftion  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear; 
'      Who  broke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end. 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend  ; 
Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd, 
Prais'd,  wept,  and  honour'd  by  the  mufe  he  lov'd. 

Pope. 

When  Pope  undertook  the  tranflatlon  of  the  Odyjey,  he  engaged  Fenton  and  Brosmc  asaux-i- 
iiaries.  The  fliare  which  Pope  had  in  that  verfion,  is  not  fairly  ftated  at  the  end  of  the  work.  Me 
took  only  twelve  books  to  himfelf,  and  diftributed  the  other  twelve  between  his  partners.  The  I  ft, 
4'h,  19th,  and  20th  books,  were  tranflated  by  Fenton,  who  did  not  take  the  nth,  which  he  had 
before  tranflated  into  blank  verfe.  The  ad,  6th,  8th,  nth,  12th,  i6th,  i8th,  and  Z3d  books  were 
tranflated  by  Broome,  who  alfo  wrote  all  the  notes.  The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  this 
afliftance,  was^ool.  to  Fenton,  and  jcol.  to  Broome,  with  as  many  copies  as  he  wanted  for  his 
friends,  which  amounted  to  one  hundred  pounds  more.  The  felicity  with  which  the  two  affociate* 
performed  their  parts,  is  well  known  to  the  readers  of  poetry,  who  have  never  been  able  to  diftin- 
guifii  their  books  from  thofe  of  Pope.  The  books  which  Fenton  tranflated  are  fuperior  to  Broome's. 

In  172a,  he  contributed  a  Prologue  to  "  The  Spartan  Dame,"  a  tragedy,  written  by  Southern, 
and  afted  at  the  theatre  in  Drury-Iane. 

The  next  year  was  brought  on  the  ftage,  his  Mariamne,  a  tragedy,  to  which  Southern,  at  whofe 
boufe  it  was  written,  is  faid  to  have  contributed  fuch  hints  as  his  theatrical  experience  fupplied.  It 
was  aded  at  the  theatre  in  Lincoln's-inn-fields,  with  general  applaafe.  His  profits  are  faid  to  have 
amounted  to  near  a  thoufand  pounds,  with  which  he  difcharged  a  debt  contra(3:ed  by  his  attendance' 
at  Court 

Mariamne  is  juftly  efteemed  one  of  the  bcfl  plays  in  our  language.  It  is  founded  on  the  ftory  of 
Herod  and  Mariamne,  related  in  the  •'  Spedator,"  No.  171,  and  taken  from  Jofephus.  The  plair 
isregular,  Cmple,  and  intcrefting;  the  fentiinents  are  mafterly,  and  the  charadiers  finely  diftin* 
guiflied.  It  is,  however,  in  many  places  expofed  to  juft  criticifm.  The  a<2ion  is  too  figurative  and 
•raamental.  It  foperabouads  in  the  richeft  poetic  images ;  but  this  may  be  palliated,  by  urging,  t^l) 


THfi  LIFE   or  FENTOff.  &4f 

it  fu'its  the  character  of  oriental  heroes  to  talk  in  fo  high  a  drain,  and  to  ufe  fuch  a  luxuriance  of 
metaphor, 

"  Mariamnc"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  is  written  in  lines  of  ten  fyllables,  with  few  of  thofc  redun- 
dant terminations  which  the  drama  not  only  admits,  but  requires,  as  more  nearly  approaching  to 
real  dialogue.  The  tenor  of  his  verfe  is  fo  uniform,  that  it  cannot  be  thought  common,  and  yet 
upon  what  principle  he  fo  conftrudcd  it,  is  difficult  to  difcover." 

With  lines  confifting  of  eleven  fyllables,  Addifon  abounds  more  than  Fenton,  of  which  the  fol- 
lowing in  "  Cato"  are  examples. 

The  wide,  the  unbounded  profpe<ft  lies  before  me. 
But  fhadows,  clouds,  and  darknefs,  reft  upon  it. 

It  was,  perhaps,  after  the  exhibition  of  Mariamnc,  that  he  publifhed  an  edition  of  Milton  s  Poctki^ 
to  which  he  prefixed  a  Ihort  and  elegant  account  of  his  life,  written  at  once  with  tendernefs  and  in- 
tegrity. 

In  1729,  he  publiflicd  likewife  a  very  fplendid  edition  of  Wallers  Potms,  with  notes  and  illuftra- 
tions,  at  once  ufeful  and  entertaining,  and  an  elegant  poetical  Dedication  to  Lady  Mary  Caveadijk 
Harley. 

He  fpent  the  latter  part  of  his  life  in  the  family  of  Lady  Trumbull,  at  Eafthampftead,  in  Berkfhire, 
who  in.ited  him,  by  the  recommendation  of  Pope,  to  educate  her  fon,  whom  he  firft  inftrudled  at 
home,  and  then  attended  to  Cambridge.  She  afterwards  detained  him  with  her,  as  the  auditor  of 
her  accounts  ;  but  he  often  quitted  Eafthampftead  for  London,  and  amufed  himfelf  with  the  conver- 
fatlon  of  his  friends. 

He  ufed,  alfo,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  time,  to  pay  a  yearly  vifit  to  his  eldeft  brother,  who  in- 
herited the  family  eftate,  where  he  was  carefled  by  his  relations,  to  whom  he  endeared  himfcif  bj 
his  tendernefs  and  humanity  upon  every  proper  occafion. 

A  ftory  is  told  by  Shiels  of  his  complaifance  to  one  of  his  fifters,  on  a  particular  occafion,  which 
•ught  not  to  be  forgotten. 

At  an  entertainment  made  for  the  family  by  his  elder  brother,  he  obferved,  that  one  of  his  fifters, 
who  had  married  unfortunately,  was  abfent,  and  found,  upon  inquiry,  that  diftrefs,  occafioned  by  the 
indifcretion  and  extravagance  of  her  hufband,  had  made  her  thought  unworthy  of  invitation.  As 
flie  was  at  no  great  diftance,  and  had  as  good  a  right  to  an  invitation  as  any  of  the  reft  who  dined 
there  in  compliment  to  him,  he  refufed  to  fit  at  the  table  till  ftic  was  fent  for ;  and  in  confcquence 
of  the  flight  ftiewn  her  by  the  reft  of  the  family,  when  flie  had  taken  her  place,  he  treated  her 
with  particular  tendernefs  and  attention. 

He  died  at  the  feat  of  Lady  Trumbull,  in  1730,  as  appears  from  a  letter  of  Pope  to  Broome,  dated 
Auguft  29th,  1730,  in  which  he  relates  the  circumftances  of  his  death. 

"  All  I  hear  is,  that  he  felt  a  gradual  decay,  though  fo  early  in  life,  and  was  declining  for  five 
er  fix  months.  It  was  not,  as  I  apprehended,  a  gout  in  his  ftomach,  but  I  believe  rather  3  compli- 
cation, firft  of  grofs  humours,  as  he  was  naturally  corpulent,  not  difcharging  themfelves,  as  he  ufed 
no  fort  of  exercife.  No  man  better  bore  the  approaches  of  his  diftblution  (as  I  am  told,)  or  with  lefs 
cftentation  yielded  up  his  being.  The  great  modefty  which  you  know  was  natural  to  him,  and 
the  great  contempt  for  all  forts  of  vanity  and  parade,  never  appeared  more  than  in  his  laft  moments. 
He  had  a  confclous  fatisfa<Sion  (no  doubt)  in  afting  right,  in  feeling  himfelf  honeft,  true,  and  un- 
pretending, to  more  than  was  his  own.  So,  he  died  as  he  lived,  with  that  fecret,  yet  fufficient  con- 
tentment. As  to  any  papers  left  behind  him,  I  dare  fay  they  can  be  but  few,  for  this  reafon ; 
he  never  wrote  out  of  vanity,  or  thought  much  of  the  applaufe  of  men.  I  knew  an  inPtancc  where 
he  did  his  utmoft  to  conceal  his  own  merit  that  way ;  and  if  we  joia  to  this  his  natural  love  of  eafc, 
I  fancy  we  mvrft  expeft  little  of  this  fort ;  at  Icaft  I  hear  of  none,  except  fome  few  further  Remarls 
on  Waller,  (which  his  cautious  integrity  made  him  leave  an  order  to  be  given  to  Mr.  Tonfon),  and 
perhaps,  though  it  is  many  years  fince  I  faw  it,  a  tranjlatien  »/tbejirfi  iooi  of  Oppian,  He  had  begua 
a  Wmj^tdy  efSitn,  b»t  Djadc  foall  progreft  ia  it, 


^4*  T  H  E    L  I  F  E    O  F    F  E  N  T  0  M. 

"  As  to  his  other  affairs,  he  died  poor,  but  honeft,  leaving  no  debts  or  legacies,  except  of  2  fcTiT 
jounds  to  Mr.  '1  rumbul!  and  my  Lady,  in  token  of  refpe(5l,  gratefulnefs,  and  mutual  edeem.  I 
Ihall  with  pleafure  take  upon  me  to  draw  this  amiable,  quiet,  deferving,  unpretending  Chriftian,  and 
phiiufophical  chara<Ser,  in  his  epitaph. 

"  I  condole  with  you  from  my  heart,  on  the  lofs  of  fo  valuable  a  man,  and  a  friend  to  us  both. 
Now  that  he  is  gone,  I  mull  tell  you  he  has  done  you  many  a  good  ofEce,  and  fet  your  character 
in  the  fairefl  light  tofome  who  either  miftook  you,  or  knew  you  not.  I  doubt  not  he  has  done  ths 
fame  for  me.  Let  us  love  his  memory,  and  profit  by  his  example."  Such  is  the  teftimony  of 
Pope,  who  had  been  always  his  friend,  and  who  honoured  him  with  an  epitaph,  of  which  he  bor- 
rowed the  two^firft  lines  from  Crafhaw. 

"  Fenton,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  was  t.'rtl  and  bulky,  inclined  to  corpulence,  which  he  did  not 
liflen  by  much  exerclfe  ;  for  he  was  vciy  fluggifli  and  fedentary,  rofe  late,  and  when  he  had  rifen, 
fit  down  to  his  book  or  papers.  A  woman  that  once  waited  on  him  in  a  lodging,  told  him,  as 
ibe  faid,  that  he  would  "  lie  a-bed  and  be  fed  with  afpoon." 

Of  his  morals  and  converfation,  the  account  is  uniform  :  he  was  never  named  but  with  pralfe 
and  fondnefs,  as  a  man  In  the  highcft  degree  amiable  and  excellent.  Such  was  the  charaifter  given 
him  by  the  Earl  of  Orrery  (Cork  1753)  his  pupil,  and  fuch  were  the  fuffrages  of  all  who  could 
boaft  of  his  acquaintanie. 

"  Mr.  Fenton,"  fays  the  elegant  tranflator  and  rival  of  Pliny,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  1756,  "  was 
my  tutor ;  he  taught  me  to  read  Englifh,  and  attended  me  through  the  La:tn  tongue  from  the  age 
«f  feven  to  thirteen.  When  I  became  a  m^n,  a  conflant  and  free  friendfliip  fubfitled  between  US'. 
He  tranflated  double  the  number  of  books  in  the  Odyjfey  that  Pope  has  owned.  His  reward  was  a 
trifle,  an  errant  trifle.  He  has  even  told  me  that  he  thought  Pope  feared  him  more  than  he  loved 
him ;  he  had  no  opinion  of  Pope's  heart,  and  declared  him  in  the  words  of  Bifhop  Atterbury ; 
**  mens  curva  in  corpore  curvo."  Poor  Fenton  died  of  a  great  chair  and  two  bottles  of  port  a  day. 
He  was  one  of  the  worthleft  and  modefteft  men  ihat  ever  belonged  to  the  Court  of  Apollo.  Tear^ 
arife  when  f  think  of  him,  though  he  has  been  dead  above  twenty  years." 

His  Poems  and  Trapjlathns  have  been  frequently  printed.  They  are  charailerifcd  by  elegance  of 
didllon,  elevation  of  fentiment,  opulence  of  imagery,  and  harmony  of  numbers.  To  examine  his 
performances  one  by  one  would  be  tedious.  His  Ode  to  Lord  Go-wer  \i  written  in  the  true  fpirit  of 
lyric  poetry.  It  has  been  praifed  by  Pope,  at  leaft  as  much  as  it  deferves.  It  has  more  of  the  eafe 
and  elegance  cf  ?Iorace,  than  the  fire  and  enthufiafm  of  Dryden.  The  Ode  to  the  Sun  is  very  little 
iflferlor  to  it.  His  Eftjlles  to  Southern  and  Lombard  are  entitled  to  great  pralfe.  Englifh  poetry  has 
perhaps  never  exceeded  the  fmoothnefs  and  delicacy  of  his  X/^j,  tranflated  from  Recundus.  The  lines 
^otv  with  an  irrtfiHible  ir.chantment.  In  his  Tale,  dewfed  in  the  mariner  of  Chaucer,  the  humour  and 
•bfoletc  language  of  the  father  of  Englifh  poetry,  is  happily  imitated.  'Wt  Fair  Nun  imitated  from 
Fontaine,  and  Olivia  a  charadler,  are  particularly  worthy  of  notice.  His  tranflations  and  imitations 
from  Propertius,  Ovid,  and  Marullus,  are  commonly  fpirited  and  elegant.  The  Efijile  to  Pbacn,  is  in- 
ferior to  Pope's  in  elegance  and  faithfulncfs.  He  has  added  another  of  his  own  invention  of  Phaon 
to  Saffho,  in  which  the  ftory  of  the  transformation  of  the  former  from  an  old  mariner  to  a  beauti- 
ful youth,  is  well  told. 

"  Of  his  petty  poems,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  with  unreafonable  faftidioufncfs,  "  forae  are  very 
trifiing,  without  any  thing  to  be  praifed  either  in  the  thought  or  exprefQon.  He  is  unlucky  in  his 
com  petition  ;  he  tells  the  fame  tale  with  Congreve,  and  does  not  tell  it  fo  well.  He  tranflates  from 
Ovid  the  fame  eplflle  as  Pope,  but  I  am  afraid  not  with  equal  happinefs.  The  Ode  to  the  Sun  is 
written  upon  a  common  plan,  without  uncommon  fentiments;  but  its  greatefl  fault  is  its  length. 
Of  Slorelio,  it  is  fufEcient  to  fay,  that  it  is  an  occaGonal  piift>  ra),  which  implies  fomething  neither 
natural  nor  artificial,  neither  comic  nor  ferious.  Of  the  Paraphrafe  of  1/aiah,  nothing  very  favour- 
able can  be  faid  :  fublimc  and  folemn  profe  gain  little  by  a  change  to  blank  verfc.  His  tranflation 
from  Homer  into  blank  verfc  will  find  (cvr  readers,  while  another  can  be  had  in  rhyme.  Fentiii 
may  be  juflly  llylcd  an  excellea:  Yerfi£«r  and  a  good  p'.^et." 
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A  WISH  TO  THE  NEW  YEAR,  1705. 

Janus  !  great  leader  of  the  rolling  year, 

Since  all  that's  paft  no  vows  can  e'er  reftorc, 
But  joys  and  griefs  alike,  once  hurried  o'er, 
No  longer  now  deferve  a  fmile  or  tear ; 
Clofe  the  fantaftic  fcenes — but  grace 
With  brighteft  afpedls  thy  fore-face, 
While  tixne's  new  ofF-pring  haften  to  appear. 
With  lucky  omens  guide  the  coming  hours, 
Command  the  circling  feafons  to  advance, 
And  form  their  renovated  dance. 
With  flowing  pleafures  fraught,    and  hlefs'd  by 
friendly  powers. 

Thy  month,  O  Janus  ;  gave  me  firft  to  know 
A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below  ; 
My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 
Thus  far  from  great  misfortunes  free, 
Contented,  I  my  lot  endure, 
Nor  nature's  rigid  laws  arraign. 
Nor  fpurn  at  common  ills  in  vain. 
Which  folly  cannot  fhun,  nor  wife  refledlion  cure. 

But,  oh ! — more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 
1  would  foreknow  my  future  doom. 
Then  tell  me,  Janus,  canfl  thou  fpy 
Event?  that  yet  in  embryo  lie. 
For  me,  in  time's  myfterious  womb  ? 
Tell  me — nor  fhall  I  dread  to  hear 
A  thoufand  accidents  fevere  ; 
I'll  fortify  my  foul  the  load  to  bear, 
If  love  rejedled  add  not  to  its  weight,  [fate. 

To  finifh  me  in  woes,  and  crulh  me  down  with 
6 


But  if  the  goddeff,  in  whofe  charming  eyes. 
More  clearly  written  than  in  fate's  dark  book, 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies ; 
If  file  muft  with  a  lefs  propitious  look 
Forbid  my  humble  facrifice. 
Or  blaft  me  with  a  killing  frown  ; 
If,  Janus,  this  thou  feeft  in  ftore. 
Cut  fliort  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 
Take  back  the  gift  thou  didft  beftow  I 
Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down. 
And  ceafe  to  love  in  v.iin,  and  be  a  wretch  n« 
more. 


AN  ODE  TO  THE  SUN, 

FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,  I7O7. 

"  Augur,  et  fulgente  decorus  arcu 

"  Phoebus  acceptufque  novem  Camoenis, 

"   Qui  falutari  levat  arte  feffos 

"  Corporis  artus ; 

"  Alterurn,  in  luflrum  meliufque  femper 

"  Proroget  a;vum."  HoRi 


Begin,  celeftial  fourcc  of  light. 
To  gild  the  new-revolving  fphere  ; 
And  from  the  pregnant  womb  of  night, 
U.'ge  on  to  binh  the  infant  year. 
Rich  with  aufj  icious  luftre  rife. 
Thou  faireft  regent  of  the  Ikies, 


THE   WORKS  OF  FEN  TON, 


Confpicuous  with  thy  filver  bow ! 
To  thee,  a  god,  'twas  given  by  Jove 
To  rule  th^  radiant  orbs  above,    . 
To  Gloriana  this  below. 
II, 
With  joy  renew  thy  deftin'd  race, 
And  let  the  mighty  months  begin  : 
JLet  no  ill  omen  cloud  thy  face, 
Through  all  thy  circle  fmile  ferene. 
While  the  ftern  minifters  of  fate 
Watchful  o'er  pale  Lutetia  wait. 
To  grieve  the  Gaul's  perfidious  head; 
The  hours,  thy  offspring  heavenly  fair, 
Their  whiteft  wings  fhould  ever  wear. 
And  gentle  joys  on  Albion  flied. 
III. 
When  Ilia  bore  the  future  fates  of  Rome, 
And  the  long  honours  of  her  race  began. 
Thus,  to  prepare  the  graceful  age  to  come, 
They  from  thy  {lores  in  happy  order  ran. 
Heroes  elefted  to  the  lift  of  fame 
Fix'd  the  fure  columns  of  her  rifing  flate ; 
Till  the  loud  triumphs  of  the  Julian  name 
Render'd  the  glories  of  her  reign  complete, 
Each  year  advanc'd  a  rival  to  the  reft. 
In   comely  fpoils   of  war,   and   great  atchieve- 
ments  dreft. 

I. 
Say,  Phcebus,  for  thy  fearching  eye 
Saw  Rome  the  darling  child  of  fate, 
When  nothing  equal  here  could  vie 
In  ftrength  with  her  imperious  ftate^ 
Say,  if  high  virtues  there  did  reign 
Exalted  in  a  nobler  ftrain, 
Than  in  fair  Albion  thou  haft  fceii; 
Or  can  her  demi-gods  compare 
Their  trophies  for  fuccefsful  wzr, 
To  thofe  that  rife  for  Albion's  queen  1 
II. 
When  Albion  firft  majeftic  ftiow'd 
High  o'er  the  circling  feas  her  head,  ^ 

Her  the  great  Father  fmiling  view'd. 
And  thus  to  bright  Vidoria  faid: 
Mindful  of  Phlegra's  happy  plain, 
On  which,  fair  nymph,  you  fix'd  my  reign. 
This  ifle  to  ycu  ff.all  facred  be  ; 
Her  hand  Ihall  hold  the  rightful  fcale, 
And  crowns  be  vanquilh'd,  or  prevail. 
As  Gloriana  Iball  decree. 
III. 
■Vi<Soria,  triumph  in  thy  great  increafe  ! 
With  joy  the  Julian  ftern  the  Tyber  claims; 
Young  Ammon's  might  the  Granic  waves  confefs : 
The  Heber  had  a  Mars,  a  Churchill  Thames. 
Roll,  fovereign  of  the  ftreams '.  thy  rapid  tide, 
And  bid  thy  brother  floods  revere  the  queen, 
Whofe  voice  the  hero's  happy  hand  employ'd 
To  fave  the  Danube,  and  fubdue  the  Seine; 
And,  boldly  juft  to  Gloriana's  fame, 
Esalt  thy  filver  urn,  and  duteous  homage  claim. 
I. 
Advanc'd  to  thy  meridian  height, 
On  earth,  great  God  of  day,  look  down  : 
Let  Windfor  entertain  thy  fight. 
Clad  in  fair  erableins  of  renown  : 


And  whiift  in  radiant  poltop  appesf 

The  names  to  bright  Vidoria  dear. 

Intent  the  long  proceflion  view  : 

Confefs  none  worthier  ever  wore 

Her  favours,  or  was  deck'd  with  more, 

Than  (he  confers  on  Churchill's  brow. 
'  II. 

But  oh  !  withdraw  thy  piercing  rays, 

The  nymph  anew  begins  to  mean. 

Viewing  the  miich-lamented  fpace. 

Where  late  her  warlike  William  fhone  ; 

There  fix'd  by  her  officious  hand. 

His  fword  and  fceptre  of  command, 

To  deathlefs  fame,  adopted  reft  ; 

Nor  wants  there  to  complete  her  wo, 

Plac'd  with  refpedfal  love  below. 

The  ftar  that  beam'd  on  Gloucefter's  breaft. 
111. 
O  Phoebus  I  all  thy  faving  power  employ, 

Long  let  our  vows  avert  the  diftant  woe, 
Ere  Gloriana  re-afcends  the  Iky, 
And  leaves  a  land  of  orphans  here  below ! 
But  when  (fo  Heaven  ordains  :)  her  fmiling  raj 
Diftinguifti'd  o'er  the  balance  fliall  prefide, 
Whiift  future  kings  her  ancient  fceptre  fway, 
R'lay  her  mild  influence  all  their  councils  guide : 
To  Albion  ever  conftant  in  her  love, 
Of  fovcreigns  here  the   beft,   the  brighteft  fia?' 
above. 

I. 
For  lawlefs  power,  reclaim 'd  to  right. 
And  virtue  rais'd  by  pious  arms. 
Let  Albii  n  be  thy  fair  delight. 
And  ftiield  her  fafe  from  threaten'd  harms  : 
With  flowers  and  fruit  her  bofoiri  fill, 
Let  laurel  rife  on  every  hill, 
Frefli  as  the  firft  on  Daphne's  brow  : 
Inftrud  her  tuneful  fons  to  fing, 
And  make  each  vale  with  Paeans  ring, 
To  Blenheim  and  Ramillia  due. 


Secure  of  bright  eternal  fame, 
With  happy  wing  the  Theban  fwan 
Towering  from  Pifa's  facred  ftream, 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  the  fong  began  : 
Through  dcfarts  of  unclouded  night,' 
When  he  harmonious  took  his  flight, 
The  gods  conftrain'd  the  founding  fphe^ts  : 
Still  envy  darts  her  rage  in  vain. 
The  luftre  of  his  worth  to  ftain. 
He  growing  whiter  with  his  years. 
III. 

But,  Phcebus,  god  of  numbers,  high  to  raife 
The  honours  of  thy  art,  and  heavenly  Ijre, 
What  mufe  is  deftin'd  to  our  fovereign's  praife. 
Worthy  her  ads,  and  thy  informing  fire  I 
To  him  for  whom  this  fpringing  laurel  growf. 
Eternal  on  the  topmoft  heights  of  fame. 
Be  kind,  and  all  thy  Helicon  difdofe ; 
And  all  intent  on  Gloriana's  name, 
Let  filence  brood  o'er  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
As  when  to  vidor  Jove  thou  fung'ft  the  giant's  war» 
I. 

In  fure  records  each  fhining  deed, 
When  faithful  Clio  fets'to  ww", 
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PofVerfty  will  doubting  tc&i,  i 

And  fcarce  believe  her  annals  true  ;  \ 

The  mufes  toil  with  art  to  raife 
Fi(£titious  monuments  of  praife, 
When  other  adions  they  rehearfc : 
But  half  of  Gloriana's  reign, 
That  fo  the  reft  may  credit  gain. 
Should  pafs  unregifter'd  in  verfc. 
II. 

High  on  its  own  eftablifh'd  bafc 
Prevailing  virtue's  pleas' d  to  rife ; 
Divinely  deck'd  with  native  grace, 
Rich  in  itfelf  with  folid  joys ; 
Ere  Gloriana  on  the  throne, 
Quitting  for  Albion's  reft  her  own, 
In  types  of  regal  power  was  feen  : 
With  fair  pre-eminence  confeft, 
It  triumph'd  in  a  private  breaft, 
And  made  theprincefs  tppre  than  queen* 
ii;.  '  • 

O  Phoebus  I  would  thy  godhead  not  <:efufe 
This  humble  incenfe,  on  thy  altar  laid; 
Would  thy  propitious  ear  attend  the  mufe, 
That  fuppliant  now  invokes  thy  certain  aid ; 
With  Mantuan  force  I'd  mount  a  ftronger  gale, 
And  fing  the  parent  of  her  land,  who  ftrove 
T'  exceed  the  tranfports  of  her  people's  zeal. 
With  adts  of  mercy,  and  majeftic  love  ; 
By  fate,  to  fix  Britannia's  empire,  given 
The  guardian  power  of  earth,  and  public  care  of 
heaven. 

I. 

Then,  Churchill,  Ihouldthe  mufe  record 
The  conqueft.s  by  thy  fword  atchiev'd ; 
Quiet  to  Belgian  ftates  reftor'd. 
And  Auftrian  crowns  by  thee  retriev'd. 
Imperious  Leopold  confefs'd 
His  hoary  majefty  diftrefs'd ; 
To  arms,  to  arms,  Bavaria  calls. 
Nor  with  lefs  terror  ftiook  his  throne. 
Than  when  the  rifing  crefcent  flione 
Malignant  o'er  his  fliatter'd  walls. 
II. 

The  warrlo'r  led  the  Britons  fortji 
On  foreign  fields  to  dare  their  fate, 
Diftinguifti'd  fouls  of  (hining  worth, 
In  war  unknowing  to  retreat : 
Thou,  Phoebus,  faw'ft  the  hero's  face, 
When  Mars  had  breath'd  a  purple  grace, 
And  mighty  fury  fill'd  his  breaft  : 
How  like  thyfelf,  when  to  deftroy 
The  Greeks  thou  didft  thy  darts  employ, 
Fierce  with  thy  golden  quiver  dreft  ! 
III. 

Sudden,  whilft  banifti'd  from  his  native  land. 
Red  with  difhoneft  wounds,  Bavaria  mourn'd, 
The  chief,  at  Gloriana's  high  command. 
Like  a  rous'd  lion  to  the  Maes  returu'd ; 
With  vengeful  fpeed  the  Britilh  fword  he  drew, 
Unus'dto  grieve  his  hoft  with  long  delay  ; 
Whilft  wing'd  with  fear  the  force  of  Gallia  flew  ; 
As  when  the  morning  ftar  reftores  the  day, 
The  wandering  ghoUs  of  twenty  thoufand  llain 
yieet  fullen  to  the  (hades  from  Blenheim's  moum- 
f»l  pbiin. 


Britannia,  wipe  thy  dufty  brow, 
And  put  the  Bourbon  laurels  on ; 
To  thee  deliver'd  nations  bow. 
And  blefs  the  fpoils  thy  wars  have  woh. 
For  thee  Belloua  points  her  fpear. 
And  whilft  lamenting  mothers  fear, 
On  high  her  fignal  torch  difplays ; 
But  when  thy  fword  is  fheath'd,  again 
Obfeqnious  flie  receives  thy  chain. 
And  fmooths  her  violence  of  face. 

II. 
Parent  of  arms  I  for  ever  ftand 
With  large  increafe  of  fame  rever'd, 
Whilft  arches  to  thy  faving  hand 
On  Danube's  grateful  banks  are  rear'd. 
Eugene,  infpir'd  to  war  by  thee, 
Aufonia's  weeping  ftates  to  free. 
Swift  on  th'  imperial  eagle  flies ; 
Whilft,  bleeding,  from  his  azure  bed 
Th'  aflerted  Iber  Lifts  bis  head. 
And  fafe  his  Auftrian  lord  enjoys. 
III. 

lo  Britannia !  fix'd  on  foreign  wars, 
Guiklefs  of  civil  rage  extend  thy  name : 
The  waves  of  utmoft  ocean,  and  the  ftars. 
Are  bounds  but  equal  to  thy  fovereign's  fame. 
With  deeper  wrath  thy  vicftor  lion  roars. 
Wide  o'er  the  fubjedl  world  diffufing  fear, 
Whilft  Gallia  weeps  her  guilt,   and   peace   im« 

plores ; 
So  earth,  transfix'd  by  fierce  Minerva's  fpear, 
A  gentler  birth  obedient  did  difclofc, 
And  fudden  from  the  wound  eternal  olives  rofe. 
I. 

When  with  eftablifli'd  freedom  Ijlefs'd, 
The  globe  to  great  Alcides  bow'd, 
Whofe  happy  power  reliev'd  th'.  opprefs'd 
From  lawlefs  chains,  and  check'd  the  proud  ; 
Mature  in  fame,  the  grateful  gods 
Receiv'd  him  to  their  bright  abodes : 
Where  Hebe  crown'd  his  blooming  joys ; 
Garlands  the  willing  mufes  wove. 
And  each  with  emulation  ftrove 
T'  adorn  the  Churchill  of  the  Ikies. 
II. 

For  Albion's  chief,  ye  facred  nine  I 
Your  harps  with  generous  ardour  ftring. 
With  fame's  immortal  trumpet  join. 
And  fafe  beneath  his  laurel  fing  : 
When  clad  in  vines  the  Seine  Ihall  glide, 
And  duteous  in  a  fmoother  tide, 
To  Britifh  feas  her  tribute  yield; 
Wakeful  at  honour's  ftirine  attend. 
And  long  with  living  beams  defend 
From  night,  the  warrior's  votive  fliield. 
III. 

And,  Woodftock,  let  his  dome  exalt  thy  fame, 
Great  o'er  thy  Norman  ruins  be  reftor'd ; 
Thou  that  with  pride  doft  *  Edward's  cradle  claim. 
Receive  an  equal  hero  for  thy  lord  : 
Whilft  every  column  to  record  their  toll* 
Eternal  monuments  of  conqueft  wears, 

*  The  Blick  Prince, 
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And  all  thy  walls  are  drefs'd  with  minwledfpoils, 
Gather'd  on  fam'd  Rs.miilia  and  Poidiers, 
High  on  thy  tower  the  grateful  flag  difplay, 
Pue  to  rhy  queen's  reward,  and  Blenheim's  glo- 
rious day. 


FLORELTO  ;   A  PASTORAL, 

LAMENTING  THE  DEATH  OF 

*r HE  LATE  MAR^IS  0.-   BLANDFORD. 

Ask  not  the  cavjfe  why  all  the  tuneful  f\.vains, 
Who  us'd  to  fill  the  vales  with  tender  .''rains, 
In  deep  defpair  neglect  the  warbling  reed, 
And  ail  their  "bleating  flocks  refufe  to  feed. 
Aflf  rot  why  greens  and  flowers  fo  late  appear 
To  clothe  ti^e  glebe,  and  deck  the  fpringing  year ; 
Why  founds  the  lawn  with  loud  laments  and  cries. 
And fwoln  with  tears  to  floods  the  rivulets  rife: 
The  fair  Florelio  now  has  left  the  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tifh  fwain. 

For  thee,  lov'd  youth  !  on  every  vale  and  lawn, 
The  nymphs  and  all  thy  fellow-fhepherdsmoau. 
The  little  birds  now  ceafe  to  fing  and  love. 
Silent  they  fit,  and  droo;>  in  every  grove  : 
No  mounting  lark  now  warbles  on  the  wing, 
Nor  linnets  chirp  to  cheer  the  fuUen  fpring : 
Only  the  melancholy  turtles  cob. 
And  Philomel  by  night  repeats  her  woe. 
O,  charmer  of  the  (hades  '.   the  tale  prolong. 
Nor  let  the  morning  interrupt  thy  fong  : 
Or  foftly  tune  thy  tender  notes  to  mine. 
Forgetting  Tereus,  make  my  forrows  thine. 
Now  the  dear  youth  has  left  the  lonely  plain, 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tiih  fwain. 

Say,  all  ye  fhades,  v/here  late  he  us'd  to  reft, 
If  e'er  your  beds  w-ith  loveiier  fwain  were  prefi  ; 
Say,  all  ye  filver  (Ireams,  if  e'er  ye  bore 
The  image  of  fo  fair  a  face  before. 
But  now,  ye  flreams,  affift  me  whilfl  I  mourn, 
Tor  never  muft  the  lovely  fwain  return  ; 
And,  as  thefe  flowing  tears  increafe  your  tide, 
O,  murmur  for  the  fheplierd  as  ye  glide  : 
Ee  fure,  ye  rocks,  while  I  my  grief  difclofe, 
L.et  your  fad  echoes  lsnr>then  out  n>y  woes  : 
Ye  breezes,  bear  the  plaintive  accent  on. 
And,  whifpering,  tell  the  floods  Florelio's  gone  ; 
For  ever  gone,  and  left  the  lonely  plain. 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 
tifh  Twain- 

Ripe  ftrawberries  for  thee,  and  peaches  grew. 
Sweet  to  the  tal^e,  and  tempting  red  to  view. 
For  thee  the  rofe  pur  fweeter  purple  on, 
preventing,  by  her  hafte,  the  lummer-fun. 
But  now  the  flowers  all  pale  ard  blighted  lie, 
And  in  ccid  fweats  of  fickly  mildew  die. 
Nor  can  the  bees  fuck  from  the  fhrivel'd  blooms 
.^thereil  fweets,  to  ftore  their  golden  c<«mbs. 
Oft'  on  thy  lips  they  would  their  labour  leave, 
And  fweeter  odours  from  thy  mouth  receive  : 
Sweet  a^  the  breath  of  Flora,  when  fhe  lies 
In  jdt'mine  ihades,  and  for  young  Zephyr  Cglis. 


B'lt  now  thofe  lips  are  cold  ;  relentlefs  death 
Hath   chill'd   their  charms,  and  ftopt  thy  balmy 

breath. 
Thofe  eyes,  where   Cupid  tipp'd  his  darts  with 

fire, 
And  kindled  in  the  coldeft  nymph'  defire, 
Robb'd  of  their  beami,  in  everlafting  night 
Are  clos'd,  and  give  us  woes  as  once  delight : 
And  thou,  dear  youth,  haft  left  the  lonely  plain. 
And  art  the  grief,  who  wert  the  grace,   of  every 

Britifh  fwain. 
As  in  his  bower  the  dying  (hepherd  lay, 
The  Ihepherd  yet  fo  young,  and  (.nee  f»  gay! 
The  nymphs  that  fwim  the  ftream,  and  range  the 

wood. 
And  haunt  the  flowery  meads,  around  him  ftood. 
There  tears  down  each  fair  cheek  unbounded  fell. 
And,  as  he  gafp'd,  they  gave  a  fad  farewell. 
Softly,  they  cry*d,a«  flceping  flowers  are  clos'd 
By  night,  be  thy  dear  eyes  by'death  compos'd : 
A  gentle  fall  may  -hy  young  beauties  have, 
And  golden  (lumbers  wait  thee  in  the  grave  ; 
Yearly  thy  herfe  with  garlands  we'll  adorn,  -j 

And  teach  ynung  nightingales  for  thee  to  mourn;       I 
Bees  love  the  blooms,  the  flocks  the  bladed  grain. 
Nor  lefs  wert  thou  belov'd  by  every  fwain. 
Come,  (hepherds,  come,  perfoim  the  funeral  due, 
For  he  was  ever  good  and  kind  to  you  : 
On  every  fmoofheft  beech,  in  every  grove, 
In  weeping  charadlers  record  your  love. 
And  as  in  memory  of  Adonis  flain. 
When  for  the  youth  the  Syrian  maids  complaiu 
His  river,  to  record  the  guilty  day. 
With  frefhly  bleedifg  purple  ftains  the  fea: 
So  thou,  dear  Ca,in,  contribute  to  our  woe. 
And  bid  thy  flream  in  plaintive  murmurs  flow: 
Thy  head  with  thy  own  willow  boughs  adorn, 
And  with  thy  tears  fupply  the  frugal  urn. 
The  fwains  their  (heep,  the  nymphs  (hall  leave  the 

lawn, 
And  yearly  on  their  banks  renew  their  moan  : 
His  mother,  while  they  there  lament,  fhall  be 
The  queen  of  love,  the  lov'd  Adonis  he  : 
On  her,  like  Venus,  all  the  Graces  wait, 
And  he  too  like  Adonis  in  his  fate  : 
For  frefh  in  fragrant  youth  he  left  the  plain. 
And  is  the  grief,  ■who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 

tifh  fwain.  [fide, 

No  more  the  nymphs,  that  o'er  the  brooks  pre- 
Dtefs  their  gay  beauties  by  the  cryUal  tide. 
Nor  fly  the  wintry  winds,  nor  fcorching  fun. 
Now  he,  for  vv'honi  they  ftrove  to  charm,  is  gone. 
Oft'  they  beneath  their  reedy  coverts  figh'd, 
And  look'd,  and  Jong'd,  and  for  Floreiio  dy'd. 
Of  him  they  fang,  and  with  foft  ditties  ftrove 
To  footh  the  plcafing  agonies  of  love. 
But  now  they  roam,diftrad;ed  with  defpair. 
And  cyprefs,  twin'd  with  mournful  willows,  wear. 
Thus,  hai)d-in-hand,  around  his  grave  they  go, 
Andlaffron-buds  and  fading  lilies  ftrow. 
With  fprigs  of  myrtle  mix'd,  and  fcattering  cry. 
So  fwect  and   foft  :  he  (hepherd  was  1   fo  foon  de-» 

creed  to  die! 
There,  fre(h  in  dear  remembrance  of  their  woes. 
His  name  the  young  anemonies  difclofe : 
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^si 


iJor  ftrange  they  fliould  a  double  grief  avow, 

Vhen  Venus  wept,  and  Paftorella  now. 

Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  I    long  let  them  paint  the 

plain, 
Unhurt,  untouch'd  by  every  pafllng  fwain. 
And  when,  ye  nymphs,  to  make  the  garlands  gay, 
With  which  ye  crown  the  millrefs  of  the  May, 
Ye  fliall  thefe  flowers  to  bind  her  temples  take, 
O  pluck  them  gently  for  Florelio's  fake !         [ftray. 
And  when  through  Woodftoch's  green  retreats  ye 
Or  AUhrop's  flowery  vnles  invite  to  play  ; 
O'er  which  young  Paftorella's  beauties  bring 
lilyfium  early,  and  improve  the  fpring  : 
When  evening  gules  attentive  filence  keep, 
And  heaven  its  balmy  dew  begins  to  weep, 
By  the  foft  fall  of  every  warbling  ftream, 
Sigh  your  fad  airs,  and  blefs  the  ihepherd's  name  : 
There  to  the  tender  lute  attune  your  woe. 
While  hyacinths  and  myrtles  round  ye  grow. 
So  may  Sylvanus  ever  'tend  your  bowers. 
And  Zephyr  briidi  the  mildew  from  the  flowers! 
Bid  ail  the  Iwans  from  C.-fm  and  Ifis  hafte. 
In  the  melodious  choir  to  breathe  their  laft. 
O  Colin,  Colin,  could  I  there  complain 
J-ike  thee,  when  young  Fhilifides  was  flain  I 
"iThou  fweet  frequenter  cf  the  Mufes'  ilream  ! 
Why  ha.se  I  not  thy  voice,  or  thou  my  theme  ? 
Though  weak  my  voice,  though  lowly  be  my  lays, 
They  fliall  be  facred  to  the  ftiepherd's  praife  : 
To  him  my  voice,  to  him  my  lays  belong. 
And  bright  Myrtilla  now  muft  live  unfung  : 
Even  fhe,  whofe  artlcfs  beauty  blefi'd  me  m.ore 
Than  ever  fwain  was  blefs'd  by  nymph  before  ; 
While  every  tender  Cgh  to  feal  our  blifs 
Bnught  a  kind  vow,  and  every  vow  a  kifs : 
Fair,  ciiafte,  and  kind,  yet  now  no  more  can  move. 
So  much  my  grief  is  flronger  than  my  love  : 
N->w  the  dear  youth  has  left  the  lonely  plain, 
Aod  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  grace,  of  every  Bri- 

tiflt  fwain. 
As  when  fome  cruel  hind  has  borne  away 
The  turtle's  neft,  and  made  the  young  his  prey. 
Sad  in  her  native  grove  (he  fits  alone. 
There  hangs  her   wings,   and  murnaurs  out  her 

moan ; 
So  the  bright  fliepherdefs,  who  bore  the  boy, 
Beneath  i  baleful  yew  does  weeping  lie  ; 
Nor  can  ihe  fair  the  weighty  woe  fuflain. 
But  bends,  like  rofes  cruHi'd  with  falling  rain; 
Nor  from  the  filent  earth  her  eyes  removes, 
Tliat,  weeplug,  languilh  like  a  dying  dove's. 
Not  fuch  her  look  (fevere  reverfe  of  fate!) 
When  little  Love's  in  every  dimple  face  ; 
And  all  the  fmiles  delighted  to  refort 
On  the  calm  heaven  of  her  foft  cheeks  to  fport : 
Soft  as  the  clouds  mild  April  evenings  wear. 
Which  drt.p  fiefli  flowrets  on  the  youthful  year. 
The  fountain's  fall  can't  lull  her  wakeful  woes, 
Nor  poppy-garlands  give  the  nymph  repofe : 
Through  prickly  brakes,  and  unfrequented  groves, 
O'er  hills  and  dales,  and  craggy  cliffs,  flie  roves. 
And  when  fhe  fpies,  beneath  fome  filent  Ihade, 
The  daifies  prefs'd,  where  late  his  limbs  were  laid, 
To  the  cold  print  there  clofe  Ihe  joins  her  face. 
And  ail  wjth  gufhing  tears  bedews  the  grafs. 


There  with  loud  plaints  flie  wounds  the  pitying 

flcies. 
And,  oh  !  return,  my  lovely  youth,  flie  cries; 
Return,  Florelio,  with  thy  wonted  charms 

Fill  the  foft  circle  of  my  longing  arms.- 

Ceafe,  fair  affli<51ion,  ceafe  !   the  lovely  boy 
in  death's  cold  arms  muft  pale  and  breathlefs  He. 
The  Fates  can  never  change  their  firft  decree. 
Or  fure  they  would  have  chang'd  this  one  for  thec« 
Pan  for  his  Syrinx  makes  eternal  moan, 
Ceres  her  daughter  loft,  and  thou  thy  fon. 
Thy  fon  for  ever  now  has  left  the  plain. 
And  is  the  grief,  who  was  the  giace,  of  every  Brt-* 
tifli  fwain. 
Adieu,  ye  mofly  caves,  and  Ihady  groves. 
Once  happy  fcenes  of  our  luccefsful  loves  : 
Ye  hungry  herds,  and  bleating  flocks,  adieu! 
Flints  be  your  beds,  and  browze  the  bitter  yew. 
Two  iambs  alone  (hall  be  my  charge  to  feed. 
For  yearly  on  his  grave  two  lambs  ihall  bleed. 
This  pledge  of  lafting  love,  dear  fliade,  receive* 
'lis  all,  alas,  a  fliepherd's  love  can  give  1 
But  grief  from  its  own  power  will  jfet  me  free. 
Will  fend  me  foon  a  willing  ghoft  to  thee : 
Cropt  in  the  flowery  fpring  of  youth,  I'll  go 
With  hafty  joy  to  wait  thy  ftiade  bciow  ; 
In  ever-f:  agrant  meads,  and  jafmine-bowers, 
We'll  dwell,  and  all  Elylium  (hall  be  ours. 
Where  citron  groves  sechereal  odours  breathe. 
And  ftreams  of  flowing  cryftal  purl  beneath; 
Where  all  are  ever  young,  and  heavenly  fair, 
As  hgre  above  thy  filler  graces  are. 


AN  ODE. 


What  art  thnu,I.ife,  whofe  flay  v;e  court? 
What  is  thy  rival  Death  we  fear.' 
Since  we're  but  fickle  Fortune's  fport, 
Why  fliould  we  wifli  t'  inhabit  here. 
And  think  the  race  wc  find  fo  rtut^h  too  iliort*^ 
II. 

While  in  the  womb  we  forming  lie, 
While  yet  the  lamp  of  life  difplays 
A  doubtful  dawn  with  feeble  rays. 
New  ifliiing  from  non-entity; 
The  fhell  of  flefh  pollutes  with  fin 
Its  gem,  the  foul,  juft  enter'd  in  ; 
And,  by  tranfmitted  vice  defil'd. 
The  fiend  commences  with  the  child. 

III. 
In  this  dark  region  future  fates  are  bred, 

And  mines  of  fecret  ruin  laid  : 

Hot  fevers  here  long  kindling  lie, 

Prepar'd  with  flaming  whips  to  rage, 

Andlafli  on  lingering  deftiny: 
Whene'er  excefs  has  fir'd  our  riper  age. 
Here  brood  in  infancy  the  gout  and  ftone. 
Fruits  of  our  fathers'  follies,  not  our  own. 
Ev'n  with  our  nouriftiment  we  death  receive, 
For  here  our  guiltlefs  mothers  give 
Poifon  for  food  when  firit  we  live. 
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Hence  noifome  humours  *  fweet  through  every 
And  blot  us  with  an  undiftinguifh'd  fore:      [pore, 
Nor,  mov'd  with  beauty,  will  the  dire  difeafe 
Forbear  on  faultlefs  f;'rms  to  feize ; 
Eut  vindicates  the  good,  the  gay. 
The  wife,  the  young,  its  common  prey. 
Ha<3  all,  conjoin'd  in  one,  had  power  to  fawe, 
The  mufes  had  not  wept  o'er  Blandford's  grave. 

IV. 

The  fpark  of  pure  atherca!  light 
That  adluates  this  fleeting  fram^. 
Darts  through  the  cloud  of  flefh  a  fickly  flame, 
And  feems  a  glow-worm  in  a  winter-night. 
But  man  would  yet  look  wondrous  wife. 
And  equal  chains  of  thcnight  devife  ; 
Intends  his  mind  «n  mighty  fchemes. 
Routes,  defines,  confirms,  declaims  ; 
And  diagrams  he  draw?,  i'  explain 
The  learn'd  chimeras  of  his  brain  ; 
And,  with  imaginary  wifJom  proud, 
Thinlcs  on  the  goddefs  while  he  clips  the  cloud. 

V. 

Through  error's  mazy  grove,  with  fruitlefs  toil, 
Perplex'd  with  puzzling  doubts  we  roam ; 
Falfe  images  our  fight  beguile, 
But  {till  we  (tumble  through  the  gloom> 

And  faience  feek,  which  ftill  deludes  the  mind. 
Yet,  more  eaamoiir'd  with  the  race, 

With  difproportion'd  fpeed  we  urge  the  chafe  : 

in  vain  !  the  various  prey  no  bounds  reflrain  ; 

Fleeting  it  only  leaves,  t'  increafe  our  pain, 

A  cold  unfatisfying  fcent  behiud. 
■"  VI. 

Yet,  gracious  God  1  prefumptuous  man 
With  randrm  guefles  makes  pretence 
To  found  thy  fearchlcfs  providence 
From  which  he  firfl  began  : 
Like  hooded  hawks  we  blindly  tower, 

And  circumfcribe,  with  fancy'd  laws,  thy  power. 
Thy  will  the  rolling  orbs  obey. 
The  moon,  prefiding  o'er  the  fea. 
Governs  the  waves  with  equal  fway  : 
But  man  perverfe,  and  lawlefb  ftill, 
Boldly  runs  counter  to  thy  will ; 
Thy  patient  thunder  he  defies; 
Lays  down  falfe  principles,  and  moves 
By  what  his  vicious  choice  approves ; 

And,  when  he's  vainly  wicked,  thinks  he's  wife. 

VII. 

Return,  return,  too  long  mifled  ! 
With  filial  fear  adore  thy  God : 
Ere  the  vaft  deep  of  heaven  was  fpread, 
Or  body  firft  in  fpace  abode. 

Glories  ineffable  adorn'd  his  head- 

Unnurnbcr'd  feraphs  round  the  burning  throne, 

bung  to  th'  incomprehcnfible  Three-One  : 
Yet  then  his  clemency  did  pleafe 
With  lower  forms  t'  augment  his  train, 
And  made  thee,  wretched  creature,  man. 
Probationer  of  happinefs. 
viii. 

On  the  vaft  oecan  of  his  wonders  here, 
We  momentary  bubbles  ride, 
Till,  crufh'd  by  the  tempeftuous  tide, 

£u2k  ia  tbe  parent  flood  we  difappear  : 

*  Th«  fmai:-pox. 


FENTON. 

We,  who  fo  gaudy  on  the  waters  fiioM, 
Proud,  like  the  fhowery  bow,  with  beauties  fl»t 
our  own. 

IX. 

But,  at  the  fign^l  given,  this  earth  and  {ea 
Shall  fet  thfir  fleecing  vaflals  free  ; 
And  the  bclov'd  of  God, 
The  faithful,  and  thejuft. 
Like  Aaron's  chofen  rod. 
Though  dry,  fliall  biofTom  in  the  duft  : 
Then,  gladly  bounding  from  their  dark  reftrainti, 
The  ikcletons  ftiall  brighten  into  faints, 
And,  from  mortality  refin'd,  fhall  rife 
To  meet  their  Saviour  coming  in  the  fkies: 
Inltruffled  then  by  intuition,  we 
Shall  the  vain  efforts  of  our  wifdom  fee ; 
Shall  then  impartially  confefs 
Gur  demonftration  w^as  but  guefe ; 
That  knowledge,  which  from  human  reafon  fl«ws, 
Unlefs  religion  guide  its  courfe. 
And  faith  her  fleady  mounds  oppofe. 
Is  ignorance  at  befl,  and  often  worfe. 


PART  OF  THE  FOURTEENTH  CHAPTER 
OF  ISAIAH  PARAPHRASED. 

Now  has  th'  Almighty  Father,  featcd  high 
In  ambient  glories,  from  th'  eternal  throne 
Vouchfaf'd  compaffion  ;  and  th'  afilidlive  power 
Has  broke,  whofe  iron  fceptre  long  had  bruis'd 
The  groaning  nations.     Now  returning  peace, 
Dove-ey'd,  and  rob'd  in  white,  the  blifsful  land 
Deigns  to  re-vifit;  whilft  beneath  her  fteps 
The  foil,  with  civil  flaughter  oft'  manur'd. 
Pours  forth  abundant  olives.     Their  high  tops 
The  cedars  wave,  exulting  o'er  thy  fall, 
Whofe  (leel  from  the  tall  monarch  of  the  grove 
Sever'd  the  regal  honours,  and  up  tore 
The  felons  blooming  in  the  parent  fliade. 

When  vebicled  in  flame,  thou  flow  didft  pafs 
Prone    through  the    gates  of   night,    the  dreary 

realms 
With  loud  acclaim  receiv'd  thee.     Tyrants  old 
(Gigantic  forms,  with  human  blood  befmcar'd) 
Rofe  from  their  thrones;   for  threnes  they  ftill 

poflefs, 
Their  penance  and  their  guilt :  Art  thou,  they  cry, 
O  emulous  of  our  crimes,  here  doom'd  to  reign 
Aflbciate  of  our  woe  ?  Nor  com'fl  thou  girt 
With  livery'd  flaves,  or  bands  of  warrior-knightg. 
Which  erft  before  thee  flood,  a  flattering  crowd, 
Obfervant  of  thy  brow ;  nor  hireling  quires 
Attempering  to  the  harp  their  warbled  airs. 
Thy  panegyric  chaunt;  but,  hufli'd  in  ^eath. 
Like  us  thou  ly'ft  unwept ;  a  corfe  obfcene 
With  duft,  and  preying  worms,  bare  and  defpoil'd 
Of  ill- got  pomp.     We  hall  thee  our  compeer  1    . 

How  at  thou  with  diminifli'd  glory  fall'n 
From  thy  proud  zenith,  fwift  as  meteors  glide 
Aflope  a  fummer-eve  I  Of  all  the  ftars 
Titled  the  firft  and  faireft,  thou  didft  hope 
To  ftiare  divinity,  or  haply  more, 
Elated  a-^  fupreme  when  o'er  the  north 
Thy  bloody  banners  ftream'd,  to  rightful  king* 
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Portending  ruinons  downfall;  woiid'rous  low, 
Opprobrious  ami  detefted  art  thou  thrown, 
Difrob'd  of  all  thy  fplendors  :  round  thee  ftaod 
The  ('warming  populace,  and  with  fix'd  regard 
Eyeing  thee  pale  and  brcathlefs,  fpend  their  rage 
In  taunting  fpeech,  and  jovial  alk  their  friends, 
Is  this  The  Mighty,  whole  imperious  yoke 
We  bore  relutftant,  who  to  deferc  wilds 
And  haunts  of  favages  transform'd  the  marts. 
And  capital  cities  raz'd,  pronouncing  thrall 
Or  exile  on  the  peerage  ?  How  becalm'd 
The  tyrant  lies,  whole  noftrils  us'd  to  breathe 
Tempefts  of  wrath,  and  fliook  eftablilh'd  thrones  ! 

In  folemn  ftate  the  bones  of  pious  kings. 
Gather'd  to  their  great  fires,  are  fafe  reiios'd 
Beneath  the  weeping  vault :  but  thou,  a  branch 
Blafted  and  curs'd  by  Heaven,  to  dogs  and  fowls 
Art  doom'd  a  banquet ;  mingling  fome  remains 
With  criminals  unabfolv'd;   on  all  thy  race 
Tranfmitting   guilt  and   vengeance.      From  thy 

domes 
Thy  children  fkulfc  erroneous  and  forlorn, 
Fearing  perdition,  and  for  mercy  fue 
With  eyes  uplift,  and  tearful.     From  thy  feed 
The  fceptrc  Heaven  refumes,  by  thee  ufurp'd 
By  guile  and  force,  and  fway'd  with  lavvlefs  rage. 


VERSES  ON  THE  UNION. 

The  Gaul, intent  on  univerfal  fway. 
Sees  his  own  fubjeds  with  conftraint  obey; 
And  they  who  moft  his  rifing  beams  ador'd. 
Weep  in  their  chains,  and  wifh  another  lord. 
Eut,if  the  mufe  not  uninipir'd  prefage, 
Juflice  fhall  triumph  o'er  oppreffive  rage  : 
His  power  fliail  be  reclaim'd  to  rightful  laws. 
And  all,  like  Savoy,  fhall  defert  his  caufe. 
So  when  to  diftant  vales  an  eagle  fleers, 
His  fiercenefs  not  difarm'd  by  length  of  years ; 
From  his  flretch'd  wing  he  fees  the  feathers  fly. 
Which  bore  him  to  his  empire  of  the  iky. 

Unlike,  great  queen,  thy  fteps  to  deathlefs  fame; 
O  beft,  O  greateft,  of  thy  royal  name  ! 
Thy  Britons,  fam'd  for  arts,  in  battle  brave, 
Have  nothing  now  to  cenfure,  or  to  crave  ; 
Ev'n  vice  and  fadious  zeal  are  held  in  awe. 
Thy  court  a  temple,  and  thy  life  a  law. 

When  edg'd  with  terrors,  by  thy  vengeful  hand 
The  fword  is  drawn  to  gore  a  guilty  land  ; 
Thy  mercy  cures  the  wound  thy  juftice  gave. 
For  'tis  thy  lov'd  prerogative  to  fave  : 
And  vidtory,  to  grace  thy  triumph,  bringss 
Palms  in  her  hand,  with  healing  in  her  wings. 

But  as  mild  heaven  on  Eden's  op'ning  gems 
Beftow'd  the  balmieft  dews,  and  hrightefl  beams: 
So,whilft  remoteft  climes  thy  influence  ibare, 
Britain's  the  darling  objedt  of  thy  care  : 
By  thy  wife  councils,  and  refifilefs  might. 
Abroad  we  conquer,  and  at  home  unite  : 
Before  thou  bid'fl  the  diftant  battles  ccafe, 
Thy  piety  cements  domeftic  peace ; 
Impatient  of  delay  te  fix  the  ftate, 
Thv  dove  brings  olive  ere  the  waves  abate. 

Vol.  VII. 


Hail,  happy  fifter-Iands  1  for  ever  prove 
Rivals  alone  in  loyalty  and  love ; 
Kindled  from  heaven,  be  your  aufpicious  flame 
As  lafting,  and  as  bright,  as  Anna's  fame  ! 
And  thou,  fair  northern  nymphs,  partake  our  toil. 
With  us  divide  the  danger,  and  the  fpoil  : 
W/ien  thy  brave  fons,  the  friends  of  Mars  avow'd, 
In  fteel  around  our  Albion  ftandards  crowd  ; 
What  wonders  in  the  war  ftiall  now  be  fhown 
By  her,  who  finglc  fhook  the  Gallic  throne  '. 

The  day  draws  nigh,  in  which  the  warrior-queen 
Shall  wave  her  union-crofTcs  o'er  the  Seine  : 
Rous'd  with  heroic  warmth  unfelt  before. 
Her  lions  with  redoubled  fury  roar  ; 
And  urging  on  to  fame,  with  joy  behold 
The  woody  walks  in  which  they  rang'd  of  old. 
O  Louis,  long  the  terror  of  thy  arms 
Has  aw'd  the  continent  with  dire  alarms; 
Exulting  in  thy  pride,  with  hope  to  fee 
Empires  and  ftates  derive  their  power  from  thee  ; 
From  Britain's  equal  hand  the  fca'.e  to  wreft, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  o'er  the  weft  : 
But  now  the  laurels,  by  thy  rapine  torn 
From  Belgian  groves,  in  early  triumphs  borne; 
VVither'd  and  leaflefs  in  thy  winter  fland, 
Expos'd  a  prey  to  every  hoftiie  haod  : 
By  ftraiige  extremes  of  deftiny  decreed 
To  flourifh,  and  to  fall  with  equal  f'pced. 

So  the  young  gourd,  around  the  prophet's  head 
Wiih  fwift  increafe  her  fragrant  honours  fpread; 
Beneath  the  growing  fhade  fcctire  he  fate. 
To  fee  the  towers  of  Ninus  bow  to  fate ; 
But,  curs'd  by  Heaven,  the  greens  began  to  fade. 
And,  iickening,  fudden  as  they  rofe,  decay 'd. 


CUPID  AMD  HYMEN. 

Cupid  refign'd  to  Sylvia's  care 

Mis  bow  and  quiver  ftor'd  wi^h  darts; 

ComniifTioning  the  matchlcfs  fair 

I'o  till  his  Ihrine  with  bleeding  hearts. 

His  empire  thusfecur'd,  he  flies 
To  fport  amid  th'  idalian  grove  ; 

Whofe  feather 'd  choirs  proclaim'd  the  joys, 
And  blels'd  the  pleafing  power  of  love. 

T'le  god  their  grateful  toTigf  engage. 

To  fpread  his  nets  which  Venus  wrought  j 

Whilil  Hymen  held  the  golden  cage. 
To  keep  fecure  the  game  they  caught. 

The  warblers,  brifk  with  genial  flame, 
Swift  from  the  myrtle  fhades  repair ; 

A  willing  captive  each  became. 
And  fweetlier  caroi'd  in  the  fnare. 

When  Hymen  had  receiv'd  the  prey. 

To  Cytherea's  fane  they  flew  ; 
Regardlefs,  while  they  wing'd  their  way, 

How  fuUen  all  the  fongfters  grew. 

Alas  1  no  fptightly  note  is  heard. 
But  each  with  filent  grief  confumes; 
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Though  to  celeftial  food  preferr'd, 

They  pining  drop  their  painted  plumet. 

Cupid,  afflidled  at  the  change. 
To  btg  her  aid  to  Venus  run ; 

She  heard  the  tale,  nor  thought  it  ftrangc, 
But,  fmiling,  thus  advis'd  her  (on  : 

Pleafure  grows  languid  with  reftraint, 
'  ris  Nature's  privilege  to  roam  : 

If  you'd  not  have  your  linnets  faint, 
Leave  Hymeu  with  his  cage  at  home. 


OLIVIA. 


Olivia's  lewd,  but  looks  devouf, 
Ai)d  fcripture-proofs  fhc  throws  about, 

When  firft;  you  try  to  win  her  : 
Pull  your  fob  of  guineas  out ; 
Fee  Jenny  firft,  and  never  doubt 

To  find  the  faint  a  finner. 
:i. 
Baxter  by  day  is  her  delight : 
No  chocolate  muft  come  in  fight 

Before  two  morning  chapters  ; 
But,  left  the  fpleen  ftiould  fpoil  her  quite. 
She  takes  a  civil  friend  at  night 

To  raife  her  holy  raptures. 
III. 
Thus  oft'  we  fee  a  glow-worm  gay. 
At  large  her  fiery  taie  difplay, 

Encourag'd  by  the  dark  : 
And  yet  the  fullen  thing  all  day 
Snug  in  the  lonely  thicket  lay,  -' 

4nd  hid  the  native  fpark. 


TO  A  LADY, 

SITTING  BEFORE   HER.  GLASS. 


So  fmopth  and  clear  the  fountain  was, 
In  which  his  face  Narciffus  fpy'd, 

When,  gazing  in  that  liquid  glaf?, 
He  for  hinifclf  defpair'd  and  dy'd: 

Nor,  Chloric,  can  you  fafer  fte 

Your  own  perfedions  here  than  he. 

n- 

The  lark  before  the  mirror  plays, 

Which  fome  deceitful  fwain  has  fet, 
Pleas'd  with  herfeif  (he  fondly  ftays 

To  die  deluded  in  the  tiet. 
Love  may  fuch  frauds  for  you  prepare, 
Yourfelf  the  ca^itive,  aod  the  fnare. 

III. 
But,  Chloris,  whilft  you  there  review 

Tiiofe  graces  opening  in  their  bloom, 
Think  how  difchft  and  age  purfue, 

Yi!ur  iiper  glories  to  conlume. 
Then  fighing  you  would  wifh  your  glafg 
j(;culd  Ihow  to  Chloris  what  ihe  was. 


Let  pride  no  more  give  nature  law, 

But  free  the  youth  your  power  enflaves  t 
Her  form,  like  yours,  laright  Cynthia  faw, 

Refleded  on  the  cryftal  waves ; 
Yet  priz'd  not  all  her  charms  above 
The  pleafure  of  Endymion's  love. 

v. 
No  longer  let  your  glafs  fupply 

Too  juft  an  emblem  of  your  breaft  ; 
Where  oft'  to  my  deluded  eye 

Love's  in.age  has  appear'd  impreft; 
But  play'd  fo  lightly  on  your  mind, 
It  leit  no  lalling  print  behind. 


TO  THE  SAME, 

READING  THE  ART  OF   LOVK. 

Whilst  Ovid  here  reveals  the  various  arts, 
Both  how  to  polifti  an.d  direft  their  darts. 
Let  meaner  beauties  by  his  rule  improve, 
And  read  thefe  lines  to  gain  fuccefs  in  love  : 
But  heaven  alone,  that  multiplies  our  race. 
Has  power  t'  incrcafe  the  conquefts  of  your  face. 
The  fpring,  before  he  paints  the  rifing  flov/ers, 
Receives  mild  beams,  and  foft  defcending  ftiowers; 
But  love  blooms  ever  fieih  beneath  your  charms, 
Though  neither  pity  v/eeps,  nor  kindnefs  warms. 
The  chiefs  who  doubt  fuccefs,  affert  their  claim 
By  ftratagems,  and  poorly  fteal  a  name : 
The  generous  *  fon  of  Jove,  in  open  fight, 
Made  bleeding  vidlory  jxroclaim  his  might : 
Like  him  refiftiefs,  when  you  take  the  field, 
Love  founds  the  fignal,  and  the  world  muft  yield. 


THE  FAIR  NUN;  A  TALE. 

"  Ire  per  ignes,  [ullis, 

"  Et  gladios  aufim.     Neque  ad  hoc  tamen  ignibus 
"  Aut  gladiis  opus  eft  ;  opus  eft  mlhi  criue. — " 

OviD.  Met.  Lib.  viii. 

We  fage  Cartcfians,  who  profefs 
Ourlelves  fworn  foes  to  emptincfs, 
Affert  that  fouls  a  tip-toe  ftand 
On  what  we  call  the  pineal  gland; 
As  weather-cocks  on  fpires  are  plac'd. 
To  turn  the  quicker  with  each  blaft. 

This  granted,  can  you  think  it  ftrangc, 
We  all  ftiould  be  fo  prope  ta  change; 
Ev'n  from  the  go-cart  till  we  wear 
A  fattin  cap  i'  the  elbow  chair  ? 
The  follies  that  the  child  began, 
Puftom  makes  current  in  the  man  ; 
And  firm  by  livery  and  feifin 
Holds  the  fee-fimple  of  his  reafon. 

But  ftiil  the  gufts  of  love  we  find 
Blow  ftrongeft  on  a  woman's  raiod ; 
Nor  need  1  learnedly  purfue  __•. 

The  latent  caufe,  th'  tSi&,  ij  true  ; 
•|  iexandijn 
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For  proof  of  which,  in  manner  ample, 
I  mean  to  give  you  one  example. 

Upon  a  time  (for  fo  my  nurfe, 
Heaven  reft  her  bones  !  began  difcourfe) 
A  lovely  nymph,  and  juft  nineteen, 
Began  to  languifh  with  the  fpleen  : 
She  who  had  ftione  at  balls  and  play 
In  gold  brocade  extremely  gay, 
All  on  a  fudden  grew  precife, 
Declaim'd  againft  the  growth  of  vitc, 
A  very  prude  in  half  a  year, 
And  moft  believ'd  (he  was  Cncere  : 
Necklace  of  pearl  no  more  flie  wear«. 
That's  fandlify'd  to  count  her  prayers; 
Venus,  and  all  her  naked  loves, 
The  reformado  nymph  removes; 
And  Magdalen,  with  faints  and  martyrj, 
Was  plac'd  in  their  refpe<5livc  quarteri. 
Nor  yet  content,  fhe  could  not  bear 
The  ranknefs  of  the  public  air, 
'Twas  fo  infe(fted  with  the  vice 
Of  lufcious  fongs,  and  lovers'  fighs : 
So  moft  devoutly  would  be  gone, 
And  ftraight  profefs  herfelf  a  Nun. 

A  youth  of  breeding  and  addrefs, 
And  call  him  Thyrfis  if  you  pleafe, 
Who  had  fome  wealth  to  recompenfe 
Hii  flender  dividend  of  fenfe ; 
Yet  could  with  little  thought  and  care 
Write  tender  things  to  pleafe  the  fair ; 
And  then  fucceffively  did  grow 
From  a  half-wit,  a  finifti'd  beau  ! 
(For  fops  thus  naturally  rife, 
As  maggots  turn  to  butterflies.) 
This  fpark,  as  ftory  tells,  before 
Had  held  with  madam  an  amour, 
Which  he  refolving  to  purfuc, 
Exadtly  took  the  proper  cue. 
And  on  the  wings  of  love  he  flies 
To  Lady  Abbefs,  in  difguife. 
Aid  tells  her  he  had  brought  th'  advowfon 
Of  foul  and  body  to  difpoi'e  on. 
Old  Sandlity,  who  nothing  fcar'd 
In  petticoats,  without  a  beard. 
Fond  of  a  profelyte,  and  fees. 
Admits  the  fox  among  the  geefe, 

Here  duty,  wealth,  and  honour  prove, 
Though  three  to  one,  too  weak  for  lev? ; 
And  to  defcribe  the  war  throughout, 
Would  make  a  glorious  piece  no  doubt, 
Where  moral  virtues  might  be  flain, 
And  life,  and  fight  and  fall  again  : 
Love  fliould  a  bloody  myrtle  wear. 
And,  like  Camilla,  fierce  and  fair. 
The  Nun  fhould  charge — But  I  -forbear. 

All  human  joys,  though  fweet  in  tafting, 
Arefeldom  (more's  the  pity)  lafting: 
The  nymph  had  qualms,  her  cheeks  were  pale, 
Which  others  thought  th*  effcdts  of  zeal : 
But  fi\t,  poor  {he,  began  to  doubt, 
(Beft  knowing  what  Ihe'd  been  about) 
The  marriage  earneft-perny  lay. 
And  burnt  her  pocket,  as  we  fay. 
She  now  invokes,  to  eafe  her  foul, 
"ll\e  da^*^er  and  the  poifon*4  bowl; 


And,  felf-condemn'd  for  breach  of  vow, 
To  lofe  her  life  and  honour  too, 
Talk'd  in  as  tragical  a  ftrain,  as 
Your  craz'd  Monimias  and  Roxanas. 

But  as  ftie  in  her  cell  lay  fighing, 
Diliraded,  weeping,  drooping, dying. 
The  fiend  (who  never  wants  addref* 
To  fuccour  damfels  in  diftrefs) 
Appearing,  told  her  he  pcrceiv'd 
The  fatal  caufe  for  which  {he  griev'd ; 
But  promis'd  her  en  cavalier,  „  .■ 

She  (hould  be  freed  from  all  her  fear. 
And  with  her  Thyrfis  lead  a  life 
Devoid  ©f  all  domeftic  ftrifc. 
If  Hie  would  fign  a  certain  fcrawl— 
Aye,  that  fhe  would,  if  that  was  all. 
She  {ign'd,  and  he  engag'd  to  do 
Whate'er  fhe  pleas'd  to  let  him  to. 
The  critics  muft  excufe  me  now, 
They  both  were  freed,  no  matter  how  : 
For  when  we  epic  writers  ufe 
Machines  to  difengagc  the  mufe, 
We're  clean  acquit  of  all  demand*. 
The  matter's  left  in  abler  hands  ; 
And  if  they  cannot  loofe  the  knot, 
Should  we  be  cenfur'd  ?  I  think  not. 

The  fcene  thus  altcr'd,  both  were  gay, 
For  pomp  and  pleafures  who  but  they, 
Who  might  do  every  thing  but  pray  ? 
Madam  in  her  gilt  chariot  flaunted, 
And  Pug  brought  every  thing  {he  wShtsdj 
A  flave  devoted  to  her  will : 
But  women  will  be  wavering  flill. 
Ev'n  vice  without  variety 

Their  fqucamiJh  appetites  will  cloy : 
And  having  ftolen  from  Lady  Abbefs 
One  of  our  merry  modern  rabbles, 
She  found  a  trick  {he  thought  would  pafs, 
And  prove  the  devil  but  an  afs. 

His  next  attendance  happen'd  right 
Amidft  a  moonlefs  ftormy  night. 
When  madam  and  her  fpoufe  together 
Gucfs'd  at  his  coming  by  the  weather. 
He  came  :  To-night,  fays  he,  I  drudge 

To  fetch  a  heriot  for  a  judge, 

A  gouty  nine-i'th'  hundred  knave  ; 

But,  madam,  do  you  want  your  flave  ? 

1  need  not  prefently  be  gone, 

Becaufe  the  doiftors  have  not  done. 

A  rofy  ricar  and  a  quack 

Repuls'd  me  in  my  laft  attack  : 

But  all  in  vain, for  mine  he  is; 

A  fig  for  both  the  faculties. 

The  dame  produc'd  a  {ingle  hair. 

But  whence  it  came  I  cannot  fwrear; 

Yet  this  I  will  affirm  is  true ; 

It  curl'd  like  any  b«ttle  fcrew. 

Sir  Nic,  quoth  fhe,  you  know  us  all. 

We  ladies  arc  fantaftical  ; 

You  fee  this  hair — Yes,  madam — Pray 

In  prefence  of  my  hufband  flay. 

And  make  it  ftraight ;  or  elfe  you  grant 

Our  folemn  league  and  covenant 

Is  void  in  law. — It  is,  I  own  it : 

And  fo  he  fcts  to  work  upon  it, 
Ttij 
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He  tries,  not  dreaming  of  a  cheat. 
If  wetting  vould  not  do  the  feat  : 
And  'twr.s,  in  truth,  a  proper  notion, 
Eut  ftill  it  kept  th'  eladic  motion. 
Well  I  more  ways  may  be  found  than  one 
To  kill  a  witch  that  will  not  drown. 
If  [,  quoth  he,  crnceive  its  nature, 
This  hair  has  flcurifb'd  nigh  the  water  : 
'Tis  crifp'd  with  cold,  perliaps,  and  then 
The  fire  will  make  it  llraight  again. 
In  hafte  he  to  the  fire  applies  it, 
And  turns  it  roi;nd  and  round,  and  eyes  It, 
Keigh  jingo,  w  orfe  than  'twas  before  I 
The  more  it  warms,  it  twirls  the  more. 
He  flamp'd  his  cloven  foot,  and  chaf'd ; 
The  hi  fband  and  the  lady  laugh'd. 
Howe'er  he  fancy'd  fure  enough 
He  fhould  rot  find  it  hammer-proof. 
Mo  Cyclops  e'er  at  work  was  warmer. 
At  forging  thunder-bolts  or  armour. 
Than  Satan  was;  but  all  in  vain  : 
Again  he  beats. — It  curh  again  ! 
At  length  he  hellnw'd  in  a  rage. 
This  hair  will  take  me  up  an  age. 
'1  his  take  an  age  1  the  hufbard  fwore, 

Z ds!  Betty  has  five  hundred  more. 

JViore  !  take  your  bond,  quoth  Pug  ;  adieu, 
'Tis  lofs  of  time  to  ply  for  you. 
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Bold  is  the  mufe  to  leave  her  humble  cell, 
And  fing  to  thee,  who  know'ft  to  fii.g  fo  well  i 
Thee  :  who  to  Britain  ftill  preferv'ft  the  crown. 
And  mak'ft  her  rival  Athens  in  renown. 
Could  Sophocles  behold  in  mournful  flate 
The  weeping  graces  on  Imoinda  wait; 
Or  hear  thy  Ifabella's  moving  moan, 
Diftrefs'd  and  loft  for  vices  not  her  own  ; 
If  envy  could  pci  nnt,  he'd  fure  agree, 
To  write  by  nature  were  to  copy  thee  : 
So  full,  fo  fair,  thy  images  are  Ibown, 
He  by  thy  pencil  might  improve  his  ow  n. 

There  was  an  age  (its  mtmory  will  laft !) 
Before  Italian  airs  debauch'd  our  tafle. 
In  which  the  fable  mufe  with  hopes  and  fears 
Fill'd  every  breaf^,  and  every  eye  with  tears 
But  whcre's  tbat  art  which  all  our  paffions  rais'^. 
And  mov'd  the  fprings  of  naiure  as  it  pkas'd? 
Our  poets  only  pra<5life  on  the  pit 
"With  florid  lines,  and  trifliiig  turns  of  wit. 
Howe'er  'tis  well  the  prefent  times  can  boaft 
Tht  race  ot  Charles's  reign  n<  t  wholly  loft. 
Thy  fcenes,  immortal  in  their  worth,  (liall  ftaiid 
AniOiig  the  cholen  daCTics  of  our  land. 
And  whilft  our  ions  are  by  tradition  taught 
How  Barry  fpoke  what  thou  and  Otway  wrote. 
They'll  think  it  praiie  to  r«lifli  and  repeat, 
Aud  own  thy  wuiks  inimirably  great. 

fjliakJpeare,  the  genius  of  our  ifle,  whcfe  mind 
flhe  univerlal  minor  of  maiil;ind) 


Exprefs'd  all  images,  enrich'd  the  ftajrc, 

But  lometimes  fto(>p'd  topleafe  a  barbarous  age-: , 

When  his  immortal  bays  began  to  grow, 

Rude  was  the  language,  and  the  humour  low  i 

He,  like  the  God  of  day,  was  always  bright. 

But  rolling  in  its  courfe,  his  orb  of  light 

Was  fully'd,  and  obfcur'd,  though  foaring  high, 

With  (pots  contraded  from  the  nether  iky. 

But  whither  is  th'  adventurous  mufe  betray'd  ? 

Forgive  her  raflinefs,  venerable  fbade  1 

May  fpring  with  purple  flowers  perfume  thy  urn, 

And  Avon  with  his  greens  thy  grave  adorn  : 

Be  all  thy  faults,  whatever  faults  there  be, 

Imputed  to  the  times,  and  not  to  thee. 

Some  fcions  fhot  from  this  immortal  root, 
Their  tops  much  lower,  and  lefs  fair  the  fruit : 
Jonfon  the  tribute  of  my  verfe  might  claim. 
Had  he  not  ftrove  to  blemifh  Shakfpeare's  name. 
But,  like  the  radiant  twins  that  gild  the  fphere, 
Fletcher  and  Beaumont  next  in  pompapptar  : 
The  firft  a  fruitful  vine,  in  blooming  pride. 
Had  been  by  fuperflulty  deftroy'd, 
But  that  his  friend,  judicioufly  fevere, 
Prun'd  the  luxuriant  boughs  with  artful  care; 
On  various  founding  harps  the  mufes  play'd, 
Andfung,  andquaff'd  their  neclar  in  the  ihade.  . 
Few  moderns  in  the  lifts  with  thefe  may  ftand. 
For  in  thofe  days  were  giants  in  the  land  : 
Suffice  it  now  by  lineal  right  to  claim, 
And  bow  with  filial  awe  to  Shakfpeare's  fame  ; 
The  fecond  honours  are  a  glorious  name. 
Achilles  dead,  they  found  no  equal  lord 
To  wear  his  armour,  and  to  wield  his  fword. 

An  age  moft  o'dious  and  accurs'd  enfu'd, 
Difc(  lour'd  with  a  pious  monarch's  blood; 
Whofe  fall  when  firft  the  tragic  virgin  faw, 
She  fled,  and  left  her  province  to  the  law. 
Her  merry  fifter  ftill  purfu'd  the  game. 
Her  garb  was  alter'd,  but  her  gifts  the  fame. 
She  firft  reform 'd  the  mufcles  of  her  face. 
And  learn'd  the  folemn  fcrew  for  figns  of  grace ; 
Then  circumcis'd  her  locks,  and  form'd  her  tone, 
By  humming  to  a  tabor  and  a  drone ; 
Her  eyes  fhe  difciplin'd  precirfely  right. 
Both  when  to  wink,  and  how  to  turn  the  white  : 
Thus  banifli'd  from  the  ftage,  fhe  gravely  next 
AiTum'd  a  cloke,  and  quibbled  o'er  a  text. 
But  when,  by  miracles  of  mercy  faown, 
Much-fufFering    Charles    regain'd     his     father's 

throne ; 
When  peace  and  plenty  overflow'd  the  land. 
She  ftrait  puU'd  off  her  fatin  cap  and  band; 
Bade  Wycherley  be  bold  in  her  defence, 
With  pointed  wit,  and  energy  of  fcofe  :   - 
Ethercge  and  Sedley  join'd  him  in  her  caufe, 
And  all  defcrv'd,  and  all  rcceiv'd,  applaufe. 
Reftor'd  with  lefs  fucccl's,  the  tragic  mufe 
Had  long  forgot  her  ftyle  by  long  difufe  ; 
She  taught  her  Maximins  to  rant  in  rhyme, 
Miftaking  rattling  noiifenfe  for  fublime; 
Till  witty  Buckingham  reform'd  her  tafte. 
And  Ineering  fhani'd  her  into  fenfe  at  laft. 
But  now  rclaps'd.fhe  dwindles  to  afong. 
And  weakly  warbles  on  an  eunuch's  tongue; 
And  with  her  minftreUy  may  ftill  remain, 
1  ill  Southernc  court:  her  to  be  great  agaip, 
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Pcrliap?  the  beauties  of  tfiy  Spartan  dame. 
Who  (long  defrauded  of  the  pubUc  fame) 
Shall,  with  fuperior  tnajefty  avow'd. 
Shine  like  a  goddcfs  breaking  from  a  cloud; 
Once  more  may  reinftate  her  on  the  ftage, 
Her  adtion  graceful,  and  divine  her  rage. 

Arts  have  their  empires,  and,  like  other  flates, 
'    Their  rife  and  fall  are  govern'd  by  the  fates  : 
They,  when  their  period's  meafur'd  out  by  time, 
Tranfplant  their  laurels  to  another  clime. 
The  Grecian  mufe  once  fiU'd  with  loud  alarms 
The  court,  of  heaven,  and  clad  the  gods  in  arms ; 
,The  trumpet  filent,  humbly  (he  eflay'd 
The  Doric  reed,  arid  fung  beneath  the  fhade  ; 
ExtoU'd  a  frugal  life,  and  taught  the  fwains 
T'  obferve  the  feafons,  and  manure  the  plains  ; 
SorHetimes  in  warbled  hymns  fne  paid  her  vow, 

,  Or  wove  Olympic  wreaths  for  Theron's  brow  ; 
Sometimes  on  flowery  beds  fhc  lay  fupine, 
And  gave  her  thoughts  a  loofe  to  love  and  wine ; 
Or  in  her  fable  itole  and  bufkins  drefs'd, 
Show'd   vice   enthron'd,   and  virtuous  kings  op- 
prefs'd. 
The  nymph  iHll  fair,  however  pad  her  bloom, 
From  Greete  at  length  was  led  in  chains  to  Rome  : 
Whilft  wars  abroad,  and  civil  difcord  reign'dj 
Silent  the  beauteous  captive  long  remain'd; 
That  interval  employ'd  her  timely  care 
To  ftudy,  and  refine  the  language  there. 
She  views  with  anguifh  on  the  Roman  ftage 
The  Grecian  beauties  weep,  the  warriors  rage : 
But  nioft  thofe  fcenes  delight  th'  immortal  maid^ 
Which  Scipio  had  revis'd,  and  Rofcius  play'd. 
Thence  to  the  pleadings  of  the  gown  fhe  goes 
(For  Themis  then  could  fpeak  in  polifh'd  profe)  : 
Charm'd  at  the  bar,  amid  th'  attentive  throng, 
hhe  blefs'd  the  Syren-power  of  TuUy's  tongue. 
But  when,  OiSavius,  thy  fuccefsful  fword 

-  "Was  (heath'd,  and  univerl'al  peace  reftor'd, 
Fond  of  a  monarch,  to  the  court  fliecame, 
And  chofe  a  numerous  choir  to  chant  his  fame. 
Firft  from  the  green  retreats  and  lowly  plains, 
Her  Virgil  foar'd  fublime  in  epic  drains  ; 
His  theme  fo  glorious,  and  his  flight  fo  true, 
She  with  Mxoiiian  garlands  grac'd  his  brow; 
Taught  Horace  then  to  touch  the  LefbiaB  lyre, 
And  Sappho's  fweetnefs  join'd  with  Pindar's  fire, 
By  Csefar's  bounty  all  the  tuneful  train 
Enjoy'd,  and  fung  of  Saturn's  golden  reign; 
No  genius  then  was  left  to  live  on  praife. 
Or  curs'd  the  barren  ornament  of  bays  ;* 
On  all  her  foHS  he  caft  a  kind  regard, 
Nor  could  they  write  fo  faft  as  he  reward. 
The  mufe,  induftrious  to  record  his  name 
In  the  brig'nt  annals  of  eternal  fame, 
Profufe  of  favours,  lavifh'd  all  her  itore. 
And  fur  one  reign  made  many  ages  poor. 

Now  from  the  rugged  North  unnumber'd  fwarras 
Invade  the  Latian  coalls  with  barbarous  arms; 
A  race  unpolilh'd,  but  inur'd  to  toil. 
Rough  as  their  heaven,  and  barren  as  their  fuil. 
Theie  1ocu;ls  every  fpriaging  art  dcllroy'd. 
And  fr.ft  humanity  belore  them  dy'd. 
Pidture  no  more  niaintain'd  the  doubtful  ftrife 
With  nature's  fcenes,  nor  gave  the  canvas  life  ; 


Nor  fcalpture  exercis'd  her  flcill,  beneath 
Her  forming  hand  to  make  the  marble  breathe ; 
Struck  with  dcfpair,  they  ftood  devoid  of  thought, 
Lefs  lively  than  the  works  themfelves  had  wrought. 
On  thole  twin-fifters  fuch  difadcrs  came. 
Though  colours  and  proportions  are  the  fame 
In  every  age  and  clime;  their  beauties  known 
To  every  language,  and  confin'd  by  none. 
But  fate  lefs  freedom  to  the  mufe  affords. 
And  checks  her  genius  with  the  choice  of  words  : 
To  paint  her  thoughts,  the  difftion  mull  be  found 
Of  eafy  grandeur,  and  harmonious  found. 
Thus  wheh  fhe  rais'd  her  voice  divinely  great 
To  fing  the  foimder  of  the  Roman  ftate  ; 
The  language  was  adapted  to  the  fong, 
Sweet  and  fublime,  with  native  beauty  ftrong: 
But  when  the  Goths  infulting  troops  appear'd» 
Such  dilTouance  the  trembling  virgin  heard  ! 
Chang'd  to  a  fwan,  from  Tyber's  troubled  flreams 
She    wing'd   her    flight,    and   fought    the    filveT 
Thames. 
Long  in  the  melancholy  grove  fhe  fiaid. 
And  taught  the  penfive  Druids  in  the  fhade  ; 
In  folemn  and  inftrudtive  notes  they  fung 
From  v/hence  the  beauteous  frame  of  nature  fprung, 
Who  polifh'd  all  the  radiant  orbs  above, 
And  in  bright  order  made  the  planets  move ; 
Whence  thunders  roar,  and  frightful  meteors  fly. 
And  comets  roll  unbounded  through  the  fky ; 
Who  wing'd  the  winds,  and  gave  the  flreams  to 

How, 
And  rais'd  the  rocks,  and  fpread  the  lawns  below ; 
Whence  the  gay  fpring  exults  in  flowery  pride. 
And  autumn  with  the  bleeding  grape  is  dy'd  ; 
Whence    fummer   funs    imbrovvn   the    labouring 

fwains. 
And  fhivcring  winter  pines  in  icy  chains  : 
And  prais'd  the  Power  Supreme,  nor  dar*J  ad- 
vance 
So  vain  a  theory  as  that  of  chance. 

But  in  this  ifle  fhe  found  the  nymphs  (o  fair,  f 
She  chang'd  her  hand,  and  chofe  a  fofter  air,       > 
And  love  and  beauty  next  became  her  care.         j 
Greece,  her  lov'd  country,  only  could  afford 
A  Venus  and  a  Helen  to  record; 
A  thoufand  radiant  nymphs  fhe  here  beheld. 
Who  match'd  the  goddefs,  and  the  queen  excell'd. 
T'  immortalize  their  loves  fhe  long  effay'd. 
But  ftill  the  tongue  her  generous  toil  betray'd. 
Chaucer  had  all  that  beauty  could  infpire, 
And  Surrey's  numbers  glow'd  with  warm  defire  : 
Both  now  are  priz'd  by  few,  unknown  to  moll, 
Becaufe  the  thoughts  are  in  the  language  lofl. 
Even  Spenfer's  pearls  in  muddy  waters  lie. 
Yet  foon  their  beams  attract  the  diver's  eye  : 
Rich  was  their  imagery,  till  time  defac'd 
The  curious  works ;  but  Waller  came  at  lad. 
Waller,  the  mufe  with  heavenly  verfe  fupplies, 
Smooth  as  the  fair,  and  fparkling  as  their  eyes ; 
"  All  but  the  nymph  that  fhould  redrefs  his  wrong, 
"  Attend  his  pafTion,  and  approve  his  fong." 
But  when  this  Orpheus  funk,  aod  hoary  age 
Supprefs'd  the  lover's  and  the  poet's  rage,         > 
To  Granville  his  melodious  lute  file  gave, 
Granville,  whtfs;  fai:hful  verfe  is  beauty's  flave; 
Tt  ii 
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Accept  this  gift,  toy  favourite  youth  !  ihe  cry'd, 
To  found  a  brighter  theme,  and  fing  cf  Hyde , 
Hyde's  and  thy  lovely  Myra's  praife  proclaim; 
And  match  Carlifle's  and  Sacharifla's  fame. 

O  !  would  he  now  forfake  the  myrtle  grove. 
And  fing  of  arms,  as  late  he  fung  of  love  ! 
His  colours  and  his  hand  alone  fhould  paint 
In  Britain's  queen  the  warrior  and  the  faint ; 
Jn  whom  cnnfpirc,  to  form  her  truly  great, 
Wifdom  with  power,  and  piety  with  ftate. 
Whilflt  from  her  throne  the  dreams  of  juftice  flow. 
Strong  and  fcrene,  to  blefs  the  land  below  ; 
O'er  diftant  realms  her  dreaded  thunders  roll, 
And  the  wild  rage  of  tyranny  control. 
Her  power  to  quell,  and  pity  to  redrefs, 
.  The  Macfe,  the  Danube,  and  the  Rhine  confefs; 
"Whence  bleeding  Ibci  hopes  around  his  head 
To  feie  frefh  olive  fpring,  and  plenty  fpread  : 
And  whilft  they  found  their  great  deliverer's  fame. 
The  Seine  retires,  and  fickens  at  her  name. 
O  Granville  '   all  thefe  glorious  fcenes  diljilay, 
InftruA  furcceding  monarchs  how  to  fway  ; 
And  make  her  memory  rever'd  by  all, 
When    triumphs    are    forgot,    and    mouldering 
arches  fall. 
Pardon  me,  friend '.  T  own  my  mtlfe  too  free, 
To  write  fo  long  on  fuch  a  theme  to  thee  ; 
To  play  the  critic  here — with  equal  right 
Bid  her  pretend  to  teach  Argyll  to  fight ; 
Inftruft  th'  unerring  fun  to  gi.idc  the  year, 
And  Harky  by  what  fchemes  he  ought  to  fteer ; 
Gi-«e  Harcourt  eloquence  t'  adorn  the  feal, 
Maxims  of  ftate  to  Leeds,  to  Beaufort  zeal ; 
Try  to  corre<ft  what  Orrery  (hall  write, 
And  make  harmonious  St.  John  more  polite; 
Teach  law  to  Ifla  for  the  crown's  fupport. 
And  Jerfey  how  to  ferve  and  grace  a  court ; 
DitSlatc  foi't  warbling  airs  to  Sheffield's  hand, 
"When  Venus  and  her  loves  around  him  ftand; 
In  fage  debates  to  Rocheller  impart 
A  fearching  head,  and  ever  faithful  heart  ; 
IVIake  Talbot's  finifli'd  virtue  more  complete, 
High  without  pride,  and  amiably  great, 
Vt'here  nature  all  her  powers  with  fortune  join'd, 
At  oricc  to  plcafe  and  benefit  mankind. 

When  cares  were  to  my  blooming  youth  un- 
known, 
My  fancy  free,  and  all  m.y  hours  my  own  ; 
llov'd  along  the laureat  grove  to  ftray, 
The  paths  were  pleafant,  and  the  prufpedl  gay  : 
But  now  my  gcciu*  Unk^,  and  hardly  knows 
To  make  a  couplet  tinkle  in  the  clofe. 
Yet  when  you  next  to  Mcdway  ihall  repair, 
And  quit  the  town  to  breathe  a  purer  aii  ; 
Retiring  from  the  crowd  to  Ceal  the  fwects 
Of  eafy  life  in  Twyfden's  calm  retrrats 
(^As  lerence  to  his  L^elius  lov'd  to  come. 
And  in  Campania  fcotn'd  the  pomp  of  Rome)  ; 
Where  Lambard,    form'd  for   buli;;cfb,    and   to 

plcafe. 
By  (hating,  will  improve  your  happincfs; 
In  both  their  fouls  imperial  reafoii  fways, 
In  both  the  patriot  and  the  fritfld  difpiays 
3leiov'd,  and  prais'd  by  all,  who  merit  love 
praife. 
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With  bright  ideas  there  Jnfpir'd  zt.cn^, 
By  them  excited,  and  inform'd  by  you, 
I  may  with  happier  flcill  effay  to  fing 
Sublimer  notes,  and  ftrikc  a  bolder  ftring. 

Languid  and  dull,  when  abfent  from  her  cavCj 
No  oracles  of  old  the  Sibyl  gave  ; 
But  when  beneath  her  facredfhrine  fhe  flood, 
Her  fury  foon  confefs'd  the  coming  god ; 
Her  bread  began  to  heave,  her  eyes  to  roll, 
And  wondrous  vifions  fill'd  her  labouring  foul. 


A  LETTER 

TO  THE  KNIGHT  OF  THE  SABLE  SBIEI.O. 

**  Habet  Bibliopola  Tryphon." 

Mart.  Lib.  iv. 

Sir  Knight,  who  know  with  equal  ikill 
To  make  a  poem  and  a  pill, 
'Twas  my  misfortune  t'<ither  night, 
To  be  tormented  with  a  fpfight. 
On  either  fide  his  head  the  hair 
Seem'd  kufhing  out,  the  top  was  bare;^^ 
His  garb  antique,  but  on  his  face 
There  reign'd  a  fweet  majedic  grace ; 
Of  comely  port,  and  in  his  hand 
He  decent  wav'd  a  laurel-wand. 
On  the  left  foot  (by  which  1  found 
Hii:  name  was  on  the  dage  renown'd 
A  fock  of  curious  fliape  he  wore, 
With  myrtle  foliage  flonrifh'd  o'er  ; 
A  purple  bufkin  grac'd  the  right. 
And  drong  he  ftep'd,  yet  lovely  light. 

Thy  friendly  care,  he  cry'd,  I  crave 
To  give  me  quiet  in  my  grave  ; 
Tryphon  conftrains  me"  from  the  dead, 
A  wizard  whom  I  hate  and  dread ; 
By  him  to  dangle  on  a  poft, 
I'm  corjur'd  up — "  Alas,  poor  Ghoft;" 
A  pendulu.m  I  there  am  made. 
To  move  the  leaden  wheels  of  trade. 
And  while  each  little  author  ftruts 
In  calves-flcin  gilt,  adorn'd  with  cuts; 
J,  vouching,  pafs  'em  off  as  dear 
As  any  ftaple-clafiic  ware. 
Peers,  parfons,  cits,  a  motley  tribe. 
Flock  there- to  purchafe,  and  fubfcribc  ; 
While  Tryphon,  as  the  gudgeons  bite, 
Chuckles  to  fee  them  grow  polite. 

For  ends  thus  infamoufly  low. 
It  furt  wou'd  fcem  as  a-propos, 
For  Dennis  at  his  door  to  dand. 
With  a  good  broomdick  in  his  hand. 
Then,  Ihould  the  chaps  find  ought  amifj. 
Or  blame  the  price,  the  tragic  Swils 
Might  have  his  better  parts  employ 'd, 
To  criticife  them  back  and  fide. 

Or  is  there  none  of  all  his  race. 
Whole  features  would  a  fignboard  grace  ^ 
Oft'  in  the  wizard's  cell  I've  fcen 
A  forrel  man,  of  awkward  mien. 
Prying  with  bufy  leer  about. 
As  if  he  were  the  devil's  fcout. 
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1  ne'er  was  vers'd  in  tnodirti  vice, 
But  fure  thofe  whorefon  gloatinp:  eyes 
Have  travell'd  much  on  love  affairs, 
Between  the  key-hole  and  the  ftairs. 

0  cheat,  the  gibbet  of  a  fign, 

And  with  his  head  commute  for  mine. 

When  firft  I  heard  his  damn'd  intent, 
To  Tryphon's  bed  by  night  I  went ; 
Where  he  lay  bleft  with  dreams  of  gain, 
Furs,  fcarlet,  and  a  golden  chain. 

1  rous'd  the  wretch,  and  weeping  faid, 

0  !  take  my  wit,  and  fpare  my  head, 
Urge  not  the  wags  to  fneer,  and  jape  us, 
Juft  as  of  old  they  us'd  Priapus. 

But  as  a  whelp  ftarts  up  with  fear 

Wl^en  a  bee's  humming  at  his  ear : 

With  upper  lip  elate,  he  grins, 

Whilii  lound  the  little  teazer  fpins ; 

But  when  aloof  in  air  it  foars, 

He  ftrait  forgets  th'  alarm,  and  fnorea  i 

So  did  his  fellow-creature  flight 

The  fleeting  viflon  of  the  night. 

My  prayers  were  lofl;,  though  while  I  flay'd 

1  fmelt  they  ftrong  impreflions  made. 

There  is  a  knight,  who  takes  the  field 
With  Saxon  pen,  and  fable  fliield; 
Who  doubtlefs  can  relieve  ray  ghoft. 
And  difenchant  me  from  the  poft. 
Then  I  could  reft  as  ftiil  as  thofe 
Whom  he  has  drudg'd  to  fure  repofe  J 
As  if  he  traded  in  the  whole. 
And  with  the  body  kill'd  the  foul. 
To  him  for  aid  with  fpeed  repair—    ^^ 
'■   But  foft :    I  fcent  \he  morning  air  :' 
Be  mindful  of  my  piteous  plight. 
And  to  my  caufe  engage  the  knight. 

Now,  gentle  Sir,  g^ive  ear  to  me. 
For  I  prefcnbe  without  a  fee  ; 
From  C aril's  remove  the  feat  of  war, 
Bncamp  on  t'other  fide  the  bar  : 
Level  your  eye  at  Tryphon's  fliop. 
Another  epic  at  him  pop  ; 
What  though  without  report  it  move, 
Like  the  fure  darts  of  death  or  love  I 
I  know  your  powder  is  fo  ftrong, 
No  mortal  fign  can  fl;and  you  long- 
But  if  by  magic  this  oppofe 
The  volley  of  your  verfe  and  profe  ; 
I'll  be  your  'fquire,  and  firm  ally. 
Write,  crimp,  and  cox  him  up  to  buy ', 
Not  all  the  necromancer's  art 
Will  fave  it  then,  beflirew  his  heart  \ 
What  can  fupport  a  fliop,  or  fign, 
When  :wo  fueh  perilous  wits  combine  ? 


ILEVENTH  BOOK  OF  HOMER's  ODYSSEY. 

TRANSLATED  FROM   TEE  GREEK. 
In  Milton  s  Style. 
-To  th'  Orphean  lyre 


"  He  i'ung  of  Chios  and  eternal  night; 
""Taught  by  the  heavonly  Mufe  to  venturedown 


"  The  dark  defcent,  and  up  to  re^afcead, 
"  Though  hard,  and  rare." 

PARADISE  LOST,  8.  iiL 

When  fpeeding  fea-ward,  to  the  fleet  we  came 

That  anchored  nigh  the  coaft,  we  launch'd  our  ihip 

into  the  facred  deep:  the  mad  up-rear'd 

Bore  every  fail  expanded  ;  whilfi  aboard 

We  ftow'd  devoted  vidims,  and  afcenil 

The  veffel,  inly  griev'd,  and  filent  ftiowera 

Fell  from  our  drooping  eyes.     A  friendly  wind 

Circe  the  fair,  of  human  race  divine, 

Propitious  fent ;  to  ply  the  flrufigling  oar 

Small  need  remain'd,  the  frefliening  gale  fuffic'd 

Each  bellying  canvas.     On  with  fpeed  we  fare 

Profperous ;  and  when  the  fun  careering  prone 

Sunk  to  the  wefl:ern  ifles,  and  dewy  fliade 

Sabled  the  pole,  we  tilting  o'er  the  waves 

On  ocean's  utmoft^  bound,  approach  the  realms 

Unhlefs'd,  where  the  Cimmerians  darkling  dyvcll; 

(A  lamentable  race  !)  of  heavenly  light 

Unvifited,-and  the  fun's  gladfome  ray. 

Mooring  the  vefiel  on  that  dreary  beach 

We  take  the  deflin'd  (heep,  and  flow  fojourn 

Along  the  marifh,  till  the  fated  place 

We  found,  which  Circe  will'd  we  fliould  explore 

Eurylochus  and  Ferimedes  guard 

The  holy  off'crings ;  I  mean  time  unflieath 

My  falchion,  and  prepare  t'  intrench  the  ground 

A  cubit  fquare,  and  there  oblations  pour 

To  reconcile  the  fhades ;  infufing  milk 

With  honey  temper'd  fweer,  and  bowls  of  muft 

Ptire  from  the  melloweft  grape,  with  added  ftore 

Of  water  ;  and  with  flower  of  wheat  beftrow 

The  mix'd  ingredients  :  to  the  feeble  gholU 

Then  vow'd,  if  Heaven  to  my  dear  native  land 

Should  favour  my  return,  a  barren  cow 

Of  ftatelieft  growth;  and  to  th'  oraculous'f  feer 

A  ram  of  fable  fleece,  the  leading  pride 

Of  all  my  flocks.     Thel'e  folemn  rites  perform'd 

And  vows  prefer'd,  the  deftin'd  flieep  I  flew  : 

Forth  gulh'd  the  vital  purple,  and  furcharg'd 

The  hoiiow'd  trench;  when  lo!  from  the  dun  verge 

Of  Erebus,  the  ghofts  promifcuous  troop 

Unnumber'd,  youths  and  maidens  immature 

Crop'd  in  their  fpring,  who  ivandering  penSve 

wail'd 
The  (hortnefs  of  their  date  :  trembling,  and  hoar 
Withtage,  forae  flowly  pace  ;  others  more  fierce, 
Array'd  in  arms,  enfanguin'd  o'er  with  wauiids 
Receiv'd  in  battle,  clamorous  approach 
To  drink  the  reeking  gore.     Shuddering  and  pJiIe 
I  flood  aftounded,  but  With  quick"  difpatch 
Biide  burn  the  facritice,  a  grateful  fleam 
To  Proferpine,  who  there  with  Dis  divides 
The  regency  of  night :  fudden  I  wav'd 
My  glittering  falchion,  from  the  fanguine  pool 
Driving  th'  unbody'd  hofl  that  round  me  fwarm'dj 
Nor  dtign'd  to  let  them  fip,  before  I  faw 
Th'  oraculous  fter.     Foremoft  of  all  the  crowd 
Elpenor  came,  whofe  unregarded  corfe 
We  left  beliind  in  Circe's  fumptuotjs  dome. 
Unwept,  unbury'd,  eager  to  purfue 
Our  Voyage  :  Strait  to  tender  pity  mov'd, 

T  t  ilij 
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"With  words  dilTolv'd  in  tears  I  cry'd,  relate, 
Elpenor,  how  thefe  rueful  (hades  you  reach'd 
Sooner  than  I  full-faii'd.     He  thus  reply'd 
In  accents  of  much  dolour  :   Me,  O  King  ! 
The  minifter  of  adverfe  fate  mali^n'd, 
Unweeting  of  miftiap;  and  wrought  my  doom, 
Drench'd  with  excefs  of  wine  :  prone  from  tlie  top 
Of  Circe's  tower  I  fell,  and  the  neck-bones 
Disjointing  dy'd.     But  to  your  pious  care 
Suppliant,  I  beg  by  thofe  endearing  names 
Of  parent,  wife,  and  fon  (though  diftanc,  dear 
To  your  remembrance),  when  you  re-afcend 
To  Circe's  blifsful  ifle,  to  my  remains 
I5ifcharge  funereal  rites ;   nor  let  me  lie 
Unwept,  unbury'd  there,  lefl  Heaven  avenge 
The  dire  neglecSl.     While  the  devouring  flames 
Confume  my  earthy,  on  the  flagrant  pile 
My  armour  caft  complete  ;  then  raife  a  tomb 
J'or  my  memorial  on  the  foamy  flrand ; 
And  on  it  place  that  oar  which  erfl,  I  ply'd 
"With  my  affociates.     Penfive  I  rejoin. 
Poor  {hade  !  I'll  pay  the  decent  rites  you  crave. 

While  with  the  friendly  phantom  I  maintain'd 
Such  melancholy  parley,  with  braodilh'd  fteel 
Guarding  the  goary  pool,  I  through  th'  obfcure 
My  *  mother  view'd  :  her  lineage  fhe  deriv'd 
From  Maia's  wingy  fon,  and  ceas'd  to  breathe 
This  vital  air,  finee  I  my  legion  led 
To  war  on  Ilium.     From  my  pitying  eyes 
Abundant  forrow  flream'd  ;  but  though  regret 
Wither'd  my  refolution,  from  the  pool 
I  made  the  dear  maternal  form  recede. 
Till  I  fliould  learn  fr  .m  the  grave  Theban  feer 
The  fum  of  fate.     The  fagc  at  length  advanc'd 
Bearing  a  golden  fceptre,  and  began  : 

Son  of  Laertes,  what  niibforcunes  dire 
Compel  your  progrefs  from  th'  all-cheering  fun, 
And  heavenly  aaure,  in  this  feat  of  woe 
To  roam  among  the  dead  ?  But  from  the  pool 
"W'lthdraw,  and  llieath  your  faulchion,  while  i  tafte 
That  bloody  beverage,  then  the  fates  decree 
Inftant  I'll  utter,     budden  I  withdrew. 
Sheathing  my  faulchion  whilll  he  drank  the  gore; 
Then  thus  the  feer  pronounc'd  the  fates  decree. 

What  means  may  beft  befit  your  wifh'd  return, 
llluftrioiis   Greek !    you'd  know.     The  fovercign 

power 
Whofe  Ihrong  earth-fhaking  mace  the  floods  revere, 
Infidious  waits  a  time  to  wreak  revenge 
Por  Pclyphemc,  his  ion ;  whofe  vifual  orb 
"You  late  eclips'd  with  ever-during  fliade. 
Howe'er  ycu  fafe  may  voyage,  and  avoid 
Difafters  various,  if  your  mates  refrain 
From  facrilegious  fpoil,  when  fafe  they  tread 
Trinacria's  herby  foil  :  for  there  the  flocks 
And  herds  of  Pha-bus  o'er  the  verdurous  lawn 
.Srowzc  fattening  paHure  (he  the  world's  great  eye 
Views  ail  below  hi^  orient  beam,  nor  aught 
Can  ihun  his  wakeful  ear);  with  evil  hand 
If  them  they  feize,  unerring  I  foretell 
An  hideous  wreck.     Unequal  to  the  florm 
Your  fnip,  deep  in  the  nethtr  waves  ingulfr, 
ahall  perilh  with  her  acw  :  you  fliall  regain 
'i  h^diY)  \vlthout  furvivjn^  friend  to  cheer 
*  Anti'.iiC;i> 


Your  pilgrim-fteps  :  however  late  and  hard, 

You  fhall  revifit  your  lov'd  natal  (hore, 

Tranfported  in  a  veflx;l  not  your  own. 

Much  of  domeftic  damage,  and  mifrule, 

Will  fadden  your  return  ;  for  in  your  court 

tiuitors  voluptuous  fwarm  ;  with  amorous  wiles 

Studious  to  win  your  confort,  and  feduce 

Her  from  chaile  fealty  to  joys  impure, 

In  bridal  pomp  ;  vain  efforts  !  but  they  foon 

By  ftratagem,  or  our  puiffant  arm. 

To  ruin  are  fore-doom'd.     Then  to  a  race 

Remote  from  ocean,  who  with  favoury  fait 

Ne'er  feafon  their  repafl,  nor  veffel  view'd 

Furrovifing  the  foamy  flood  with  painted  prow, 

And  aU  her  tackle  trim,  with  fpeed  repair 

Carrying  a  taper  oar  ;  way-faring  thus, 

One  journeying  obvious  will  mifname  that  oar 

A  coin  van ;  fix  it  there,  and  vidtlms  flay 

To  Neptune  reverent ;  from  the  fleecy  fold 

A  ram  fele6t ,  and  from  the  beeves  and  fwine. 

The  choice!];  male  entire,  of  either  herd. 

Thence  homev/ard  hafte,  and  hecatombs  prepare 

For  the  bright  order  of  the  gods,  who  reign 

Spher'd  in  empyreal  fplendors.    White  with  years, 

The  balm  of  life  evaporating  flow, 

At  length,  when  Neptune  points  the  dart  of  deathf, 

Without  a  pang  you'll  die,  and  leave  your  land 

With  fair  abundance  blelt.     In  thefe  fix'd  laws 

Of  fate  repofe  affiance  and  beware. 

I  thus  reply'd  ;  In  this  authentic  will 
Of  fate,  O  Seer  !   I  acquiefce  ;  but  lo  I 
Penfive  and  filent,  by  the  goary  pool. 
Abides  my  mother's  (hade ;  nor  me  vouchfafes 
Linguage  or  look  benign  ;   Oh  !   tell  me  how- 
She  here  may  recognile  me.     He  rejoin'd ; 
Whatever  ghofl  by  your  permifiion  fips 
That  facred  purple,  will  to  all  your  quefl 
Without  deceit  reply;  the  refl  withdraw 
At  your  ftern  interdidt.     This  faid,  the  feer 
To  the  high  capital  of  Dis  retir'd. 
Mean  time  I  firm  abode,  till  the  dear  (hade 
had  fip'd  the  facred  purple  ;  then  her  fon 
Inftant  (lie  knew,  and  wailing  thus  began  : 

My   fon  !    how   reach'd   you   thefe  Tartarean 
bounds, 
Corporeal  ?  Many  a  river  interfus'd, 
And  gulfs  unvoyageable,  from  accefs 
Debar  each  living  wight;  befides  th'  expanfe 
Of  ocean  wide  to  fail.     Are  you  from  Troy 
With  your  afTociate  peers  but  now  return'd. 
Erroneous  from  your  wife  and  kingdom  (till  ? 

I  thus  :  By  ftrong  neceflity  conllrain'd, 
Down  to  thefe  netlier  realms  I  have  prefum'd 
An  earthly  gueft,'  to  hear  my  doom  difclos'd 
By  fage  Tircfias  ;  for  fince  I  led  ' 

Auxiliar  bands,  with  Agamemnon  leagu'd 
To  war  on  Ilium,  traverfing  the  main 
Through  various  perils,  I  have  voyag'd  far 
Eflrang'd  from  Greece.     But  fay  by  what  difeafc. 
By  flow  confumption  through  the  gates  of  death 
Prone  did  you  pafs ;  or  by  Diana's  dart 
Transfix'd,  a  fudden  fate  f  My  hoary  lire  ! 
Survives  he  ?   Is  my  bloomy  fon  poflefs'd 
Of  my  domain,  or  groans  it  now  beneath 
t  He  wa»  killed  with  the  bone  of  a  Cea-tutth. 


f    O    E    M    S. 


Ufurping  powefs,  who  lord  it  uncontroll'd, 
Thoughtlefs  of  my  return  ?  My  confort  dear  ! 
Abides  flie  with  my  fon,  of  all  his  rights 
A  guardian  regent ;  or,  no  longer  mine, 
liath  file  been  won  to  plight  connubial  vows  ? 

The  venerable  fhade  thus  anfwer'd  mild  ; 
Still  in  your  regal  dome  your  fpoufe  abides 
Difconfolate,  with  ever-flowing  eyes 
Wailing  your  abfence ;  and  your  fon  polTefs'd 
Of  principality,  with  his  compeers. 
Bounteous  of  foul,  free  intercourfe  maintains 
Of  fecial  love.     Beneath  a  Sylvan  lodge. 
Far  from  the  cheerful  fleps  of  men,  your  fire 
Lives  inconfolable  ;  on  gorgeous  beds, 
With  rich  embroidery  fpread,  and  purple  palls, 
No  more  indulging  fweet  repofe ;  but  clad 
la  coarfe  attire,  couch'd  with  his  village  hinds 
On  the  warm  hearth  he  fleeps,  when  winter  reigns 
Inclement,  till  the  circling  months  return 
Mew-rob'd  in  flowering  verdure  :  then,  the  vines 
High  interwove  a  green  pavilion  form. 
Where  pillow'd  on  the  leaves  he  mourns  for  you 
No(5turnal;  to  th'  unfriendly  damp  of  age 
Adding  corrofive  anguilh  and  defpair. 
So  perifh'd  I  with  flow-confuming  pile  ! 
Me  nor  the  filver-lhafted  goddefs  flew, 
Nor  racking  malady  ;  but  anxious  love 
Of  my  Ulyfles  on  my  vitals  prey'd. 
And  funk  my  age  with  forrow  to  the  grave. 

She  ceas'd  :  1  thrice  with  filial  fondnefs  flrove 
T'  embrace  the  much-lov'd  form,  and  thrice  it  fled, 
Delufive  as  a  dream.     Anew  with  grief 
Heart-chill'd,  I  fpake  ;  Why,  mother,  will  you  fly 
Your  fon's  incircling  arms  ?  O  here  permit 
My  duteous  Iwe,  and  let  our  forrows  flow 
Mingling  in  one  full  ftream !  Or  has  the  queen 
Whofe  frown  the  fhades  revere,  to  work  me  woe, 
A  guileful  image  form'd  ?  She  thus  replies : 

Of  all  mankind,  O  mort  to  grief  inur'd  ! 
Deem  not  that  aught  of  guile  by  phantoms  vain 
Is  here  intended,  but  the  effence  pure 
Of  fcparate  fouls  is  of  all  living  touch 
Impaflive  :  here  no  grofs  material  frame 
We  wear,  with  flelh  incumber'd,  nerves,  and  bone ; 
They're  calcin'd  on  the  pile  :  but  when  we  ceafe 
To  draw  (he  breath  of  life,  the  foul  on  wing 
Fleets  like  a  dream,  from  elemental  drcfs 
Difparted  and  rcfin'd.     Now  to  the  realms 
lUumin'd  with  the  fun's  enlivening  beam. 
Hence  journeying  upward,  to  your  confurt  dear 
Difclofe  the  fccrets  of  our  llate  below. 

Thus  we  alternate,  till  a  beauteous  train 
Of  noblefs  near  advance  their  fteps,  enlarg'd 
By  radiant  Proferpine,  daughters  and  wives 
To  kings  and  heroes  old  :  the  goary  pool 
The  fair  affembly  thick  furround,  to  fip 
The  ta  eful  liquid  :   I  the  fates  of  each 
Defirous  to  hear  ftoried,  wave  my  fword 
In  airy  circles,  while  they  fingly  fate 
Their  appetites;  then  curious  aik  of  each 
Her  anceilry,  which  all  in  order  told. 

Tyro  firft  audience  claim'd,  the  daughter  fair 
Of  great  Salmoncus;   llie  with  Cretheus  fhar'd 
Connubial  love,  but  long  in  virgin  bloom 
EnaniBur'd  of  Enipeus,  inly  pin'd  ; 
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Enipeus,  fwift  from  whofe  reclining  urn 
Rolls  a  delicious  flood.     His  lovely  form 
Neptune  afl"um'd,  and  the  bright  nymph  beo-uird 
Wandering  love-penfive  near  his  amber  flream : 
Them  plunging  in  the  flopy  flood  receiv'd 
Redounding  ;  and  to  flcreen  his  amorous  theft 
On  either  fide  the  parted  waxes  up-rear'd 
A  cryflal  mound.     Potent  of  rapturous  joy. 
And  fated,  thus  he  fpake  :   Hail,  royal  fair .' 
Thy  womb  fliall  teem  with  twins  (a  god's  embrace 
Is  ever  fruitful),  and  thofe  pledges  dear 
Of  our  fweet  cafual  blifs  nurture  and  tend 
With  a  fond  mother's  care  ;  hence  homeward  fpecd 
And  from  all  human  ken  our  amorous  a6t 
Conceal :  fo  Neptune  bids  thee  now  farewell. 
He  ceas'd,  and  diving  fudden  was  ingulf 'd 
Deep  in  the  gurgling  eddy.     Two  fair  fons 
Th'  appointed  months  difcharg'd,  by  fupreme  Jove 
Both  fcepter'd.     Pelias  firfl ;  his  empire  wide 
Strech'd  o'er  lolcos,  whofe  irriguous  vales 
His  grazing  folds  o'erfleec'd  ;  her  younger  birth 
Neleus.  was  honour'd  through  theVandy  realm 
Of  Pylus.     She  by  Cretheus  then  efpous'd, 
A  fair  increafe,  ^fon  and  Pheres,  bore ; 
And  great  Amythaon,  who  with  fiery  fleeds 
Oft'  difarray'd  the  foes  in  battle  rang'd. 

The  daughter  of  Afopus  next  I  view'd, 
Antiope,  boaflful  tliat  fhe,  by  Jove 
Impregnate,  had  the  fam'd  Arnphion  borne 
And  Zethus,  founder  of  imperial  Thebes, 
Stately  with   feven   large  gates,  and  bulwark'd 

ftrong 
Againft  invading  powers.     Alcmena  fair, 
Amphitryon's  confort,  then  advanc'd  to  view- 
To  heaven's  fupreme  who  bore  Alcides,  bold 
And  lion-hearted.     Next  that  lovely  fhade 
Stood  Megara,  of  Creon's  royal  race, 
By  great  Alcides  fpous'd.     To  her  fuccceds 
The  fheeny  form  of  Eplcafle,  woo'd 
By  Oedipus  her  fon,  to  whom  fhe  deign'd 
Spoufal  embraces,  thoughtlefs  of  mildeed 
He  having  too  (ill-flar'd  !)  deftroy'd  his  fire. 
His  lineage  with  inceftuous  mixture  foil'd 
Blinded  by  defliny ;  but  the  juft  gods 
Difclos'd  th'  unnatural  fcene.    In  Thebes  he  fvvay'd. 
With  various  ills  by  Heaven's  afHIdlive  rod 
DIfcomfited ;  but  Ihe  through  fell  defpair, 
Self-ftrangled,  from  the  flings  of  mortal  life 
Fled  to  the  fhades,  and  her  furviving  fon 
■\\}ith  delegated  furies  fierce  purfued. 

An  amiable  image  next  appear'd; 
Bright  Chloris,  of  Amphion's  lofty  flem 
The  youngefl  bud  :  in  fweet  attracftive  pomp, 
On  her  the  Graces  ever  waiting  fmit 
The  heart  of  Neleus,  whom  the  Pylian  tribes 
Homag'd  with  fealty  :  from  their  wedded  love 
Sprung  Neftor,  Ghromius,  and  the  boaflful  powet 
Of  Periclymenus;   befides  a  nymph, 
Pcro,  of  form  divine  :  her  virgin  vows 
By  many  a  prince  was  fought,  but  Neleus  deign'd 
To  nyne  her  bed,  but  him  whofe  prowefs'd  arm" 
Should  force  from  Phylace  a  furious  herd 
Of  wild  ThefTalian  beeves,  t'  avenge  the  dower 
Which  Iphjclusdetaln'd.    This  bold  emprifc 
A  feer  accepted ;  but,  in  combat  foij'd. 
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In  thrall  for  twelve  revolving  moons  he  lay, 
Deep  in  a  dungeon  clofe  immur'd,  till  found 
Divine  of  fate,  by  folving  problems  quaint 
Which  Iphiclus  proposed,  who  ftrait  difmifs'd 
The  captive  ;  fo  was  Jove's  high  will  complete. 

Then  Leda,  fpous'd  by  Tyndarus,  I  faw, 
Mother  of  the  fam'd  twins,  Caftor  export 
To  tame  the  fteed,  and  Pollux  far  renown'd 
On  lifted  fields  for  conflict ;  who  from  Jove 
Receiv'd  a  greateful  boon  like  gods  to  live, 
Mounting  alternate  to  this  upper  orb. 

Next  Iphimedia  glides  in  view,  the  wife 
Of  great  Aloeus,  who,  in  love  coniprefs'd 
3y  Neptune,  bore  (fo  flie  the  fadl  avow'd) 
Otus  and  Ephialtuf,  whom  the  fates 
Cut  fhort  in  early  prime :  their  infant  years 
Nurtur'd  by  Earth,  enormous  both  attain'd 
Gigantic  flature,  and  for  manly  grace 
Were  next  Orion  ranl^'d  ;  for  in  the  courfe 
Of  nine  fwift  circling  years,  nine  cubits  broad 
Their  Ihoulders  meafur'd,  and  nine  ells  their  height. 
Improvident  of  foul,  they  vainly  dar'd 
The  gods  to  war,  and  on  Olympus  hoar 
Rear'd  Offa,  and  Ofla  Pelion  pil'd, 
Torn  from  the  bafe  with  all  its  woods ;  by  fcale 
T'  afiault  heaven's  battlements  ;  and  had  their  date 
To  manhood  been  prolong'd,  had  fure  atchiev'd 
Their  ruinous  aim  :  but  by  the  filyer  dart , 
Of  Phoebus  ftieer  transfixed,  ere  fpringing  down 
Shaded  their  rofy  youth,  they  both  expir'd. 

Ill-fated  Phaedra  then  with  Procris  came, 
And  Ariadne,  who  them  both  furpafs'd 
In  goddefs-like  demeanour;  from  her  fire 
Minos,  the  riged  arbiter  of  right, 
Thefeus  of  old  convey'd  her,  with  intent 
At  Athens,  link'd  in  love,  with  her  to  reign  : 
But  ftern  Diana,  by  the  guileful  plea 
©f  Bacchus  won,  diffever'd  foon  their  joys, 
And  caus'd  the  lovely  nymph  to  fall  forlorn 
In  Dia,  with  circumfluous  feas  in-girt, 
Of  nuptial  rights  defrauded.     Next  advance 
Miera  and  Ciymen^,  a  beauteous  pair; 
^nd  Eriphyle,  whofc  once  radiant  charms 
A  cloud  of  xbrrow  dimm'd ;  for  {be,  devoid 
Of  duteous  love,  for  gold  betray'd  her  lord.— 

Here  let  me  ccafe  narration,  nor  relate 
What  other  objeds  fair,  daughters  and  wives 
Of  heroes  old,  I  faw  ;  for  now  the  night 
In  clouded  majefty  has  journey'd  far, 
Admonifliing  to  reft,  which  with  my  mates, 
Or  here  with  you,  my  wearied  nature  craves; 
Mean  time  afiianc'd  in  the  gods  and  ycu, 
To  fpeed  my  voyage  to  my  native  realm. 

He  ceas'd  :  a  while  th'  attentive  audience  fate 
In  filent  rapture ;  his  pcrfuafive  tongue. 
Mellifluous,  fo  with  eloquence  had  charm'd 
Their  ftill  infatiate  ears-;  at  length  thus  fpake 
The  queen  Arete,  graceful  and  liumane. 

Think  ye,  Phaeacians,  that  the  godlike  form, 
The  port,  the  wifdom  of  this  wanderer  claim 
Aught  of  regard  ?  Peculiar  him  my  gueft 
I  ftyle :  but  fince  the  honour  he  vouchfafc's, 
Delighted  ye  partake,  give  not  too  foon 
Him  fignal  of  departure,  but  prepare 
Wit^h  no  penurious  hacd  proportion'd  gifts,^ 
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Vicing  in  bounteous  deeds,   fince  Heaven  hat> 

fhower'd 
Your  peerage  with  abundant  favours  boon. 

Up  rofe  Echeneus  then,  whofe  wavy  locks 
Silver'd  with  age,  adorn'd  his  reverend  brow, 
Fraught  with  matureft  counfel,  and  began 
AddrefSng  his  compeers  :,  Rightful  and  wife 
The  queen's  propofal  is,  let  none  demur 
Obedience  to  her  will ;  Alcinous  beft 
By  fair  enfample  may  prefcribe  the  rule. 

Alcinous  from  his  bed  of  ftate  reply'd. 
With  afped  blaivi  :  While  here  I  live  enthron'dj 
Jove's  delegate  of  empire,  and  this  hand 
Sways  the  Pha;acian  fceptre,  will  I  cheer 
Th'  erroneous  and  afflidied,  with  meet  a<£ls 
Of  regal  bounty  ;  but,  our  princely  gueft 
Muft,  though  impatient,  for  a  time  defer 
His  voyage,  that  with  due  munificence 
Our  gifts  may  be  prepar'd  :  let  all  accord 
Benevolent,  and  free  to  furnifli  ftores 
Worthy  acceptance  ;  me  you  fhall  confeft 
The  firft  in  bounty,  as  the  firft  in  power. 

He  ended,  and  UlyfTes  anfwer'd  blytlie  : 

0  thou,  by  kingly  virtues  juftly  rais'd 
To  this  imperial  eminence  1   By  thee 
Were  I  detain'd,  till  the  revolving  fun 
Completes  his  annual  circle,  in  thy  will 

1  acquifce  obedient,  till  meet  ftores         ' 
For  my  return  be  rais'd :  then  at  my  realm, 
With  royal  largcffcs  arriving  grac'd, 

And  gay  retinue,  ftrait  the  wondering  Greeks 
Will  dear  refpedl  and  prompter  homage  yield. 

To  whom  Alcinous :  Your  diftinguifli'd  worth 
Too  plain  is  charadler'd  in  all  your  port. 
To  doubt  you  of  thofe  vagrant  clans,  who  roani 
Fallacious,  and  with  copious  legend  take 
The  credulou*  car  ;  you,  with  fevereft  truth, 
Rob'd  in  rich  eloquence,  inftrudt  and  pleafe. 
When  (like  fome  bard,  vers'd  in  heroic  theme 
Attemper'd  to  the  lyre)  you  fweetly  tell      * 
Whate'cr  in  Grecian  ftory  was  of  old 
Recorded  eminent,  or  when  ytni  fpeak 
Your  own  difaftrous  fate.     But  now  proceed. 
Say,  affable,  if  while  you  low  fojourn'd 
In  grofs  Tartarean  gloom,  the  mighty  fhades 
Of  thofe  brave  warring  Greeks  appear'd,  who  fell 
By  doom  of  battle  ;  for  the  lingering  night 
Hath  yet  much  fpace  to  meafurc,  and  the  hour 
Of  fleep  is  far  to  come  :   I  can  attend 
With  ravifliment,  to  hear  the  pleafing  tulc 
Fruitful  of  wonders,  till  the  rofeate  morn 
Purples  the  eaft.     UlyfTes  thus  reply'd  : 

Due  time,  O  king,  for  converfe  and-repofc 
Is  ftill  remaining;  nor  will  I  refufa 
With  coy  denial,  what  the  facred  ear 
Of  majefty  with  audience  deigns  to  grace. 
Hear  next  how  my  affociatc  warriors  fell, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  huge  afflliSions  and  opprefs'il 
In  their  own  realms  by  feminine  deceit, 
To  them  more  fatal  than  the  prowtfs'd  foe. 

When,  by  imperious  Proferpine  recall'd. 
The  lady-train  difpers'd,  the  penfive  form 
Of  Agamcmnun  came,  vi'ith  thofe  begirt, 
Whom,  in  one  common  fate  involv'd,  of  life 
.ffgyftbus  had  .bcrcav'd.     Sipping  the  gor<,^ 
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Ke  recogniz'd  me  inftant,  and  outftrefch'd 
His  unfubftantial  arms,  exhauded  now 
©f  all  their  vital  vigour  ;  with  Ihrili  plaints, 
Piercing  the  doleful  region  far  :  mine  eyes, 
Sore  wounded  with  the  piteous  objedl  dear, 
Effus'd  a  flood  of  tears,  while  thus  I  fpake  : 

0  king  of  hofts  !  O  ever-honour'd  fon 
Of  Atreus !  fay  to  what  fevere  decree 

Of  deftiny  you  bow'd.     By  Neptune's  wrath 
Tempefting  th'  ocean,  did  you  there  expire 
Whelm'd  in  the  watery  abyfs?  Or  fell  you  arm'd, 
Making  fierce  inroad  on  fome  hoftile  coaft, 
To  ravage  herds  and  flocks ;  or  in  aflault 
Of  fome  imperial  fortrefe,  thence  to  win 
Rich  fpoils  and  beauteous  captives,  were  you  flain 
Defeated  of  your  feizure  ?  He  replied  : 

1  pcrifh'd  not,  my  friend,  by  Neptune's  wrath, 
Whelm'd  in  the  ocean  wave ;  nor  dy'd  in  arms 
Heroic  deeds  attempting  :  but  receiv'd 

From  bafe  ^gyllhus,  and  my  bafer  queen, 

Irreparable  doom,  whilfl  I  partook 

Refrefhment,  and  atfupper  jovial  fate. 

Slain  like  an  ox  that's  butcher'd  at  the  crib, 

A  death  moft  lamentable  !  Round  me  lay 

An  hideous  carnage  of  my  breathlefs  friends. 

Like  beafts  new  flaughtcr'd  for  the  bridal  board 

Of  fome  luxurious  noble,  or  devote 

To  folemn  feftival.     On  well-fought  fields 

You  various  fcenes  of  flaughter  have  furvey'd, 

And  in  fierce  tournament ;  yet  had  it  quell'd 

Your  bed  of  man  to  view  us  on  the  floor 

Rolling  in  death,  with  viands  round  us  fpread. 

And  ponderous  vafes  bruis'd,  while  human  gore 

Flooded  the  pavement  wide.     With  ftirilling  criei 

CaiTandra  pierc'd  my  car,  whom  at  my  fide 

Falfe  Clytemneflra  flew  :  t'  avenge  her  wrong, 

I  with  a  dying  grafp  my  fabre  feiz'd. 

But  the  curs'd  aflaflin  withdrew,  nor  clos'd 

My  lips  and  eyes.     O  woman  !  wotnan !  none 

Of  nature's  favage  train  have  lefs  remorfe 

In  perpetrating  crimes  :  to  kill  her  mate. 

What  beaft  was  e'er  a  complice  ?  I  return'd 

Hopeful  in  affluence  of  domeftic  joy 

To  reign,  encircled  with  my  offspring  dear. 

And  court-retinue ;  but  my  traitrefs  wife 

On  female  honour  hath  diffus'd  a  fl:ain 

Indelibla  ;  and  her  pernicious  arts. 

Recorded  for  reproach  on  all  the  fcx, 

Shall  wound  foft  innocence  with  touch  of  blame. 

I  anfwer'd,  O  ye  powers !  by  women's  wiles 
Jove  works  fure  bane  to  all  th'  imperial  race 
<Jf  Atreus  ftill :  for  Helen's  vagrant  lull 
Greece  mourns  her  ftates  difpeopled  ;  and  you  fell 
By  your  adultrefs !  Plaintive  he  reply'd  : 

By  my  dilafters  warn'd,  to  woman's  faith 
tJnbofom  nought  moijientous;  though  fhe  peal 
Your  ear  (by  nature  importune  to  know). 
Unlock  not  ail  your  fccrets.     But  your  wife, 
Of  prudent  meek  deport,  no  train  of  ills 
Will  meditate  for  you  ky  force  or  guile  : 
Her,  when  we  led  th'  embattled  Greeks  to  Troy, 
We  kft  in  blooniing  beauty  frefh  ;  your  fon 
Then  hanging  on  her  breaft  ;  who  now  to  man 
Full  grown,  with  men  alTociates ;  your  approach 
With  rapture  he  will  meet,  and  glad  his  fire 


With  filial  duty  deaf;  a  bllfs  to  trie 

Not  deign'd !   my  fon  I  faw  not  ere  I  fell 

A  victim  to  my  wife  :  then,  timely  warn'd, 

Trufl  not  to  woman's  ken  the  time  prefix'd 

For  your  return  to  Greece.     But  fay  fincere. 

Aught  have  you  heard  where  my  Orefles  bideSj 

In  rich  Orchomenus,  or  fandy  Pyle  ; 

Or  with  my  brother  lives  he  more  ffcure 

In  fpacious  Sparta  ?  for  of  this  dark  realm 

He's  not  inhabitant.     I  thus  rejoin'd  : 

Vain  is  your  quefl:,  Atrides  ;  whether  fate 
Permits  your  fon  to  draw  the  breath  of  heaven, 
Friendly  to  life ;  or  whether  in  thefe  fhades 
He  roams  a  ghoff,  1  know  not ;  nor  with  fpeech 
Falfe  or  ambiguous  will  beguile  your  ear. 

While  mournful  thus  we   talk'd,  fufius'd  with 
tears 
Of  tender  fympathy,  young  Peleus  came. 
With  his  afibciates  moft  in  life  belov'd, 
Faithful  Patrodus,  and  th'  egregious  *  fon 
Of  Neftor,  great  in  arms  ;  with  them  (conjoin'd 
In  amicable  converfe,  e'en  by  death 
Uncancel'd)  walk'd  the  tall  illuftrious  fliadc 
Of  Ajax,  with  attradlive  grace  adorn'd. 
And  prowefs  ;  paragon'd  for  both  to  none 
But  great  Achilles  :  me  the  goddefs  born 
Ey'd  curious,  and  at  length  thus  fad  began  : 

What  caufc,  UlyfTes,  moves  thy  mind,  expert 
Of  warlike  m.achinations;  what  emprife 
Hath  aught  of  fuch  importance,  as  to  teiftpt 
This  dire  defccnt,  where  we  in  dolorous  night 
Frail  incorporeal  forms,  are  doom'd  abode  ? 

O  peerlefs  chief,  I  cried,  of  all  the  Greeks 
The  forcmoft  name !  1  hither  am  conftrain'd. 
From  the  wife  Theban  oracle  to  hear 
Beft  means  reveal'd  how  to  revifit  fafe 
My  native  realm ;  by  rigid  fate  repeli'd, 
I'm  exil'd  yet,  with  troops  of  various  ills 
Surrounded.     But  the  gods,  to  your  high  worth 
Ever  propitious,  crown  their  favourite  chief     * 
With  choicer  bleffings  than  the  eye  of  time 
Yet  faw  conferr'd,  or  future  fhail  behold  : 
On  earth  you  equal  honours  with  the  gods 
From  us  receiv'd  ;  nor  by  the  flroke  of  fate 
Sink  with  diminifh'd  luflre-,  but  fupreme 
Reign  o'er  the  fhades.     He  folemn  fad  replied  : 

Reign  here  fupreme  !  deem  not  thy  eloquence 
Can  aught  confolc  my  doom :  rather  on  earth  • 
A  village  flave  I'd  be,  than  titled  here 
Imperial  and  augufl.     But  fay  me  true, 
Or  did  my  fon  illuflrate  his  defcent 
Firft  in  the  files  of  war;  or  fled  he  pale 
A  recreant  from  the  fight  ?  do  all  our  tribes 
In  Phthia  flill  revere  ray  father's  throne  ; 
Or  lives  he  now  of  regal  power  delpoil'd, 
A  weak  contemn'd  old  man,  wanting  my  arm 
To  hold  his  fceptre  firm  ?  that  arm  !  which  erft 
Warring  for  Greece  beftrew'd  the  Phrygian  plains 
With  many  a  prowefs'd  knight!  Would  Heaven 

reftore 
The  fame  puifTant  form,  I'd  foon  avenge 
His  injur'd  age,  and  re-afTert  his  claim. 

He  ceafing,  I  reply'd :  Of  Peleus'  flate 
Fame  hath  to  me  been  filent ;  but  attend 
♦  .^Jitilochus, 
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While  I  th'  atcRievemcnts  of  thy  glorious  fon 

Blazon,  as  truth  fliall  didlate.     Him  to  Troy 

From  Scyros  o'er  th'  JEt;ea.n  fafe  I  bore, 

To  join  th' embattled  Greeks  :  whene'er  we  fate 

In  council,  to  mature  feme  high  defign, 

Pirft  of  the  peerage  with  perfuafive  fpeech 

His  fentence  he  difclos'd,  by  all  confefs'd 

The  third  from  Neftor.     But  whene'er  we  ntov'd 

In  battailous  array,  and  the  flirill  clang 

Of  onfet  founded,  he,  with  haughty  ftrides 

Advancing  in  the  van,  the  foremoll  rf:ief, 

Pierc'd  through  the  adverfe  legions,nor  was  deem'd 

Not  equal  to  the  beft.     Each  hardy  deed, 

Which  in  his  country's  csufe  the  youth  atchiev'd, 

Were  long  to  tell ;  but  by  his  javelin  dy'd 

Burypylus,  of  all  th'  auxiliary  bands 

Fam'd  after  Memnon  firft  ;  with  many  a  peer 

Of  Pergamenian  race,  around  him  ftrown. 

When  in  the  wooden  horfe,  by  Epeus  form'd, 
SeleAed  heroes  lay,  aghaft  and  pale 
The  reft,  Ihuddering  with  fear,  let  round  big  drops 
Roll  from  their  drooping  eyes,  he  fole  abode 
Undaunted,  undifmay'd  ;  no  chilling  doubt 
Frofted  his  damafk  cheek,  nor  filent  tear 
Cours'd  from  its  cryftal  fluice,  but  grafping  fierce 
His  fpear  and  faulchion,  for  the  combat  grew 
Impatient,  menacing  decifive  rout 
To  Troy's  opponent  powers ;  and  when  the  height 
Of  Iliun  had  receiv'd  the  final  ftroke 
From  Grecian  valour,  with  barbaric  fpoil, 
To  his  high  fame  proportion'd,  he  return'd, 
Unmark'd  with  hoftile  wound,  though  round  him 

Mars 
With  tenfold  rage  oft  made  the  battle  burn. 

I  ended  :  joy  ineffable  pofiefs'd 
The  great  paternal  (hade  ;  his  fteps  he  rals'd 
With  more  majeflic  portance  o'er  the  mead 
Verdant  with  afphodel,  elate  to  hear 
His  fon's  exploits  emblazon'd  fair  by  fame 

The  reft,  a  penfive  circle,  round  await 
Reciting  various  dooms,  to  mortal  ear 
Calamitous  and  fad  !   From  thefe  apart 
The  Telamonian  hero,  whom  I  foil'd 
In  conteft  for  Achilles'  arms,  abode 
Sullen  with  treafur'd  wrath  ;  the  fatal  flrlfe 
By  Thetis  was  prcpos'd,  and  every  judge 
Inftintft  by  Pallas,  to  my  claim  declar'd 
The  prize  of  right.     O  !  why  was  I  conftrain'd 
By  honour  to  prevail,  and  caufe  to  die 
Ajax,  the  chief  with  manly  grace  adorn'd, 
And  prowefs;  paragon'd  for  both,  to  none  « 

But  the  great  fon  of  Peleus !  Him  with  fpeech 
Lenient  of  wrath  I  thus  accofted  mild  : 

Ajax,  let  this  oblivious  gloom  deface 
The  memory  of  thofe  arms,  which  Heaven  decreed 
Pernicious  to  the  Greeks,  who  loft  in  thee 
Their  power  of  ftrong  defence  :  to  mourn  thy  fall 
The  voice  of  grief  along  t:he  tented  fhore 
Was  heard,  as  loud  as  when  the  flower  of  war. 
Divine  Achilles,  dy'd  :  nor  deem  that  aught 
Of  human  interpos'd  to  urge  thy  doom, 
But  ireful  Jove,  to  punifii  all  our  hoft. 
Cut  off  its  darling  hope.     O  royal  Ihade  1 
Approach,  and  affable  to  me  vouchfafe 
Mild  audience,  caioiiiig  thy  tempeftuous  rage. 


Vain  was  my  fuit  I  for  with  th*  unbody'd  trooi'^ 
Of  fpedlres,  fleeting  to  th'  interior  ihade 
Of  Erebus,  he  to  my  friendly  fpeech 
Difdain'd  reply ;  yet  to  that  dark  recefs 
Had  I  purfu'd  his  flight,  he  muft  have  borne 
Unwilling  correfpondence,  fofc'd  by  fate, 
Impaflion'd  as  he  was  ;  but  I  refrain'd. 
For  other  vifions  drew  my  curious  eye. 

Intent  I  faw  with  golden  fceptre  grave 
Minos,  the  fon  of  Jove,  to  the  pale  ghofls 
Difpenfing  equity ;  with  faded  looks 
They  through  the  wide  Plutonian  hall  appear'd 
Frequent  and  full,  and  argued  each  his  caufe 
At  that  tribunal,  trembling  whilft  he  weigh'd 
Their  pleaded  reafon.     Of  protentoas  Cze 
Orion  next  1  view'd  ;  a  brazen  mace 
Invincible  he  bore,  in  fierce  purfuit 
Of  thofe  huge  mountain  favages  he  flew, 
While  habitant  of  earth,  whofc  grifly  forms 
He  urg'd  in  chafe  the  flowery  mead  along. 

Nor  unobferv'd  lay  ftretch'd  upon  the  marl 
Tityus,  earth-born,  whofe  body  long  and  large' 
Covei''d  nine  acres .  there  two  vultures  fat. 
Of  appetite  infatiate,  and  with  beaks 
For  ravine  bent,  unincermitting  goar'd 
His  liver,  powerlefs  he  to  put  U)  flight 
The  fierce  devourers!  to  this  penance  judg'd 
For  rape  intended  on  Latona  fair. 
The  paramour  of  Jove,  as  ftie  fojourn'd 
To  Pytho  o'er  the  Panopeian  lawns; 
Delicious  landfcapc  ! — In  a  limpid  lake 
Next  Fantalus  a  doleful  lot  abides  : 
Chin-deep  he  ftands,  yet  with  afflidlive  drought 
Incefiatit  j  ines,  while  ever  as  he  bows 
To  fip  refrcfhment,  from  his  parching  thirft 
The  guileful  water  glides.     Aroimd  the  pool. 
Fruit-trees  of  various  kinds  umbrageous  fpread 
Their  pamper'd  boughs :   the  racy  olive  green, 
The  ripe  pomegranate,  big  with  vinous  pulp. 
The  lafcious  fig  flcy-dy'd,  the  tafteful  pear 
VermiUon'd  half,  and  apples  mellowing  fweet 
In  burnifli'd  gold,  luxuriant  o'er  him  wave. 
Exciting  hunger,  and  fallacious  hope 
Of  food  ambrofidl  : — when  he  tries  to  feize 
The  copious  fruitage  fair,  a  fudden  guft 
Whirls  it  aloof  amid  th'  incumbent  gloom. 

Then  Sifyphus,  che  neareft  mati.  in  woe, 
Drew  my  regard  ;  he,  with  difteuded  nerves, 
A  ponderous  ftc.ne  rolls  up  a  rugged  rock  ; 
Urg'd  up  the  fteep  clifi"  flow  wiih  hand  and  foot 
It  mounts,  but  bordering  on  the  cloudy  peak, 
Precipitous  adown  the  flopy  fide 
The  rapid  orb  devolving  back  rbnews 
Eternal  toil,  which  he,  with  duft  befmear'd, 
And  dew'd  with  fmoking  fweat,  inceffant  plies. 

I  laft  the  vifionary  femblancc  view'd 
Of  Hercules,  a  fhadowy  torm  ;  for  he, 
The  real  fou  of  Jove,  in  heaven's  high  court 
Abides,  aflbciate  with  the  gods,  and  ihares 
Celeftial  b.mquets;  where,  with  foft  difport 
Of  love,  bright  Hebe  in  her  radiant  dome 
Treats  him  no(Slurnal      With  terrific  clang 
Surrounding  ghofts,  like  fowl,  the  region  wing 
Vexatious,  while  the  threatening  image  Hands, 
Gloomy  as  night,  from  his  bent  battle-bow 
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\a  acl  to  let  th'  aerial  arrow  fly. 

Athwart  his  breaft  a  military  zone 

Dreadful  he  wore,  where  grinn'd  in  fretted  gold 

Grim  woodland  favages,  with  various  fcenes 

Of  war,  fierce-joufling  knights,  and  havoc  dire, 

"With  matchlefs  art  pourtray'd  :  me  ftrait  he  knew. 

And,  piteous  of  my  ftate,  addrefs'd  me  thus : 

0  exercis'd  in  grief,  illuflrious  fon 
Of  good  Laertes,  fam'd  for  warlike  wiles  ! 
Fated  thou  art  (like  me,  what  time  I  breath'd 
Ethereal  draught)  beneath  unnumber'd  toils 
To  groan  opprefs'd  :  ev'n  I,  the  feed  of  Jove, 
Combated  various  ills,  and  was  adjudg'd 
By  an  inferior  wretch  (what  could  he  more  ?) 
To  drag  to  light  the  triple-crefted  dog 
That  guards  hell's  maffy  portal  :  I  atchiev'd 
The  tafk  injoin'd,  through  the  propitious  aid 
Of  Mercury  and  Pallas,  who  vouchfaf 'd 
Their  friendly  guidance  :  then  without  reply, 
To  Pluto's  court  majeftic  he  retir'd. 

Mean  time  for  others  of  heroic  note 
I  waited,  in  the  lifts  of  ancient  fame 
InroU'd  illuflrious ;  and  had  haply  feen 
Great  Thefeus,  and  Pirithous  his  compeer, 
The  race  of  gods ;  but  at  the  hideous  fcream 
Of  fpeiftres  ifTuing  from  the  dark  profound 
1  wax'd  infirm  of  purpofe,  fore  dilmay'd 
Left  Proferpine  fhould  fend  Medufa,  curl'd 
With  fnaky  locks,  to  fix  me  in  her  realm 
Stiff  with  Gorgonian  horror  :  to  the  {hip 
Retreating  fpeedy  thence,  I  bade  my  mates 
To  (hove  from  ihore  :  joyous  they  ftrait  began 
To  ftem  the  tide,  and  brufh'd  the  whitening  feas. 
Till  the  freih  gales  reliev'd  the  labouring  oar. 


THE  WIDOW'S  WILE, 

A   TALE. 

Have  you  not  feen  (to  ftate  the  cafe) 
Two  wafps  lie  ftruggling  in  a  glafs  i 
With  the  rich  flavour  of  Tokay 
Aliur'd,  about  the  brim  they  play  ; 
They  light,  they  murmur,  then  begin 
To  iick,  and  fo  at  length  flip  in; 
Embracing  clofe  the  couple  lies. 
Together  dip,  together  rife  ; 
You'd  fwear  they  love,  and  yet  they  ftrive 
Which  ftiall  be  funk,  and  which  furvive. 

Such  feign'd  amours,  and  real  hate. 
Attend  the  matrimonial  ftate  ; 
When  facred  vows  are  bought  and  fold, 
And  hearts  are  ty'd  with  threads  of  gold. 

A  nymph  there  was,  who  ('tis  aver'd 
By  fame)  was  born  without  a  beard  : 
A  certain  fign,  the  learn'd  declare, 
That  (guarded  with  uncommon  care) 
Her  virtue  might  remam  at  ten 
Impregnable  to  boys  or  men. 
But  from  that  sera  we'll  proceed. 
To  find  her  in  a  wid.w's  weed ; 
Which,  all  love's  chronicles  agree. 
She  wore  juft  turn'd  of  twenty-three ; 
For  an  old  fot  fhe  call'd  her  mate. 
For  jewels,  pin-money,  and  plate^^ 


The  dame,  poflefsM  of  wealth  and  cafe. 
Had  no  more  appetites  to  pleafc ; 
That  which  provokes  wild  girls  to  wed, 
Fie  ! — It  ne'er  enter'd  in  her  head. 

Yet  fonie  prolific  planet  fmil'd, 
And  gave  the  pair  a  chopping  child ; 
Intitled  by  the  law  to  claim 
Her  hufband's  chattels,  and  his  name : 
But  was  fo  like  his  mother  1   She 
The  queen  of  love,  her  Cupid  he. 

This  matron  fair  for  fpoufe  deceas'd 
Had  forrow'd  fore,  a  week  at  leaft ; 
And  feehi'd  to  grudge  the  worms  that  preyj 
Which  had  lain  dead  full  many  a  day. 
From  plays  and  balls  flie  now  refrain'd, 
To  a  dark  room  by  cuftom  chain'd ; 
And  not  a  male  for  love  or  gold. 
But  the  dear  hopes  of  two  years  old. 

The  maids,  fo  long  in  prifon  pent, 
Aflc  leave  to  air  ;  (he  gives  confent 
(For  health  is  riches  to  the  poor)  : 
But  Tom  muft  ftay  to  guard  the  door. 
In  reading  Sherlock  (he'd  employ 
Her  folitude,  and  tend  the  boy. 

When  madam  fees  the  coalt  is  clear, 
Her  fpirits  mantle  and  career, 
Diffufing  ardour  through  Iiermien^ 
Pity  they  fliould  condenfe  to  fpleen ! 
But  now  by  honour  (he's  confin'd. 
Who  fiutter'd  once  as  free  as  wind  : 
And  on  a  mafquerading  morn 
*By  fix  fecurely  could  return  ; 
Having,  to  feal  him  fafe  till  nine, 
With  opium  drug'd  her  fpoufe's  wine. 
This  the  gay  world  no  worfe  would  hold, 
Than  had  (he  only  chang'd  his  gold  : 
The  fpecies  anfwer'd  all  demands, 
And  only  pafs'd  through  other  hands. 
But  honour  now  prefchbes  the  law. 
The  tyrant  keeps  her  will  in  awe^ 
For  charity  forbid  to  roam, 
And  not  a  chitterling  at  home. 
What  1  a  large  ftomach,  and  no  meat  I 
In  pity,  love,  provide  a  treat ; 
Can  widows  feed  on  dreams  and  wifhes. 
Like  hags  on  vifionary  difhes  ? 
ImpofTible  !  Through  walls  of  ftpne 
Hunger  will  break,  to  fuck  a  bone. 
Want,  oft  in  times  of  old,  we  read. 
Made  mothers  on  their  infants  feed; 
And  now  conftrain'd  this  matron  mild 
To  grow  hard-hearted  to  her  child. 
Her  darling  child  fhe  pinch'd  ,  he  fquall'd; 
In  hafte  the  favourite  footman's  call'd. 
To  pacify  the  peevifh  chit; 
For  who  but  he  could  do  the  feat  ? 
He  fmarting  fore,  retus'd  to  play  ; 
But  bade  man  Thomas  beat  mamma. 
She,  laughing,  foon  avow'd  her  flame 
By  various  figns  that  want  a  name. 
The  lacquey  faw,  with  trembling  joy, 
Gay  humour  dancing  in  her  eye ; 
And  ftrait  with  equal  fury  fir'd 
Began  th'  attack  ;  the  dame  retir'd ; 
And  haply  falling  as  (he  fledj 
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He  beat  her  till  (he  lay  for  dead ; 
But  (with  new  vigour  for  the  ftrife) 
Soon  with  a  figh  retnrn'd  to  life. 

Think  ye  fhe'd  e'er  forgive  her  fon. 
For  what  tlie  naughty  man  had  done  i  " 
She  did;  yet,  fpited  with  his  pain, 
He  founds  th'  alarm  to  charge  again. 
But,  'fquirc,  confult  your  potent  ally, 
Whether  he's  yet  prepar'd  to  rally — 
Yes;  blood  is  hot  on  either  fide ; 
Another  combat  muft  be  try'd. 
Sh,e  knew  the  foe  could  do  no  more, 
Then  at  the  firft  attack  (he  bore ; 
So  at  his  little  malice  frail'd, 
And  cry'd,  Come  on  '. — To  pleafe  the  child. 


A-L  A-MODE. 

My  better  felf,  my  heaven,  my  joy ! 

While  thus  imparadis'd  I  lie, 

Tranfported  in  thy  circling  arms 

With  frefli  variety  of  charms ; 

From  fate  1  fcarce  can  think  to  crave 

A  blefs,  but  what  in  thee  I  have. 

Twelve  months,  my  dear,  have  paft,  Cncc  thou 

Didft  plight  to  me  thy  virgin  vow  ; 

'I'wclve  months  in  rapture  fpent !  for  they 

Seem  (horter  than  St.  Lucy's  day  : 

A  bright  example  we  Ihall  prove 

Of  lafting  matrimonial  love. 

Mean  while,  I  beg  the  gods  to  grant 
(The  only  favour  that  T  want) 
That  I  may  not  furvive,  to  fee 
My  happinefs  expire  with  thee. 
O  I  fhould  1  lofe  my  deareft  dear, 
By  thee,  and  all  that's  good,  I  fwear, 
I'd  give  myfelf  the  fatal  blow. 
And  wait  thee  to  the  world  below. 

When  Wheedle  thus  to  fpoufe  in  bed 
Spoke  the  beft  things  he  e'er  had  read  ; 
Madam  furpris'd  (you  muft  fuppofe  it) 
Had  lock'd  a  Templar  in  the  clofet ; 
A  youth  of  pregnant  parts,  and  worth. 
To  play  at  picquet,  and  fo  forth — 
This  wag,  when  he  had  heard  the  whole, 
Demurely  to  the  curtain  flole, 
And  peeping  in,  with  folemn  tone 
Cry'd  out,  O  man  1  thy  days  are  done  : 
The  gods  are  fearful  of  the  worfc. 
And  fend  me,  death,  to  fetch  thee  firft  ; 
To  fave  their  favourite  from  felf-murder, 
Lo  !  thus  I  execute  their  order. 
Hold,  Sir  1  for  fecond  thoughts  arc  beft, 
The  hufband  cry'd  ;  'tis  my  requeft 
With  pleafure  to  prolong  my  life. — 
Your  meaning  .' — Pray,  Sir,  take  my  wife. 


SAPPHO  TO  PHAON;  A  LOVE  EPISTLE. 

TRANSLATED   FROM   OVID. 

What,  after  all  my  art,  will  you  demand, 
Bcf9re  the  whole  is  read,  th?  writer'*  band  i 


OF  FENTOJ?. 

And  could  you  guefs  from  whom  this  letter  came 
Before  you  faw  it  fign'd  with  Sappho's  name  ? 
Don't  wonder,  Cnce  I'm  form'd  for  lyrics,  why 
The  ftrain  is  turn'd  to  plaintive  elegy  ; 
I  mourn  my  flighted  love;  alas!  my  lute, 
And  fprightly  odes,  would  ill  with  forrow  fuit. 
I'm  fcorch'd,  I  burn,  like  fitlds  of  corn  on  fire. 
When  winds  to  fan  the  furious  blaze  confpire. 
To  flaming  ^rna  Ph.ion's  pleas'd  to  roam, 
But  Sappho  feels  a  fiercer  flame  at  home. 

No  more  my  thoughts  in  even  numbers  flow, 
Verfc  beft  befits  a  mind  devoid  of  woe. 
No  more  I  court  the  nymphs  I  once  careft. 
But  Phaon  rules  unrival'd  in  my  breaft. 
Fair  is  thy  face,  thy  youth  ia  fit  for  joy  ; 
A  fatal  face  to  me,  t«o  cruel  boy  ! 
Enflav'd  to  thofe  enchanting  looks,  that  wear 
The  blufh  of  Bacchus  and  Apollo's  air; 
Afliime  the  garb  of  either  god,  in  thee 
We  every  grace  of  either  god  may  fee ; 
Yet  they  confefs'd  the  power  of  female  charms. 
In  Daphne's  flight  and  Ariadne's  arms; 
Though  neither  nymph  was  fam'd  for  wit,  to  move 
With  melting  airs  the  rigid  foul  to  love. 
To  me  the  mufe  vouchfafes  celeftial  fire. 
And  my  foft  numbers  glow  with  warm  dcfire ; 
Alcajus  and  myfelf  alike  ftie  crown'd, 
For  foftnefs  I,  and  he  for  ftrength  renown'd. 
Beauty,  'tis  true,  penurious  fate  denies, 
But  wit  my  want  of  beauty  well  fupplies : 
My  fliape,  I  own,  is  fhort,  but  yet  my  name 
Is  far  diffus'd,  ami  fills  the  voice  of  fame. 
If  I'm  not  fair,  young  Perfeus  did  adore 
The  fwartliy  graces  of  the  royal  {|  moor : 
The   milk-white   doves  with  mottled  mates  are 
And  the  gay  parrot  to  the  turtle's  kind  :      [join'd, 
But  if  you'll  fly  from  love's  connubial  rites 
Till  one  as  charming  as  yourfelf  invites. 
None  of  our  fex  can  ever  blefs  your  bed; 
Ne'er  think  of  wooing,  for  you  ne'er  can  wed. 

Yet,  when  you  read  my  verfc,  you  likM  eack 
line. 
And  fwore  no  numbers  were  fo  fweet  as  mine ; 
I  fang  (that  pleafing  image  ftill  is  plain, 
Such  tender  things  we  lovers  long  retain  !) 
And  ever  when  the  warbling  notes  I  rais'd, 
You  with  fierce  kifTesflifled  what  you  prais'd. 
Some  winning  grace  in  every  adl  you  found. 
But  in  full  tides  of  ecftafy  were  drown'd  : 
When  murmuring  in  the  melting  joys  of  love. 
Round  yours  my  curling  limbs  began  to  move  : 
But  now  the  bright  Sicilian  maids  adore 
The  youth,  who  fecm'd  fo  fond  of  me  before : 
Send  back,  fend  back  my  fugitive  !  for  he 
Will  vow  to  you  the  vows  lie  made  to  me  : 
That  fmooth  deceiving  tongue  of  his  can  charm 
The  coyeft  ear,  the  roughcfl  pride  difarni. 

O,  aid  thy  poetefs,  great  queen  of  love, 
Aufpicious  to  my  growing  paflioii  prove  '. 
Fortune  was  cruel  to  my  tender  age. 
And  ftill  purfues  with  unrelenting  rage. 
Of  parents,  whilft  a  child,  I  was  bereft. 
To  the  wide  world  an  helplefs  orphan  left : 
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My  trother  in  a  ftrumpet's  vile  einbrace 
Lavifli'd  a  large  eftate  to  buy  difgrace. 
And  doom'd  to  traffic  on  the  main  is  toft. 
Winning  with  danger  what  with  fliame  he  loft ; 
And  vows  revenge  on  me,  who  dar'd  to  blame 
His  condu(ft,  and  was  careful  of  his  fame  : 
And  then  (as  if  the  woes  I  bore  befide 
Were  ye:  too  light)  my  little  daughter  dy'd. 
But  after  all  thefe  pangs  of  forrow  paft, 
A  worfe  came  on,  for  Phaon  came  at  laft  ! 
No  gems,  nor  rich  embroider'd  filks,  I  wear; 
N»  more  in  artful  curls  I  comb  my  hair; 
No  golden  threads  the  wavy  locks  inwreath, 
Nor  Syrian  oils  difFufive  odours  breathe  : 
Why  fhould  I  put  fuch  gay  allurements  on, 
Now  he,  the  darling  of  my  foul,  is  gone  ? 
Soft  is  my  breaft,  and  keen  the  killing  dart. 
And  he  who  gave  the  wound  defervcs  my  heart : 
My  fate  is  fix'd,  for  fure  the  fates  decreed 
That  he  Ihould  wound,  and  Sappho's  bofom  bleed. 
By  the  fmooth  blandifhments  of  verfe  betray 'd, 
In  vain  I  call  my  reafon  to  my  aid ; 
The  mufc  is  faithlefs  to  the  fair  at  beft, 
But  fatal  in  a  lovc-fick  lady's  breaft. 

Yet  is  it  ftrange  fo  fvveet  a  youth  fliould  dart 
Flames  fo  refiftlefs  to  a  woman's  heart  ? 
Him  had  Aurora  feen,  he  foon  had  feiz'd 
Her  foul,  and  Cephalus  no  more  had  pleas'd  : 
ChaRe  Cynthia,  did  (he  once  behold  his  charms, 
For  Phaon's would  forfake  Endymion's  arms; 
Venus  would  bear  him  to  her  bower  above, 
But  there  (he  dreads  a  rival  in  his  love. 

0  fair  perfe<5lion  thou,  nor  youth,  nor  boy, 
Fix'd  in  the  bright  meridian  point  for  joy  ! 
Come,  on  my  panting  breaft  thy  head  recline. 
Thy  love  I  afk  not,  only  fuffer  mine  : 
While  this  I  a(k  (but  alk  1  fear  in  vain) 

See  how  my  falling  tears  the  letter  ftain. 

At   leaft,  why    would  you    not   vouchfafe  to 
fnow 
'A  kind  regret,  and  fay,  "  My  dear,  adieu  '." 
Nor  parting  kifs  I  gave,  nor  tender  tear. 
My  ruin  flew  on  fvviftcr  wings  than  fear : 
My  wrongs,  too  fafely  treafur'd  in  my  mind, 
Are  all  the  pledges  Phaon  left  behind ; 
Nor  could  1  make  my  laft  defire  to  thee. 
Sometimes  to  caft  a  pitying  thought  on  me. 
But,  gods  !  when  firft  the  killing  news  I  heard. 
What  pale  amazement  in  my  looks  appear 'dl 
Awhile  o'erwhelm'd  with  unexpefled  woe, 
My  tongue  forbore  to  fpeak,  my  eyes  to  flow. 
But  when  my  fenfe  was  weaken'd  to  defpair, 

1  beat  my  tender  breaft,  and  tore  my  hair  : 
As  a  diftra(5lcd  mother  weeps  forlorn. 

When  to  the  grave  her  fondling  babe  is  borne. 
Mean  while  my  cruel  brother,  for  relief, 
With  fcorn  infults  me,  and  derides  my  grief  : 
Poor  foul  1  he  cries,  1  doubt  (he  grows  lincere ; 
Her  daughter  is  return'd  to  life  1  fear. 
Mindlefs  of  fame,  I  to  the  world  reveal 
The  love  fo  long  1  labour'd  to  conceal. 
Thou,  thou  art  fame,  and  all  the  world,  to  me; 
All  day  I  dote,  and  dream  all  night  of  thee  : 
Though  Phaon  fly  to  regions  far  remote, 
j^y  flcep  his  image  to  my  bed  is  brought ; 


Around  my  neck  thy  fond  embraces  twine, 
Anon  I  think  my  arms  incircle  thine  : 
Then  the  warm  wi(hes  of  my  foul  I  fpeak, 
Which  from  my  tongue  in  dying  murmurs  break  : 
Heavens  1  with  thy  balmy  lips  my  lips  are  preft: 
And  then  !  ah  then  ! — I  blufli  to  write  the  reft. 
Thus  in  my  dreams  the  bright  ideas  play. 
And  gild  the  glowing  fcenes  of  fancy  gay: 
With  life  alone  my  lingering  love  muft  end. 
On  thee  my  love,  my  life,  my  all  depend. 

But  at  the  dawning  day  my  pleafares  fleet, 
And  T  (too  foon  '.)  perceive  the  dear  deceit : 
In  caves  and  groves  I  feek  to  calm  my  grief; 
The  caves  and  groves  afford  me  no  relief. 
Frantic  I  rove,  diforder'd  with  defpair. 
And  to  the  winds  unbind  my  fcatter'd  hair. 
I  find  the  (hades,  which  to  our  joys  were  kini", 
But  my  falfe  Phaon  there  no  more  I  find  : 
With  him  the  caves  were  cool,  the  grove  was  grecBi^. 
But  now  his  abfence  withers  all  the  fcene  : 
There  weeping,  I  the  graffy  couch  furvey. 
Where  fide  by  fide  we  once  together  lay  : 
I  fall  where  thy  forfaken  print  appears. 
And  the  kind  turf  imbibes  my  flowing  teari. 
The  birds  and  trees  to  grief  afliftance  bring, 
Thefe  drop  their  leaves,  and  they  forbear  to  fing : 
Poor  Philomel,  of  all  the  quire,  alone 
For  mangled  Itys  warbles  out  her  moan; 
Her  moan  for  him  trills fweetly  through  the  grovci 
While  Sappho  fings  of  ill-requited  love. 

To  this  dear  folitude  the  Naiads  brinjj 
Their  fruitful  urn^,  to  form  a  filver  fpring  : 
The  trees  that  on  the  fhady  margin  grow 
Are  green  above,  the  banks  are  green  below ; 
Here  while  by  forrow  luU'd  afleep  I  lay, 
Thusfaid  the  guardian  nymph,  or  feem'd  to  fay  i 
Fly,  Sappho,  fly ;   to  cure  this  deep  defpair, 
To  the  Leucadian  rock  in  hafte  repair  ; 
High  on  whofe  hoary  top  an  awful  fane. 
To  Phoebus  rear'd,  furveys  the  fubje6t  main. 
This  defperate  cure,  of  old,  Deucalion  try'd. 
For  love  to  fury  wrought  by  Pyrrha's  pride  ; 
Into  the  waves,  as  holy  rites  require, 
Headlong  he  leap'd,  and  quench'd  his  hopelefs  fire';' 
Her  frozen  breaft  a  fudden  flame  fubdued. 
And  Ihe  who  fled  the  youth,  the  youth  purfucd. 
Like  hiiH,  to  give  thy  raging  paffion  eafe. 
Precipitate  thyfelf  into  the  feas. 

T  his  faid,  (he  difappear'd.     I  deadly  wan 
Rofe  up,  and  gufhing  tears  unbounded  ran  ; 
I  fly,  ye  nymphs,  I  fly ;  though  fear  aflail 
The  woman,  yet  the  lover  muft  prevail. 
In  death  what  terrors  can  deferve  my  care  ? 
The  pangs  of  death  are  gentler  than  defpair. 
Ye  winds,  and  Cupid  thou,  to  meet  my  fall. 
Your    downy    pinions    fpread  I     my    weight   1$ 

fmall. 
Thus  refcued,  to  thp  god  of  verfe  I'll  bow, 
Hang  up  my  lute,  and  thus  infcribe  my  vow  : 
To  Phoebus  ^^^rateful  Sappho  gave  this  lute; 
The  gift  did  both  the  god  and  giver  fuit. 

But,  Phaon,  why  (hould  I  this  toil  endure. 
When  thy  return  would  foon  complete  the  cure? 
Thy  beauty,  and  his  balmy  power,  would  be 
A  Fh(jEbu5  and  Leucadian  rock  Co  me. 


t>n 


THE   WORKS   OF   FENTON. 


O  harder  than  the  rock  to  which  I  go, 
And  deafer  than  the  waves  that  war  below  ! 
Think  yet,  oh  think  I  (hall  future  ages  tell 
That  1  to  Phaon's  fcorn  a  vidim  fell  ? 
Or  hadft  thou  rather  fee  this  tender  bread 
Bruis'd  on  the  clift,  than  clofe  to  Phaon's  preft  ? 
This  breafl,  which,  fill'd  with  bright  poetic  fire, 
You  made  mc  once  believe  you  did  admire? 
O  could  it  now  fupply  me  with  addrefs 
To  plead  my  caufe,  and  court  thee  with  fuccefs  I 
But  mighty  woes  my  genius  quite  control, 
And  damp  the  rifmg  vigour  of  my  foul : 
No  more,  ye  Lefbian  nymphs,  defirc  a  fong. 
Mute  is  my  voice,  my  lute  is  all  unftrung. 
My  Phaon's  fled,  who  made  my  fancy  fhine, 
(Ah  !  yet  I  fcarce  forbear  to  call  him — mine.) 
Phaon  is  fled '.  but  bring  the  youth  again, 
InfpirJng  ardors  will  revive  my  vein. 
But  why, 'alas',  this  unavailing  prayer  ? 
Vain  are  my  vows,, and  fleet  with  common  air  : 
My  vows  the  winds  difperfe,  and  make  their  fport. 
But  ne'er  will  waft  him  to  the  I.elbian  port. 

Yet  if  you  purpofe  to  return,  'tis  wrong 
To  let  your  miftrefs  languilh  here  fo  long  : 
Venus  for  your  fair  voyage  will  compole 
The  fea,  for  from  the  lea  the  goddefs  rofe  ; 
Cupid,  affifted  with  propitious  gales. 
Will  hand  the  rudder,  and  diredl  the  fails. 
But,  if  relentlefs  to  my  prayer  you  prove.. 
If  ftill,  unkind  without  a  caufe,  you'll  rove, 
And  ne'er  to  Sappho's  lodging  eyes  reftore 
That  objed,  which  her  hourly  vows  implore; 
'Twill  be  companion  now  t'  avow  your  hate  ; 
Write,  and  confirm  the  rigour  of  my  fate  1 
Then,  fteel'd  with  refolution  by  defpair, 
Por  cure  I'll  to  the  kinder  feas  repair  : 
That  laft  relief  for  love-fick  minds  I'll  try ; 
rhoebus  may  grant  what  Phaon  could  deny. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  ancients  have  left  us  little  farther  account 
of  Phaon,  than  that  he  was  an  old  mariner,  whom 
Venus  transformed  into  a  very  beautiful  youth, 
•whom  Sappho,  and  fevcral  other  Lefbian  ladies 
fell  paflionately  in  love  with ;  and  therefore  I 
thought  it  might  be  pardonable  to  vary  the  cir- 
cumftances  of  his  ftory,  and  to  add  what  I  thought 
proper  in  the  following  epiftle. 

PHAON  TO  SAPPHO. 

1  SOON  perceiv'd  from  whence  your  letter  came. 
Before  1  faw  it  fijjn'd  with  Sappho's  name : 
Such  tender  the  ughts  in  fuch  a  flowing  verfe, 
X)id  Phoebus  to  the  flying  nymph  rehearfe  ; 
Yet  fate  was  deaf  to  all  his  powerful  charms, 
And  tore  the  beauteous  Daphne  from  his  arms  ! 

With  fuch  concern  your  paflion  I  furvey. 
As  when  I  view  a  vefTel  tofs'd  at  fea; 
I  beg  each  friendly  power  the  ftorm  may  ceafe, 
And  every  warring  wave  be  luH'd  in  peace. 
What  can  I  more  than  wifli  ?  for  who  can  free 
The  wretched  from  the  woe  the  gods  decree  I 


With  generous  pity  I'll  repay  your  flame  ; 
Pity  1    'tis  what  deferves  a  fofter  name  : 
Which  yet,  1  fear,  of  equal  ufe  would  prove 
To  footh  a  tempeft,  as  abate  your  love. 

How  can  my  art  your  fierce  difeafe  fubdue  ? 
I  want,  alas  1  a  greater  cure  than  you  : 
Bcnumb'd  in  death  the  cold  phyfician  lies, . 
While  for  his  help  the  feverifh  patient  cries  : 
Call  me  not  cruel,  but  reproach  my  fate. 
And,  liflening  while  my  wees  I  here  relate. 
Let  your  foft  bofom  heave  with  tender  fighs, 
Let  melting  forrow  languilh  in  your  eyes; 
Piteous  deplore  a  wretch  conilrain'd  to  rove, 
Whofe  crime  and  punifliment  is  flighted  love  ; 
Fix'd  for  his  guilt,  to  every  coming  age, 
A  monument  of  Cytherea's  rage. 

At  Melea  born,  my  race  unknown  to  fame. 
With  oars  I  ply'd;   Colymbuswasmy  name  ; 
A  name  that  from  the  diving  birds  J  bore. 
Which  fcek  their  fifhy  food  along  the  fliore. 
One  fummer-eve  in  port  I  left  my  fail. 
And  with  my  partners  fought  a  neighbouring  vale  j 
What  time  the  rural  nymphs  repair'd  to  pay 
Their  floral  honours  to  the  queen  of  May. 
At  firft  their  various  charms  my  choice  confufe. 
For  what  Is  choice  where  each  is  fit  to  choofe  ? 
But  love  or  fate  at  length  my  bofom  fir'd 
With  a  bright  maid  in  myrtle-green  attir'd; 
A  (hepherdefs  (he  was,  and  on  the  lawn 
Sate  to  the  fetting-fun  from  dewy  dawn  ; 
Yet  fairer  than  the  nymphs  who  guard  theflream* 
In  pearly  caves,  and  fhun  the  burning  beams. 
I  whifper  love  ;  (he  flies  ;   I  ftill  purfue. 
To  prefs  her  to  the  joy  fhe  never  knew  : 
And  while  I  fpeak  the  virgin  blulhes  fpread 
Her  darnafk  beauty  with  a  warmer  red. 
1  vow'd  unlhaken  faith,  invoking  loud 
Venus,  t'  atteft  the  folemn  faith  I  vow'd  ; 
Invoking  all  the  radiant  lights  above, 
(But  moft  the  lamp  that  lights  the  realm  of  love} 
No  more  to  guide  me  with  their  friendly  rays, 
But  leave  my  (hip  to  perifh  on  the  feas. 
If  the  dear  charmer  ever  chanc'd  to  find 
My  heart  difloyal,  or  my  look  unkind. 

A  maid  will  liften  when  her  lover  (wears. 
And  chink  his  faith  more  real  than  her  fears. 
The  careful  (hepherdefs  fecur'd  her  flocks 
From  the  devouring  wolf,  afld  wily  lox, 
Yet  fell  herfelf  an  undefended  prey 
To  one  more  cruel  and  more  falfe  than  they. 
The  nuptial  joys  we  there  confummate  foon. 
Safe  in  the  friendly  filence  of  the  moon; 
And  till  the  birds  proclaim'd  the  dawning  day, 
Beneath  a  fliade  of  flowers  in  tranlport  lay : 
I  rofe,  and  foftly  fighing,  view'd  her  o'er ; 
How  chang'd,  I  thought,  from  what  (he  was  be- 
fore '. 
Yet  ftill  repeated  (eager  to  be  gone) 
My  former  pledges,  with  a  fainter  tone. 
And  promis'd  quick  return  :  the  penfive  fair 
Went  with  rcludancc  to  her  fleecy  care; 
While  1  refolv'd  to  quit  my  native  (horc. 
Never  to  fee  the  latc-lov'd  Malea  more. 

Frelh  on  the  waves  the  morning  breezes  play. 
To  bear  my  velTel  and  my  vows  avwy ; 
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"With  profjperous  fpeed  I  fly  before  the  wind, 
^nd  leave  the  lengJh  of  LefBns  all  behind  : 
Far  diilant  from  my  Malean  lowe  at  laft, 
(Secure  with  twenty  leagues  between  us  cafi) 
I  furl  my  fails,  and  on  the  Sigrian  fliore, 
Adopting  that  my  feat,  the  veflel  moor. 
Sigrium,  from  whofe  aerial  height  I  fpy 
The  diftant  fields  that  bore  imperial  Troy  : 
Which,  ftill  accurs'd  for  Helen's  broken  vow, 
f  rocure  thirj  crops,  ungrateful  to  the  plough. 
i  gaze,  revolving  in  my  guilty  mind, 
What  future  vengeance  will  my  falfehood  find. 
When  kings,  and  empires,  no  forgivenefs  gam'd 
por  violated  rites,  and  faith  profan'd! 

Sea-faring  on  that  coaft  I  led  my  life, 
A  commoner  of  love,  without  a  wife, 
Content  with  cafual  joys ;  and  vainly  thought 
Venus  forgave  the  perjur'd,  or  forgot. 
And  now  my  Cxtieth  year  began  to  fhed 
An  undiftinguifli'd  winter  o'er  my  head ; 
When,  bent  for  Tenedos,  a  country  dame 
(I  thought  her.fuch)  for  fpeedy  paflage  came. 
J^  palfy  (hook  her  limbs ;  a  flirivel'd  fkin 
But  ill  conceal'd  the  flceleton  within ; 
A  monument  of  time  :  with  equal  grace 
Her  garb  had  poverty  to  fuit  her  face. 
Extorting  firfl  my  price,  I  fpread  my  fail. 
And  fleer  my  courfe  before  a  merry  gale ; 
Which  haply  turn'd  her  tatter'd  veil  afide, 
When  in  her  lap  a  golden  vafe  I  fpy'd ; 
Around  fo  rich  with  orient  gems  enchas'd, 
A  flamy  luftre  o'er  the  gold  they  caft. 
With  eager  eyes  I  view  the  tempting  bane, 
And  failing  now  fecure  amid  the  main. 
With  felon  fbrce  I  feiz'd  the  feeming  crone, 
'i'o  plunge  her  in,  and  make  the  prize  my  own. 
To  Venus  ftrait  {he  chang'd  divine  to  view  ! 
The  laughing  loves  around  their  mother  flew : 
Who,  circled  with  a  pomp  of  graces,  flood. 
Such  as  ihe  0rft  afcended  from  the  flood. 
i  bow'd,  ador'd. — With  terror  in  her  voice, 
Thy  violence  (flie  cry'd)  (hall  win  the  prize  : 
Renew  thy  wrinkled  form,  be  young  and  fair; 
But  foon  thy  heart  Ihall  own  the  purchafe  dear. 
Nor  is  revenge  forgot,  though  long  delay 'd, 
For  vows  attefted  in  the  Malean  fliade. — 
Wrapt  in  a  purple  cloud,  fhe  cut  the  fkies. 
And  looking  down,  ftill  threaten'd  with  her  eyes. 

My  fear  at  length  difpell'd  (the  fight  of  gold 
Can  make  an  avaricious  coward  bold), 
1  feiz'd  the  glittering  fpoil,  in  hope  to  find 
A  cafe  fo  rich  with  richer  treafures  lin'd. 
The  lid  remov'd,  the  vacant  fpace  inclos'd 
An  eflence,  with  celeftial  art  compos'd ; 
Which  cures  old  age,  and  makes  the  flirivel'd  cheek 
Blufliy  as  Bacchus,  and  as  Hebe  fleek  : 
Strength  to  the  nerves  the  nedtar'd  fweets  fupply, 
And  eagle-radiance  to  the  faded  eye, 
Nor  fliarp  difeafe,  nor  want,  nor  age,  have  power 
^'  invade  that  vigour,  and  that  bloom  deflower. 
Th'  effeft  I  found,  for,  when  return'd  to  land. 
Some  drops  I  fprinkled  on  my  fun-burnt  hand; 
Where'er  they  fell,  furpriCng  to  the  fight, 
The  freckled  brown  imbib'd  a  milky  white  : 
So  look  the  panther's  varied  fides;  and  fo 
The  pheafant's  wirg,  bedropt  with  flakes  of  fnow. 
Vol,,  VII, 
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I  wet  the  whole,  the  fame  celeftial  hue 

Tindur'd  the  whole,  meander'd  o'er  with  blue. 
Struck  with  amazement  here,  I  paufe  a  fpace  • 
Next  with  the  liquid  fweets  anoint  my  face  : 
My  neck  and  hoary  locks  I  then  bedew. 
And  in  the  waves  my  changing  vifage  view. 
Strait  with  my  charms  the  watery  mirror  glows^ 
Thofe  fatal  charms  that  ruin'd  your  repofe  1 
Still  doubting,  up  I  ftart,  and  fear  to  find 
Some  yoting  Adonis  gazing  o'er  behind. 
My  waift,  and  all  my  limbs,  I  laft  btfmear'd, 
And  foon  a  glofl'y  youth  all  o'er  appear'd. 

Long  wrapt  in  filent  wonder,  on  the  flrand, 
T  like  a  ftatne  of  Apollo  ftand  : 
Like  his,  with  oval  grace  my  front  is  fpread  j 
Like  his,  my  lips  and  cheeks  are  rofy  red ; 
Like  his,  my  limbs  are  fiiap'd;  in  every  pare 
So  juA,  they  mock  the  fculptor's  mimic  art: 
And  golden  curls  adown  my  ftioulders  flow; 
Nor  wants  there  aught,  except  the  lyre  and  bow^ 
Reftor'd  to  youth,  triumphant  I  repair 
To  court ;  to  captivate  th'  admiring  fair: 
My  fatiltlefs  form  the  Lefbian  nymphs  adore. 
Avow  their  flames,  weep,  figh,  proteft,  implore« 
There  feel  1  firft  the  penance  of  my  fin  ; 
All  fpring  without,  and  winter  all  within ! 
From  me  the  fenfe  of  gay  defire  is  fled. 
And  all  their  charms  are  cordial  to  the  dead. 
Or,  if  within  my  breaft  there  chance  to  rife 
The  fweet  remembrance  of  the  genial  joys; 
Sudden  it  leaves  me,  like  a  tranfient  gleam. 
That  gilds  the  furface  of  a  freezing  dream. 
Mean  time  with  vairious  pangs  my  heaf  t  is  torn. 
Hate  flrives  with  pity,  fhame  contends  with  fconf^ 
Confus'd  with  grief,  I  quit  the  court,  to  range 
In  favage  wilds ;  and  curfe  iny  penal  change. 
The  phcenix  fo,  reftor'd  with  rich  perfumes, 
Difpla'ys  the  florid  pride  of  all  his  plumes ;,. 
Then  flies  to  live  amid  th'  Arabian  grove. 
In  barren  folitude,  a  foe  to  love. 
But  m  the  calm  recefs  of  woods  and  plains, 
The  viper  envy  revePd  in  my  veins  ; 
And  ever  when  the  male  carefs'd  his  bride. 
Sighing  with  rage,  I  turn'd  my  eyes  afide. 
In  river,  mead,  and  grove,  fuch  objetfts  rofe, 
T'  avenge  the  goddefs,  and  awake  my  woes : 
Fifli,  bead,  ar.d  bird,  in  river,  mead,  and  grovej 
Blefs'd  and  rever'd  the  blifsful  powers  of  love. 

What  can  I  do  for  eafe  ?  O,  whither  fly  ? 
Refume  my  fatal  form,  ye  gods,  I  cry. 
Wither  this  beauteous  bloom,  fo  tempting  gay  ; 
And  let  me  live  transform'd  to  weak,  and  gray  J 
By  change  of  clime,  my  forrows  to  beguile, 
J  leave,  for  Sicily,  my  native  ifle  : 
Vain  hope  !  for  v/ho  can  leave  himfelf  behind, 
And  live  a  thoughtlefs  exile  from  the  mind  i 
Arriving  there,  amidft  a  flowery  plain 
That  join'd  the  fiiore,  I  vicw'd  a  virgin-train, 
Who  in  foft  ditties  fung  of  Acis'  flame. 
And  ftrew'd  with  annual  wreath?  his  amber  ftreanjj 
Me  foOn  they  faw,  and,  fir'd  with  pious  joy. 
He  comes,  the  godlike  Acis  comes,  they  cry  : 
Fair  pride  of  Neptune's  court '.  inddlge  our  prayer  | 
Approach,  you've  now  no  Polypherae  to  fear. 
Accept  our  rites :  to  bind  thy  brow,  we  bring 
Thefe  carliell  honours  of  the  rofy  fpring-j 
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So  may  thy  Galatea  ftlll  be  kind, 

As  we  thy  fmiling  power  propitious  find  I 

But  if— (they  read  their  error  in  my  blufli ; 

For  {hame,  and  rage,  and  fcorn,  ahernate  flufli.) 

But  if  of  earthy  race,  yet  kinder  prove  ; 

Refuf^  all  other  rites  but  thofe  of  love. 

That  hated  word  new-ftabs  my  rankling  wound  ; 

Like  a  ftuck  deer  I  ftartle  at  the  found  : 

Thence  to  the  woods  with  furious  fpeed  repair, 

And  leave  them  all  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

So  frighted  by  the  fwains,  to  reach  the  brake 
Glides  from  a  funny  bank  the  glittering  fnake; 
And  whilfl,  reviv'd  in  youth,  his  wavy  train 
Floats  in  large  fpires,  and  burns  along  the  plain  j 
He  darts  malignance  from  his  fc  rnful  eye, 
And  the  young  flowers  with  livid  hiffes  die. 

Let  my  fad  fate  your  foft  compaflion  move, 
Convinc'd  that  Phaon  v.'ould,  but  cannot  love  : 
T"  torture  and  diftradl  my  foul,  are  join'd 
Unfading  youth,  and  impotence  of  mind. 
The  white  and  red  that  flatter  on  my  fkin. 
Hide  hell ;  the  grinning  furies  howl  within  ; 
Pride,  envy,  rage,  and  hate,  inhabit  there. 
And  the  black  child  of  guilt,  extreme  defpair  : 
Nor   i  lefs  rerr^r  to  the  perjur'd  prove 
The  frowns  of  Venus,  than  the  bolts  of  Jove. 

When  Orpheus  in  the  woods  began  to  play, 
Sooth'd  with   his  air^,   the   leopards  round  him 

lay  : 
Their  glaring  eyes  with  leffen'd  fury  burn'd; 
But  when  the  lyre  was  mute,  their  rage  retuin'd: 
60  would  rhy  mufe  and  lute  a  while  control 
My  woes,  .ind  tune  the  difcord  of  my  foul : 
Ift  fweet  fufpenfe  each  favage  thought  reflrain'd; 
And  then,  the  love  I  never  felt  I  feign'd. 
O  Sappho,  now  that  mufe  and  lute  employ ; 
Invoke  the  golden  goddefs  from  the  fky : 
From  th*  Leucadian  rock  ne'er  hope  redrefs, 
In  love,  Apo'lo  boafts  no  fure  fuccefs : 
Let  him  prefu'e  o'er  oracles  and  arts; 
Venus  alone  hath  balm  for  bleeding  hearts. 
O,  le*--  the  wEvbled  hymft  \  delight  her  ear  ; 
Can  fhe  when  .Sappho  fings  rcfufe  to  hear  ? 
Thrice  let  the  warbled  hymn  repeat  thy  pain, 
AVhile   flowers  and   burning   gums  perfume  her 

fane. 
And  when,  defcendlng  to  the  plain;ive  f(  und. 
She  come-^  confefs'd  with  all  her  graces  round, 
O,  pleai?  ::; y  caufe  I   in  that  aufpicious  hour, 
Propitiate  with  thy  vows  the  vengeful  povyer. 
Nor  ceafe  thy  fuit,  till  with  a  fmiling  air 
She  cries,  1  give  my  Phaon  to  thy  prayer  : 
And,  from  his  crime  abfolv'd,  with  all  his  charms 
He  long  Ihall  live,  and  die  in  Sappho's  arms. — ' 
Then  fwift,  and  gentle  as  her  gentled  dove, 
I'll  feek  thy  breall,  and  equal  all  thy  love  : 
Hymen  Ihall  clap  his  purple  wings,  and  fpread 
luceflant  raptures  o'er  the  nuptial  bed. 
And  while  in  pomp  at  CytlWrea's  Ihrine, 
With  choral  fong  and  dance,  our  vows  we  join  ; 
Her  flaming  altar  with  religious  fear 
I'll  touch,  and,  profit  ate  on  the  marble,  fwear 
That  zeal  and  love  for  ever  (liall  divide 
Mf  heart,  between  the  goddefs  and  the  bride 
f  Alluding  to  her  04e  t»  Venus. 


A    TALE, 

DEVISED  IN  THE  PI.E3AUNT  MANERE   OF   GENTlt 
MAISTER  JEOFFREY  CHAUCER. 

Whylom  in  Kent  there  dwelt  a  clerke. 

Who  wyth  grete  cheer,  and  litil  werke, 

Upfwalen  was  with  venere  : 

For  meagre  Lent  ne  recked  he, 

Ne  fainfts  dales  had  in  remembrauncCj 

Mo  will  had  he  to  dalliaunce. 

To  ferchen  otit  a  bclhmie, 

He  had  a  fharp  and  licorous  cic  ; 

But  it  wold  bett  abide  a  leke. 

Or  onion,  than  the  fight  of  Greke; 

Wherefore,  God  yeve  him  (hame,  Boccace 

Serv'd  him  for  Bafil  and  Ignace, 

Hix  vermeil  cheke  that  flion  wyth  mirth, 

Spake  him  the  blitheft  prieft  on  yearthj 

At  chyrch,  to  (hew  his  lilHed  bond. 

Full  fetoufly  he  prank'd  hi'  bond ; 

Sleke  weren  his  flaxen  locks  yktmpt, 

And  Ifaac  Wever  was  he  nempt. 

Thilke  clerke,  echaufed  in  the  groyne, 
For  a  young  damofell  did  pyne. 
Born  in  Eaft-Cheap;  who,  by  my  fay, 
Ypert  was  as  a  popinjay  : 
Ne  wit  ne  wordes  did  fhe  waunt, 
Wele  cond  (he  many  a  romaunt; 
Ore  mufcadine,  or  fpiced  ale, 
She  carrc'.d  foote  as  nightingale  : 

And  for  the  nonce  couth  rowle  her  eyne, 

Withouten  fpeche  ;  a  fpeciall  fignc 

She  lack'd  fomedelc  of  what  ech  dame 

Holds  dcre  as  life,  yet  dredes  to  name : 

3o  was  eftfoons  by  Ifaac  won, 

To  bliOful  confumniation. 

Here  mought  I  now  tellen  the  feftes, 

Who  yave  the  bryde,  how  bibb'd  the  gheftesj 

But  withouten  fuch  gawdcs,  I  trow 

Myne  legend  is  prolix  ynow. 

Ryghte  wele  aieeds  Dan  Prior's  fong, 

A  tale  (liold  never  be  too  long ; 

And  fikerly  in  fayre  Englond 

None  bett  doth  taling  underftond. 
She  now,  algates  full  fad  to  chaunge 

Th."  cit:;e  f  r  h  :  hiifbond's  graunge, 

i  0  Ke-  :  mote  ;  for  fhe  wele  did  knowc 

'  Tv/as  vaine  ayenft  the  ftreme  to  rowe. 

Sa  wend  they  on  one  fleed  yfere, 

Ech  cleping  toder  life  and  dere ; 

Heaven  fhilde  him  fro  myne  Bromley  h«fl. 

Or  many  a  groat  theyr  meei  woll  cofl. 
Deem  next  ye  maiftrefs  Wever  fene 

Yclad  in  fable  bombafme ; 

The  frankeleins  vvyvcs  accofi  her  biythe, 

Curteis  to  guilen  hem  of  tythe ; 

And  yeve  honour  parochiall 

In  pt«^,  and  eke  at  feftivall. 

Worfchip  and  wealth  her  hufbond  hath  ; 

Ne  poor  in  aught,  fave  werks  and  faith  ; 

Kepes  bull,  bore,  ftallion,  to  difpcnce 

Large  pennorths  of  bcnevolenee. 

His  bcrne  y crammed  was,. and  flore 

Of  poultrie  cackled  at  the  dore  j 


POEMS. 


<57J 


tils  wyf  grete  joie  to  fede  hem  toke, 
And  was  aftonied  at  the  cocke ;     / 
That,  in  his  portaunce  debonair, 
On  everich  henn  beftow'd  a  fhare 
Of  plefaunce,  yet  no  genitours 
She  faw,  to  thrill  his  paramours  : 
Oftfithes  flie  mokel  mus'd  theron. 
Yet  eift  (he  howgates  it  was  don. 

One  night,  ere  they  to  fleepen  went, 
Her  Ifaac  in  her  arms  fhe  hent, 
As  was  her  ufage  ;  and  did  faie, 
Of  charite  I  mote  thee  praie. 
To  techen  niyne  unconnyng  wit   . 
One  thing  it  comprehendeth  niet : 
And  maie  the  foul  fiend  harrow  thee. 
If  in  mync  queft  thou  falfen  me. 

Our  Chaunticlere  loves  everich  hen, 
Ne  fewer  kepes  our  yerd  than  ten  ; 
Yet  romps  he  ore  beth  grete  and  fniall, 
Ne  ken  I  what  he  fwinks  wythall. 
But  on  ech  leg  a  wepon  is, 
Yperfent,  and  full  ftarke  I  wys; 
Doth  he  with  hem  at  Pertelote  play  ? 
In  footh  theres  werk  inough  for  tway. 

Qd,  Ifaac,  certes  by  Sain(5t  Poule, 
Myne  lief  thou  art  a  fimple  foule  ; 
Foules  fro  the  egle  to  the  wren, 
Bin  harnefs'd  othergife  than  men  : 
For  the  males  engins  of  delite 
Ferre  in  theyr  entrails  are  empight ; 
Els,  par  mifchaunce,  theyr  merriment 
Emong  the  breers  mought  fore  be  flient. 
Thus  woxen  hote,  they  much  avaunce 
J-.ove  of  venereal  jouifaunce  : 
And  in  one  month,  the  trouth  to  fayne, 
Swink  mo  than  manhode  in  yeres  twaine> 

O  Benedicite !  qd,  fhe, 
If  kepyng  hote  fo  kindlych  be, 
Hie  in  thyne  boweles  trufs  thyne  gere, 
And  eke  the  fkrippe  that  daungleth  here. 

Ne  dame,  he  anfwer'd,  mote  that  bene ; 
For  as  I  hope  to  be  a  dene, 
Thilkc  Falftaffe-beilie  rownd  and  big, 
Was  built  for  corny  ale  and  pig  : 
Ne  in  it  is  a  chink  for  thefe, 
Ke  for  a  wheat-flraw,  and  tway  peafe. 

Pardie,  qd.  fhe,  fyth  theres  nat  room, 
Swete  Nykin !  cliafe  hem  in  myne  woom. 


TO  MR.  POPE. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  A  GREEK  EPIGRAM  IN  HOMER" 

In  •which  a  Poet  fufpofeth  Apollo  to  ha-ve  given  this  an- 
/■wer  to  one  -who  inquired  "who  ivas  the  author  of  the 
Iliad. 

Viimi  fih  'Ey»y,  £;^J«g«so■l^s  3e  B'etos  '^O^>)goj. 
Hsc  modulabar  ego,  fcripfit  divinas  Homerus. 

When  Phoebus,  and  the  nine  harmonious  maids. 
Of  old  affembled  in  the  Thefpian  (hades, 
What  theme,  they  cry'd,  what  high  immortal  air, 
Setits  thefe  harps  to  found,  and  thee  to  hear  i 


Reply'd  the  god,  Your  loftlefl:  notes  employ 
To  fmg  young  Peleus,  and  the  fall  of  Troy. 
The  wondrous  fong  with  rapture  they  rehearfe. 
Then  afk  who  wrought  that  miracle  of  verfc. 
He  anfwer'd  with  a  frown  ;  I  now  reveal 
A  truth  that  envy  bids  me  not  conceal. 
Retiring  frequent  to  his  laureat  vale, 
I  warbled  to  the  lyre  that  favourite  talc, 
Which,  unobferv'd,  a  wandering  Greek  and  blind. 
Heard  me  repeat,  and  treafur'd  in  his  mind; 
And,  fir'd  with  thirft  of  more  than  mortal  praife, 
Fron*  me  the  god  of  wit  ufurp'd  the  bays. 

But  let  vain  Greece  indulge  her  growing  fame. 
Proud  with  celeftial  fpoils  to  grace  her  name  ; 
Yet  when  my  arts  fhall  triumph  in  the  weft, 
And  the  White  Ffle  with  female  power  is  bleftj 
Fame,  I  forefee,  will  make  reprifals  there. 
And  the  tranflator's  palm  to  me  transfer ; 
With  lefs  regret  my  claim  [  now  decline. 
The  world  will  think  this  Englifli  Iliad  mine. 


THE  PLATONIC  SPELL.  (| 

Whene'er  I  wed,  young  Strephon  cry'd, 
Ye  powers  that  o'er  the  noofe  prefide. 
Wit,  beauty,  wealth,  good-humour  give. 
Or  let  me  ftill  a  rover  live  : 
But  if  all  thefe  ho  nymph  can  {hare. 
Let  mine,  ye  powers!  be  doubly  fair. 

Thus  pray'd  the  fwain  in  heat  of  blood j 
Whilft  nigh  celeftial  Cupid  ftood  ; 
And,  tapping  him,  faid,  Youth  be  wife, 
And  let  a  child  for  once  advife. 
A  faultlefs  make,  a  manag'd  wjt. 
Humour  and  riches,  rarely  meet : 
But  if  a  beauty  you'd  obtain, 
Court  fome  bright  Phillis  of  the  brain  j 
The  dear  idea  long  enjoy, 
Clean  is  the  blifs,  and  ne'er  will  cloy. 

But  truft  me,  youth,  for  I'm  Oncere, 
And  know  the  ladies  to  a  hair ; 
Howe'er  fmall  poets  whine  upon  it. 
In  madrigal,  in  fpng,  and  fonnet, 
Their  beauty's  but  a  fpell,  to  bring 
A  lover  to  th'  enchanted  ring. 
Ere  the  fack-poffet  is  digefted. 
Or  half  of  Hymen's  taper  wafted. 
The  winning  air,  the  wanton  trip, 
The  radiant  eye,  the  velvet  lip. 
From  which  you  fragrant  kiffes  ftole, 
And  feem'd  to  fack  her  fpringing  foul^ 
Thefe,  and  the  reft  you  doated  on, 
Are  naufeous,  or  infipid  grown  ; 
The  fpell  difTolves,  the  cloud  is  gone, 
And  SachariiTa  turns  to  Joan. 


MARULLUS  TO  NE^RA, 

IMITATED. 

Rob'b  like  Diana,  ready  for  the  chafe. 
Her  mind  as  fpotlefs,  and  as  fair  her  face, 

II  This  poem,  witti  fome  variitioes,  may  be  fouijd  'JS 
Stepney,  uader  the  title  of  "The  Spell." 
U  «  jj 
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Yoiing  Sylvia  ftray'd  beneath  the  dewy  dawn 
To  courfe  th'  imperial  ftag  o'er  Windfor  lawn. 
There  Cupid  view'd  her  fpreading  o'er  the  plain, 
The  firft  and  faired  of  the  rural  train ; 
And,  by  a  fmall  miftake,  the  power  of  love. 
Thought  her  the  virgin-goddefs  of  the  grove  : 
Soon  aw'd  with  innocence,  t*^  evade  her  fight 
He  fled,  and  dropp'd  his  q-uiver  in  the  flight  : 
Though  pleas'd,  flie  blufti'd ;  and,  with  a  glowing 

fmile, 
Purfu'd  the  god,  and  feiz'd  the  golden  fpoil. 
The  nymph,  refifVlefs  in  her  native  charms, 
Now  reigns,  poflefs'd  of  Cupid's  dreaded  arms ; 
Asd,  wing'd  with   lightning  from    her  radiant 

eyes. 
Unerring  in  its  fpeed  each  arrow  flies. 
No  more  his  deity  is  held  divine, 
No  more  wefeneel  at  Cytherea's  fbrine; 
Their  various  powers'  complete  in  Sylvia,  prove 
Her  title  to  command  the  realms  of  love. 


KISSES. 

TRANSLATED  FROM    SECUNDUS. 

BASIUM    1. 

When  Veniis,  in. the  fweet  Idalian  fdade, 
A  violet  couch  for  young  Afcanius  tnade, 
Their  opening  gems  th'  obedient  rofes  bow'd, 
And  veil'd  his  beauties  with  a  damalk  cloud  : 
While  the  bright  goddefs,  with  a  gentle  fliower 
Of  nedlar'd  dews,  perfum'd  the  blifsful  bower. 

Of  fight  infatiate,  (he.  devours  his  channs. 
Till  her  foft  breaft  rekindling  ardour  warms; 
New  jr.ys  tumultuous  in  her  bofom  roll, 
And  all  Adonis  ruftieth  on  her  foul : 
Tf^nfported  with  each  dear  refembllng  grace, 
She  cries,  Adonis ! — fure  I  fee  thy  face  '. 
Then    (loops   to    clafp  the   beauteous  form,  but 

fears 
He'd  wake  too  foon,  and  with  a  figh  forbears; 
Ycr,  fix'd  in  filtnt  rapture,  ijanr^s  to  gaze, 
Kifling  each  flowering  bud  rhat  round  her  plays : 
Swell'd  with  her  touch,  each  animated  r.ife 
Expands,  and  ftraii  with  warmer  purple  glows; 
Where  infant  kifl"es  bloom,  a  balm>  ftore  ! 
Redoublins^  all  the  blifs  flie  felt  before. 

Sudden  her  fv/ans  career  aloi'g  the  fcies, 
AndVer  the  globe  the  fair  ccieftial  flies; 
Then,  as  where  Cerci  paft,  the  teeming  plain 
Yellow'd  with  wavy  crops  of  golden  grain, 
So  fruitful  kiffes  fell  where  Venus  flew. 
And  by  the  power  of  genial  magic  grew ; 
A  olcntcous  harveft  :  which  fbe  deign'd  t*  impart. 
To'  footh  an  agonizing  Inve-fick  heart. 

All  hail,  yp  rofeate  kiffes !  who  remove 
Our  cares,  and  cool  the  calrnrures  of  love. 
Ln  '    I  your  poet,  in  melodious  lays, 
Elefs  your  kind  power,  enamour'd  of  your  praife  ; 
Lays     fi'rm'd  to  lafl,  till  barbarous  time  invades 
The  mufes'  hill,  and  withers  all  their  ihades. 
•Sprung  from  the  f  guardian  of  tlie  Roman  name, 
iH'Romin  numbers  live,  fecure  of  fame. 
■J-  Venus. 
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As  the  young  enamour'd  vine 
Round  her  elm  delights  to  twine, 
As  the  clafping  ivy  throws 
Round  her  oak  her  wanton  boughs. 
So  clofe,  expanding  all  thy  charms. 
Fold  me,  my  Chloris,  in  thy  arms  1 
Clofer,  my  Chloris,  could  it  be, 
Would  my  fond  arms  incircle  thee. 

The  jovial  friend  (hall  tempt  in  vain 
With  humour,  wit,  and  brifk  champaigne|| 
In  vain  (hall  nature  call  for  fleep, 
We'll  love's  eternal  vigils  keep  : 
Thus,  thus  for  ever  let  us  lie, 
DifTolving  in  excefs  of  joy. 
Till  fate  (hall  with  a  fingle  dart 
Transfix  the  pair  it  cannot  part. 

Thus  join'd,  we'll  fleet  like  Venus'  dovcSj 
And  feek  the  bfeft  Elyfian  groves ; 
Where  fpring  in  rofy  triumph  reigns 
Perpetual  o'er  the  joyous  plains  : 
There,  lovers  of  heroic  name 
Revive  their  long-extinguilh'd  flame, 
And  o'er  the  fragrant  vale  advance 
In  (hining  pomp  to  form  the  dance, 
Or  fing  <^f  love  and  gay  defire, 
Refponfive  to  the  warbling  lyre ; 
Reclining  foft  in  blifsful  bowers. 
Purpled  fweet  with  fpringing  flowers  j 
And  cover'd  with  a  filken  (hade, 
Of  laurel  mix'd  with  myrtle  made : 
Where,  flaunting  in  immortal  bloom, 
The  mu(k-rofe  fcent»the  verdant  gloom  ; 
Through  which  the  whifpering  zephyrs  fly, 
Softer  than  a  virgin's  figh. 

When  we  approach  thofe  bleft  retreats, 
Th'  affembly  ftrait  will  leave  their  feats, 
Admiring  much  the  matchlefs  pair. 
So  fond  the  youth,  the  nymph  fo  fair  I 
Daughters  and  miflreffes  to  Jove, 
By  Homer  fam'd  of  old  for  love. 
In  homage  to  the  Britilh  grace. 
Will  give  pre-eminence  of  place. 
Helen  herfelf  will  foon  agree 
To  rife,  and  yield  her  rank  to  thee. 


AN  EPISTLE 
TO  THOMAS  LOMBARD,  JES^ 

"  Omnia  me  tua  deleftant;  fed  maximc,  maxima 
"  citm.  fides  in  amicitia,  confilium,  gravitas,  con- 
"  ftantia ;  turn  lepos,  humanitas,  literas." 

Cicero,  £p.  xxvii.  Lib.  si. 

Slow  though  I  am  to  wake  the  fleeping  lyre. 
Yet  fiiould  the  mufe  fome  happy  fong  infpire, 
Fit  for  a  friend  to  give,  and  worthy  thee, 
That  favourite  verfe  to  Lambard  I  decree  : 
Such  may  the  mufe  infpire,  and  make  it  prove 
A  pledge  and  monument  of  lafling  love  ! 

Meantime  intent  the  tai-eft  plan  to  find, 
To  form  the  manners,  and  improve  the  mind; 
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Me  t!ie  Fatti'd  wits  of  Rome  and  Atfcens  pleafe, 
By  Orrery's  indulgence  wrapt  in  eafe ; 
Whom  all  the  rival  mufes  drive  to  grace 
With  wreaths  familiar  to  his  letter'd  race. 
Now  truth's  bright  charms  employ  my  ferious 

thought, 
In  flowing  eloquence  6y  Tully  taught : 
Then  from  the  fliades  of  Tufculum  I  rove. 
And  fludious  wander  in  the  Grecian  grovej 
While  wonder  and  delight  the  foul  engage 
To  found  the  depths  of  Plato's  facred  page ; 
Where  fcience  in  attradive  fable  lies, 
And,  veil'd,  the  more  invites  her  lover's  eyes. 
Tranfported  thence,  the  flowery  heights  I  gain 
Of  Pindus,  and  admire  the  warbling  train, 
Whofe  wings  the  mufe  in  better  ages  prun'd, 
And  their  fweet  harps  to  moral  airs  attun'd. 
As  night  is  tedious  while,  in  love  betray'd, 
The  wakeful  youth  expe<51:s  the  faithlefs  maid ; 
Asweary'd  hinds  accufe  the  lingering  fun, 
And  heirs  impatient  wilh  for  twenty. one  : 
So  dull  to  Horace  §  did  the  moments  glide. 
Till  his  free  mufe  her  fprightly  force  employed 
Tx)  combat  vice,  and  follies  to  expofe, 
In  eafy  numbers  near  aily'd  to  profe  :  [fi^gi 

Cuilt  blufti'd  and  trembled  when  fhe  heard  him 
He  fmil'd  reproof,  and  tickled  with  his  fting. 
With  fuch  a  graceful  negligence  exprefl, 
Wit,  thus  apply'd,  will  ever  fland  the  teft  : 
But  he,  who  blindly  led  by  whimfy  ftrays, 
And  from  grofs  images  w<^uld  merit  praifc, 
When  nature  fets  the  iiobleft  ftores  in  view, 
AfFedts  to  polifti  copper  in  Pern  : 
So  while  the  feas  on  barren  fands  are  caft. 
The  faltnefs  of  their  waves  ofFend  the  tafle  * 
But  when  to  heaven  exhal'd,  in  fruitful  rain,      ") 
Jn  fragrant  dews  they  fall,  to  cheer  the  fwain,     i 
Revive    the    fainting  flowers,   and    fwell  the  ( 

meager  grain.  J 

Be  this  their  care,  who,  ftudlous  of  renown, 
Toil  up  th'  Aonian  fl;eep  to  reach  the  crown ; 
Suffice  it  me,  that  (having  fpent  my  prime 
In  picking  epithets,  and  yoking  rhyme) 
To  fteadier  rule  my  thoughts  I  now  compofe, 
And  prize  ideas  clad  in  honeft  profe. 
Old  Dryden,  emulous  of  Csefar's  praife, 
Cover'd  his  baldnefs  with  immortal  bays; 
And  death  perhaps,  to  fpoil  poetic  fport, 
Unkindly  cut  an  Alexandrine  ftiort : 
His  ear  had  a  more  lafting  itch  than  mine, 
For  the  fmooth  cadence  of  a  golden  line  : 
Should  iuft  of  verfe  prevail,  and  urge  the  man 
To  run  the  trifling  race  the  boy  began, 
Mellow'd  with  fixty  winters,  you  might  fee 
My  circle  end  in  fecond  infancy. 
1  might  ere  long  an  aukward  humour  have, 
To  wear  my  bells  and  coral  to  the  grave. 
Or  round  my  room  alternate  take  a  courfe, 
Now  mount  my  hobby,  then  the  muffs'  horfe ; 
I,et  others  wither  gay,  but  I'd  appear 
With  fage  decorum  in  my  eafy  chair  ; 
Crave  as  I.ibanius,  flumbering  o'er  the  laws, 
Whilft  gold  and  patty  ze%l  decide  the  caufej 
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A  nobler  talk  our  riper  age  affords 

Than  fcanning  fyllables,  and  weighing  words. 

To  make  his  hours  in  even  meafures  flow, 

Nor  think  fome  fleet  too  faft,  and  fome  too  flow; 

Still  equal  in  himfelf,  and  free  to  taftc 

The  now,  without  repining  at  the  part  ; 

Nor  the  vain  prefcience  of  the  fpleen  t'  employj 

To  pall  the  flavour  of  a  promis'd  joy  ; 

To  live  tenacious  of  the  golden  mean, 

In  all  events  of  various  fate  ferene  ; 

With  virtue  fteerd,  and  fteady  to  furvey 

Age,  death,  difeafe,  or  want,  without  difmay  : 

Thefe  arts,  my  Lambard  1    ufeful  in  their  end, 

Make  man  to  others  and  himfelf  a  friend. 

Happieft  of  mortals  he,  who,  timely  wife. 
In  the  calm  walks  of  truth  his  bloom  enjoys ; 
With  books  and  patrimonial  plenty  bleft. 
Health  in  his  veins,  and  quiet  in  his  breaft  L 
Him  no  vain  hopes  attract,  no  fear  appals. 
Nor  the  gay  fervitude  of  courts  enthrals. 
Unknowing  how  to  mafk  concerted  guile 
With  a  falfe  cringe,  or  undermining  fmile  I 
His  manners  pure,  from  affedtation  free,  ' 

And  prudence  fliines  through  clear  fimpliclty,  ! 

Though  no  rich  labours  of  the  Perfian  loom. 
Nor  the  nice  fculptor's  art  adorn  his  room. 
Sleep  unprovok'd  will  foftly  feal  his  eyes, 
And  innocence  the  want  of  down  fupplies ;  ] 

Health  tempers  all  his  cups,  and  at  his  board 
Reigns  the  cheap  luxury  the  fields  aflord  : 
Like  the  great  Trojan^  mantled  in  a  cloud, 
Himfelf  unfeen  he  ftes  the  laboiiting  crowd. 
Where  all  induflrious  to  their  ruin  run. 
Swift  to  purfue  what  moft  they  ought  to  ihun. 
Some,  by  the  fordid  thirft  of  gain  controll'd, 
Starve  in  their  ftores,  and  cheat  themfelves  fo^ 

gold, 
Preferve  the  precious  bane  with  anxious' care 
In  vagrant  lulls  to  feed  a  lavifli  heir: 
Others  devour  ambition's  glittering  bait. 
To  fweat  in  purple,  and  repine  in  flate  ; 
Devote  their  powers  to  every  wild  extreme 
For  the  fhort  pageant  of  a  pompous  dream; 
Nor  can  the  mind  to  full  perfedion  bring 
The  fruits  it  early  promis'd  in  the  fpring. 
But  in  a  public  fphere  thofe  virtues  fade. 
Which  crpen'd  fair,  and  flourifli'd  in  the  fliade  : 
So  while  the  night  her  ebon  fceptre  fways. 
Her  fragrant  Mooms  the  Indian  plant  §  difplays; 
But  the  full  day  the  fliort-liv'd  beauties  fliun. 
Elude  our  hopes,  and  ficken  at  the  fun. 

Fantaflic  joys  in  dillant  views  appear. 
And  tempt  the  man  to  make  the  rafti  career. 
Fame,  power,  and  wealth,  which  glitter  at  the 

goal. 
Allure  his  eye,  and  iire  his  eager  foul ; 
For  thefe  are  eafe  and  innocence  refign'd. 
For  thefe  he  ftrips;  farewell  the  tranquil  mind! 
Headftrong  he  urges  on  till  vigour  fails. 
And  gray  experience  (but  too  late  \ )  prevails : 
But,  in  his  evening,  view  the  hoary  fool. 
When  the  nerves  flacken,  and  the  fpirits  cool  ; 
When  joy  and  blufhy  youth  forfake  his  face. 
Sicklied  with  age,  and  four  with  felf-difgraccj 
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No  flavour  then  the  fparkling  cups  retain, 
Mufic  isharfh,  the  Syren  fings  in  vain  ; 
To  him  what  healing  balm  can  ait  apply. 
Who  lives  difeas'd  with  life,  and  dreads  to  die  ? 
in  that  laft  fcene,  by  fate  in  fables  draft. 
Thy  power,  triumphant  virtue  !  is  confeft  ; 
Thy  veftal  flames  diffufe  celeftial  light 
Through  death's  dark  vale,   and  vanquifh  total 

night; 
Lenient  of  anguifh,  o'er  the  breafl;  prevail. 
When  the  gay  toys  of  flattering  fortune  fail. 
Such,  happy  Twifden  !  (ever  be  thy  name 
Mourn'd  by  the  mufe,  and  fair  in  deathlefs  fame  !) 
While  the  bright  effluence  of  her  glory  fhone, 
Were  thy  laft  hours,  and  fuch  I  wifh  my  own  : 
So  caiTia  bruis'd  exhales  her  rich  perfumes, 
And  incenfe  in  a  fragrant  cloud  confumes. 

Moft  fpoil  the  boon   that  nature's  pleas'd  t' 
impart. 
By  too  much  varnifh,  or  by  want  of  art ; 
By  fclid  fcicnce  all  her  gifts  ate  grac'd, 
Like  gems  new  polifli'd,  and  with  gold  enchas'd. 
Votes  to  th'  unlettered  'fquire  the  laws  allowr, 
As  Rome  receiv'd  didators  from  the  plough : 
But  arts,  addrefs,  and  force  of  genius,  join 
To  make  a  hammer  in  the  fenate  fhine. 
Yet  one  prefiding  power  in  every  breaft 
Receives  a  ftroager  fandion  than  the  reft  : 
And  they  who  lludy  and  difcern  it  well, 
A<51  unrcftrain'd,  without  deCgn  excel, 
But  court  contempt,  and  err  without  redrefs, 
JMifling  the  m after-talent  they  poffefs. 
Whifton  perliaps  in  Euclid  may  fucceed. 
But  (hall  I  truft  him  to  reform  my  creed  ? 
In  fweet  afl'emblage  every  blooming  grace 
Fix  love's  bright  throne  in  Teraminta'sface, 
With  which  her  faultlefs  fhape  and  air  agree, 
But,  wanting  wit,  ftie  ftrives  to  repartee; 
And,  ever  pr<  ne  her  matchlefs  form  to  wrong, 
Left  envy  fhould  be  dumb,  fhe  lends  her  tongue. 
By  long  experience  D — y  may,  no  doubt, 
Enfnare  a  gudgeon,  or  fometimes  a  trout ; 
Yet  Drydcn  once  exclaim'd  (in  partial  fpite  '.) 
He  fifh : — Becaufe  the  man  attempts  to  write. 
Oh,  if  the  water-nymphs  were  kind  to  none 
But  thofe  the  mufes  bathe  in  Helicon  : 
In  what  far  diftant  age  would  Belgia  raife 
One  happy  wit  to  net  the  Britifli  feas ! 

Nature  permits  her  various  gifts  to  fall 
On  various  climes,  nor  fmiles  alike  on  all : 
The  Latian  vales  eternal  verdure  wear, 
And    flowers   fpontaneous   crown    the   fmiling 

year; 
But  who  manures  2  wild  Norwegian  hill, 
To  raife  the  jafmine,  or  the  coy  jonquil  ? 
Who  finds  the  peach  among  the  favage  floes. 
Or  in  bleak  Scythia  feeks  the  blufliing  rofe  ? 
Here  golden  grain  waves  o'er  the  teeming  fields, 
And  there  the  vine  her  racy  purple  yields. 
High  on  the  cliffs  the  Britifli  oak  afcends, 
Proud  to  furvey  the  feas  her  power  defends; 
Her  fovereign  title  to  the  flag  flic  proves, 
Scornful  of  fofter  India's  fpicy  groves. 

Thefe  inftances,  which  true  in  fa (51  we  find, 
Apply' v/e  to  tbc  culture  of  the  mind. 


This  foil,  in  early  youth  improv'<l  wkh  carci 
The  feeds  of  gentle  ftience  beft  will  bear; 

That  with  more  particles  of  flame  infpir'd, 

With  glittering  arms  and  thirft  of  fame  is  Sr'd; 

Nothing  of  grcatnefs  in  a  third  will  grow. 

But,  barren  as  it  is,  'twill  bear  a  beau. 

If  thefe  from  nature's  genial  bent  depart. 

In  life's  dull  farce  to  play  a  borrow'd  part ; 

Should  the  fage  drefs,  and  flutter  in  the  Mall,  " 

Or  leave  his  problems  for  a  birth-night  ball ; 

Should  the  rough  homicide  unftieath  his  pen. 

And  in  heroics  only  murder  men  ; 

Should  the  foft  fop  forfake  the  lady's  charms, 

To  face  the  foe  with  inofTenfive  arms; 

Each  would  variety  of  afts  afford. 

Fit  for  fome  new  Cervantes  to  record. 

Whither,  you  cry,  tends  all  this  dry  difcourfe  I 

To  prove,  like  Hudibras,  a  man's  no  horfe. 

I  look'd  for  fparkhng  lines,  and  fomething  gay 

To  friik  my  fancy  with ;  but  footh  to  fay  ! 

From  her  Apollo  now  the  mufe  elopes. 

And  trades  in  fyllogifms  more  than  tropes. 

Faith,  Sir,  I  fee  you  nod,  but  can't  forbear; 

When  a  friend  reads,  in  honour  you  muft  hear  ; 

For  all  enthufiafts,  when  the  fit  is  ftrong. 

Indulge  a  volubility  of  tongue  : 

Their  fury  triumphs  o'er  the  men  of  phlegm. 

And,  council-proof,  will  never  baulk  a  theme. 

So  Burgefs  on  his  tripod  rav'd  the  more, 

When  round  him  half  the  faints  began  to  fnore. 
To  lead  us  fafe  through  error's  thorny  maze, 

Reafon  exerts  her  pure  ethereal  rays ; 

But  that  bright  daughter  of  eternal  day 

Holds  in  our  mortal  frame  a  dubious  fway. 

Though  no  lethargic  fumes  the  brain  inveft, 

Andopiate  all  her  active  powers  to  reft; 

Though  on  that  magazine  no  fevers  fcize, 
To  calcine  all  her  beauteous  images : 

Yet  banifh'd  from  the  realms  by  right  her  own, 

Paflion,  a  blind  ufurper,  mounts  the  throne ;  _ 
Or,  to  known  good  preferring  fpecious  ill, 
Reafon  becomes  a  cully  to  the  will : 
Thus  man,  perverfely  fond  to  roam  aftray, 
Hoodwinks  the  guide  aflign'd  to  (how  the  way  ; 
And  in  life's  voyage  like  the  pilot  fares 
Who  breaks  the  compafs,  and  contemns  the  ftarsj 
To  fteer  by  meteors,  which  at  random  fly, 
Preluding  to  a  tempe'.t  in  the  Iky. 
Vain  of  his  fkill,  and  led  by  various  views. 
Each  to  his  e:;id  a  different  path  purfues; 
And  feldom  is  one  wretch  fo  humble  known 
To  think  his  friend's  a  better  than  his  own  : 
The  boldeft  they,  who  lead  partake  the  hght. 
As  game-cocks  in  the  dark  are  train'd  to  fight. 
Nor  fhame,  nor  ruin,  can  our  pride  abate. 
But  what  became  our  choice  we  call  cur  fate. 
Villain,  faid  Zeno  to  his  pilfering  flave. 
What  frugal  nature  needs,  I  freely  gave; 
With  thee  my  treafurc  I  depos'd  in  truft. 
What  could  provoke  thee  now  to  prove  unjuft  ? 
Sir,  blame  the  ftars,  felonious  culprit  cry'd  : 
We'll  by  the  ftatute  of  the  Itars  be  try'd. 
If  their  ftrong  influence  all  our  adions  urge. 
Seme    are    foredoom'd    to    fteal — and    fome   to 
fcourge: 
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The  beadle  mufl  obey  the  fates'  ilecrec, 
As  powerful  deftiny  prevail'd  with  thee. 

This  heathen  logic  feems  to  bear  too  hard 
On  me, and  many  a  harmlefs  modern  bard: 
The  critics  hence  may  think  thcmfelves  decreed 
To  jerk  the  wits,  and  rail  at  all  they  read  ; 
Foes  to  the  tribe  from  which  they  ti'ace  their  clan, 
As  monkies  draw  their  pedigree  from  man  ;^ 
To  which  (though  by  the  breed  our  kmd's  dif- 

grac'd) 
We  ^rant  fuperior  elegance  of  taite  : 
But  \n  their  own  defence  the  wits  obferve 
That,  by  impulfe  from  heaven,  they  write  and 

ftarve ; 
Their  patron  planet,  with  refiftlefs  power, 
Irradiates  every  poet's  natal  hour ; 
Engendering  in  his  head  a  folar  heat, 
For  which  the  college  has  no  fure  receipt,^ 
Fife  from  their  garrets  would  they  foon  withdraw, 
And  leave  the  rats  to  revel  in  the  ftraw. 
Nothing  fo  much  intoxicates  the  brain 
As  flattery's  fmooth  infinuating  bane  ; 
ghe  on  th'  unguarded  ear  employs  her  art. 
While  vain  felf  love  unlocks  the  yielding  heart ; 
And  rcafon  oft  fubmits  when  both  invade. 
Without  affaulted,  and  jvithin  hetray'd. 
When  flattery's  magic  mifts  fpfFufe  the  fight. 
The  (fon  is  adive,  and  the  boor  polite  ; 
Her  mirror  fliows  perfedtion  through  the  whole, 
And  ne'er  refleds  a  wrinkle  or  a  mole  ; 
Each  charader  in  gay  confufion  lies, 
And  all  alike  are  virtuous,  brave,  and  wife  : 
Nor  fail  her  fulfome  arts  to  footh  our  pride, 
Though  praife  to  venom  turns  if  wrong  apply'd. 
Me  thus  fbe  whifpers  while  I  write  to  you  : 
'«  Draw  forth  a  banner'd  hoft  in  fair  review  1 
«'  Then  every  mufe  invoke  thy  voice  to  raife, 
«'  Arms  and  the  man  to  fing  in  lofty  lays : 
"   Whofe  adtive  bloorn  heroic  deeds  employ, 
«'  Such  as  the  fon  of  Thetis  §  fung  at  Troy  ;  . 
"  When  his  high-founding  lyre  his  valour  rais  d, 
«'  To  emulate  the  demi-gods  he  prais'd.  ^ 
"  Like  him  the  Briton,  warm  at  honour's  call, 
.  « .  At  fam'd  Elaragnia  cjuell'd  the  bleeding  Gaul ; 
?«  By  France  the  genius  of  the  fight  confeft, 
"  for  which  our  patron  faint  adorns  his  breaft." — 

Is  this  my  friend,  who  fits  in  full  content, 
Jovial,  and  joking  with  his  men  of  Kent, 
And  never  any  fcene  of  llaughter  faw. 
But  thofe  who  fell  by  phyfic  or  the  law  ? 
Why  is  he  for  exploits  in  war  renown'd, 
IKck'd  with  a  ftar,  with  bloody  laurels  crown  d  ? 
O  often  prov'd,  and  ever  found  fincere  : 
Too  honeft  is  thy  heart,  thy  fenle  too  clear. 
On  thefe  encomiums  to  vouchfale  a  fnnle, 
Wiiich  only  can  belong  to  great  Argyll. 

But  mofl  among  the  brethren  of  the  bays. 
The  dear  enchantrefs  all  her  charms  dllplays 
In  the  fly  commerce  of  alternate  praife. 
If  for  his  father's  fms  condcmn'i  to  v/ritei-' 
Some  young  half-feathcr'd  poet  takes  a  flight, 
And  to  my  tbuchflone  brings  a  puny  ode. 
Which  Swift,  and  Pope,  and  Prior,  would  explode 
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Though  every  ftanza  glitters  thick  with  ftars, 
And  goddefl'es  defccnd  in  ivory  cars  : 
Is  It  for  me  to  prove  in  every  part 
The  piece  irregular  by  laws  of  art  ? 
His  genius  looks  but  aukward,yet  his  fate 
May  raife  him  to  be  premier  bard  of  ftate  ; 
I  JjJierefore  bribe  his  fufi'tage  to  my  fame, 
Revere  his  judgment,  and  applaud  his  flame; 
Then  cry,  in  feeming  tranfport,  while  I  fpeak, 
'Tis  well  for  Pindar  that  he  dealt  in  Greek '. 
He,  confcious  of  defert,  accepts  the  praiie, 
And  courteous,  with  increafe  the  debt  repays : 
Boileau's  a  muOiroom  if  compar'd  to  me. 
And,  Horace,  I  dil'putc  the  palm  with  thee  1 
Both  raviflv'd,  fing  Te  fhcebura  for  fuccefs; 
Rife  fwift,  ye  laurels!  boy  '.  befpcak  the  prefs— 
Thus  on  imaginary  praife  we  feed  ; 
Each  writes- till  all  refufe  to  print  or  read  : 
From  the  records  of  fame  condemn'd  to  pafs 
To  II  Btifquet's  calendar,  a  rubrick  afs. 

Few,  wondrous  few  '.  are  eagle-ey'd  to  find 
A  plain  difeafe,  or  blcmifti  in  the  mind  : 
Few  can,  though  wifdom  fliould  their  health  enfurCj 
Difpaflionate  and  cool  attend  a  cure. 
In  youth  difus'd  t'  obey  the  needful  rein, 
Well  pleas'd  ?  favage  liberty  to  gain. 
We  fate  the  k.ud  defire  of  every  fenfe. 
And  lull  our  age  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  : 
Yet  all  are  Colons  in  their  own  conceit, 
Though,  to  fupply  the  vacancy  of  wit. 
Folly  and  pride,  imparient  of  control. 
The  Gfler-twins  of  floth,  poffefs  the  foul. 
By  Kneller  were  the  gay  Pumilio  drawn. 
Like  great  Alcides,  with  a  back  of  brawn, 
I  fcarcely  think  his  piilure  would  have  power 
To  make  him  fight  the  champions  of  the  tower; 
Though  lions  there  arc  tolerably  tame, 
And  civil  as  the  court  from  which  they  came. 
But  yet,  without  experience,  fenfe,  or  arts, 
Pumilio  boafts  fufficiency  of  parts ; 
Imagines  he  alone  is  amply  fit 
To  guide  the  fl;ate,  or  give  the  ftamp  to  wit: 
Pride  paints  the  mind  with  an  heroic  air. 
Nor  finds  he  a  defedt  of  vigour  there. 

When  Philomel  of  old  effay'd  to  fing. 
And  In  his  rofy  progrefs  hail'd  the  fpring, 
Th'  aerial  fongflers  liftening  to  the  lays. 
By  Ulent  ecftafy  confell  her  praife. 
At  length,  :o  rival  her  enchanting  note. 
The  peacock  ftrains  the  difcord  of  his  throat, 
In  hope  his  hideous  flirieks  would  grateful  prove  ; 
But  t!ie  nice  audience  hoot  him  through  the  grove 
Confcious  of  wanted  worth,  and  juft  difdain. 
Lowering  his  creft,  he  Teeps  to  Juno's  fane : 
To  his  proteclrefs  tht-e  reveals  the  cafe  ; 
And  for  a  fwceter  voice  devoutly  prays. 

Then  thus  reply'd  the  radiant  goddefs,  known 
By  her  fair  rolling  eyes  and  .rattling  tou^ : 

My  favourite  bird  !  of  ail  the  feather'd  kind, 
Each  fpccics  had  peculiar  gifts  alfign'd  : 
Tho  towering  eagles  to  the  realms  of  light 
By  their  ftrong  pounces  claim  a  regal  right ; 

II  Bririuet,  Jetler  to  Francis  I-  of  France, kept  a  ca!ea 
dat  of  iJoli.  ■         ...        ■  '       ■ 
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•The  fwan,  contented  with  an  humbler  fate, 

J.ow  f  n  the  fifhy  river  rows  in  ftate  : 

Gay  ftarry  plumes  thy  length  of  train  bedeck, 

And  the  green  emerald  twinkles  on  thy  neck  ; 

But  the  poor  nightingale  in  mean  attire, 

)s  made  chief  warbler  of  the  woodland  choir. 

Thefe  various  bounties  were  difpos'd  above, 

And  ratify 'd  th'  unchanging  will  of  Jove  : 

Difcern  thy  talent,  and  his  laws  adore ; 

Be  what  thou  wert  defign'd,  nor  aim  at  more. 


The  groves  around  rejoice  with  echoing  ftrain|j 
And  golden  plenty  covers  all  the  plains. 


TO  THE  QUEEN, 

PN   HER  majesty's  BIRTH-BAT. 

From  this  aufpicious  day  three  kingdoms  date 
The  faireft  favours  of  indulgent  fate  : 
From  this  the  months  in  radiant  circles  run^ 
As  ftars  receive  their  luftre  from  the  fun. 
To  you  the  fceptres  of  all  Europe  bepd, 
The  vi<5tor  thofe  revere,  and  thefe  the  friend ; 
Your  filken  reins  the  willing  rations  crave. 
For  'tis  your  lov'd  prerogative  to  fave. 
3VIild  amidft  triumphs,  vidory  bellows 
On  you  renown,  and  freedom  on  your  foes ; 
Obfervant  of  your  will,  the  goddefs  br.iigs 
Palms  in  her  hand,  and  healing  in  her  wings. 

But,  as  the  brighteft  beams  and  gentleft  (bowers 
Were  once  referv'd  for  Eden's  opening  flowers  ; 
So,  though  remoter  realms  yonr  influence  fliare, 
Britannia  bqaftsto  be  your  darling  care. 
By  your  great  wifdopi  and  refiillefs  mighj. 
Abroad  we  conquer,  and  ^t  home  unite  : 
Kature  had  joinVi  the  lands;  but  you  alone 
Make  their  affefiions  and  their  councils  one ; 
\ou  fpeak — the  jarring  principles  remove, 
And,c!.ofe  combin'd,  the  filler-nations  prove 
FLirais  alone  in  loyalty  and  love. 

What  power  would  now  forbid  the  warripr- 
qucen 
To  wave  the  red-crofs  banners  o'er  the  Seine? 
4Dthersfor  titles  urge  the  foldier's  toil, 
Or  meanly  fetk  the  foe,  to  fcize  the  fpoil : 
But  you  for  right  your  pious  arms  employ., 
And  conquer  to  reftore,  and  not  defltoy  ; 
Vouchfahng  audience  to  your  fuppliant  foes, 
You  long  to  give  the  labouring  world  repofe ; 
Concurring  juftice  waits  from  you  the  word, 
Flcas'd,  when  you  fi?  the  fcales,  to  fhcath  the 
fwo^d. 
From  this  propitious  omen  we  prefage 
Unnuniber'd  blefiings  to  the  coming  age  ; 
miablifii'd  faith,  the  oaughter  of  the  Ikic;, 
Shall  fee  new  tcmple.s  by  your  bounty  rife  : 
Commerce  beneath  thcfouthecn  ftars  ftiali  thrive, 
Intefline  feuds  expire,  and  arts  revive  ; 
£)jfe  in  their  fliades  the  mufes  foall  remain, 
Arid  fmg  the  milder  glories  of  your  rcjgn. 

So,  whilft  offended  heaven  exerts  its  power, 
Swift  fly  ihe  lightnings,  lo.id  the  thunders  roar, 
liu,  when  our  ini-er.fe  reconciles  the  ikies, 
A'jiain  the  radiant  beams  begin  to  rife  ; 
bpft  Zephyrs  gently  v/aft  the  clouds  away, 
And  iiagrant  powers  peifuu^t:  ihc  vuwiiing  day; 


AN  ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable 

JOHN   LOUD    GOlVEl^ 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  SPRING,  I?!^* 
\- 

O'er  winter's  long  inclement  fway, 
At  length  the  lufty  fpring  prevails  ; 
And,  fwift  to  meet  the  fniiling  May, 
Is  wafted  by  the  wefterp  gales. 
Around  him  dance  the  rofy  hours. 
And  damalking  the  ground  with  flowers. 
With  ambient  fweets  perfume  the  morn ; 
With  fliadowy  verdure  flourifli'd  high, 
A  fudden  youth  the  groves  enjoy  ; 
Where  Philomel  laments  fprlorn, 
II. 
By  her  awak'd,  the  woodbnd  choi^ 
To  hijil  the  coming  god  prepares; 
And  tempts  me  to  refume  the  lyre. 
Soft  warbling  to  the  vernal  airs. 
Yet  once  more,  O  ye  mufes !  deign. 
For  me,  the  meaneft  of  your  train, 
Unblam'd  t'  approach  your  bleft  retreat  j 
Where  Horace  wantons  at  your  fpring, 
And  Pindar  fweeps  a  bolder  ftring, 
'\Vhofe  notes  th'  Aonian  hills  repeat. 
111. 
Or  if  invok'd,  where  Thames's  fruitfiil  tides 
Slow  through  the  vale  in  filver  volumes  play; 
Now  your  own  Phoebus  o'er  the  month  prefides 
Gives  love  the  night,  and  doubly  gilds  the  day ; 
Thither,  indulgent  to  my  prayer. 
Ye  bright  harmonious  nymph  repair. 
To  fwell  the  notes  I  feebly  raife  : 
So  with  infpiring  ardors  warm'd, 
May  Power's  propitious  ear  be  charm'cL 
To  liften  to  my  lays. 
I. 
Beneath  the  pole  on  hills  of  fnow, 
Like  Thracian  Mars,  th'  undaunted  Swedft 
To  dint  of  fword  dehes  the  foe ; 
In  fight  unknowing  to  recede  : 
From  Volga's  banks,  the  imperious  Czac 
Leads  forth  his  furry  troops  to  war; 
Fond  of  the  fofter  fouthern  flcy : 
The  Soldan  galls  th'  lllyrian  coaft; 
But  foon  the  mifcreant  moony  hofl; 
Before  the  yicftor-crols  fliall  fly. 
II. 
But  here  no  clarion's  ftirilling  note 
The  mufe's  green  retreat  can  pierce; 
The  grove,  from  noify  camps  remote, 
Is  cnly  vocal  with  my  verfe  : 
Here,  wing'd  with  innocence  and  joy. 
Let  the  foft  hours  that  o'er  me  fly 
Drop  freed  >m,  health,  and  gay  defirc?  : 
While  the  bright  S':ine,  t'  exalt  the  foul. 
With  fparkling  plenty  crowns  the  bowl, 
And  vfit  and  £ocI<kl  mii'.h  inf^irc|t. 
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Pnamour'd  of  the  Seine,  celeftial  fair, 
•7hc  blooming  pride  of  Thetis'  azure  train) 
Bacchus,  to  win  the  nymph  who  caus'd  his  care, 
tialh'd  his  fwift  tigers  to  the  Celtic  plain  ; 
There  fecret  in  her  fapphire  ceil 
He  with  the  Nais  wont  to  dwell; 
Leaving  the  ncdar'd  feafts  of  Jove : 
And  where  her  mazy  waters  flow. 
He  gave  the  mantling  vine,  to  grow 
A  trophy  to  his  love. 
I. 
Shall  man  from  nature's  fandlion  ftray, 
V^ith  blind  opinion  for  his  guide ; 
And,  rebel  to  her  rightful  fway, 
Leave  all  her  bounties  unenjoy'd  ? 
Fool  I  time  no  change  of  motion  knows ; 
With  equal  fpeed  the  torrent  flows, 
"to  fweep  fame,  power,  and  wealth  away ; 
The  paft  is  all  by  death  poiTefs'd ; 
And  frugal  fate  that  guards  the  reft. 
By  giving,  bids  him  live  to-day. 

p  Gower  !  through  all  that  deftin'd  l^ace 

What  breath  the  powers  allot  to  me 

Shall  fmg  the  virtues  of  thy  race 

United,  and  cemplete  in  thee. 

O  flower  of  ancient  Englifh  faith, 

jPurfue  th*  unbeaten  patriot-path. 

In  which  confirm'd  thy  father  flione  I 

The  light  his  fair  example  gives. 

Already  from  thy  dawn  receives 

A  luilre  equal  to  its  own. 
III. 
Honour's  bright  dome,  on  lafting  columns  rear'd, 

Nor  eijyy  rufts,  nor  rolling  years  confume ; 

j-ioud  pasans  echoing  round  the  roof  are  heard, 

And  clouds  of  incenfe  all  the  void  perfume. 
There  Phocion,  Laliue,  Capel,  Hyde, 
With  Falkland  feated  near  his  fide, 
Fix'd  by  the  mufe  the  temple  grace  : 
Prophetic  of  thy  happier  fame. 
She,  to  receive  thy  radiant  name, 
Selcds  a  whiter  fpace. 


THE  DREAM. 


IMITATED  FROM  PROFERTIUS,  BOOK  HI.  ELECT  lit. 

To  green  retreats,  that  fhade  the  mufts'  flream, 
]My  fancy  lately  bore  me  in  a  dream; 
Fir'd  with  ambitious  zeal,  my  harp  I  ftrung. 
And  Blenheim's  field,  and  fam'd  Ramillia  fung  ; 
Faft  by  that  fpring,  where  Spenfer  fat  of  old, 
And  great  exploits  ip  lofty  numbers  told. 
Phgebus  in  his  Caftalian  grotto  laid> 
O'er  which  a  laurel  cafther  filken  (hade, 
Spy'd  me,  and  haftily  when  firfl  he  fpy'd. 
Thus,  leaning  on  his  golden  lyre,  he  cry'd  : 

What  ftrange  ambition  has  mif'»'ac'd  thee  there ; 
Forbear  to  fing  of  arms,  alas  forbear  ! 
Form'J  in  a  gentle  mould,  henceforth  employ 
"Thy  pen  to  paint  the  fofter  fcenes  of  joy. 
fhy  works  may  thus  the  myrtle  garland  wear, 
Prefer'd  (o  grace  tLi^  toilets  of  th«  fair : 


When  their  lov'd  youths  at  night  too  long  delay, 
In  reading  thee  they'll  pafs  the  hours  away  : 
And,   when  they'd  make  their  melting  wilhe9 

known. 
Repeat  thy  paflion  to  reveal  their  own. 
Then  hafte,  the  fafer  ihallows  to  regain. 
Nor  dare  the  flormy  dangers  of  the  main. 

Ceafing  with  this  reproof,  the  friendly  god 
A  mofly  path,  but  lightly  beaten, Ihow'd : 
A  cave  there  was,  which  NatHre's  hand  alone 
Had  arch'dwith  greens  of  various  kinds  o'ergrowui 
With  timbrels  all  the  vaulted  roofs  were  grac'd. 
And  earthen  gods  on  either  fide  were  plac'd. 
Silenus,  and  the  mufee'  virgin-train. 
Stood  here,  with  Pan  the  poet  of  the  plain  : 
Elfewhere  the  doves  of  Cytherca'»  team 
Were  fcen  to  fip  the  fweet  Caftalian  ftrcam. 

Nine  lovely  nymphs  a  feveral  talk  purfu'd. 
For  ivy  one  was  fent  to  fearch  the  wood  ; 
This  to  foft  numbers  join'd  harmonious  airs. 
And  fragrant  rofy  wreaths  a  third  prepares. 
Me  thus  the  bright  Calliope  addrefs'd 
(Her  name  the  brightnefs  of  her  form  confcfs'd)  i 
The  filver  fwans  of  Venus  wait  to  bear 
Thee  fafe  in  pomp  along  the  liquid  air. 
Pleas'd  with  thy  peaceful  province,  ftrait  recal 
Thy  ra(h  defign  to  fing  the  wounded  Gaul, 
Harfli  founds  the  trumpet  in  the  raufes'  grovci 
But  fweet  the  lute,  the  lute  is  fit  for  love. 
No  more  rehearfe  the  Danube's  purple  ftreati^, 
Let  love  for  ever  be  the  tender  thpmc. 
And  in  thy  verfe  reveal  the  moving  art, 
To  melt  an  haughty  nymph's  relentlefs  heart. 

The  goddefs  ceafing,  to  confirm  me  more. 
My  face  with  hallow'd  drops  flie  fprinkled  o'er, 
Fetch'd  from  the  fountain,  by  whofe  flowery  fide 
Soft  ^Valier  fung  of  SaehariiTa's  pride. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  The  Lady 
MARGARET  CAVENDISH  HARLEY, 

WITH  THE  POEMS  OF  MR.  WALLER, 

Let  pthers  boaft  the  nine  Aonian  maids, 
Infpiring  ftrcams,  and  fweet  refounding  (hades  j 
Where  Phcebus  heard  the  rival  bards  rehearfe, 
And  bade  the  laurels  learn  the  lofty  verfe. 
In  vain !  Nor  Phoebus,  nor  the  boafted  Nine, 
Inflame  the  raptur'd  foul  with  rays  divine ; 
None  but  the  fair  infufe  the  facred  fiie. 
And  love  with  vocal  art  informs  the  lyre. 

When  Waller,  kindling  with  coeleftial  rage, 
View'd  the  bright  Harley  of  that  wondering  agSi 
His  pleafing  pain  he  taught  the  lute  to  breathe ; 
The  graces  fung,  and  wove  his  myrtle  wreath. 
In  youth,  of  patrimonial  wealth  pofleft. 
The  praife  of  fcience  faintly  warm'd  his  breaft ; 
But,  fir'd  to  fame  by  Sidney's  rofy  fmile. 
Swift  o'er  the  laufcat  realms  he  urg'd  his  toil. 
His  mufe,  by  Nature  form'd  to  pleafe  the  fair. 
Or  fing  of  heroes  with  majeftic  air. 
To  melting  ftrains  attun'd  her  voice,  and  ftrove 
To  ijiraken  all  the  tender  powers  of  love  • 
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More  fweetly  foft  her  awful  beauty  {hone, 
Than  Juno  grac'd  with  Cytherea's  zone. 

As  angels  love,  congenial  fouls  unite 
Their  radiance,  and  refine  each  other's  light : 
The  florid  and  fublime,  the  grave  and  gay, 
From  Waller's  beams  imbibe  a  purer  ray  : 
Illumin'd  thence  in  equal  lays  to  bound 
Their  copious  fenfe, and  harmonize  the  found; 
"With  varied  notes  the  curious  ear  to  pleafe. 
And  turn  a  nervous  thought  with  artful  eafs. 
Maker,  and  model,  of  melodious  verfe ! 
Accept  thefe  votive  honours  at  thy  herfe. 
While  I  with  filial  awe  attempt  thy  praife, 
Infofe  thy  genius,  and  my  fancy  raife  ! 
So,  warbling  o'er  his  urn,  the  woodland  choirs 
To  Orpheus  pay  the  fong  his  fliade  infpires. 

iB  Waller's  fame,  O  faireft  Harley  '.  view 
What  verdant  palms  (hail  owe  their  birth  to  you. 
To  you  what  deathlefs  charms  are  thence  decreed, 
In  Sacbariffa's  fate  vouchfafe  to  read. 
Secure  beneath  the  wing  of  withering  time. 
Her  beauties  flourilh  in  arnbrofial  prime  ; 
HiW  kindling  rapture,  fee  1  fhc  moves  in  (late  ; 
Gods,  nymphs,  and  heroes,  on  her  triumph  wait. 
Nor  think  the  lover's  praife  of  love's  delight 
In  pureft  minds  may  ftain  the  virgin-white ; 
How  bright,  and  chafte,  the  poet  and  his  theme  ; 
So  Cynthia  fliines  on  Arethufa's  ftream. 
A  fainted  virtue  to  the  fpheres  may  Gng 
Thofe'  ftrains,  that  ravifh'd  here  the  martyr  king. 
Plenteous  of  native  wit,  in  letter'd  eafe 
Politely  fonn'd,  to  profit  and  to  pleafe, 
To  fame  whate'er  was  due  he  gave  to  fame  ; 
And,  what  he  could  not  praife,  forgot  to  name  : 
Thus  Eden's  rofe  without  a  thorn  difplay'd 
Her  bloom,  and  in  a  fragrant  blufli  decay 'd. 
Such  foul-attra6ting  airs  were  fung  of  old, 
Whenblifsful  years  in  golden  circles  roU'd ; 
Pure  from  deceit,  devoid  of  fear  and  itrife, 
While  love  was  all  the  penfive  care  of  life, 
The  fwains    in    green    retreats,    with    flowrcts 

crown'd, 
Taught  the  young  groves  their  paflion  to  refound : 
Fancy  purfu'd  the  paths  where  beauty  led. 
To  pleafe  the  living,  or  deplore  the  dead. 
While  to  their  warbled  woe  the  rocks  reply'd, 
The  rills  remurmur'd,  and  the  zephyrs  figh'd  ; 
Prom  death  redeem'd  by  verfe,  the  vanilh'd  fair 
Ereath'd  in  a  flower,  or  iparkled  in  a  flar. 
Bright  as  the  ftars,  and  fragrant  as  the  flowers 
Where  fpring  refides  in  foft  Elyfian  bowers ; 
While  thefe  the  bowers  adorn,  and  they  the  fphere, 
Will  Sacbariffa's  charms  in  fong  appear. 
Tet,  in  the  prcfent  age,  her  radiant  name 
^.luft  take  a  dimmer  interval  of  fame  ; 
When  you  to  full  meridian  luftre  rife. 
With  Morton's ftiape,  and  Gloriana's  eyes; 
With  Carlifle's  wit,  her  gefture,  and  her  mien  ; 
And,  like  feraphic  Rich,  with  zeal  ferene  : 
In  fweet  affemblage  all  their  graces  join'd, 
To  language,  mode,  and  manners  more  refin'd  1 
That  angel-frame,  with  chafte  attradlion  gay. 
Mild  as  the  dove-ey'd  morn  awakes  the  May, 
Of  hobleit  youths  will  reign  the  public  care. 
Their  joy,  their '■vvifh,  their  wonder,  and  dcfpair. 


Far-beaming  thence  what  bright  ideas  flow  ! 
The  fifter-arts  with  fudden  rapture  glow  : 
Her  Titian  tints  the  painter-nymph  refumcs ; 
The  canvas  warm  with  rofeatc  beauty  blooms : 
infpir'd  with  life  by  fculpture's  happy  toil. 
The  marble  breathes,  and  foftenswith  your  fmile; 
Proud  to  receive  the  form,  by  fat£  deiign'd 
The  fairefl  model  of  the  fairer  kind. 
But  hear,  O  hear  the  miife's  heavenly  voice ! 
The  waving  woods  and  echoing  vales  rejoice  ; 
Attend,  ye  gales  !  to  Margaretta's  praife. 
And  all  ye  hftening  loves  record  the  lays'. 
So  Philomela  charms  th'  Idalian  grove, 
When  Venus,  in  the  glowing  orb  of  love, 
O'er  ocean,  earth,  and  air,  extends  her  reign; 
The  fir  ft,  the  brighteft  of  the  ftarry  train. 
What  favourite  youth  aflign  the  fates  to  rife. 
In  bridal  pomp  to  lead  the  blooming  prize  ^ 
Whether  his  father's  garter'd  ftiield  fuftams 
Trophies,  atchiev'd  on  Gallia's  viny  plains; 
Oi  fmding  peace  a  mingled  wreath  difplays, 
The  patriot's  ohve,  and  the  poet's  bays : 
Adorn,  ye  fates!  the  favourite  youth  affiga'd, 
With  each  ennobling  grace  of  foim.  and  mind: 
In  merit  make  him  great,  as  great  in  blood ; 
Great  without  pride,  and  amiably  good ; 
His  breaft  the  guardian  ark  of  heaven-born  law, 
To  ftrike  a  faithlefs  age  witli  confcious  awe. 
In  choice  of  friends  by  manly  reafon  fway'd; 
Nor  fear'd,  but  honour'd,  and  with  love  obey'd. 
In  courts,  and  camps,  in  council,  and  retreat. 
Wife,  brave,  and  ftudious  to  fupport  the  ftate. 
With  candour  firm  ;  without  ambition  bold; 
No  deed  difcolour'd  with  the  guilt  of  gold, 
i'hat  Heaven  may  judge  the  choiceft  blefllngs  due^ 
And  give  the  various  good  compris'd  in  you. 


PROLOGUE 

TO 

SOUTHERNE'S  SPARTAN  DAME. 

When  realms  are  ravag'd  with  invafive  foes. 
Each  bofom  with  heroic  ardour  glows ; 
Old  chiefs,  reflcding  on  their  formtr  deeds, 
Dildain  to  ruft  with  batter'd  invalids; 
But  acftive  in  the  foremoft  ranks  appear,         [rear. 
And  leave  young  fmock-fac'd  beaux  to  guard  the 
So,  to  repel  the  Vandals  of  the  ftage. 
Our  veteran  bard  refumcs  his  tragic  rage : 
He  throws  the  gauntlet  Otway  us'd  to  wield. 
And  calls  for  Englifbmen  t<.  judge  the  field  : 
Thus  arm'd,  to  refcue  nature  from  difgrace, 
Meflieurs !  lay  down  your  minftrels  and  grimace  : 
The  brawnicft  youths  of  Troy  the  combat  fear'd. 
When  old  Etellus  in  the  lifts  appear'd. 
Yet  what  avails  the  champion's  giant  fize. 
When  pigmies  are  made  umpires  of  the  prize  ? 
Your  fathers  (ni:a  of  fenfe,  and  honeft  bowlers) 
Difdain'd  the  mummery  of  foreign  ftrollers  : 
By  their  examples  would  you  form  your  tafle. 
The  prefent  age  might  emulate  the  pafl. 
We  hop'd  that  art  and  genius  had  fecur'dyou ; 
Bat  foou  facetious  Harlequin  allur'd  you  : 


The  mufes  blu&'d,  to  fee  their  friends  exalting 
Thofe  elegant  delights  of  jig  and  vaulting  : 
So  charm'd  yeu  were,  you  ceas'd  awhile  to  dote 
On  nonfenfe,  gargled  in  an  eunuch's  throat : 
All  pleas'd  to  hear  the  chattering  monfters  fpeak, 
As  old  wives  wonder  at  the  parfon's  Greek. 
Such  light  ragouts  and  mufhrooms  may  be  good, 
To  whet  your  appetites  for  wholefome  food  : 
But  the  bold  Briton  ne'er  in  earneft  dines 
Without  fubftantial  haunches  and  furloins. 
In  wit,  as  well  as  war,  they  give  us  vigour ; 
Creffy  was  loft  by  kickfliaws  and  foup-meagre. 
Inftead  of  light  deferts  and  lufcioqs  froth, 
Our  poet  treats  to-night  with  Spartan  broth ; 
To  which,  as  well  as  all  his  former  feafts. 
The  ladies  are  the  chief-invited  guefts. 
Crown'd  with  a  kind  of  Glaftonbury  bays, 
That  bloom  amid  the  winter  of  hjs  days. 
He  comes,  ambitious  in  his  gieen  decline 
To  confecrate  his  wreath  at  beauty's  ihrinCi 
His  Oroonoko  never  fail'd  t'  engage 
The  radiant  circles  of  the  former  age  : 
Each  bofom  heav'd,  all  eyes  were  feen  to  flow, 
And  fympathize  with  Ifabella's  woe  : 
But  fate  referv'd,  to  crown  his  elder  fame. 
The  biighteft  audience  for  the  Spartan  Dame. 


ON  THE  FIRST  FIT  OF  THE  GQUT. 
Welcome,  thou  friendly  earneft  of  fourfcore, 
Promife  of  wealth,  that  haft  alone  the  power 
T'  attend  the  rich,  unenvy'd  by  the  poor. 
Thou  that  doft  ^fculapius  deride. 
And  o'er  his  gally-pots  in  triumph  ride  ; 
Thou  that  art  us'd  t'  attend  the  royal  throne, 
And  under-prop  the  head  that  bears  the  crown ; 
Thou  that  doft  oft  in  privy  council  wait. 
And  guard  from  drowfy  deep  the  eyes  of  ftate ; 
Thou  that  upon  the  bench  art  mounted  high, 
And  warn'ft  the  judges  how  they  tread  awry  ; 
Thou  that  doft  oft  from  pamper 'd  prelate's  toe 
Emphatically  urge  the  pains  below ; 
Thou  that  art  ever  half  the  city's  grace. 
And  add'ft  to  folemn  noddles  folcmn  pace ; 
Thou  that  art  us'd  to  fit  on  ladies  knee. 
To  feed  on  jellies,  and  to  drink  cold  tea ; 
Thou  that  art  ne'er  from  velvet  flipper  free  ; 
Whence  comes  this  unfought  honour  unto  me  ? 
Whence  does  this  mighty  condefcenfion  flow  ? 
To  vifit  my  poor  tabernacle,  O —  I 

As  Jove  voiichfaf 'd  on  Ida's  top,  'tis  faid. 
At  poor  Philemon's  cot  to  take  a  bed ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  poor  but  hefpitable  feaft, 
jove  bid  him  aflc,  and  granted  his  requeft  ; 
So  do  thou  grant  (for  thou'rt  of  race  divine, 
Begot  on  Venus  by  the  god  of  wine) 
My  humble  fuit  I — And  either  give  me  ftore 
To  entertain  thee,  or  ne'er  fee  me  more. 


POEMS.  es3 

Since  the  rirers  chain 'd  up  flow  with  the  fame 

fpeed  [read; 

As  criminals  move  tow'rds  the  pfalm  they  can't 
Throw  whole  oaks  at  a  time,  nay,  whole  groves 

on  the  fire, 
To  keep  out  the  cold,  and  new  vigour  infpire  ; 
Ne'er  wafte  the  dull  time  in  impertinent  thinking-, 
But  urge  and  purfue  the  grand  buCincfs  of  drinking. 
Come,  pierce  your  old  hogftieads,  ne'er  ftint  us  io 

flierry, 
For  this  is  the  feafon  to  drink  and  be  merry ; 
That,  reviv'd  by  good  liquor  and  billets  together. 
We  may  brave  the  loud  ftorms,  and  defy  the  cold 

weather.  [you  love  us. 

We'll  have  no  more  of  bufinefs;  but,  friend,  as 
Leave  it  all  to  the  care  of  the  good  folks  above  us. 
Whilft  your  appetite's  fl;rong,  and  good  humour 

remains. 
And  acStive  brilk  blood  does  enliven  your  veins. 
Improve  the  fweet  minutes  in  fcenes  of  delight. 
Let  your  friend  have  the  day,  and  your  miftrelii 

the  night : 
In  the  dark  you  may  try  whether  Phyllis  is  kind. 
The  night  for  intriguing  was  ever  defign'd ; 
Though  ftic  runs  from  your  arms,  and  retires  to  9, 

fliade, 
Some  friendly  kind  fign  will  betray  the  coy  maid: 
All  trembling   you'll  find  then  the  poor  baflvful 

Cnner, 
Such  a  trefpafs  is  venial  in  any  beginner ; 
But  remember  this  counfel,  when  once  you  have 

met  her,  [better  ! 

Get  a  ring  from  the  fair-one,  or  fomething  that's 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  ODE  IX.  IMITATED. 

FROM  THE  OXFORD  AND  CAMBRIDGE  VERSES  *. 

Since  the  hills  all  around  us  do  penance  in  fnow, 
And  winter's  cold  blafts  have  benumb'd  us  below  • 

♦  Dedicated  by  Fenton,  to  Lionel  Earl  of  Dprfst  and 

Miiidkfex. 


CATULLUS,  EPIG.  V.  TRANSLATE*. 

Let's  live,  my  dear,  like  lovers  too. 

Nor  heed  what  old  men  fay  or  do. 

The  falling  fun  will  furely  rife. 

And  dart  new  glories  through  the  flcles. 

But  when  we  fall,  alas  1  our  light 

Will  fct  in  everlafting  night. 

Come  then,  let  mirth  and  amorous  play 

Be  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

Give  me  this  kifs — and  this — and  this  ! 

A  hundred  thoufand  more. — Let's  ktfs 

Till  we  ourfelves  cannot  exprcfs. 

Nor  any  lurking  fpy  confefs, 

The  boundlefs  meafure  of  our  happine&. 


CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN  OF  VERONA. 

Happy  the  man  who  all  his  days  does  pafs 

In  the  paternal  cottage  of  his  race ; 

Where  firft  his  trembling  infant  fteps  he  try'd, 

Which  now  fupports  his  age,  and  once  his  youth 

employ'd. 
This  was  the  cottage  his  forefathers  knew. 
It  faw  his  birth,  ftiall  fee  his  burial  too ; 
Unequal  fortunes  and  ambition's  fate 
Are  things  experience  never  taught  him  yet. 
Him  to  ftrange  lands  no  rambling  humour  bore. 
Nor  btcath'd  he  ever  any  air  but  of  feis  native  ihore- 
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THE   WORKS    OF   FENTON. 


•Free  from  all  anxious  interefts  of  trade, 
S^o  {lorms  at  fea  have  e'er  diftur'd  his  head  : 
He  never  battle's  wild  confufions  faw, 
'2>Jor  heard  the  worfe  confufions  of  the  law. 
A.  ftranger  to  the  town  and  town-employs,        "^ 
trheir  dark  and  crowded  flreets,  their  Aink  and  f 

noife ;  f 

He  a  more  calm  and  brighter  Iky  enjoys.  j 

<Nor  docs  the  year  by  change  of  confuls  know, 
The  year  his  fruit's  returning  feafons  fliow ; 
<^arters  and  months  in  nature's  face  he  fees, 
In-flowers  the  fpring,  and  autumn  on  his  trees. 
The  whole  day's  fliadows,  in  his  homeftead  drawn, 
Point  out  the  hourly  courfes  of  the  fun. 
<Trown  old  with  him,  a  grove  adorns  his  field, 
Whofe  tender  fetts  his  infancy  beheld. 
Of  diftant  India,  Erythraean  fhores, 
Banacus'  lake,  Verona's  neighbouring  tovwrs, 
•(Alike  unfeen)  from  common  fame  has  heard, 
Alike  believes  them,  and  with  like  regard. 
"Yet,  firm  and  ftrong,  his  grandchildren  admire 
The  health  and  vigour  of  their  brawny  fire. 
The  fpacious  globe  let  thofc  that  will  furvey,     "J 
This  good  eld  man,  content  at  home  to  ftay,      ( 
i!feiore  happy  years  (hail  know,  more  league*  and  C 

countries  they.  3 


MARTIAL,  LIB.  X.  EPIG.  XLVII. 

'Would  you,  my  friend,  in  little  room  exprefs 
The  juft  defcription  of  true  happinefs ; 
■Firft  fet  me  down  a  competent  eftatc, 
But  rais'd  and  left  me  by  a  parent's  fweat ; 
('Tis  pleafure  to  improve,  but  toil  to  get  :) 
2^ot  large,  but  always  large  enough  to  yield 
A.  cheerful  fire,  and  no  ungrateful  field. 
Averfe  to  law-fuits,  let  me  peace  enjoy. 
And  rarely  pefter'd  with  a  town  employ. 
Smooth  be  my  thoughts,  my  mind  ferene  and  clear, 
A  healthful  body  with  fuch  limbs  I'd  bear 
As  fhould  be  graceful,  well-proportion'd,  juftp 
And  neither  weak  nor  booriftilyrobuft. 
2<Ior  fool,  nor  knave,  but  innocently  wife; 
Some  friends  indulge  me,  let  a  few  fufEce 
Butfuited  to  my  humour  and  degree, 
JJot  nice,  but  eafily  pleas'd,  and  fit  for  me 
So  let  my  board  and  entertainments  be. 
"With  wholefome  homely  food,  not  ferv'd  in  ftate, 
What  taftes  as  well  in  pewter  as  in  plate. 
Mirth  and  a  glafs  my  cheerful  evenings  (har.c^ 
At  equal  diftance  from  debauch  and  care. 
To  bed  retiring,  let  me  find  it  bleft 
■With  a  kind  modeft  fpoufe  and  downy  reft  : 
Pleas'd  always  with  the  lot  my  fates  affign, 
Xet  me  no  change  defire,  no  change  decline ; 
With  every  turn  of  Providence  comply, 
|^{ot  tir'd  with  life,  nor  yet  afraid  to  die. 


■  I 


HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  Ilf. 

An  honeft  mind,  to  virtue's  precepts  true, 
Poiitemns  the  fury  of  a  lawlcf?  crew ; 


Firm  as  a  rock  he  to'  his  purpofe  ftand*, 

And  thinks  a  tyrant's  frowns  as  weak  as  his  com-'' 

mands. 
Him  loudeft  ftorms  can't  from  his  centre  movCi 
He  braves  th' almighty  thunder  ev'n  of  Jove. 
If  ail  the  heavenly  orbs,  confus'dly  hurl'd. 
Should  dafli  in  piece*,  and  fliould  crulh  the  world  j 
Undaunted  he  the  mighty  crath  would  hear. 
Nor  in  his  breaft  admit  a  thought  of  fear. 
Pollux  and  wandering  Hercules  of  old 
Were  by  fuch  afts  among  the  gods  enroll'd. 
Auguftus  thus  the  (hining  powers  poffefs'd, 
By  all  th'  immortal  deities  carefs'd  ; 
He  fliares  with  them  in  their  ethereal  feafts, 
And  quaffs  bright  ne<ftar  with  the  heavenly  guefts. 
This  was  the  path  the  friiking  tigers  trod, 
Dragging  the  car  that  bore  the  jolly  god, 
Who  fix'd  in  heaven  his  crown  and  his  abode. 
Romulus  by  Mars  through  this  bleft  path  wM 

fhown. 
And  'fcap'd  the  woes  of  gloomy  Acheron. 
In  virtue's  rugged  round  he  took  his  way, 
And  gain'd  the  manfions  of  eternal  day ; 
For  him  ev'n  Juno's  felf  pronounc'd  a  word, 
Grateful  to  all  th'  ethereal  council-board. 
O  Ilion  !  Ilion  !  I  with  tranfport  view 
The  fall  of  all  thy  vricked  perjur'd  crew; 
Pallas  ,and  I  have  borne  the  rankling  grudge 
To  that  curft  ihepherd,  that  inceftuous  judge ; 
Nay,  ev'n  Laomedon  his  gods  betray'd. 
And  bafely  broke  the  folemn  oath  he  made. 
But  now  the  painted  ftrumpet  and  her  gueft 
No  more  are  in  their  pomp  and  jewels  dreft ; 
No  more  is  frleAor  licens'dto  deftroy. 
To  flay  the  Greeks,  apd  fav.e  his  perjur'd  Troy. 
Priam  is  now  become  an  empty  ghoft, 
Doom'd  with  his  houfe  to  tread  the  burning  coaft? 
The  god  of  battle  now  has  ccas'd  to  roar. 
And  I,  the  queen  of  heaven,  purfu§  my  hate  n« 

more. 
I  now  the  Trojan  prieftlefs*  fon  will  give 
Back  to  his  warlike  fire,  and  let  him  live 
In  lucid  bowers,  and  give  him  leave  to  ufe 
Ambrofia  and  the  nedar's  heavenlyJuice ; 
To  be  enroll'd  in  thefe  ferene  abodes. 
And  wear  the  eafy  order  of  the  gods. 
In  this  bleft  ftate  I  grant  him  to  remain,   " 
While  Troy  from  Rome's  divided  by  the  main ; 
While  favage  Ijeafts  infult  the  Trojan  tombs, 
And  in  their  caves  unlade  their  pregnant  wombS« 
Let  th'  exil'd  Trojans  reign  in  every  land. 
And  let  the  capitol  triumphant  ftand. 
And  all  the  tributary  world  command. 
Let  awful  Rome,  with  feven  refulgent  heads. 
Still  keep  her  conqueft  o'er  the  vanquilh'd  MedcSt 
With  conquering  terror  let  her  arms  extend 
Her  mighty  name  to  fliores  without  an  end  j 
Where  mid-land  feas  divide  the  fruitful  foil 
From  Europe  to  the  xfwelling  waves  of  Nile. 
Let  them  be  greater  by  defpifing  gold. 
Than  digging  it  from  forth  its  native  mould. 
To  be  the  wicked  inftrument  of  ill. 
Let  fword  and  ruin  every  country  fill, 
That  ftrives  to  ftop  the  progrefs  of  her  arms; 
Not  only  thofe  that  fultry  Siiios  warms; 


POEMS. 


6U 


But  where  the  fields  In  endlefs  winter  h'e, 
Whofe  frofts  and  fnows  the  fun's  bright  fays  defy. 
But  yet  on  this  condition  I  decree 
The  warlike  Romans  happy  deftiny; 
That,  when  they  univerfal  rule  enjoy, 
They  not  prefume  to  raife  their  ancient  Troy  : 
For  then  all  ugly  omens  (hall  return, 
And  Troy  be  built  but  once  again  to  burn  ; 
Ev'n  I  myfelf  a  fecond  war  will  move, 
Ev'n  I  the  filler  and  the  wife  of  Jove. 
If  Phoebus'  harp  fliould  thrice  eredi  a  wall, 
And  all  of  brafs,  yet  thrice  the  work  Ihould  fall. 
Sack'd  by  my  favourite  Greeks ;  and  thrice  again"} 
The  Trojan  wives  fliould  drag  a  captive  chain,  f 
And  mourn  their  children  and  their  hufbandsT 
flain.  3 

But  whither  would'ft  thou,  foaring  mufe,  afpire  1 
To  tell  the  counfels  of  the  heavenly  choir  ? 
Alas  I  thou  canft  not  ftrain  thy  weakly  firings, 
To  fing  in  humble  notes  fuch  mighty  things  : 
No  more  the  fecrets  of  the  gods  relate, 
Thy  tongue's  too  feeble  for  a  talk  fo  great. 


THE  ROSE. 


See,  Sylvia,  fee,  this  new-blown  rofe, 

The  image  of  thy  blufh, 
Mark  how  it  fmiles  upon  the  hufli, 

And  triumphs  as  it  grows. 
"  Oh,  pluck  it  not  I  we'll  come  anon," 
Thou  fay'ft.     Alas !  'twill  then  be  gone. 

Now  its  purple  beauty's  fpread, 
Soon  it  will  droop  and  fall. 
And  foon  it  will  not  be  at  all ; 

No  fine  things  draw  a  length  of  thread. 
Then  tell  me,  feems  it  not  to  fay, 
Come  on,  and  crop  me  whilft  you  may  i 


EPIGRAM,  OUT  OF  MARTIAL. 

MiLo's  from  home ;  and,  Milo  being  gone, 
His  lands  bore  nothing,  but  his  wife  a  fon  : 
Why  (he  fo  fruitful,  and  fo  bare  the  field  ? 
The  laadi  lay  fallow,  but  the  wife  was  till'd. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH  fenton's  miscellanies. 

£y  IValttr  Harte,  M.  A. 

These  various  flrains,  where  every  talent  charms. 
Where  humour  pleafes,  or  where  paffion  warms; 
(Strains,  where  the  tender  and  fublime  confpire, 
A  Sappho's  fweetnefs,  aad  a  Hornet's  fire) 


Attend  their  doom,  and  wait,  with  glad  furprlfej 
Th'  impartial  juftice  of  Cleora's  eyes. 

'Tis  hard  to  fay,  what  myfteries  of  fate, 
What  turns  of  fortune  on  good  writers  wait. 
The  party  flave  will  wound  them  as  he  can, 
And  damns  the  merit,  if  he  hates  the  man. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  bards  with  wit  and  laurels  crown'dj 
Blefs'd  in  each  flrain,  in  every  art  renown'd; 
Milled  by  pride,  and  taught  to  fin  by  power. 
Still  fearch  around  for  thofe  they  may  devour  ; 
Like  favage  monarchs  on  a  guilty  throne. 
Who  crufli  all  might  that  can  invade  their  owru 

Others  who  hate,  yet  want  the  foul  to  dare, 
So  ruin  bards — ^as  beaux  deceive  the  fair : 
On  the  pleas'd  ear  their  foft  deceits  employ. 
Smiling  they  wound  and  praife  but  to  deftroy. 
Thefe  are  th'  unhappy  crimes  of  modern  daysj 
And  can  the  bell  of  poets  hope  for  praife  ? 

How  fmall  a  part  of  human  bleffings  fliare 
The  wife,  the  good,  the  noble,  and  the  fair ! 
Short  is  the  date  unhappy  wit  can  boafl, 
A  blaze  of  glory  io  a  moment  loft. 
Fortune,  ftill  envious  of  the  great  man's  praife, 
Curfes  the  coxcomb  with  a  length  of  days. 
Se  (HeAor  dead)  amid  the  female  choir. 
Unmanly  Paris  tun'd  the  filver  lyre. 

Attend,  ye  Britons,  in  fo  juft  a  caufe. 
'Tis  fure  a  fcandal  to  withhold  applaufe  ; 
Nor  let  pofterity  reviling  fay. 
Thus  unregarded  Fenton  pafs'd  away ! 
Yet  if  the  mufe  may  faith  and  merit  claim 
(A  mufe  too  juft  to  bribe  with  venal  fame), 
Soon  flialt  thou  fliine  "  in  majefty  avow'd, 
"  As  thy  own  goddef*hreaking  through  a  cloud *.'j| 
Fame,  like  a  nation  debt,  though  long  delay'd. 
With  mighty  intereft  muft  at  laft  be  paid. 

Like  Vinci's  ftrokes,  the  verfes  we  behold, 
Corre6lly  graceful,  and  with  labour  bold. 
At  Sappho's  woes  we  breathe  %  tender  figh. 
And  the  foft  forrow  fteals  from  every  eye. 
Here  Spenfer's  thoughts  in  folemn  numbers  roll, 
Here  lofty  Milton  feems  to  lift  the  foul. 
There  fprightly  Chaucer  charms  our  hours  away 
With  ftories  quaint,  and  gentle  roundelay. 

Mufe  !  at  that  name  each  thought  of  pride  rec^ 
Ah,  think  how  foon  the  wife  and  glorious  fall. 
What  though  the  fillers  every  grace  impart, 
To  fmooth  thy  verfe,  and  captivate  the  heart : 
What  though  your  charms,  my  fair  Cleora,  filing 
Bright  as  your  eyes,  and  as  your  fex  divine : 
Yet  (hall  the  verfes  and  the  charms  decay. 
The  boaft  of  youth,  the  blcffing  of  a  day  I 
Not  Chaucer's  beauties  could  furvive  the  rage 
Of  wafting  envy,  and  devouring  age : 
One  mingled  heap  of  ruin  now  we  fee ; 
Thus  Chaucer  is,  and  Fenton  thus  fhaU  be!  i 

*  Fenton's  epilUe  to  Southerat;  > 
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Here  his  firft  lays  majeftic  Denham  fung : 

There  the  iaft  numbers  flow'd  from  Cowley's  tongue. 

Since  fate  relentlefs  ftopp'd  their  heavenly  voice, 

No  more  the  foreits  ring,  or  groves  rejoice. 

Who  now  fliall  charm  the  fliades  where  Cowley  ftrung 

His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung  ? . 

But  hark!  the  groves,  the  foreft  rings. 

Are  thefe  reviv'd  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fings? 

pope's  winbsor  forest. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  GRANVILLE 


O^ORGE   Granville,  afterwards  Lord  LanrdoVne  of  BIddiford,  in  th6  coUhty  of  Devon,  was 
feocn   in    1667.     He  was  defcended  from  the  illiiftrious  family  of  that  name,  feated  for  many  ages 
in  DevonOiire  and  Cornwall,  the  founder  of  which  was  Richard  de  Granville,  fccond  fnn  of  Rolio,  • 
firft  Duke  of  Normandy,  who  accompanied  WtUiam  the  Conqueror,  in  his  expedition  to  England, 
and  was  rewarded  for  his  fervices  with  the  caftle  and  lordthip  of  Biddil'ord.     Sir  Richard  Granville,  - 
his  ancefldr,  ferved  the  Emperor  Ferdinand  Againft  the  Turks  in  1566,  and  was  prefent  with  Don 
John  of  Auftria,  at  the  famous  battle  of  Lepanto,  and  on  his  return  was  made  Vice-Admiral  of  • 
England.     He  was  flain  near  the  Azores  Iflands ;    having  in  one  fhip  alone  fuftained  a  fight  for 
fifteen  hours,  againfl  ttie  whole  tiaval  power  of  Spain.     Sir  Bevii  Granville,  grandfon  to  Sir  Richard, 
raifed  confiderable  forces  at  his  own  expence  for  Charles  I.,  and  died  in  the  King's  caufe,at  the  battle 
of  Lanfdowne  in  1643.     John  Granville,  the  eldeft  fon  of  Sir  Bevil,  was  intrufied  by  Monk  with  the 
Aioft  private  tranfadions  of  the  Reftoration  ;  and  created  Earl  of  Bath  and  Vifcount  Lanfdowne,  ia 
1661.     His  father,  the  honourable  Bernard  Granville,  the  fecond  fon  of  Sir  Bevil,  had,  by  a  fpeeial; 
warrant  from  Charles  11.  the  rank  of  an  Earl's  younger  fon,  was  one  of  the  reprefcntatives  for  the 
borough  of  Liikeard  in  Cornwall,  in  the  Parliarhent  which  met  in  1661,  and  one  of  the  Grooms  of 
his  Majefty's  Bed-chambeh 

He  received  his  early  education  under  the  tuition  of  Sir  William  Ellis,  a  man  of  letters,  whofe 
abilities  afterwards  recommended  him  to  feVeral  public  employments. 

In  1667,  the  tenth  year  of  his  age,  he  was  entered  a  nobleriian  in  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  as 
ippears  from  a  copy  of  Latih  verfes  on  the  Marriage  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Lady  Mary,  in 
the  "  Cambridge  Congratulations"  of  that  year,  figned  Georgiut  Granville,  Nobilis  e  Coll.  Trin. 

In  167$,  before  he  was  twelve  years  old,  he  pronounced  a  copy  of  his  own  verfes  to  the  Princefs 
Mary  d'Efte  of  Modena,  then  Duchtfs  of  York,  when  (he  vifited  the  Univerfity.     He  was  admit- 
-  ted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  at  thirteen,  and  left  the  Univerfity  foon  after.    ' 

It  was  probably  about  this  time  that  he  wrote  the  verfes  to  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  upon  his  accom- 
flifbmsnt  of  the  Duke  of  Tork's  marriage  zvith  the  Princefs  of  Modena,  whofe  charms  appear  to  have 
gained  a  llrong  prevalence  over  his  imagination. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  James,  he  again  exerted  his  poetical  powers,  and  addrefTed  the  new 
monarch  in  thrc£  fhort  panegyrical  pieces,  which  were  commended  by  Waller,  whofe  praife  cxciteii 
in  the  young  poet  a  rapture  of  acknowledgement, 

In  numbers  fuch  as  Waller's  felf  might  ufe. 

However  miftaken  he  might  be  in  his  zeal  for  that  mifguided  Prince,  or  however  enamoured  of 
the  Queen,  he  has  left  no  reafon  for  fuppofing  that  he  approved  ti:her  the  imprudent  piety  of  the 
Queen,  or  the  violence  with  which  the  King's  religion  was  obtruded  on  the  nation. 

He  had  early  imbibed  principles  of  loyalty  ;  and  when  the  tyranny  of  James  called  the  Prince  of 
Orange  to  vindicate  the  liberties  of  Britain  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  facrifice  his  life  for  the  intereft 
of  his  Sovereign. 

Without  confidering,  or  being  then  incapable  of  difcovering  the  dangers  to  which  the  conflitution 
^as  expofed  by  the  violence  ci  his  proceedings,  he  wrote  a  letter  te  his  father  from  Yorkftire,  about 
Vol.  VII.  Xx 
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a  month  before  the  Prmcc  of  Orange  landed,  expreffing  the  moft  ardent  dcCre  to  ferve  the  King 

in  perfon. 

"  I  cannot  bear"  fays  he,  "  living  under  the  reftraint  of  lying  obfcure  and  idle  in  a  country 
retirement,  when  every  man  who  has  the  kaft  fenfe  of  honour  fhoidd  be  preparing  for  the  f.cld. 

"  You  may  remember,  with  what  rclutilance  I  fubniitted  to  your  commands  upon  Monmouth's 
rebellion,  when  no  importunity  could  prevail  with  you  to  permit  me  to  leave  the  academy :  I  was 
too  young  to  be  hazarded;  but  give  me  leave  to  fay,  it  is  glorious  at  any  age  to  die  for  one's  country, 
and  the  fooner  the  nobler  the  facrifice. 

"  I  am  now  older  by  three  years.  My  uncle  Bath  was  not  fo  old,  when  he  was  left  among  the 
llain  at  the  battle  of  Newbury,  nor  you  yourfeU",  when  you  made  your  efcape  from  your  tutors  to 
join  your  brother  at  the  defence  of  Scilly. 

"  You  are  pleafed  to  fay,  it  is  yet  doubtful  if  the  Hollanders  are  rafli  enough  to  make  fuch  an 
attempt ;  but  be  that  as  it  will,  I  beg  leave  to  infill  upon  it,  that  I  may  be  prefeiited  to  his  Majefly,  as 
one  whofe  utmoft  ambition  it  is  to  devote  his  life  to  his  fervice,  and  my  country's,  after  the  example 
of  all  my  ancefiors. 

"  The  gentry  affembled  at  York,  to  agree  upon  the  choice  of  reprefenlatives  for  the  county,  have 
prepared  an  addrefs,  to  affure  his  Majefty  they  are  ready  to  facrifice  their  lives  and  fortunes  for 
him,  upon  this  and  all  other  occafions ;  but,  at  the  fame  time,  they  humbly  befeech  him  to  give  them, 
fuch  magiflrates  as  may  be  agreeable  to  the  laws  of  the  land  ;  for  at  prefent  there  is  no  authority  to 
whicli  they  can  legally  fubmit. 

"  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York  and  the  towns  adjacent,  to  fupply  the  regi- 
ments at  Hull ;  but  no  body  will  hft.  By  what  I  can  hear,  every  body  wifties  well  to  the  King, 
but  they  would  be  glad  his  minifters  were  hanged. 

"  The  winds  continue  fo  contrary,  that  no  landing  can  be  fo  forn  as  was  apprehended  ;  therefore 
1  may  hope,  with  your  leave  and  afliftance,  to  be  in  readinefs  before  any  adtion  can  begin." 

His  biowranhers  have  not  told  us  whether  his  father  yielded  to  his  importunities,  or  whether  he 
was  prefented  to  the  King;  but  if  he  really  joined  the  army,  it  was  without  any  danger  to  his  per- 
fon, for  the  Revolution  was  effefted  in  England,  without  faedding  one  drop  of  blood. 

Having  no  public  employment,  and  poffeffed  of  but  a  contraded  fortune,  he  lived  in  retirement, 
fluring  the  reijjn  of  King  William,  and  devoted  his  attention  to  literary  purfuits  and  amufements  ; 
the  fruits  of  wliich  appeared  in  his  plays  and  poems,   chiefly  written  within  that  period. 

He  is  faid,  however,  to  have  preferved  himfelf,  at  this  time,  from  difgrace  and  difficulties  by 
ceconomy,  which  he  forgot  or  negledled  in  life  more  advanced,  and  in  better  fortune. 

About  this  time  he  became  enamoured  of  the  Countefs  of  Newburgh,  whom  he  has  celebrated 
with  fo  much  ardour  by  the  name  of  Myra ;  though  it  is  probable  that  moft  of  the  verfes  addreffed 
to  Myra,  however  difguifed  and  feemingly  applied,  were  originally  dcfigncd  for  Mary  d'Efte  of 
Modena,  Queen-Confort  of  James;  and  it  appears  that  he  continued  conftaiit  to  his  theme;  for  in 
his  Proirifs  of  Bsauty,  written  "many  years  after,  when  fhe  was  no  longer  a  Queen,  he  could  not 
forbear  placing  her  at  the  head  of  his  celebrated  beauties. 

In  1690,  he  addrefled  a  copy  of  •veifes'to  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Higgons,  in  anfwer  to  a  very  elegant 
poetical  addrefs  fent  him  by  that  lady  in  his  retirement.. 

In  1696,  he  brought  on  the  ftagc  at  Lincoln's-inn  Fields,   The  Sbe-Gallants,  a  comedy,  which  was- 
acted  with   confiderable  applaufo.     Though  it  is  faid,  in  the   preface,   to   be   "but   the   child  of  a 
thiW,"  yet  it  contains  an  infiniie  deal  of  wit,  fine  fatire,  and  great  knoNvledge  of  mankind.     He  re- 
viled and  improved  this  play  at  a  maturer  time  of  life,  and  primed  it  vk'ith  the  title  of  Once  a  Ltvtr 
and  alivays  a  Lover ;   but  it  is  not  free  from  groffnefs^and  Indecency. 

In  1698,  his  Heroic  Love,  or  the  Cru-l  Stparat'ion,  a  tragedy,  was  afled  at  Lincoln's-inn  Fields, 
with  great  applaufe.  It  is  a  mythological  flory  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and  Brifeis.  The 
prohpue  wafc  written  by  Mr.  St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbrckc,  and  the  epilogue  by  his  rela- 
ticn  Mr.  Bevii  Hi^'gcrs.     It  was  praifed  in  profe  by  the  critics,  and  in  vtrfe  by  Drydcn. 

Auf^-icious  poet,  wert  thou  not  my  friend,  ,    . 
How  coulu  i  envy,  what  I  muft  cuniaicnd; 
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iBut  fince  'tis  Nature's  law,  In  love  and  wit. 

That  youth  ftiould  reign,  and  with'ring  age  fubmit ; 

With  lefs  regret,  thofe  laurels  I  refign, 

Which,  dying  on  my  brow,  revive  on  thine. 

In  1 701,  TLe  Jeiv  of  Venice,  a  comedy,  altered  from  Shakfpeare's  "  Merchant  of  Venice,"  was 
aAed  at  Lincoln's  inn  Fields  with  applaufe.  The  alterations  are  in  fome  refpecfts  judicious;  but,  on 
the  whole,  rather  leffen  than  improve  the  beauty  and  effc(5t  of  the  original.  Th«  charadter  o£ 
Shylock,  as  Rowe  remarks,  is  made  comic,  and  we  are  prompted  to  laughter  inftead  of  detefta- 
tion.  In  the  fecond  aft  is  introduced  a  mufical  mafqae,  called  Peleus  and  Thetis.  The  profits  were 
defigned  for  Dryden,  but  upon  that  great  poet's  death  were  given  to  bis  fon. 

At  the  acceffion  of  Queen  Anne,  having  received  a  confiderablc  addition  to  bis  fortune  by  the 
death  of  his  father,  and  his  uncle  the  Earl  of  Bath,  he  was  chofen  into  Patliament,  for  Fowey  in 
Cornwall. 

In  170Z,  he  engaged  in  a  joint  tranflation  of  the  Orations  of  Demofthenes  agalnft  Philip,  and 
contributed  a  verfion  of  the  Second  Olynthian,  to  inflame  the  adherents  of  liberty  againft  the  French 
Monarch,  which  is  ftill  very  much  efteemed. 

In  1706,  he  had  his  eftate  again  augmented  by  an  inheritance  from  his  elder  brother,  Sir  BevU 
Granville,  who,  as  he  returned  from  his  government  of  Barbadoes,  died  at  fea. 

The  fame  year,  his  Britijh  Enchanters,  or  No  Magic  like  Love,  a  dramatic  poem,  er  as  it  was  firfl 
called,  a  tragedy,  was  adled  at  the  theatre  in  the  Hay-market.  It  was  written  fometime  before, 
and  is  juflly  efteemed  the  beft  of  his  dramatic  performances.  Its  fuccefs  was  great ;  but  was  put  a 
flop  to  by  the  divifion  of  the  theatre  and  a  prohibition  of  mufical  pieces.  Addifon  wrote  the 
epilogue. 

He  continued  to  ferve  in  Parliament,  and  was  fucceffively  chofen  for  Leftwithiel  and  Helfton  ; 
and  in  1710  was  chofen  knight  of  the  (hire  for  Cornwall;  and,  at  the  memorable  change  of  the 
miniftry  that  year,he  Was  made  Secretary  at  War  in  the  place  of  Walpole. 

In  171 1,  when  the  new  miniftry,  apprehenfive  of  the  Peace  of  Utrecht  being  rejeded  in  the 
Hcufe  of  Lords,  advifed  the  Queen  to  make  twelve  peers  in  a  day,  he  was  created  Baron  Lanjdtijunt 
of  Biddiford,  in  the  county  of  Devon. 

Though  the  proftitution  of  the  royal  prerogative  to  the  violence  of  party,  was  regarded  as  an 
unprecedented  and  dangerous  expedient,  yet  the  promotion  of  Granville  was  juftly  remarked  to  be 
not  invidious ;  becaufe  his  perfonal  merit  was  very  confpicuous,  and  he  was  the  heir  of  a  family  in 
which  two  peerages,  that  of  the  Earl  of  Bath,  and  Lord  Granville  of  Pothcridge,  had  lately  become 
extindt.     To  this  honour  was  added,  foon  after,  the  dedication  of  Pope's  "  Windfor  Foreft." 

Being  now  high  in  the  favour  of  the  Queen,  and  in  the  confidence  of  the  Tories,  he  was  ap- 
pointed Comptroller  of  the  Houfehold,  and  made  a  Privy  Counfellor  in  1711;  and  the  next  year 
he  was  advanced  to  be  Treafurtr  of  the  Houfehold. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  George,  he  was  removed  from  his  employment,  which  was  given  to 
the  Earl  of  Cholmendelcy,  and  his  connecftion  with  the  Tories  prevented  his  being  employed  in  that 
and  the  fucceeding  reign. 

Having  protefted  againft  the  bill  for  attainting  Ormond  and  Bolingbroke,  he  fell  under  the  fuf- 
picinn  of  plotting  againft  the  government,  and  was,  after  the  infurredtion  in  Scotland,  feized,  Sep- 
tember 26.  1715,  as  a  fufpedled  man,  and  cofifined  in  the  Tower,  till  February  %.  \  717,  when  he 
was  releafed,  and  reftored  to  his  feat  in  Parliament. 

Being  confined  in  the  Tower,  in  the  fame  room  in  which  Walpole  had  been  prifoncr,  and  had 
left  his  name  on  the  window,  he  wrote  thtfe  lies  under  it : 

Good  unpxpefted,  evil  unforefeen,  ' 

Appear  by  turns,  as  Fortune  Ihifts  the  fcene. 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  ccme  tumbliug  down  amain, 
And  fall  fo  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 

Ini7i9,he  made  a  very  ardent  and  animated  fpeech  againft  the  repeal  of  the  bill  to  prevent 
eccaQonal  conformiry,  wJiich,  tliough  it  was  then  printed,  he  has  not.  infertcd  into  his  works, 

X  X  ij 
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In  1722,  being  cmbarrjiTed,  as  has  been  fuppofed,  by  his  profufion,  he  went  abroad,  with  thc^ 
pretence  of  recovering  his  heahh,  and  refided  fcveral  years  on  the  continent,  in  a  ftate  of  leifure  and 
retirement. 

During  his  refidence  abroad,  he  wrote  A  Vindhaiton  of  General  Monl,  Dtit;  of  Albemarle,  from  fame 
calumnies  of  Dr.  Burnet,  and  fc.-ne  mijiaies  of  Mr.  Arcbdeaioit  Echard,  in  relation  to  the  f ale  of  Dunkirk  and 
the  Fort-.igal Match,  and  A  Vindication  of  Sir  Richard  Granville,  General  in  the  Wejl,  for  King  Charles  J., 
from  the  mifreprefentaiions  of  the  Earl  of  Clarendon  and  Mr.  Archdeacon  Echard,  which  were  publilhed 
at  his  return  to  Ergiand  in  173*. 

The  defence  of  General  Monk,  and  his  relation,  Sir  Richard  Granville,  was  anfwered  civilly  by 
Oldmixon  in-  his  "  Reflexions,  Hiftorical  and  Political,  &c. ;"  to  which  his  Lordfhip  replied  in  A 
Letter  la  the  Author  of  Rtftxions,  Hiflorital  and  Political,  dated,  Old  Windfor,  Aug.  %%.  I  732,  which 
wai  followed  by  "  Remarks,  &e."  on  that  letter,  by  rhoaias  Burnet,  Efq.,  the  bifliop's  fdn,  written 
V'ith  equal  candour  and  civility. 
'  In  1 733,  be  found  a  more  formidable  opponent  in  Dr.  Colbatch  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridgej 
who  undertook  the  vindication  of  Mr.  Echard,  which  he  executed  with  great  vigour  and  j  udg- 
ment,  but  with  too  much  afperity.  He  was  more  fuccefsful  than  either  of  his  predeceffors,  and 
bis  Lordfliip  very  prudently  declined  an  anfwer. 

In  1732,  he  publifhed  a  very  beautiful  and  fplendid  edition  of  his  works  in  4to,  in  which  he 
omitted  what  he  difapproved,  and  enlarged  what  feertied  deficient. 

He  now  appeared  at  Court,  and  was  kindly  received  by  Queen  Caroline,  to  whom,  and  to  ths 
Princefs  Anne,  he  prefented  his  works,  with  Verfes  on  the  blank  leaves,  with  which  he  concluded  his 
poetical  laboursi 

He  died  at  his  houfe  In  Hanover  Square,  Jan.  30,  1 735,  in  the  68th  year  of  his  age ;  having  a  fevr 
days  before  burred  his  wife,  the  Lady  Anne  Villiers,  widow  of  Thomas  Thynne,  Efq.  (father  of 
ThomaSjLord  Vifcount  Weymouth), and  daughter  of  Edward  Villiers,  Earl  of  Jerfey,by  whom  he  had 
four  daughters,  Anne,  Mary-,  Grace,  and  Elizabeth,  but  no  fon.  His  title  of  nobility  is  now  en- 
joyed by  that  diftinguifbed  flatelman,  and  illuftrious  ornament  and  patron  of  fcience  and  literature, 
the  Marquis  of  Lanfdowne,  who  married  Sophia,  daughter  of  the  late  Earl  of  Granville,  the 
rcprefentative  of  the  family  of  Bath  and  Lanfdowne. 

Granville's  works  have  been  often  printed  both  in  4to,  and  in  lamo;  befides  which,  there  is  in 
•'  Somers's  Trafts,"  vol.  iv.  a  Letter  from  a  Nobleman  abroad,  to  his  Friend  in  England,  1J2Z. 

The  charatfter  of  Granville  feems  to  have  been  amiable  and  refpecftable.  His  good-nature  and 
politenefs  have  been  celebrated  by  Pope,  and  many  other  poets  of  the  firft  eminence.  The  luftre  of 
his  rank,  no  doubt,  procured  him  more  incenfe  than  the  force  of  his  genius  would  otherwife  have 
attraded;  but  he  appears  not  to  ha^e  been  dellitute  of  fine  parts,  which  were,  however,  rather  ele- 
gantly poliQied,  than  great  in  themfelves. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  more  interefting  in  his  charafler,  than  the  venerStion  he  had  for  fome, 
and  the  tendernefs  he  had  for  all  his  family.  Of  the  former,  his  hiftorical  performances  afford 
fome  pleafing  proofs  ;  of  the  latter,  there  are  extant  two  letters,  one  to  his  coufin  the  laft  Earl  of 
Bath,  and  the  other  to  his  coufm  Mr.  Bevil  Granville,  on  his  entering  into  holy  orders,  written 
with  a  tendernefs,  a  freedom,  and  an  honefty,  wliich  render  them  invaluable. 

The  general  charader  of  his  poetry,  is  elegance,  iprightlinefs  and  dignity.  He  is  feldom  tender, 
and  very  rarely  fublime.  In  his  fcnaller  pieces  he  endtavi>urs  to  be  gay  ;  in  the  larger  to  he  great. 
Of  his  airy  and  light  produdlions  the  chief  fource  is  gallantry,  and  the  chief  defedl  a  fuperabundance 
of  fentiments  and  illuftrations  from  mythology.  H*  feldom  fetches  an  amorous  fentiment  from  the 
depth  of  fcience.  His  thoughts  are  fuch  as  a  liberal  convcrlation  and  large  acquaintance  with  life  1 
would  eafily  fupply.  His  didion  is  chafte  and  elegant ;  and  his  verfification,  which  he  borrowed  j 
from  Waller,  is  rather  fniooth  than  ftrong.  j 

"  Mr.  Granville,"  fuys  Dr.  Fdton  "  is  the  poetical  fon  of  Waller.  We  obferved  with  pleafure,  8 
Cmititude  of  wit  in  the  difference  '.f  years,  and  with  Granville  do  meet  at  once  the  lire  of  his  fa-  i 
ther's  youth,  and  the  judgment  ef  his  age,     He  hath  rivalled  him  in  his  fineft  addrcfs,  and  is  m  j> 
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happy  as  ever  he  was  in  raifing  modern  compliments  upon  ancient  ftory,  and  fctting  off  the  Britifh 
-  valour  and  the  Englifli  beauty  with  the  old  gods  and  goddeffes !" 

"  Granville,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  "  imitated  Waller;  but  as  that  poet  has  been  much  excelled  fince, 
a  faint  copy  of  a  faint  raafter  ijiuft  ftrike  ftill  lefs.  It  wai  fortunate  for  his  Lordfliip,  that  in  an 
age  when  perfecution  raged  fo  fiercely  againft  luke-warm  authors,  he  had  an  intimacy  with  the 
ijKjuifitor-general ;  how  clfe  could  fuch  lines  as  this  have  efcaped  the  Bathos .'" 

When  thy  gods 

^nlighUn  thee  to  fpeak  their  daii  decrees. 

H£ROIC   LOVE,  SCENE  I. 

The  cftimatt  of  his  poetical  charatSer,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is,  in  fome  refpeds,  lefs  favourabli 
than  the  opinion  of  the  general  readers  of  poetry. 

".  Granville  was  a  man  illuftrious  by  hiy  birth,  and  therefore  attracted  notice;  fince  he  is  by  Pope 
llyled  "  the  polite"  he  mufl  be  fuppofed  elegant  in  his  manner,  and  generally  loved;  he  was  in 
times  of  conteft  and  turbulence  fteady  to  his  party,  and  obtained  that  elleem  which  is  always  con- 
£erred  upon  firmnefs  and  conGftency.  With  thefe  advantages,  having  leariicd  the  a<5l  of  verfifying, 
he  declared  himfelf  a  poet,  and  his  claim  to  the  laurel  was  allowed. 

"  But  by  a  critic  of  a  later  generation,  who  takes  up  his  book  without  any  favourable  prejudices, 
the  praife  already  received  will  be  thought  fuitlcient  ;  for  his  works  do  not  ihow  him  to  have  had 
much  comprchenfion  from  nature,  or  illumination  from  learning.  He  feems  to  h^ve  had  no  ambi- 
tion above  the  imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  has  copied  the  faults,  and  very  little  more.  He  isi. 
for  ever  amufir.g  himfelf  with  the  puerilities  of  mythology  ;  his  King  is  Jupiter,  who,  if  the  Q^een 
brings  no  children,  has  a  barren  Juno.  The  Q^cen  is  compounded  of  Juno,  Venus,  and  Minerva. 
His  Poem  on  the  Buchefs  of  Graftans  lazv-fuit,  after  having  rattled  a  wlule  with  Juno  and  Pallas, 
Mars  and  Alcides,  Caffiope,  Niobe,  and  the  Propetides,  Hercules,  Minos,  and  Rhadamanthus,  at 
laft  concludes  its  folly  with  profanenefs. 

"  His  verfes  to  Myra,  which  are  moll  frequently  mentioned,  have  little  in  them  of  either  art  or 
nature,  of  the  fentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  poet ;  there  may  be  found  here  and  there. 
a  happier  effort,  but  they  are  commonly  feeble  and  unaffeding,   or  forced  and  extravagant. 

"  His  little  pieces  are  feldom  either  fprightly  or  elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty.  They  are. 
trifles  written  by  idlenefs,  and  publifhed  by  vanity.  But  his  prologues  and  epilogues  have  a  juft 
claim  to  praife. 

"  The  Progrefs  of  Beauty  feems  one  of  his  moft  elaborate  pieces,  and  is  not  deficient  in  fplendour 
and  gaiety;  but  the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting.  Its  highefl  praife  is  thefpirit  with  which 
he  celebrates  King.  James's  confort,  when  flie  was  a  queen  no  longer. 

"  The  Effay  on  Unnatural  Flights  in  Poetry  is  not  inelegant  nor  injudicious,  and  has  fomething  of 
vigour  beyond  moft  of  his  other  performances;  his  precepts  arc  jbft,  and  his  cautions  proper;  they 
are  indeed  not  new,  but  in  a  didacflic  poem  novelty  is  to  be  espedled  only  in  the  ornaments  and 
illuftrations.     His  poetical  precepts  are  accompanied  with  agreeable  and  inflruiSive  notes. 

"  The  mafque  of  Peleus  and  Tbdlshzi  here  and  there  a  pretty  line,  but  it  is  not  always  melodi- 
ous, and  the  conclufion  is  wretched. 

"  In  his  Britifh  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  defiance  to  all  chronology,  by  confounding  the  incon-. 
fiftent  manners  of  different  ages  ;  but  the  dialogue  has  often  the  air  of  Dryden's  rhyming  tragedies  ; 
and  the  fongs  are  lively,  though  not  very  corred.  This  is,  I  think,  far  the  beft  of  his  works;  for 
if  it  has  many  faults,  it  has  likewife  paffages  which  are  at  leail  pretty,  though  they  do  not  rife  to 
any  high  degre«;^of  excellence." 


POEMS. 


PREFACE. 


At  my  return,  nfter  near  ten  years  abfencc,  I 
found  feveral  editions  had  been  puhlifhed  of  Verfes 
and  Poems,  &c.  under  my  name,  but  fo  maimed 
and  imperfe6l:  as  would  have  put  me  cut  of  coun- 
tenance, had  not  the  public  received  them  with 
fuch  diftinguifhing  candour,  even  under  all  thofe 
difadvaiitages. 

As- it  is  plain,  from  their  feveral  fubjeds,  that 
they  were  compofed  for  the  moft  part  in  the 
eariieft  time  of  my  appearance  in  the  world,  I 
can  attribute  that  indulgence  to  no  other  cor- 
fideration  but  a  generous  connivance  at  youthful 
follies. 

So  favourable  a  reception,  however,  led  me,  in 
this  time  of  leifure  and  reiirement,  to  examine 
v.pon  what  foundation  1  had  been  fo  much  obliged 
to  the  public ;  and  in  that  examination  I  have 
difcovered  fuch  flrange  variations  from  the  ori- 
ginal writing,  as  can  no  way  be  accounted  for 
but  from  the  negligence,  ignorance,  or  conceited- 
refs  of  different  tranfcribers  from  furreptitious 
copies  :  many  things  attributed  to  my  felf,  of  v^fhich, 


by  not  belonging  to  me,  it  would  be  unjuft  to 
aifume  the  merit ;  and  as  many  attributed  to 
ethers,  which,  by  belonging  to  me,  would  be  as 
much  unjuft  to  leave  them  to  the  cenfure. 

To  rci5lify  therefore  all  paft  miflakes,  and  to 
prevent  all  future  impofitions,  I  have  been  prevail- 
ed upon  to  give  way  to  this  prefcnt  publication  ; 
difowning  whatever  has  been,  or  may  hereafter 
be  pnblilhed  in  my  name,  but  what  has  the  fanc- 
tinn  of  Veing  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob  Tonfon  rnd 
Mr.  Lawton  Gilliver;  excepting  two  comedies, 
intituled,  Once  a  Lover,  and  altvays  a  Lover ;  and, 
7be  Jetu  of  Venice,  altered  from  Shakfpeare. 

As  theie  poems  feem  to  begin  where  Mr. 
Waller  left  off,  though  far  unequal  and  fhort  of 
fo  inimitable  an  original;  they  may,  however,  be 
permitted  to  remain  to  pofterity  as  a  faithful  re- 
gi:ler  of  the  reigning  beauties  in  the  fucceeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  alone  the  Author  prefumes  to 
recommend  them  to  the  patronage  of  the  fair  fex. 

LANSDOWNE. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROUGH, 

On  his  happy  Accomplrjhmeni  of  the  Marriage  betivtcn 
his  Royal  Highnefs  and  the  Princefs  Mary  D'Eft, 
of  Modena.  JVritten  fcveial  Years  after ^  in  Imi- 
tation of  the  Style  of  Air.  Waller. 

xlis  Juno  barren  in  unfruitful  joys, 
Our  Britifh  Jove  his  nuptiaJ  hours  employs  : 
So  fate  ordains,  that  all  our  hopes  may  be, 
And  all  our  profped,  gallant  Yoik,  in  thee. 
By  the  fame  wifn  afpiring  queens  are  led, 
Each  languifliing  to  mount  his  royal  bed  ; 
His  youth,  his  wifdom,  and  his  early  fame 
Create  in  every  brcaft  a  rival  flame  : 
Remoteft  kings  fit  trembling  on  their  thrones. 
As  if  no  diilance  could  fecure  their  crovi-ns; 


Fearing  his  valour,  wifely  they  contend 

To  bribe  viith  beauty  fo  renown'd  a  friend. 

Beauty  the  price,  thtre  reed  no  other  arts, 

I.ove  is  the  fureft  bait  for  heroes  hearts  : 

Nor  can  the  lair  conceal  as  high  concern. 

To  fee  the  prince,  for  whom,  unfeen,  they  burn. 

Brave  York,  attending  to  the  general  voice, 
At  length  refolves  to  make  the  v>rilh'd-for  choice. 
To  noble  Mordnunt,  generous  and  Juft, 
Of  his  great  heart,  he  gives  the  facred  truft  : 
"   Thy  choice,  faid  he,  fhall  well  diredt  that  heart, 
•'  Where  thou,  my  bell  belov'd,  haft  fuch  a  part, 
"  In  cuunfel  oft,  and  oft  in  battle  tiy'd, 
"  Betwixt  thy-mafter,  and  the  world  decide." 

The  chofen  Mercury  prepares  t'  obey 
This  high  command.     Gently  ye  winds  convey, 
X  X  iiij 
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»And  with  aufpitflous  gales  his  fafcty  wait. 

On  whom  depend  Great  Brirain's  liopes  and  fate. 

So  Jafon  with  his  Arponaufs,  from  Greece 

To  Choices  fail'd,  to  feek  the  Golden  Fleece. 

As  •.\  hen  the  goddelTcs  canie  down  of  old 

On  Ida's  hill,  fo  niaiiy  ages  told, 

With    gift's    their  young   Dardanian  Judge  they 

tiy'd. 
And  each  bade  high  to  win  him  to  her  fide; 
So  tempt  rhey'him,  and  emulouiiy  vie 
To  bribe  a  voice  that  empires  wcjild  not  buy  ; 
With  balls  and  banquets,  his  pleas'd  fenl'e  they 

bait. 
And  queens  end  Iiingfs  upon  his  pleafures  wait. 

Th'  impartial  jud^e  furveys  with  vait  delight 
All  rhac  the  fan  furrounds  of  fair  arid  bright. 
Then,  ftriiflly  jufl,  he  with  adoring  eyes, 
To  radiant  iillc  gives  the  royal  prize.' 
Of  antique  ftoclt:  her  high  defcent  fhe  brings, 
Uorn  to  renew  the  rr.ce  of  Britain's  kings; 
"Who  could  defcrve,  Ifice  her,  in  whom  we  fee 
United,  all  that  Paris  found  ip  three. 
O  equal  pair  1  w-hen  both  were  fet  above 
All  other  merit,  but  each  other's  love. 

Welcome,   bright  princefs,  to  Great  Britain's 
fhore,  -    •        . 

As  EerRcynthia  to  high  heaven,  who  bore 
That  fhining  race  of  goddeffts  and  g:>ds 
That  fill'd  the  ficies,  and  rul'd  the  bleft  abodes  : 
From  thee,  my  niufe  expetfls  as  noble  themes, 
Another  Mar--  and  Jove,  another  James; 
Our  future  hop'.s,  all  from  thy  womb  arife  ; 
Our  prefent  joy  and  fafcty,  from  your  eyes, 
Thofe  charming  eyes,  which  fliine  to  reconcile 
To  harmony  and  peace,  our  ftubborn  ifle. 
On  hra>ien  Mcmnon,  Phcibu;  cafts  a  ray, 
An-'l  the  tough  metal,  fo  falutes  the  day. 

Tlie  Britilh  dame,  fam'd  for  rcfiftlcfs  grace, 
Contends  not  now,  but  for  the  fecond  place, 
Our  lovefufpcnded,  we  negk(9:  the  fair 
Tor  whom  we  burn'd,  to  gaze  adoring  here. 
Sofang  the  fyrens  with  enchanting  found. 
Enticing  all  to  liften  and  be  drown'd  ; 
Till  Orpheus  raviCi'd  in  a  nobler  flrain. 
They  ctas'd  to  f;ng,  or,  finging,  charm'd  in  vain. 

This  biefl  alliance,  Peterborow,  may  "  ■ 

Th'  indebted  nation  bounteouDy  repay; 
Thy  flatues,  for  tiie  genius  of  our  land. 
With  palm  ad&rn'tl,  on  every  threihold  (land, 

'Utinaju  mod odi cere  fojfet. 


Carir.ina  digna  Dea  :    Cerie^Ji  D:a  carmina  digna. 


S^oien  iy  the  Author,  being  ihjn  rot  7-welve  Y^ars 
of  As^e,  io  Her  Royal  Highnej's  the  Uuckefi  of  York, 
at  Trinity  College  in  Cambridge. 

>V^^HEN  ioin'd  in  one,  the  good,  the  fair,  the  great, 
D^fccnd  to  view  the  mufes  humble  feat, 
Thongh  in  mean  lines,  they  their  vatl  joys  de-^ 
c'.are,  •  / 

Tct  for  fmcerity  and  truth,  they  dare  ( 

With  your  own  TofTo's  n;igh;y  fclf  compare.     J 


Then,  bright  and  metclful  asheav'n,  receive 

From  them  fuch  praifcs,  as  to  heav'n  they  give, 

Their  praifes  for  that  gentle  influence, 

Which  thofe  aufpicious  lights,  your  eyes,  difpctife; 

Thofe" radiant  eyes,  whofe  irrefiftlefs  flame  "  " 

Strike-  envy  dumb,  and  keeps  fedition  tame  : 

They  can  to  gazing  multitudes  give  law,       ^ 

Convrert  fhe.facftious,  and  the  rebel  awe  ; 

They  conquer  for  the  Duke,  where'er  you  tread, 

Millions  of-profclytes,  behind  are  led  ; 

I'hrough  crowds  uf  new-made  converts  ftill  you  go, 

Pleas'd  and  triumphant  at  the  glorious  fhow. 

Happy  that  prince  who  has  in  you  obtain'd 

A  greater  conquelt  than  his  arms  e'er  gain'd. 

With  all  war's  rage,  he  may  abroad  o'crcome, 

But  love's  a  gentler  vidtory  at  home  ; 

Securely  hef  e,  he  on  that  face  relies, 

Layi  by  his"  arms,  and  conquers  with  your  eyefc 

And  all  the  glorious  adlions  of  his  life 

Thinks  well  rewarded,  blefl;  with  fuch  a  wife. 


TO  THE  KING. 

IN  THE  FIRST  YEAR  OF  HIS  MAJESXy's  REIGN, 

May  all  thy  years,  like  this,  aufpicious  be. 
And  bring  thee  crowns,  and  peace,  and  vidtory  ! 
Scarce  hadft  thou  time  t'  unfheath  thy  conqu'ring 

blade, 
It  did  but  glitter,  and  the  rebels  fled : 
Thy  fword,  the  fafeguard  of  thy  brother's  throne, 
Is  now  as  much  the  bulwark  of  thy  own. 
Aw'd  by  thy  fame,  the  trembling  nations  fend 
Throughout  the  world,  to  court  fo  firm  a  friend. 
The  giiirty  fenates,  that  refus'd  thy  fway, 
Repjnt  their  crime,  and  haften  to  obey  ; 
Tribute  they  raife,  and  vows  and  off'rings  bring, 
Confefs  their  phrenzy,  and  confirm  their  king. 
Who  with  their  venom  overfpread  thy  foil, 
I'hofe  fcorpion?  of  the  (late,  prefent  their  oil. 
So  the  world's  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  dreil. 
Although  by  daily  miracles  tonfeft, 
Accus'd  I'f  evil  dotftrineby  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rightful  prince  refufe  ; 
But  when  thfcy  faw  fuch  terror  in  the  fkies, 
'I'he  temple  rent,  their  King  in  glory  rife  ; 
Seiz'd  with  amaze,  they  own'd  their  lawful  Lord, 
And    ftruck    with   guilt,    bov.-'d,    trembl'd,    and 
ador'd. 


TO  THE  KING. 


Though  train' J  in  arms,   and  learn'd  in  martijl 

arts. 
Thou  choofeft,  not  to  conquer  men„but  heart* ; 
Expecting  nations  for  thy  triumphs  wait, 
But  thou  prefer'ft  the  name  of  Jufl  to  Great. 
So  Jove  fufpends  his  fubje<fl  world  to  doom, 
Which,  wouldjie  plcafe  to  thunder,  he'd  confume. 
O  1   could  the  gnofts  of  mighty  heroes  dead, 
Return  on  earth,  and  quit  th'  Elyfian  fliade  I 
Brutus  to  James  would  truft  the  people's  caufe; 
Thy  juftice  is  a  Ilrorgcr  guard  than  laws* 


p  0  E  M  a 


^aruis  and  Sylla  would  refign  to  thee, 
Nor  Cxfar  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be; 
^r  rivals  only,  who  (hould  beft  obey, 
And  Cato  give  hi»  voice  for  regal  Iway. 
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TO  THE  KING. 


Heroes  of  old,  by  rapine,  and  by  fpoil, 
In  fcarch  ef  fame,  did  all  the  world  embroil ; 
Thus  to  their  gods  each  then  ally'd  his  name, 
This  fprang  from  Jove,  and  that  from  Titan  came : 
With  ec|ua!  valour,  and  the  fame  fuccefs. 
Dread  king,  might'ft  thou  the  univerfe  opprefs; 
But  Chriftian  laws  conftrain  thy  martial  pride, 
Peace  is  thy  choice,  and  piety  thy  guide  ; 
By  thy  example  kings  are  taught  to  fway, 
Herges  to  fight,  and  faints  may  learn  to  pray. 

From  gods  defcended,  and  of  race  divine, 
Neftor  in  counfel,  and  Ulyffes  fhine; 
But  in  a  day  of  battle,  all  would  yield 
To  the  fierce  m.after  of  the  feven-fold  fiileld  : 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  more, 
Mars  had  the  courage,  Jove  the  thunder  bore. 
But  all  perfecftions  meet  in  James  alone. 
And  Britain's  king  is  all  the  gods  ir.  one. 


TO  MR.  EDMUND  WALLER,. 

ON  HIS  VERSES  TO  THE  AUTHOR. 

When  into  Libya  the  young  Grecian  came. 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  confult  for  fame  ; 
When  from  the  facred  tripod  where  he  flood. 
The  prieft  infpir'd,  fainted  him  a  God; 
Scarce  fuch  a  joy  that  haughty  vitilor  knew, 
Tbusown'd  by  heaven,  as  I,  thus  prais'd  by  you. 
Whoe'er  their  names  can  in  thy  numbers  fliow, 
Have  more  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow; 
Ages  to  come  ihall  I'corn  the  pow'rs  of  oid, 
W'hen  in  thy  verfe,  of  greater  gods  they're  told  ; 
Our  beauteous  queen,  and  royal  Jamec's  name. 
For  Jove  and  Juno  (hall  be  plac'd  by  fame  ; 
Thy  Charles  for  Neptune  ftjall  the  feas  command, 
And  Sacarifla  Ihall  for  Venus  ftand  ; 
Greece  (hall  no  longer  boaft,  nor  haughty  Rome, 
But  think  from  Britain  all  the  gods  did  came. 


TO  THE  IMMORTAL  MEMORY  OF 

MR.  EDMUND  WALLER, 

UPON   UlS  DEATH. 

Alike  partaking  of  celeftial  fire, 

Poets  and  heroes  to  renown  afpire, 

'Till  crown'd  with  honour,  and  immortal  name,' 

By  wit,  or  valour,  led  to  equal  fame,  ( 

They  mingle  with  the  gods  who  breath'd  the  j 

noble  flame. 
To  high  exploits,  the  praifes  that  belong, 
Live,  but  as  nourifh'd  by  the  poet's  fong. 

A  tree  of  life  is  facred  poetry. 
Sweet  is  the  fruit,  and  tempting  to  the  eye ; 


Many  there  are,  who  nibble  withont  leave, 
But  none  who  are  not  born  to  tafle,  futvive. 

Waller  Ihall  never  die,  of  life  fecure. 
As  longas  fame,  or  aged  time  endure. 
Waller,  the  mufe's  darling,  free  to  tafte 
Of  all  their  {lores,  the  mailer  of  the  feaft  • 
Not  like  old  Adam,  ftinted  in  his  choice, 
But  lord  of  all  the  fpacious  paradife. 

Thofe  foes  to  virtue,  fortune,  and  mankind, 
Fav'ring  his  fame,  once,  to  do  juftice  join'd  • 
No  carping  critic  interrupts  his  praife  ; 
No  rival  ftrives,  but  for  a  fccoud  place  ; 
No  want  conftrain'd ;  (the  writer's  ufual  fate)> 
A  poet  with  a  plentiful  eftate;  ' 
The  firfl  of  mortals  who  before  the  tomb. 
Struck  that  pernicious  monfter,  envy,  dumb; 
Malice  and  pride,  thofe  favages,  difarm'd ; 
Not  Orpheus  with  fuch  powerful  magic  charm'd. 
Scarce  in  the  grave  can  we  allow  him  more, 
Than  living  we  agreed  to  give  before. 

His  noble  mufe  employ'd  her  generous  rage   "Y 
In  crowning  virtue,  fcorning  to  engage  C 

The  vice  and  follies  of  an  impious  age.  \ 

No  fatyr  lurks  within  this  hsllow'd  ground,       "V 
But    nymphs   aud  heroines,    kings    and  gods/' 
abound ;  '  Y- 

Glory,  and  arms,  and  love.  Is  all  the  found.       y 
His  Eden,  with  no  ferpent  is  defil'd, 
Bur  all  is  gay,  delicious  all,  and  mild. 

Miilaken  men,  his  mufe  of  flattery  blame 
Adorning  twice  an  impious  tyrant's  name. 
We  raife  our  own,  by  giving  fame  to  foes  ; 
The  valour  that  he  prais'd,  he  did  oppofe. 

Nor  were  his  thoughts  to  poetry  confin'd, 
The  ftate,  and  bufinefs  Ihar'd  his  ample  mind  • 
As  all  the  fair  were  captives  to  his  wit, 
So  fenates  to  his  wifdom  would  fubiv.it ; 


His  voice  fo  foft,  his  eloquence  fo  ftrcpg. 
Like  Cato's  was  his  fpeech,   like  Ovid' 


fong. 


s  was  hi^. 


Our  Britifh  kings  are  rais'd  above  the  herfe, 
Immortalmade,  in  his  iminortal  verfe; 
No  more  are  Mars  and  Jove  poetic  themes. 
But  the  celeftial  Charles's,  andjuft  James: 
Juno  and  Pallas,  all  the  fiiiuing  race 
Of  heavenly  beauties,  to  the  queen  give  place  j 
Clear,  like  her  brow,  and  graceful  was  his  long^ 
Great,  like  her  mind,  and  like  her  virtue  ftrong.  ' 

Parent  of  gods,  who  doft  to  gods  remove, 
Where  art  thou  plac'd  ?  and  which  thy  feat  above  J 
^A'a!ler,  the  god  of  verfe,  we  will  proclaim. 
Not  Phosbus  now,  but  Waller  be  his  name; 
Of  joyful  bards,  the  fweet  leraphic  chojr 
Acknowledge  thee  their  oracle  and  fire; 
The  fpheres  do  homage,  and  the  mufesfing 
Waller,  the  god  of  verfe,  who  was  the  king. 


TO  MYRA. 

LOVING  AT  FIRST  SIGHT. 

No  warning  of  th*  approaching  ilam^ 
Swiftly,  like  fudden  death,  it  came  ; 
Like  travellers,  by  light'ning  kill'd, 
I  burn'd  the  moment  I  beheld. 
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In  whom  fo  many  charms  are  plac'd. 
Is  with  a  mind  as  nubly  grac'd  ; 
The  cafe  fo  ihining  to  behold, 
Is  fili'd  with  richefl  gems,  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admir'd  before, 
I  add  a  thoufand  graces  more  ; 
And  fancy  blows  into  a  flame, 
The  fpark  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

The  obje<fl  thus  improv'd  fey  thought. 
By  my  own  image  i  am  caught ;     , 
Pygmalion  fo,  with  fatal  art 
Polifli'd  the  form  that  flung  his  heart. 
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TO  MYRA. 


Warn'd,  and  made  wife  by  others  flame, 
1  fled  from  whence  fuch  mifchiefs  came. 
Shunning  the  fex,  that  kills  at  fight, 
I  fought  my  fafety  in  my  flight. 

But,  ah  !  in  vain  from  fate  I  fly, 
For  firft,  or  laft,  as  all  muft  die  ; 
So  'tis  as  much  decreed  above, 
That  firft,  or  laft,  we  all  muft  love. 

My  heart  which  ftood  fo  long  the  ftiock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  like  fome  firm  rock, 
By  one  bright  fpark  from  Myra  thrown, 
Is  into  flame,  like  powder,  blown. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 


rooLisH  love,  begone, faid  T, 

Vain  arc  thy  attempts  on  nic; 
Thy  fofc  allurements  1  defy, 
Women,  thofe  fair  diff?mblers,  fly, 
My  heart  was  never  made  for  thee. 

Love  heard  ;  and  ftraight  prepar'd  a  dart ; 

Myra,  revenge  my  caufe,  faid  he  : 
Too  fure  'twas  Ihot,  I  feel  the  fmart, 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart ; 

O  Love  1  my  conqu'ror,  pity  me. 


IMITATION   OF  THd  SECOND  CHORUS 

IN  THE 

SECOND  ACT  OF  SENECA'S  THrE  TUS 

When  will  the  gods,  propitious  to  our  prayers, 
Compofe  our  fadtions,  and  conclude  our  wars  I 
Ye  fons  of  Inachus,  repent  the  guilt 
Of  crowns  ufurp'd,  and  blood  of  parents  fpilt; 
For  impious  grcatncfs,  vengeance  is  in  (lore  ; 
bhort  is  the  date  of  all  ill-gotten  power. 
Give  ear,  anibiciuus  princes,  and  be  wife  ; 
I>iften,  and  learn  wherein  true  greatnefs  lies  : 
Place  not  ycur  pride  in  roofs  that  fliine  with  gems, 
In  purple  robes,  cor  I'parkling  diadems; 


Nor  in  dominion,  nor  extent  of  land  : 

He's  only  great,  who  can  himfelf  command, 

Whofe  guard  is  peaceful  innocence,  whofe  guida 

Is  faithful  reafon  ;  who  is  void  of  pride. 

Checking  ambition  ;  nor  is  idly  vain 

Of  the  falfe  incenfe  of  a  popular  train  ; 

Who  without  ftrife,  or  envy,  can  beho'.d 

His  neighbour's  plenty,  and  his  heaps  of  gold  } 

Nor  covets  other  wealth,  but  what  we  find 

In  the  poffeflionsof  a  virtuous  mind. 

Fearlefs  he  fees,  who  is  with  virtue  crown'd, 
The  tempeft  rage,  and  hears  the  thunder  found  ; 
Ever  the  fame,  let  fortune  fmile  or  frown, 
On  the  red  fcafi"old,  or  the  blazing  throne; 
Serenely,  as  he  liv'd,  reCgns  his  breath, 
Meets  deftiny  half  way,  nor  {brinks  at  death. 

Ye  fovereign  lords,  who  fit  like  gods  in  ftatc, 
Awing  the  world,  and  buftUng  to  be  great ; 
Lords  but  in  title,  vaflals  in  cffeft. 
Whom  luft  conttouls,and  wild  dsfire<;  direcft  : 
The  reins  of  empire  but  fuch  hands  difgrace. 
Where  paflion,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 
What  is    this   fame,    thus  crowded  round  with 

fiaves  ? 
The  brearli  of  fools,  the  bait  of  flattering  knaves  : 
An  honeft  heart,  a  confrience  free  from  blame. 
Not  of  great  adls,  but  good,  give  me  the  name  : 
In  vain  we  plant,  we  build,  our  ftores  increafe. 
If  coiifcience  roots  up  all  our  inward  peace. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  inftruments  of  war. 
Or  battering  engines  that  dcftroy  from  far  ? 
The  greateft  king,  and  conqueror  is  he. 
Who  lord  of  his  own  appetites  can  be  ; 
Blcft  with  a  pow'r  that  nothing  can  deAroy, 
And  all  have  equal  freedom  to  enjoy. 

Whom  worldly  luxury,  and  pomps  allure. 
They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  footing  fure  ; 
Place  me,  ye  powers  I  in  fome  obfcure  retreat, 
O  !  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great : 
In  quiet  fliades,  content  with  rural  fports. 
Give  me  a  life  remote  from  guilty  courts, 
Where  free  frcm  hopes  or  fears,  in  humble  eafe. 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man  who  thus  retir'd  from  fight. 
Studies  himfelf,  and  feeks  no  other  light; 
But  moft  unhappy  he,  who  fits  on  high, 
Expos'd  to  every  tongue  and  every  eye  ; 
Whofe  follies  blaz'd  about,  to  all  are  known, 
But  are  a  fecretto  himfelf  alone : 
Worfe  is  an  evil  fame,  much  worfe  than  none. 
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A  LOYAL  EXHORTATION. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE   YEAR   I688. 

Of  kings  dethron'd,  and  blood  of  brethren  fpiltj 
In  vain,  O  Britain  !   you'd  avert  the  guilt; 
If  crimes  which  your  forefathers  bluCh'd  to  own. 
Repeated,  call  for  heavier  vengeance  down. 

Tremble,  ye  people  who  your  kings  diftrefs, 
Tremble,  ye  kings,  for  people  you  opprefs; 
Th'  Eternal  fees,  arm'd  with  his  forky  rods. 
The  rife  and  fall  of  empire's  from  the  god; 
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P    O    E 

(VERSES 

SENT  TO  THE  AUTHOR  IN  HIS  RETIREMENT. 
Written  by  Mrs.  EVizabetb  Higgons, 

I. 
Why,  Granville,  is  thy  life  to  fhades  confin'd,    T 
Thou  whom  the  gods  defign'd  > 

In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  ?  j 

"Whyfleeps  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  blood. 

Which  from  thy  anceflors,  fo  many  ages  paft, 
From  RoUo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd, 
And  then  appear'd  again  at  laft 
In  thee,  when  thy  vitSlorious  lance  [France  ? 

Bore  the   difputed  prize  from  all  the  youth  of 

11. 
In  the  firft  trials  which  are  made  for  fame, 
Thofe  to  whom  fate  fuccefs  denies. 
If  taking  counfel  from  their  fhame. 
They  modeflly  retreat,  are  wife. 
But  why  fliould  you  who  flill  fucceed,  T 

Whether  with  graceful  art  you  lead  ^ 

The  fiery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motiontrcad,3 
In  (hining  balls,  where  all  agree 
To  give  the  highcft  praife  to  thee- 
Such  harmony  in  every  motion's  found. 
As  art  could  ne'er  cxprefs  by  any  found. 
III. 
So  lov'd  and  prais'd,  whom  all  admire, 
Why,  why  ftiould  you  from  courts  and  camps  re- 
tire ? 
If  Myra  is  unkind,  if  it  can  be. 
That  any  nymph  can  be  unkind  to  thee ; 
If  penfive  made  by  love,  you  thus  retire. 
Awake  your  mufe,  and  firing  your  lyre  ; 
Your  tender  fong,  and  your  melodious  ftrain, 

Can  never  be  addrefl  in  vain  ;  [; 

She  needs  muft  love,  and  we  fliall  have  yoi 


•ain,  -) 
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OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING 
VERSES. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  I69O. 

Cease,  tempting  Siren,  ceafe  thy  flattering  flrain, 
Sweet  is  thy  charming  fong,  but  fung  in  vain  : 
When  the  winds  blow,  and  loud  the  tempefts  roar, 
What  fool  would  trufl  the  waves,  and  quit  the 

(horc  ? 
Early,  and  vain,  Into  the  world  I  came. 
Big  with  falfe  hopes,  and  eager  after  fame ; 
Till  looking  round  me,  ere  the  race  began, 
Madmen,  and  giddy  fools,  were  all  that  ran  ; 
Redalm'd  betimes,  I  from  the  lifls  retire, 
And  thank  the  gods,  who  my  retreat  infpire. 
In  happier  times  our  anceflors  were  bred, 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread  : 
Give  me,  ye  gods  !  but  the  fame  road  to  fame. 
Whate'er  my  fathers  dar'd,  I  dare  the  fame. 
Chang'd  is  the  fcene,  fonie  baneful  planet  rules 
An  impious  world,  contrivVi  for  knaves  and  fools. 
'Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 
Confidcr,  and  examine  all  who  rife  i 
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Weigh  well  their  3(ftions,  and  their  treacherous 

ends. 
How  greatnefs  grows,  and  by  what  fteps  afcends ; 
What  murders,  trcafons,  perjuries,  deceit ; 
How  many  crufh'd,  to  make  one  monjier  great. 
Would  you    command  ?     Have  fortune  in  your 

power  ? 
Hug  when  you  (lab,  and  fmile  when  you  devour  ? 
Be  bloody,  falfe,  flatter,  forfwear,  and  lie. 
Turn  pander,  pathic,  parafitc,  or  fpy  ; 
Such  thriving  arts  may  yourwiih'd  purpofe  bring, 
A  minifter  at  leaft,  perhaps  a  king. 

Fortune,  we  mod  unjullly  partial  call, 
A  miflrefs  free,  who  bids  alike  to  all ; 
But  on  fuch  terms  as  only  fuit  the  bafe. 
Honour  denies  and  fhuns  the  foul  embrace. 
The  honeil  man,  who  ftarves  and  is  undone. 
Not  fortune,  but  his  virtue  keeps  him  down. 
Had  Catobent  beneath  the  conquering  caufe. 
He  might  have  liv'd  to  give  new  fenates  laws; 
But  on  vile  terms  difdaining  to  be  great. 
He  periih'd  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fate. 
Honours  and  life,  th'  ufurper  bids,  and  all 
That  vain  raitlaken  men  good-fortune  call. 
Virtue  forbids,  and  fets  before  his  eyes 
An  honed  death,  which  he  accepts,  and  dies  : 

O  glorious  reiblution  !   Noble  pride ! 
More  hont-ur'd,  than  the  tyrant  liv'd,  he  dy'd; 
More  lov'd,   more  prais'd,  more  envy'd  in  hia 

doom. 
Than  Casfar  trampling  on  the  riglits  of  Rome. 
The  virtuous  nothing  fear,  but  life  with  (hame. 
And  death's  a  pleafant  road  that  leads  to  fame. 

On  bones,  and  fcraps  of  dogs  let  me  be  fed, 
My  limbs  uncover'd,  and  expos'd  my  head 
To  blcakefl  colds,  a  kennel  be  my  bed. 
This,  and  all  other  martyrdom  for  thee. 
Seems  glorious,  all,  thrice  beauteous  honefty  ! 
Judge  me,  ye  powers  I  let  fortune  tempt  or  frowa 
I  {land  prepar'd,  my  honour  is  my  own. 

Ye  great  difturbers,  who  in  endlefs  noLfe, 
In  blood  and  rapine  feek  unnatural  joys; 
For  what  is  all  this  buflle  but  to  fhun 
Thofe  thoughts  with  which  you  dare  not  be  alone? 
As  men  in  mifery,  oppreft  v/ith  care. 
Seek  in  the  rage  of  wine  to  drown  defpair. 
Let  others  fight,  and  eat  their  bread  in  blood, 
Regardlefs  if  the  caufe  be  bad  or  good ; 
Or  cringe  in  courts,  depending  on  the  nods 
Of  ftrutting  pigmies  who  would  pafs  for  gods. 
For  me,  unpradlis'd  in  the  courtiers  fchool. 
Who  loathe  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  fool ; 
Who  honour  generous  Wycherley  oppreft, 
Poffeft  of  little,  worthy  of  the  bell. 
Rich  in  himfelf,  in  virtue  that  outfhincs 
All  but  the  fame  of  his  immortal  lines. 
More  than  the  wealthieft  lord,  who  helps  to  drain 
The  famifh'd  land,  and  rolls  in  impious  gain 
What  can  I  hope  in  courts  ?  Or  how  fucceed  ? 
Tygers  and  wolves  fhall  in  the  ocean  breed. 
The  whale  and  dolphin  fatten  on  the  mead ; 
And  every  element  exchange  its  kind. 
Ere  thriving  honefty  in  courts  we  find. 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happieft  he, 
Whofe  quiet  mind  from  vain  defires  is  free ; 
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Whom  neither  hopts  <3eceive,  nor  fears  torment, 

But  lives  at  peace,  witliin  himfelf  content, 

In  thought,  or  adt,  accountable  to  none, 

But  to  himfelf,  and  to  the  gods  alone  : 

O  fweetnefs  of  content  1  feraphic  joy  '. 

Which  nothing  wants,  and  nothing  can  deflroy. 

Where  dwells  this  peace,  this  freedom  of  the 
mind ! 
Wlicre,  but  in  fhades  remote  from  human  kind ; 
In  flowery  vales,  where  nymphs  and  fhepherds 

meet, 
But  never  comes  within  the  palace  gate, 
parewell  then  cities,  courts,  and  camps,  farewell. 
Welcome,  ye  groves,  here  let  me  ever  dwell, 
Irom  cares,  from  bufinefs,  and  mankind  remove,' 
All  but  the  niufes,  and  infpiring  love  : 
How  fweet  the  morn  !  How  gentle  is  the  night! 
How  calm  the  evening  !  And  the  day  how  bright ! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  hill,  I  view  below 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  fhow, 
Where  feveral  wanderers  travel  day  and  night, 
Jgy  different  paths,  and  none  are  in  the  right. 


SONG. 


L.OVE  is  by  fancy  led  about 

From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt ; 

Whom  we  now  an  angel  call, 
pivinely  grac'd  in  every  feature. 
Straight 's  a  deform'd,  a  perjur'd  creature} 

Love  and  hate  are  fancy  alL 

*ris  but  as  fancy  fliall  prefcpt 
Objects  of  grief,  or  of  content. 

That  the  lover's  bicfl,  or  dies  : 
Vifions  of  mighty  pain,  or  pleafurej 
loiagin'd  want,  imagin'd  trealure, 

All  in  powerful  fancy  lies. 


BEAUTY  AND  LAW. 

A  POETICAL  PLEADING. 

King  Charles  II.  having  made  a  grant  of  the  re> 
verfion  of  an  office  in  the  court  of  King's- Bench, 
to  his  fon  the  Duke  of  Grafton;  the  Lord  Chief 
Jiiflice  laying  claim  to  it,  as  a  perquifite  legally 
belonging  to  his  office,  the  caufe  came  to  be 
Jieard  before  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  between  the 
Duchefs,  relic  of  the  faid  Duke,  and  the  Chief 
Juftice. 

The  princes  fat;  beauty  and  law  contend; 
The  queen  of  love  will  her  own  caufe  defend  : 
Secure  Ihe  looks,  as  certain  none  can  fee 
Such  beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be. 
What  need  of  words  with  fuch  commanding  eyes  ? 
^luft  I  then  fpeak?  O  heav'ns!  the  charmer  cries ; 
O  barbarous  clime  !  where  beauty  borrows  aid 
i^roni  eloquence,  to  charm,  or  to  perfuade  I 
Will  difcord  never  leave  with  envious  cara 
To  raife  debate  f  But  difcord  governs  here 
To  Juno,  Pallas,  wifdom,  fame,  and  power, 
liong  ^Qce  pr^fcrr'd,  what  trial  needb  thcie  more  ? 


Confefs'd  to  fight,  three  goddcffes  defceuii 
On  Ida's  hill,  and  for  a  prize  contend; 
Nobly  they  bid,  and  lavilhly  purfue 
A  gift,  that  only  could  be  beauty's  due : 
Honours  and  wealth  the  generous  judge  denies, 
And  gives  the  triumph  to  the  brighteft  eyes. 
Such  precedents  are  numberlefs,  we  draw 
Our  right  from  cuftom  ;  cuflom  is  a  law 
As  high  as  heaven,  as  wide  as  feas  or  land  ; 
As  ancient  as  the  world  is  our  command. 
Mars  an  Alcides  would  this  plea  allow  : 
Beauty  was  ever  abfolute  till  now. 
It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  mine, 
And,  right  or  wrong,  he  Ihould  his  claim  relign. 
Not  bears  nor  tygers  fure  l"o  favage  are, 
As  thefe  ill-manner'd  monfters  of  the  bar. 

Loud  II  rumour  has  proclaim'd  a  nymph  divine, 
Whofe  matchlefs  form,  to  counterbalance  mine, 
By  dint  of  beauty  fhall  exort  your  grace  : 
Let  her  appear,  this  rival,  face  to  face  ; 
Let  eyes  to  eyes  oppos'd  this  flrife  decide  ; 
Now,  when  I  lighten,  let  her  beams  be  try'd. 
Was't  a  vain  promife,  and  a  gownman's  lie  ? 
Or  (lands  fhe  here,  unmark'd,  when  I  am  by  ? 
So  heav'n  was  mock'd,  and  once  all  Elys  roundj 
Another  Jupiter  was  faid  to  found  ; 
On  brazen  floors  the  royal  after  tries 
To  ape  the  thunder  rattling  in  the  flcies; 
A  brandifli'd  torch,  with  emulating  blaze, 
Affedls  the  forky  lightning's  pointed  rays  : 
Thus  borne  aloft,  triumphantly  he  rode 
Through  crowds  of  worfhippers,  and  adis  the  god. 
The  lire  omnipotent  prepares  the  brand. 
By  Vulcan  wrought,  and  arms  his  potent  hand; 
Then  flaminfT  hurls  it  hifiTing  from  above, 
And  in  the  vaft  abyfs  confounds  the  mimic  Jove. 
Prefumptuous  wretch  !  with  mortal  art  to  dare 
Immortal  power,  and  brave  the  thunderer  ' 

Calliope,  preferring  with  difdain. 
Her  daughter  to  the  Nereids,  they  complain  ; 
The  daughter,  for  the  mother's  guilty  fcorn, 
Is  doom'd  to  be  devour'd ;  the  mother's  borne 
Above  the  clouds,  where,  by  immortal  light, 
Revers'd  (he  fliines,  expos'd  to  human  fight, 
And  to  a  ihameful  pofture  is  confin'd. 
As  an  eternal  terror  to  mankind. 
Did  thus  the  gods  fuch  private  nymphs  refpedt  ? 
What  vengeance  might  the  queen  of  love  expeft  h 

But  grant  fuch  arbitrary  pleas  are  vain, 
Wav'd  let  them  be  ;  mere  juftice  fliall  obtain. 
Who  to  a  hulband  juftlicr  can  fucceed, 
1  han  the  foft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed  ; 
Or  to  a  father's  right  lay  ftronger  claim, 
Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  furvives  his  name  ? 
Behold  that  youth,  confider  whence  he  fprings. 
And  in  his  royal  veins  refped  your  kings : 
Immortal  Jove,  upon  a  mortal  (he, 
Begat  hii  fire  :  Second  from  Jove  is  he. 

Well  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  caufe. 
Following  the  cry — of  liberty  and  laws, 

II  A  report  fpread  of  .1  beautiful  young  lady,  niece  to 
the  Lord  chief  Jullice,  who  would  appear  at  the  bar  ot  the. 
Houie  of  Lords,  and  eclipfc  the  charms  of  the  Duchels  t- 
Grafton  :  No  fuch  ladv  was  fccu  there,  nor  perhaps  cvt;^ 
in  any  i>art  of  thij  world. 


POEMS. 


>*l 


If  by  tlibfe  laWs,  for  xvhich  he,  loft  his  life  *, 
You  fpoil,  ungratefully,  the  fon  and  wife. 

What  need  I  more  ?  'Tis  reafon  to  difpute  : 
The  grant  was  royal;  that  decides  the  fiiit. 
"  Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  power  conflrain  ? 
"  Kings,  and  the  gods,  can  never  zA  in  vain." 

She  finifti'd  here,  the  queen  of  every  grace, 
Difdain  vermilioning  her  heavenly  face  : 
Our  hearts  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rife, 
And  one  wilh  fparkles  in  a  thoufand  eyes. 
O  !  might  fome  champion  finifh  thefe  debates ! 
My  fword  (hall  end,  what  now  my  pen  relates. 
Up  rofe  the  Judge,  on  each  fide  bending  low, 
A  crafty  fmile  accompanies  his  bow ; 
Ulyffes  like,  a  gentle  paufe  he  makes, 
I'hen,  raiiing  by  degrees  his  voice,  he  fpeaks. 

In  you,  my  lords,  who  judge ;  and  all  who  hear, 
Methinks  1  read  your  wifhes  for  the  fair ; 
Nor  can  I  wonder,  evtn  I  contend 
With  inward  pain,  unwilling  to  offend  ; 
Unhappy  !  thus  oblig'd  to  a  defence, 
That  may  difpleafe  fuch  heavenly  excellence. 
Might  we  the  laws  on  any  terms  abufe. 
So  bright  an  influence  were  the  befl  excufe ; 
Let  f  Niobe's  juft  fate,  the  vile  difgrace 
Of  the  II  Propostides'  polluted  race ; 
Let  death,  or  (hame,  or  lunacy  fnrprife, 
Who  dare  to  match  the  luftre  of  thofe  eyes  I 
Aloud  the  fairefl  of  the  fex  complain 
Of  captives  loft,  and  loves  invok'd  in  viin ; 
At  her  appearance  all  their  glory  ends, 
And  not  a  ftar,  but  fets,  when  flie  afcends. 

Where  love  prefides,  flill  may  flie  bear  the  prize ; 
But  rigid  law  has  neither  ears  nor  eyes : 
Charms,  to  which  Mars  and  Hercules  would  bow, 
Minos  and  §  Rhadamanthus  difavow. 
Juilice,  by  nothing  bias'd,  or  inclined, 
Deaf  iO  perfuafion,  to  temptation  blind. 
Determines  without  favour,  and  the  laws 
O'erlook  the  parties,  to  decide  the  caufe. 
What  then  avails  it,  that  a  beardlefs  boy 
Took  a  rafli  fancy  for  a  female  toy  ? 
Th'  infulted  Argives,  with  a  numerous  hoft, 
Purfue  revenge,  and  feek  the  Dardan  coaft  ; 
Though  the  gods  built,  and  though  the  gods  defend 
Thofe  lofty  towers,  the  hoftile  Greeks  afcend; 
Nor  leave  they,  till  the  town  in  aflies  lies, 
And  all  the  race  of  royal  Priam  dies  : 
The  queen  of  f  Paphos,  mixing  in  the  fray, 
Rallies  the  troops,  and  urges  on  the  day  ; 
In  ptrfon,  in  the  foremoft  ranks  fhe  {lands, 
Provokes  the  charge,  diretSs,  affifts,  commands; 
Stern  Diomed,  advancing  high  in  air, 
His  lofty  javelin  ftrikesthe  heavenly  fair; 
The  vaulted  ficies  with  her  loud  llirieks  refowid, 
Ji.nd  high  Olympus  trembles  at  the  wound. 

*  The  Duke  of  Grafton,  flain  at  the  fiege  of  Cork  in 
Ireland,  about  the  beginning  of  tlii  Revolution- 

+  Hiobe  turned  into  a  (tone  for  prefuming  to  compare 
herfelt'  with  Diana. 

11  Propoetides,  certain  virgins,  who,  for  affronting  Venus, 
vferc  condemned  to  open  prollitution,  and  afterwards 
turned  into  tlone. 

\  Minos  and  Rhadamanthus,  famous  legiflators,  who  for 
theif  ttrid  adminlltration  of  jultice,  were,  after  their 
deaths,  made  thief  judges  in  the  infernsl  regions. 

1  Venus, 


Tn  caufes  juft,  would  all  the  gods  oppofe, 
'Twere  honeft  to  difpute ;  fo  Cato  chofe. 
Difmifs  that  plea,  and  what  (hall  blood  avail  J 
If  beauty  is  deny'd,  ihall  birth  prevail  ? 
Blood,  and  high  deeds,  in  dillant  ages  done, 
Are  our  forefathers  merit,  not  our  own. 
Might  none  a  juft  poffeflion  be  allow'd. 
But  who  could  bring  defert,  or  boaft  of  blood  ? 
What  numbers,  even  here,  might  be  condemn'd^ 
Sfrip'd,  anddefpoil'd  of  all,  revil'd,  contemn'd? 
Take  a  juft  view,  how  many  may  remark. 
Who  now's  a  peer,  his  grandfirc  was  a  clerk  : 
Some  few  remain,  ennobled  by  the  fword 
In  Gothic  times:   But  now  to  be  my  lord. 
Study  the  law ;  nor  do  thefe  robes  dcfpife  ; 
Honour  the  gown,  from  whence  your  honours  riijji 
Thofe  fam'd  didlators,  who  fubdu'd  the  globe, 
Gav6  the  precedence  to  the  peaceful  rob^j 
The  mighty  Julius,  pleading  at  the  bar. 
Was  greater,  than  when  thundering  in  the  wap    , 
He  conquer'd  nations  :  Tis  of  more  renown 
To  fave  a  client,  than  to  ftorm  a  town. 

How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  laws ! 
What  blood  has  Ihe  not  laviih'd  in  their  caufe ! 
Kings  are  like  common  flaves  to  Haughter  led. 
Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  bread. 
"  When  regal  power  afpires  above  the  laws, 
"   A  private  wrong  becomes  a  public  caufe," 

He  fpoke.     The  nobles  diiFer,  and  divide ; 
Some  join  with  law,  and  fome  with  beauty  fide. 
Mordaunt,  though  once  her  flave,  infults  the  fair, 
Whofe  fetters  'twas  his  pride,  in  youth,  to  weati 
So  Lucifer  revolting,  brav'd  the  power 
Whom  he  was  wont  to  worfhip  and  implore. 
Like  impious  is  their  rage,  who  have  in  chafe 
A  new  omnipotence  in  Grafton's  face. 
But  Rochefter,  undaunted,  juft,  and  wife, 
Afferts  the  goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes; 
And  O  I  may  beauty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noble  champion,  and  her  guard. 
Beauty  triumphs,  and  law  fubmitting  lies. 
The  tyrant  tam'd,  aloud  for  mercy  cries; 
Couquell  can  never  fail  in  radiant  Graftoi; 


ics,  J 

an  3  eyes.  J  ^ 


LADY    HYDE*. 


When  fam'd  Apclles  fought  to  frame 

Some  image  of  th'  Idalian  dame, 

To  furnifti  graces  for  the  piece. 

He  fummon'd  all  the  nymphs  of  Greece; 

So  many  mortals  were  combin'd. 

To  ftiow  how  one  immortal  ftiin'd. 

Had  Hyde  thus  fat  by  proxy  too, 
As  Venus  then  was  faid  to  do, 
Venus  herfelf,  and  all  the  train 
Of  goddefies  had  fummon'd  been  ; 
Th(i  painter  muft  have  fearch'd  the  Ikles, 
To  match  the  luftre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
The  ancient  Venus,  and  the  new ; 
In  her  we  many  mortals  fee. 
As  many  goddefles  in  thee. 

t  Afterwaras  Countefi  of  Clarendon  »nd  Rechcftcf^ 


1^6* 


THE    WORKS    OF    GRANVILLE- 


LADY  KVDE  KAVIN'G  THE  SMALL  POX, 

SOON  AFTER  THE   RECOVERT  OF  MRS.  MOUUN. 

Scarce  could  the  general  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 
But  new  atten^pts  (how  other  dangers  near; 
Beauty's  attacked  in  her  imperial  fort, 
AVhere  all  her  loves  and  graces  kept  their  court; 
1x1  her  chief  refidence,  befieg'd  at  laft, 
Laments  to  fee  her  faireft  fields  laid  wafle. 

On  things  immortal,  all  attempts  are  vain  ; 
Tyrant  dileafe,  'tis  lofs  of  time  and  pa'n; 
Glut  thy  wild  rage,  and  load  thee  with  "-ich  prize 
Torn  from  her  cheeks,  her  fragrant  lips,  and  eyes  : 
Let  her  but  live  ;  as  much  vermilion  take, 
'As  might  an  Helen,  or  a  Venug  make ; 
Like  Thetis  Aie  Ih^'l  frudrate  thy  vain  rape, 
And  in  variety  of  charm?  efcape. 

The  twinkling  flars  drop  numherlefs  each  night, 
Yet  Ihines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright ; 
So  from  the  ocean  fliould  we  rivers  drain. 
Still  would  enough  to  drown  the  world  remain. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF 


UNSEASONABLY     SOaPRISPD    IN    THE     EMBRACES 
OF   H£K    LORD. 

Fairest  Zelinda,  ceafe  to  chide,  or  grieve; 

Nor  blufh  at  joys  that  only  you  can  give  ; 

"VVho   with    bold    eyes   furvey'd    thofe    matchlefs 

charms. 
Is  punlfli'd,  feeing  in  another's  arms  : 
With  greedy  li>oks  he  views  each  naked  part, 
Joy  feeds  his  eyes,  but  ei.vy  tears  his  heart. 
So  caught  was  Mars,  and  Mercury  aloud 
Proclaim'd  his  grief,  that  he  was  not  the  god ; 
So  to  be  caught,  was  every  god's  defire  : 
Nor  lefs  than  Venus,  can  Zelinda  fire. 
Forgive  him  then,  thou  more  than  heaveuiy  fair, 
Forgive  his  rallmefs,  putufh'd  by  dtfpair  ; 
All  that  we  know,  which  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  thofe  fad  regions  where  the  tortur'd  dwell, 
Is,  that  they  fee  the  raptures  of  the  blefs'd, 
And  view  the  joys  which  they  rauft  never  taf^e. 


TO  FLAViA. 

VtRITTEN  on  her  garden   in  THE  NORTH. 

What  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midft  of  fnow, 
Of  ftorms,  and  blafts,  the  choiceft  fruit-,  do  grow  ? 
Melons,  on  beds  of  ice  aie  taught  to  bear, 
And  flraiigcrs  to  the  fur,  yet  lipen  here; 
On  frozen  ground  the  fwetteft  flowers  arife, 
Unfccn  by  any  light,  but  i'lavia's  eyes; 
Where'er  die  treads,  beiieatli  the  charmer's  feet 
The  rofe,  the  jefs'mine,  and  the  lilies  m;et; 
Where'er  flie  looks,  behold  fome  fudden  birth 
Adorns  the  trees,  .nnd  frudtlfies  the  earth  ; 
In  midft  of  mouncaii.s,  a»id  unfruitful  giound, 
As  rich  an  Eden  as  the  firft  is  found. 
In  this  nev/  paradil'e  the  gi;ddefs  rtio-ns, 
In  fovereign  liatc,  and  motk»  tht  leva's  pains; 


Beneath  thofe  beams  that  fcorch  us  from  her  cyei, 
Her  fnowy  bofom  ftill  unmelted  lies ; 
Love  from  her  lips  fpreads  all  his  odours  round. 
But  bears  on  ice,  and  fprings  from  frozen  ground. 

So  cold  the  clime  that  can  fuch  wonders  bear. 
The  garden  feems  an  emblem  of  the  fair. 


TO  THE  SAME. 


Her  Gardens  laving  e/caped  a  Flood  thai  bad  laid  all 
the  Country  round  under  IVater. 

What  hands  divine  have  planted  and  protedl, 
The  toirent  fpares,  and  deluges  refpe<ft  ; 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  fpread, 
Covering  each  oak,  and  every  mountain's  head. 
The  chofen  patriarch  fail'd  within  his  ark. 
Nor  might  the  waves  o'erwhelm  the  facred  bark. 
The  charming  Flavia  is  no  lefs,  we  find. 
The  favourite  of  Heaven,  than  of  mankind  ; 
The  gods,  like  rivals,  imitate  our  care. 
And  vie  with  mortals  to  oblige  the  fair  ; 
Thefe  favours  thus  beftow'd  on  her  alone. 
Are  but  the  homage  which  they  fend  her  down. 

O  Flavia  !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crown'd  with  bleffings,  endlcfs  as  my  love. 


TO  MY  FRIEND  DR.  GARTH. 

IN    HIS    SICKNESS. 

Machaon  fick,  in  every  face  we  find. 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind  ; 
Whofe  art  prote<fling,  nature  could  expire 
But  by  a  deluge,  or  the  g'^neral  fire. 
Mere  lives  he  faves  than  perifh  in  our  warS, 
And  fafler  than  a  plague  deHroys,  repairs. 
The  bold  caroafer,  and  advent'rous  dame, 
Nor  fear  the  fever,  nor  refufe  the  flame; 
Safe  in  his  {kill,  f.-om  all  refcraints  fet  free, 
But  ccnfcious  fliame,  remorfe,  or  piety. 

Sire  t  of  all  arts,  dtfend  thy  darling  fon  ; 
O  1  fave  the  man  whofe  life's  fj  much  our  own  ! 
On  wham,  like  Atlas,  the  whole  world's  reclin'd, 
AtiU  by  refloring  Garth,  preferve  mankind. 


To  my  dear  Kinfman, 

CHARLES  LORD  LANSDOWNE, 

U^on  the  BambardrKdit   of  the   To-.vn  of  CranvilU  iit 
l^ormandy,  dy  the  Englijb  Fleet. 

Though  built  by  gods,  confum'd  by  hoftile  flame, 
Tioy  bury'd  liei,  yet  lives  the  Trojan  name; 
And  fo  fhall  rhine,  though  with  thefe  walls  were 

loft 
All  the  records  our  anceftors  could  boaft. 
For  Latium  c.-i  quer'iJ,  and  for  Turnus  flain, 
Aneas  lives,  though  not  one  Aone  remain 
Where  he  aiofe  :   Nor  art  rhou  lefs  renown 'd 
For  thy  Icud  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

■f  .\po;!o,  god  of  poetry  and  pliyfic 


POEMS. 


Thofe  t  arms  which   fur   nine   centuries  had 
brav'd 
The  wrath  of  time,  on  antique  ftone  engrav'd, 
Now  torn  by  mortars,  {land  yet  undefac'd 
On  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  rai»'d  : 
Safe  on  thy  {|  eagle's  wings  they  foar  above         '^ 
The  rage  of  war,  or  thunder  to  remove,  V 

Borne  by  the  bird  of  C«efar,  and  of  Jove.  J) 


70^ 


I.ADY  HYDE, 

SITTING  AT    SIR  GODFREY   KNELLEr's    fOR    HER 
PICTURE. 

While  Kneller,  with  inimitable  art, 

Attempts  that  face  whofe  print's  on  every  heart, 

The  poet,  with  a  pencil  lefs  confin'd, 

Shall  paint  her  virtues,  and  defcribe  her  mind, 

Unlock  the  flirine,  and  to  the  fight  unfold 

The  fecret  gems,  and  all  the  inward  gold. 

Two  only  patterns  do  the  niufes  name. 

Of  perfeft  beauty,  but  of  guilty  fame; 

A  Venus  and  an  Helen  have  been  feen. 

Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  goddefs  and  the  queen  : 

In  this  the  third,  are  recorcil'd  at  laft 

Ihofe  jarring  attributes  of  fair  and  chafte. 

With  graces  that  attradl,  but  not  enfnarc. 

Divinely  good,  as  flie's  divinely  fair  ; 

With  beauty,  not  affeifted,  vain,  nor  proud ; 

With  greatnefs,  eafy,  affable,  and  good  : 

Others  by  guilty  artifice,  and  arts 

Of  promis'd  kindnefs,  pradlife  on  our  hearts, 

With  expeiftation  blow  the  paflion  up ; 

She  fans  the  fire,  v/ithout  one  gale  of  hope, 

Like  the  chafte  moon,  Ihe  Ihines  to  all  mankind, 

But  to  Endymion  is  her  ]ove  confin'd. 

What  cruel  deftiny  on  beauty  waits. 

When  on  one  face  depend  fo  many  fates ! 

Oblig'd  by  honour  to  relieve  but  one. 

Unhappy  men  by  thoufands  are  undone. 


TO  MRS.  GRANVILLE, 

OP  WOTTON    IN  BUCKINGHAMSHIRE; 
AFTERWARDS 

''LADY  CONIVAT. 

Love,  like  a  tyrant  whom  no  laws  connraln, 
Now  for  fome  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain  ; 
Beauty,  by  vaft  deftrudions  got  renown, 
And  lovers  only  by  their  rage  were  known : 
But  Granville,  more  aufpicious  to  mankind, 
Conqu'ring  the  heart,  as  much  inftrudls  the  mind  ; 
Eleft  in  the  fate  of  her  victorious  eyes, 
Seeing,  we  love  ;  and  hearing,  we  grow  wife  : 
^o  Rome  fur  wifdom,  as  for  conquefl  fam'd, 
Lnprov'd  with  arts,  whom  Ihe  by  arms  had  tam'd. 
Above  the  clouds  is  plac'd  this  glorious  light, 
Nothing  lies  hid  from  her  inquiring  fight ; 

;'  +  The  Granville  arms  ttill  remaining  at  that  time  on 
one  ot  the  gates  of  the  town. 

1)  He  was  crcateil  a  Count  of  the  F.mpire,  the  family 
arras  to  be  borne  for  ever  upon  the  brealt  of  the  imperial 
Jfrcai]  caj;!e.  ^ 


Athens  and  Rome  for  arts  reftor'J  rejoice. 
Their  language  takes  new  mufic  from  her  voice ; 
Learning  and  love,  in  the  fame  feat  we  find. 
So  bright  her  eyes,  and  fo  adorn'd  her  mind. 

Long  had  Minerva  govern'd  in  the  fkies, 
But  now  defcends,  confeft  to  human  eyes; 
Behold  in  Granville,  that  infpiring  queen. 
Whom  learned  Athens  fo  ador'd  unfeen. 


TO  MRS.  AFRA  BEHN. 

Two  warrior  ||  chiefs  the  voice  of  fame  divide, 
Who  bell  deferv'd,  n«t  Plutarch  could  decide  : 
Behold  two  mightier  conquerors  appear. 
Some  for  your  wit,  fome  for  your  eyes  declare  ; 
Debates  arife,  which  captivates  us  mofl, 
And  none  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he's  lofl. 
The  bow  and  quiver  does  Diana  bear; 
Venus  the  dove ;  Pallas  the  (liield  and  fpear : ' 
Poets  fuch  emblems  to  their  gods  aflign. 
Hearts  bleeding  by  the  dart,  and  pen  be  thine. 


THE  DESERTION. 

Now  fly,  difcretlon,  to  my  aid. 

See  haughty  Myra,  fair  and  bright. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  love  array'd; 
Ah !  how  I  tremble  at  the  fight  I 
She  comes,  fhe  comes — before  her  all  ' 

Mankind  does  proftrate  fall.  , 

Love,  a  dcftroyer,  fierce  and  young, 

Advent'rous,  terrible,  and  flrong. 
Cruel  and  ralh,  dehghting  (lill  to  vex, 

Sparing  nor  age  nor  fex. 
Commands  in  chief;  well  fortify'd  he  lies. 

And  from  her  lips,  her  cheeks  and  eyes. 

All  oppofition  he  defies. 

Rcafon,  love's  old  invetcr.ite  foe, 

Scarce  ever  reconcil'd  till  now, 
Reafon  aflifts  her  too. 

A  wife  commander  he,  for  council  fit ; 
But  nice  and  coy,  nor  has  been  feen  to  fit 
In  modern  fynod,  nor  appcar'd  of  late 
In  courts,  nor  camps,  nor  in  affairs  of  flate  ; 
Reafon  proclaims  them  all  his  foes, 
Who  fuch  refilllefs  charms  oppofe. 

My  very  befom  friend*  make  war 
Within  my  bread,  and  in  her  interefts  are  ; 
Eftceni  and  judgment  with  ftrong  fancy  join 
To  court,  and  call  the  fair  invader  ic  ; 
My  darling  favourite  inclination  too. 

All,  all  confpiring  with  the  foe. 

Ahl  whither  fball  I  fly  to  hide     ■ 
My  weaknefs  from  the  conqu'ror's  pride  ? 
_    Now,  now,  difcretion  be  my  guide. 
But  fee,  this  mighty  Archi.medes  too, 
Surrenders  now. 

II  .Alexander  and  Caefar. 
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1  '" 


Frefuming  longer  to  refift 
His  very  name, 
Difcretion  mud  difclaim  ; 
Folly  and  madnefs  only  would  perfift. 


SONG. 

I'll  tell  her  the  next  time,  faid  I, 
.  In  vain  I  in  vain  !  for  when  I  try, 
Upon  my  timorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents 

Alas  I  a  thoufand  thouiand  fears  [die. 

,    Still  ovsrawe  when  (he  appears!  [in  tears. 

My  breath  is  fpent  in  fighs,  my  eyes  arc  drown'd 


IN  PRAISE  OF  MYRA. 

Tone,  tune  thy  lyre,  begin  my  mufe, 
What  nymph,  what  queen,  what  goddefs  wilt  thou 
chocfe  ? 

What  praifes  fing  ?  What  charmer's  name 

Tranfmit  iriimorta!  down  to  fame  ? 
Strike,  ftrike  thy  ftring,  lee  echo  take  the  found. 
And  bear  it  far,  to  all  the  mountains  round  ; 
Pindus  again  fhall  hear,  again  rejoice, 
And  Hemustoo,as  when  th'  enchanting  voice 
Of  tuneful  Orpheus  charm'd  the  grove, 
Taught  oaks  to  dance,  and  made  the  cedars  move. 

Nor  Venus,  nor  Diana  will  we  name ; 
Myra  is  Venus  snd  Diana  too, 
AH  that  was  feign'd  of  them,  apply  to  her,  istr'ae ; 
Then  fing,  my  mufe,  let  Myra  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  fliepherds  would  a  garland  make, 
They  fearch  with  care  the  fragrant  meadows 
round  ; 
Plucking  but  here  and  there  and  only  take 

The  dhoiceft  fiow'rs  with  which  fome  nymph  Is 
crown'd. 

In  framing  Myra  fo  divinely  fair, 
Nature  has  taken  the  fame  care  ; 
All  that  is  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  fee, 
All,  beauteous  Myra,  all  bound  up  in  thee. 
"Where  Myra  is,  there  is  the  queen  of  love, 
Th'  Arcadian  paftures,  and  th'  Idalian  grove. 
Let  Myra  dance,  fo  charming  is  her  mien, 
In  every  movement  every  grace  is  feen; 
Let  Myra  fing,  the  notes  fo  fwcetly  wound, 
The  fyreni  would  be  filent  at  the  found. 
Place  me  on  mountains  of  eternal  fnow, 
"Where  all  is  ice,  all  winter  winds  that  bloW; 
Or  call  me  underneath  the  burning  line, 

Where  everlafling  fun  dots  fhinc  ; 
"Where  all  is  fcoich'd — whatever  you  decree. 

Ye  gods',   wherever  I  (hall  be, 
Myra  fhall  ftill  be  lov'd,  and  flill  ador'd  by  me. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 

I. 
"^^'ht,  cniel  creature,  why  fo  bent 
To  vex  a  tender  heart  I 


To  gold  and  title  you  relent,' 

Love  throws  in  vain  his  dart. 
II. 
Let  glittering  fools  in  courts  he  great ; 

For  pay,  let  armies  move  ; 
Beauty  fhould  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows,  and  love, 
in. 
If  on  thofe  endlefs  charm?  you  lay 

The  value  that's  their  due, 
Kings  are  themfelves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thouiand  worlds  too  few. 

.      IV. 

But  if  a  paffion  without  vice, 

Without  difguife  or  art, 
Ah  Myra !  if  true  love's  your  price, 

Behold  it  in  diy  heart. 


MYRA  SINGING. 


The  fyrens,  once  deluded,  vainly  charm'd, 
Ty'd  to  the  niaft,  UlyfTes  fail'd  unharm'd; 
Had  Myra's  voice  entic'd  his  lidening  ear,  ,, 

The  Greek  had  ftopt.and  would  have  dy'd  to  hear. 
When  Myra  fings,  we  feek  th'  enchanting  founds 
And  blefs  the  notes  that  do  fo  fweetly  wound. 
What  mufic  needs  rauft  dwell  upon  that  tongue, 
Whofe  fpeech  is  tuneful  as  another's  fong ! 
Such  harmony  !  .fuch  wit '.  a  face  fo  fair ! 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bear  ? 
Who  from  her  wit,  or  from  her  beauty  flies, 
If  with  her  voice  (be  overtakes  him,  dies. 

Like  foldiers  fo  in  battle  we  fucceed, 
One  peril  'fcaping,  by  another  bleed  ; 
In  vain  the  dart,  or  glittering  fword  we  (hun, 
Condemd'd  to  perilh  by  the  flaughtering  gun. 


MTRA. 

AT  A  REVIEW  OF  THE  GUARDS  IN  HYDE-PARK. 

Let  meaner  beauties  conquer  fingly  flill. 
But  haughty  Myra  will  by  thoufands  kill ; 
Through  armed  ranks  triumphantly  (lie  drives, 
And  with  one  glance  commands  a  thoufand  lives: 
The  trembling  heroes,  nor  refill,  nor  fly. 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  fquadrons  die. 


TO  MYRA. 


Nature  indulgent, provident  and  kind. 
In  all  things  that  ^xcel,  fome  ufe  defign'd  ; 
The  radiant  fun,  of  every  heavenly  light 
The  firft  (did  Myra  not  difpute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thoufand  bleffings  down; 
Nor  is  he  fet  fo  high  for  (how  alone. 
His  beams  reviving  with  aufpicious  fire. 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  what  all  admire  : 
The  moon  and  ftars,  thofe  faithful  guides  of  night, 
Are  plac'd  to  help,  not  entertain  the  fight  : 
rhnts,  fruits,  and  flowers  uhe  fertile  fields  produce; 
Not  for  vain  ornament,  but  wholefome  ufe  j 


POEMS. 


Health  they  reftore,  and  nourHhaient  they  give, 
We  fei2  with  pieafure.  but  we  tafte  to  live. 

Then  think  not,  IVIyra,  that  thy  form  was  meant 
More  to  create  defire.  than  to  content ; 
Would  the  juft  gods  fo  many  charms  provide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortal's  pride  ? 
Would  they  have  form'd  thee  fo  above  thy  fex, 
Only  to  play  the  tyrant,  and  to  vex  ? 
'Tis  impious  pieafure  to  delight  in  harm, 
And  beauty  fhould  be  kind,  as  well  as  charm. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 

The  God  of  day  defcending  from  above, 
Mixt  with  the  fea,  and  got  the  queen  of  lave. 
Beauty,  that  fires  the  world,  'twas  fit  fhould  rife 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  ftars  and  ikies. 
In  Cyprus  long,  by  men  and  gods  obey'd, 
The  lover's  toil  ftie  gratefully  repaid, 
Promifcuous  bleffings  to  her  flaves  aflign'd. 
And  taught  the  world  that  beauty  fhould  be  kind. 
Learn  by  this  pattern,  all  ye  fair,  to  charm. 
Bright  be  your  beams,  but  without  fcorching  warm. 
Helen  was  next  from  Greece  to  Phrygia  brought, 
With  much  expence  of  blood  and  empire  fought : 
Beauty  and  love  the  nobleft  caufe  afford. 
That  can  try  valour,  or  employ  the  fword. 
Not  men  alone  incited  by  her  charms. 
But  heaven's  concern'd,  and  all  the  gods  take  arm?. 
The  happy  Trojan  glorloufly  pofTctt, 
Enjoys  the  dame,  and  leaves  to  fate  the  reft. 
Your  cold  refledlions,  nioralifts,  forbear, 
His  title's  beft  who  baft  can  pleafe  the  fair. 
And  now  the  gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares, 
The  fierce  defires,  diftraiSions,  and  defpairs 
Of  tortur'd  men,  while  beauty  was  confin'd, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 
Greece  was  the  land  where  this  bright  race  begun. 
And  faw  a  thoufand  rivals  to  the  fun.  ' 
Hence  follow'd  arts,  while  each  employ'd  his  care 
In  new  productions  to  delight  the  fair  : 
To  bright  Afpafia  Socrates  rciir'd, 
His  wifdom  grew  but  as  his  love  infplr'd ; 
Thofe  rocks  and  oaks  which  fuch  emotions  felt, 
Were  cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taught  to  melt ; 
Mufic,  and  fongs,  and  every  way  to  m()ve 
The  ravifh'd  heart,  were  feeds  and  plants  of  love. 

The  gods,  entic'd  by  {o  divine  a  birth, 
Defcend  from  heaven  to  this  new  heaven  on  earth; 
Thy  wit,  O  Mercury's  no  defence  from  love  ; 
Nor  Mars,  thy  target ;  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove. 
The  mad  immortals  in  a  thoufand  fliapes,  "J 

Range  the  wide  globe  ;  fame  yield,  fome  fuffer  / 
rapes,  T 

Invaded,  or  deceiv'd,  not  one  efcapes.  J 

The  wife,  though  a  bright  goddefs,  thus  gives 

place  * 

To  mortal  concubines  of  frefli  embrace ; 
By  fuch  examples  were  we  taught  to  fee 
The  life  and  foul  of  love,  is  fvveet  variety. 
>    In  thofe  firft  times,  ere  charming  womankind 
Reform'd  their  pleafures,  poliftiing  the  miiid, 
Rude  were  their  revels,  and  obfcene  their  joys, 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  luft  of  boys ; 
Vox,.- VII. 


Phoebus  laments  for  HyacinthUs  dead, 
And  Juno  jealous,  ftorms  at  Ganymed. 
Return,  my  mufe,  and  clofe  that  odious  fcene, 
Nor  flain  thy  verfe  with  images  unclean  ; 
Of  beauty  fing,  her  fhining  progrefs  view.  "J 

From  clime  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  purfue,   r 
Tell  how  the  goddefs  fpread,  and  how  in  empire  t 
grew.  J 

Let  others  govern,  or  defend  the  ftate. 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debate, 
In  lofty  arts  and  fciences  excel, 
Or  in  proud  domes  employ  their  boafled  fkiil^ 
To  marble,  and  to  brafs  fuch  features  give, 
)  The  metal  and  the  ftone  may  feem  to  live ; 
Defcribe  the  flars,  and  planetary  way. 
And  trace  the  footfteps  of  eternal  day  : 
Be  this,  my  mufe,  thy  pieafure  arid  thy  carCji 
A  (lave  to  beauty,  to  record  the  fair. 
Still  wand'ring  in  love's  fvveet  delicious  maze. 
To  fing  the  triumphs  of  fome  heavenly  fice, 
Of  lovely  dames,  who  with  a  fmile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  fuppiiant  lover  crown. 
From  Venus  down  to  Myra  bring  thy  fong, 
To  thee  alone  fuch  tender  talks  belong. 

From  Greece  to  Afric  beauty  takes  her  flight, 
And  ripens  with  her  near  approach  to  light : 
Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  hear  of  fwarthy  damesj 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take' unerring  aims; 
Beauty  to  no  complexion  is  confin'd, 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  none  defin'd  ; 
Jewels  that  fhine,  in  gold  or  filvsr  Cct, 
As  precious  and  as  fparkling  are  in  jet. 
Here  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberal  heart, 
Bounteous  of  love,  improv'd  the  joy  vi'ith  arf, 
The  firft  who  gave  recruited  flaves  to  know 
That  the  rich  pearl  was  of  more  ufe  than  fhow. 
Who  with  high  meats,  or  a  luxuriotis  draught. 
Kept  love  for  ever  flowing,  and  full  fraught. 
Julius  and  Anthony,  thofe  lords  of  all. 
Each  in  his  turn  prefent  the  conquer'd  ball; 
Thofe  dreadful  eagles  that  had  fae'd  the  light 
From  pole  to  pole,  fa!!  dazzled  at  her  fight : 
Nor  was  her  death  lefs  glorious  than  her  life, 
A  conftant  miflrefs,  and  a  faithful  wife ; 
Her  dying  truth  fome  generous  tears  would  coVvj 
Had  not  her  fate  ||  infpir'd  the  world  well  loft ; 
With  fecret  pride  the  ravifh'd  mufe;  view 
The  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew. 

Pleas'd  in  fuch  happy  climates,  warm  and  brightj 
Love  for  fome  ages  revel'd  with  delight ; 
The  martial  moors  in  gallantry  refin'd, 
Invent  new  arts  to  make  their  charmers  khid ; 
See  in  the  lifts,  by  golden  bairiers  bound. 
In   warlike  ranks   they  wait  the  the   trumpet's 

found ; 
Some  love-devicc  is  wrought  <an  every  fword, 
And  every  ribbon  bears  fome  myftic  word. 
As  when  we  fee  tha  winged  winds  engage. 
Mounted  on  courfers,  foaming  flame  and  rage, 
Rurtling  from  every  quarter  of  the  (fey, 
North,  eaft,  and  weft,  in  airy  fwiftnefs  vie  ; 
One  cloud  repuls'd,  new  combatants  prepare 
i'o  meet  as  fierce,  and  form  a  thundering  war  : 

or,  The  World  well  Loft;  written  by 
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So  when  the  trumpet  founding,  gives  the  fign, 
The  juftling  chiefs  in  rude  rencounter  join, 
So  meet,  and  fo  renew  the  dextrous  fight, 
Each  fair  beholder  trembling  for  her  knight ; 
Still  as  one  falls,  another  rufhes  in. 
And  all  mufl  be  o'ercome,  or  none  can  win. 
The  vidor,  from  the  fhining  dame,  whofe  eyes 
Aided  his  conqu'ring  arm, receives  a  precious  prize. 
Thus  flourifh'd  love,  and  beauty  reign'd  in  ftate, 
Till  the  proud  Spaniard  gave  thefe  glories  date  : 
Paft  is  the  gallantry,  the  fame  remains, 
Tranfmitted  fafe  in  Dryden's  lofty  fcenes  ; 
Granada*  loft,  beheld  her  pomps  reftor'd. 
And  Almahidef,  once  more  by  kings  ador'd. 
Love  driven  thence,  to  colder  Britain  fiies. 
And   with   bright   nymphs   the   diftant  fun  fup- 

plies ; 
Romances  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 
The  loves  and  prowefs  of  advent'rous  knights ; 
To  animate  their  rage,  a  kifs  record 
From  Britain's  faireft  nymph  was  the  reward; 
Thus  ancient  to  love's  empire  was  the  claim 
Of  Britilh  beauty,  and  fo  wide  the  fame, 
Which,  like  our  flag  upon  the  feas,  gives  law 
By  right  avow'd,  and  keeps  the  world  in  awe. 

Our  gallant  kings,  of  whom  large  annals  prove 
The  mighty  deeds,  {land  as  renown'd  for  love  : 
A  monarch's  right  o'lt  beauty  they  may  claim, 
Lords  of  that  ocean  from  whence  beauty  came. 
Thy  Rofamond,  great  Henry,  on  the  ftage, 
By  a  late  mafe  psefented  in  cur  age. 
With  aking  hearts,  and  flowing  eyes  we  view, 
While  that  diffembled  death  prefents  the  true. 
In  Bracegird!e§  the  perfons  fo  agree, 
That  all  feems  real  the  fpe<5lators  fee. 

Of  Scots  and  Gauls  defeated,  and  their  kings, 
Thy  captives,  Edward,  fame  for  ever  fings; 
Like  thy  high  deeds,  thy  noble  loves  are  prais'd, 
Who  hafl  to  love  the  nobleft  trophy  rais'd  : 
Thy  flatues,  Venus,  though  by  Phidias's  hand, 
Defign'd  immortal,  yet  no  longer  {land  ; 
The  magic  of  thy  fhining  zone  is  paft. 
But  Salifiaury's  garter  fhall  for  ever  laft. 
Which  through  the  world  by  living  monarchs  worn, 
Adds  grace  to  fceptres,  and  does  crowns  adorn. 

If  fuch  their  fame  who  gave  thefe  rights  divine 
To  facred  love,  O  !  what  difhnnour's  thine, 
Porgetful  Queen,  who  fever'd  that  bright  H  head 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarchs  to  her  bed  ? 
Hadft  thou  been  born  a  man,  thou  hadft  not  err'd, 
Thy  fame  had  liv'd,  and  beauty  been  preferr'd  ; 
But  O !  what  mighty  magic  can  aCTuage 
A  woman's  envy,  and  a  bigot's  rage  ? 

Love  tir'd  at  length,  love,  that  delights  to  fmile, 
Tlying  from  fcenes  of  horror  ^,  quits  our  ifle, 
With  Charles,  the  Cupids  and  the  Graces  gone, 
In  exile  live,  for  love  and  Charles  were  one; 
With  Charles  he   wanders,   and  for  Charles  he 

mourns. 
But  6 !  how  fierce  the  joy  when  Charles  returns ! 

*  The  Conqueft  of  Granada  ;  written  by  Dryden, 
+  The  part  of  Almahide,  performed  by  Mrs.  Eleanor 
Gwyn,  MiRrefs  to  King  Charles  II. 
\  A  famous  a(5trcfs. 

11  Mary  Qiieen  of  Scots,  beheaded  by  Queen  Elizabeth. 
%  The  ReteJliuDi  and  death  Of  King  ChsHesI. 
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As  eager  flames  with  oppoCtion  pert. 

Break  out  impetuous  when  they  find  a  vent  J 

As  a  fierce  torrent  bounded  on  his  race, 

Forcing  his  way,  rolls  with  redoubled  pace  ; 

From  the  loud  jalace  to  the  filent  grove. 

All,  by  the  King's  example,  live  and  love; 

The  mufes  with  diviner  voices  Cng; 

And  all  rejoice  to  pleafe  the  godlike  King. 
Ihen  Waller  in  immortal  verfe  proclaims 

The  ftiining  court,  and  all  the  glittering  dames ; 

Thy  beauty,  Sidney*,  like  Achilles'  fword, 

Refiftlefs,  ftands  upon  as  fure  record  ; 

The  fierceft  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame, 

Both  fung  alike,  fhall  have  their  fate  the  fame. 
And  now,  my  mufe,a  nobler  flight  prepare. 

And  fing  fo  loud  that  heaven  a.-id  earth  may  hear. 

Behold  from  Italy  an  awful  ray 

Of  heavenly  light  illuminates  the  day. 

Northward  fhe  bends,  majcftically  bright, 

And  here  fhe  fixes  her  imperial  light. 

Be  bold,  be  bold,  my  mufc,  nor  fear  to  raife 

Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  thy  earlieft  praife ; 

What  though  the  fallen  fates  refufe  to  fhine. 

Or  frown  fevere  on  thy  audacious  line, 
Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  fteady  fight. 
The  clouds  fliall  fly  before  the  dazzling  lig 
And  everlafting  day  dired  thy  lofty  flight. 
Thou  who  ha?  never  yet  put  on  difguife 
To  flatter  fadion.  or  defcendto  vice  ; 
Let  no  vain  fear  thy  generous  ardor  tame, 
But  ftand  ered:,  and  found  as  loud  as  fame. 

As  when  our  eyes  fome  profpedl  wi.uld  purfue, 
Defcending  from  a  hill,  looks  round  to  view, 
Pafles  o'er  lawns  and  meadows  till  it  gains 
Si>me  favourite  fpot,and  fixing  there,  remains  J 
With  equal  rapture  my  tranfported  mufe 
Flies  other  objedls,  this  bright  theme  to  choofe. 

Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  charmer  of  our  fight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  his  glory  and  delight, 
Princefs  ador'd  and  lov'd  !   If  verfe  can  give 
A  deathlefs  name,  thine  fhall  for  ever  live  ; 
Invok'd  where  e'er  the  Britifh  lion  roars. 
Extended  as  the  fcas  that  gird  the  Briti  »i  fhoreS. 
The  wife  immortals  in  their  feats  above. 
To  crown  their  labours,  ftill  appointed  love  ; 
Phoebus  enjoy'd  the  goddefs  of  the  fea, 
Alcides  had  Oniphale,  James  has  Thee. 
O  happy  James!  content  thy  mighty  mind, 
Grudge  not  the  world,  for  ftill  thy  Queen  is  kind. 
To  lie  but  at  whofe  feet  more  glorjf  brings 
Than  'tis  to  tread  on  fceptres,  and  on  kings  : 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft. 
Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  fo  bleft  ? 
Was  Helen  half  fo  fair,  fo  form'd  for  joy. 
Well  chofe  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. 
But  ah !  what  ftrange  viciflitudes  of  fate, 
What  chance  attends  on  every  worldly  ftate  ? 
As  when  the  Ikies  were  fack'd,  the  conquer'd  gods 
Compell'd  from  heaven,  forfook  their  bleft  abodes  ; 
Wandering  in  woods,  they  hid  from  den  to  den, 
And  fought  their  fafety  in  the  fhapes  of  men. 
As  when  the  winds  with  kindling  flames  confpirC, 
The  blaze  increafes,  as  they  fan  the  fire ; 

#  The  Lady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Waller' under 

the  name  of  bachanlTa. 
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Prom  roof  to  roijf  the  burning  torrent  pours, 
Nor  fparcs  the  palace,  nor  the  lofcieft  towers  : 
Or,  as  the  ftately  pine,  erefting  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  Ihooting  to  tlfe  flcy, 
If  riven  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
Down  falls  at  once  the  pride  of  all  the  grove. 
Level  with  loweft  fhrubs  lies  the  tall  head 
That  rear'd  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  fpread. 

So  •  *  .,    ,         *  *     ^  «F  *.  * 

But  ceafe,  my  mufe,  thy  colours  are  too  faint. 
Hide  with  a  veil  thofe  griefs  which   none   can 

paint; 
This  fun  is  fet.— rBut  fee  in  bright  array 
What  hofts  of  heavenly  light  recruit  the  day. 
I.ove,  in  a.fliining' galaxy,  appears 
Triumphant  dill,  and  Grafton  leads  the  liars. 
Ten  thoufand  loves,  ten  thoufand  feveral  ways 
Invade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gaze  ; 
Her  eyes  refiftlefs  as  the  fyrens  voice, 
So  fweet's  the  charm,  we  make  our  fate  our  choice- 
Who  mofl  refembles  her  let  next  be  nam'd, 
Villiers  *  for  wifdom  and  deep  judgmeni  fam'd, 
Of  a  high  race,  vicftorious  beauty  brings   , 
To  grace  our  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  delight  my  mufe  to  Sandwich  files  ! 
Whofe  wit  is  piercing  as  her  fparkling  eyes : 
Ah !  how  fhe  mounts,  and  fpreads  her  airy  wings. 
And  tunes  her  voice,  when  fhe  of  Ormond  fings  1 
Of  radiant  Ormond,  only  fit  to  be 
The  fucceffor  o'  beauteous  Oflbry. 

Richmond's  a  title,  that  but  nam'd,  implies 
Majeftic  graces,  and  vi(?torious  eyes  : 
Fair  Villiers  firft,  then  hauglity  Stuart  came, 
And  Brudenel  now  no  lefs  adorns  the  name. 
Dorfet  already  is  immortal  made 
In  Prior's  verfe,  nor  needs  a.fecond  ard. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenberg  we  find, 
That  beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 

Rupert  of  royal  blood,  with  modeft  grace, 
Blufhes  to  hear  the  triumphs  of  her  face, 
;  Not  Helen  with  St.  Alban's  might  compare  :~> 
Nor  let  the  mufe  omit  Scroop,    Holms,   and  C 
Hare  :  T 

Hyde,  Venus  is ;  the  graces  are  Kildarc.  J 

Soft  and  delicious  as  a  fouthern  fey. 
Are  Dafh wood's  fmiles ;  when  Darnley  f  frowns 

we  die. 
Carelefs  §,  hut  yet  fecure  of  conqueft  ftill, 
Lu'fon  unaiming,  never  fails  to  kill ;' 
Guiltlefs  of  pride  to  captivate,  or  (hine, 
Bright  without  art,  fhe  wounds  without  defign  : 
But  Wyndham  like,  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart. 
And  takes  a  cruel  pleafure  in  the  fmart. 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  killing  fake ; 
Afferting  the  dominion  of  her  eyes, 
As  heroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize. 

The  feilful  mufe's  earliell  care  has  been 
The  praife  of  never-fading  Mazarine  ; 
The  poetjl  and  hjs  theme,  in  fpite  of  time. 
For  ever  young,  enjoy  an  endlefs  priaic. 

•  Countefs  of  Orkney. 

-}•  Lady  Catharine  Darnley,  DuChefs  of  Buckinehiim. 

^  Lady  Gower. 

U  Monfieui  St.  £vrefflORt. 
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V/Jth  charms  fo  numerous  Myra-  does  fupvlfe. 
The  lover  knows  not  by  v.'hich  dart  he  dies  • 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  fo  fure. 
No  flight  can  fave,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

Yet  *  dawning  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
0  fee  !  anopher  Brudenel  heavenly  bright, 
Born  ro  fulfil  the  glories  of  her  line, 
And  fix  love's  empire  in  that  race  divine. 

Fain  would  my  mufe  to  Cecil  f  bend  her  fight,' 
But  turns  aftoniih'd  from  the  dazzling  light,  ^ 
Nor  dares  attempt  to  climb  the  fteepy  flight.      , 

O  Kneller!    like  thy  pidlures  were  my  fong, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  tloy  pencil  ftrongj 
Thefe  matchlefs  beauties  fhould  recorded  be. 
Immortal  in  my  verfe,  as  in  thy  gallery  §. 


'    ,■    ■    i      ■    Tp    THE       .        _ 

COUNTESS  OF.NEWBURGH, 

Infijling  earnejlly  to  be  told  ivho  1  meant  by  Myr<i» 

With  Myra's  charms,  and  my  extreme  defpair. 
Long  had  my  mufe  amaz'd  the  reader's  ear. 
My  friends,  with  pif y,  heard  the  m.^urnful  found. 
And  all  jnquir'd  from  whence  the  fatal  wound  ; 
Th'  aftoniih'd  world  beheld  an  endlefs  flame, 
Ne'er  to  be  quench'd,  unknowing  whence  it  came  : 
So  fcatter'dfire  from  fcorchld  Veluvius  flies, 
Unknown   the  fource  from  whence  thofe  flames 

arife  :  , 

^Egyptian  Nile  fo  fpreads  its  waters  round, 
O'eiilowing  far  aind  near,  its  head  unfound. 

Myra  herfelf,  touch'd  with  the  moving  fong. 
Would  needs  be   told  to  whom  thofe  plaints  bc« 

long; 
My  tim.orous  toKgue  not  daring  to.confefs. 
Trembling  to  name,  wouW  fain  have  had  her  gueftj 
Impatient  of  excufe,  llie  urges  ftill, 
Perfifts  in  her  demand,  flie  muft,  flie  will ; 
If  lilent,  I  am  threaten'd  with  her  hate; 
If  I  obey — Ah  1  what  niay  be  my  fate  ? 
Uncertain  to  conceal,  or  to  unfold. 
She  fmiles — the  goddefs  fmiles — and  I  grow  bolJ. 

My  vows  to  Myra,  ail  were  meant  to  thee, 
The  praife,  the  love,  the  matchlels  co?iftancy. 
'Twas  thus  ofiold,  when  all  th'  immortal  dames' 
Were  grac'd  by.pocts,  each  with  feveral  nanjes; 
For  Venus,  Cy:herea  was  invok'd  ; 
Altars  for  Pallas,  to  Tritonia  fmok'd. 
Such  names  were  theirs  ;  and  thou  the  ipoft  divine." 
Moft  lov'd  of  heav'nly  beauties — Myra's  thine. 


TO  myra'. 
So  calm,  and  fo  ferene,  but  now, 
.  What  means  this  change  on  Myra's  braw? 
Heranguifli  love  no\v  glows  and  burns 
Then  chills  and,  fhakes,  and  the  cold  fit  rerurnso 
Mock'd  with^  deluding  looks  and  fmiles,' 
When  on  her  pity  I  depend, 

*  Lady  Molyncux. 

+  Lady  Ranelagh.  .  .  .  „ 

'  5  The  Gallery  ot  Beauties  in  Hampton-Court,  drawn  by 
Sir  Godfrey  KneUer* 
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My  airy  hope  fhc  foon  begniles, 
And  laughs  to  fee  my  torments  never  end. 
So  up  the  fteepy  hill,  with  pain, 
The  %weighty  ftone  is  roU'd  in  vain, 
Which  having  touch'd  the  top,  recoils. 
And  leaves  the  lab'rer  to  renew  his  toilj. 


TO  MYRA. 


I  0  ST  in  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 

Whom  now  her  fmiles  reviv'd,  her  fcorh  dcftroys ; 

She  will,  and  fhe  will  not.flie  grants,  denies, 

Confents,  retrads,  advances,  and  then  flies, 

Approving,  and  rejefting  in  a  breath. 

Now  proflF'ring  mercy,  now  prefenting  death. 

Thus  hoping,  thus  drfpairlng,  never  fare, 

How  various  are  the  torments  I  endure ! 

Cruel  eftate  of  doubt !   Ah,  Myra,  try 

Once  to  refolve— or  le:  me  lire,  or  die. 


TO  MYRA. 


f  HOUGHTFUL  nights,  and  rcttlefs  waking, 

Oh,  the  pains  that  we  endure  ! 
Broken  faith,  unkind  forfaking, 

Ever  doubting,  never  fure. 
Hopes  deceiving,  vain  endeavour^, 

What  a  race  has  love  to  run  I 
Falfe  protefting.  fleeting  favours, 

Ev'ry,  ev'ry  way  undone. 
Still  complaining,  and  defending, 

Both  to  love,  yet  not  agree ; 
Fears  tormenting,  paflion  rending, 

Oh !  the  pangs  of  jealoufy  '. 
From  fi'ch  painful  ways  of  living, 

Ah  :  how  fweet  could  love  be  free  ! 
Still  prefenting,  ftill  receiving, 

Fierce,  immortal  ecftafy. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 
Wht  fhould  a  heartfo  tender,  break ? 

O  Myra '  give  its  anetiifh  eafe  ; 
The  ufe  of  beauty  you  miftake. 

Not  meant  to  vex,  but  pleafe. 

Thofe  lips  for  fmiling  were  deCgn'd  ; 

That  bofom  to  be  preft  ; 
Your  eyes  to  lan?ui(h.  and  look  kind; 

For  amorous  arms,  your  waifl. 

Each  thingr  has  its  appointed  right, 
Eftablifh'd  by  the  pow'rs  above, 

The  fun  to  give  us  warmth,  and  light, 
Myra  to  kindle  love. 


TO  MYRA. 


SiNct  truth  and  conftancy  are  vain, 
Since  neither  love  nor  fenfe  o  fpain. 
Nor  force  of  reafon  can  perfuade, 
Then  let  example  be  ebcy'd. 


In  courts  and  cities,  could  you  fee 

How  well  the  wanton  fools  agree ; 

Were  all  the  curtains  drawn,  you'd  find 

Not  one,  perhaps  but  who  is  kind. 
Minerva,  naked  from  above. 

With  Venus  and  the  wife  of  Jove, 

Expofing  ev'ry  beauty  bare, 

Delcinding  to  the  Trojan  heir; 

Yet  this  was  (he  whom  poets  name 

Goddefs  of  chaftity  and  fame. 
Penelope,  her  lord  away. 

Gave  am'rous  audiences  all  day ; 

Now  round  the  bowl  the  fuitors  fit. 

With  wine,  provoking  mirth  and  wit, 

Then  down  they  take  the  itubborn  bow, 

Their  flrength,  it  feems,  fhe  needs  muft  knoW. 

Thus  twenty  cheerful  winters  paft, 
She's  yet  immortaliz'd  for  chafte. 

Smile  Myra,  then,  reward  my  flame, 
And  be  as  much  fecure  of  fame  ; 
By  all  thofe  matchlefs  beauties  fir'd, 
By  my  own  matchlefs  love  infpir'd  ; 
So  will  I  fing,  fuch  wonders  write, 
That  when  th'  attonilh'd  world  fhall  citt 
A  nymph  of  fpotlefs  worth  and  fame, 
Myra  fliall  be  th'  immortal  name. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 


Forsaken  of  ray  kindly  ftars. 
Within  this  melancholy  grove 

I  wafte  my  days  and  nights  in  tears, 
A  vidlim  to  ingratcful  love. 

The  happy  flill  untimely  end. 

Death  flies  from  grief,  or  why  fliould  I 
?o  many  hours  in  forrow  fpend, 

Wifhing,  alas '.  in  vain  to  die  ? 

Ye  powers,  take  pity  of  my  pain, 

This,  only  this  is  my  defire ; 
Ah !  take  from  Myra  her  difdain. 

Or  let  me  with  this  figh  expire. 


TO  MYRA. 


When  wilt  thou  break,  my  flubborn  heart? 

0  death  '.  how  flow  to  take  my  part  1 
Whatever  I  purfue,  denies. 

Death,  death  itfelf  like  Myra,  flies. 

Love  and  defpair,  like  twins,  pofTeft 
At  the  fame  fatal  birth  my  bread ; 
No  hope  could  be,  her  fcorn  was  all 
That  to  my  deflin'd  lot  could  fall. 

1  thought,  alas  '  that  love  could  dwell 
But  in  warm  climes,  where  no  fnow  fell ; 
Like  plants,  that  kindly  heat  require, 
To  be  maintain'd  by  conftant  fire 

That  witheut  hope,  'twould  die  as  fooilj 
A  little  hope — but  I  have  none  ; 
On  air  the  poor  camelions  thrive,    , 
Deny'd  c'cn  that,  my  lore  can  live* 


POEMS, 
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As  tougheft  trees  in  ftorms  are  bred, 
And  grow  in  fpite  of  winds,  and  fpread 
The  more  the  tcmpeft  tears  and  fliakcs 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes. 

Defpair,  that  aconite  does  prove, 
And  certain  death  to  others  love  ; 
That  poifon,  never  yet  withftood, 
Does  nourifh  mine,  and  torns  to  food. 

O  1  for  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart 
Condemn'd  to  fuflfer  deathlefs  fmart  ? 
Like  fad  Prometheus,  thus  to  lie 
lo  cndlefs  pain,  and  never  die. 


PHYLLIS  DRINKING. 

While    Phillis   is   drinking,    love  and  wine    in 

alliance. 
With  forces  united,  bid  refiftlefs  defiance  ; 
By  the  touch  of  her  lips  the  wine  fparkks  higher. 
And  her  eyes,  by  her  drinking,  redouble  their  fire. 

Her  cheeks  glow  the  brighter,  recruiting  their 

colour, 
As  flowers  by  fprlnkllng  revive  with  frefli  odour; 
Each  dart  dip'd  in  wine,  gives  a  wound  beyond 

curing,  [enduring. 

And  the  liquor,  like  oil,  makes  the  flame  more 

Then  Phyllis,  begin,  let  our  raptures  abound, 
And  a  kifs,  and  a  glafs,  be  ftill  going  round, 
Relieving  each  other,  our  pleafures  are  lafting. 
And  we  never  are  cloy'd,  yet  are  ever  a-tafting. 


TO  MYRA. 


Prepar'd  to  rail,  refolv'd  to  part, 
When  I  approach'd  the  perjur'd  fair, 

What  is  it  awes  my  timorous  heart  i 
Why  does  my  tongue  forbear  ? 

With  the  leaft  glance,  a  little  kind, 

Such  wond'rous  pow'r  have  Myra's  charms, 

She  calms  my  doubt?,  enflaves  my  mind. 
And  all  my  rage  difarms. 

Forgetful  of  her  broken  vows, 

When  gazing  on  that  form  divine, 

Her  injur'd  vaffal  trembling  bows. 
Nor  dares  her  flave  repine. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT. 

IN   IMITATION  OF  THEOCRITUS. 

Mix,  mix  the  philters,  quick — fhe  flies,  flie  flies, 
Dfaf  to  my  call,  regardiefs  of  my  cries. 
Are  vows  fo  vain  ?  could  oaths  fo  feeble  prove  ? 
Ah '.  with  what  eafe  fhe  breaks  thofe  chains  of 

love ! 
Whom  love  with  all  his  force  had  bound  in  vain, 
Let  charms  compel,  and  magic  rites  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  niyftic  fpells  prepare, 
5x;ng  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 


Queen  of  the  night,  bright  emprefs  of  the  ftars,  . 
The  friend  of  love,  aStCc  a  lover's  cares  j 
Andjhou,  infernal  Hecate,  be  nigh 
At  whofe  approach  fierce  wolves  affrighted  fly : 
Dark  tombs  difclofe  their  dead,  and  hollow  cries 
Echo  from  under  ground — Arife,  arife. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myllic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  crackling  in  the  fire  this  laurel  lies. 
So,  ftruggling  in  love's  flame,  her  lover  dies; 
It  burfts,  and  in  a  blaze  of  light  expires. 
So  may  (he  burn,  but  with  more  lat'.ing  fires. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myfl:il5  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  the  wax  melts,  which  to  the  flame  I  hold, 
So  may  fhe  melt,  and  never  more  grow  cold. 
Tough  iron  will  yield,  and  ftubborn  marble  run, 
And  hardefl  hearts  by  love  are  melted  down. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mftyic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
As  with  impetuous  motion  whirling  round. 
This  magic  wheel  Hill  moves,  yet  keepj  its  ground, 
Ever  returning,  fo  tr..-/  fhe  come  back. 
And  never  more  the  appointed  roimd  forfake. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  w.underer. 
Diana,  hail :  all  hail  '   mo: :  welcome  thou. 
To  whom  th'  infernal  king  and  judges  bow; 
O  thou,  whofe  art  the  power  of  hell  difarms. 
Upon  a  faithlefs  woman  try  thy  charms. 
Hark !  the  dogs   howl,  fhe  comes,  the   goddefe 

comes, 
Sound  the  loud  trump,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
How  calm's  the  fky !  how  undifturb'd  the  deep ! 
Nature  is  hulh'd,  the  very  tempefts  flcep , 
The  drowiy  winds  breathe   gently  tiirough  the 

trees. 
And  filent  on  the  beach,  rcpofe  the  feaa : 
Love  only  wakes ;  the  ftorm  that  tears  my  breaft 
For  ever  rages,  and  diftradts  my  reft  : 
O  love  !  relentiefs  love  '.  tyrant  accurs'd. 
In  defarts  bred,  by  cruel  tygers  nurs'd! 
Begin,  begin,  the  myilic  fpells  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  bacii,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
This  ribbon,  that  once  bound  her  lovely  waift, 
O  that  my  arms  might  gird  her  there  as  faft  ': 
Smiling  fhe  gave  it,  and  I  priz'd  it  more 
Than  the  rich  zone  the  Idaiian  goddcfs  wore  ! 
This  ribbon,  tins  inv'd  relick  of  the  lair, 
So  kifb'd,  and  fo  prcfeyv'd — thus — thys  I  tear. 
O  love  1  why  doft  thou  thus  delight  to  rend 
My  foul  with  pain  ?  ah:  why  torment  thy  friend? 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpelis  prepare. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thrice  liavc  I  facnfic'd,  and  prol^rate  thrice 
Ador'a :  aiTift,  ye  powers,  the  facrifice. 
Whoe'er  he  is  whom  now  the  fair  beguiles 
With  guilty  glances,  and  with  perjur'd  i  .  iles. 
Malignant  vapours  blaft  his  impious  r.eud, 
Ye    lightnings  fcorch  him,    thunder    ftrike  hiKi 

dead  ; 
Horror  of  confcience  all  his  flimibers  Iircak, 
Diftraft  his  reft,  as  love  keeps  mt  awake ; 
Y  y  iij 
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If  married,  tn»y  his  •wife  an  Helen  be, 
And,  cursM,  and  fcorn'd,  like  Menelaus,  he. 
Begin,  begin,  the  myftic  fpells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thefe  powerful  drops,  thrice  on  the  thrcfhold  pour, 
And  bathe  with  this  enchanted  juice,  her  door, 
That  door  where  no  admittance  now  is  found, 
But  where  my  foul  is  ever  hovering  round. 
Hafte,  and  obey  ;  and  binding  be  the  fpell : 
Here  ends  my  charm ;    O  love  !  fucceed  it  well : 
By  force  of  magic,  flop  the  flying  fair. 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Thou'rt  now  alone,  and  painful  is  reftraint, 
Eafe  thy  preft  heart,  and  give  thy  forrows  vent ; 
Whence  fprang,  and  how  began  thefe  griefs  de- 
clare; 
How  much  thy  love,  how  cruel  thy  defpair. 
Ye  moon  and  flars,  by  whofe  aufpicious  light 
1  haunt  thefe  groves,  and  wade  the  tedious  night  I 
Tel!,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Too  late  for  hope,  for  my  repofe  too  foon 
I  faw,  and  lov'd  :  her  heart  engag'd,  was  gone  ; 
A  happier  man  pofTefs'd  whom  I  adore; 
O  !  I  fhould  ne'er  have  feen,  or  feen  before. 
Tell,  ff  r  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguifii,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
What  ihall  I  do  ?  fhall  I  in  filence  bear, 
Deflroy  myfclf,  or  kill  the  raviflier  ? 
Die,  wretched  lover,  die  1  bur  O  !  beware, 
Hurt  not  the  man  who  is  belov'd  by  her  ; 
Wait  for  a  better  hour,  and  trufl  thy  fate, 
Thou  feek'ft  her  love,  beget  not  then  her  hate. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
JAy  life  confuming  with  eternal  grief, 
From  herbs,  and  fpells,  I  feek  a  vain  relief; 
To  every  wife  magician  I  repair 
In  vain,  for  ilill  I  love,  and  I  defpair. 
Circe,  Medea,  and  the  Cybil's  books, 
Contain  not  half  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
As  melted  gold  prefervcsits  weight  the  fame. 
So  burn'd  my  love,  nor  wafted  in  the  flame. 
And  now,  unable  to  fupport  the  ftrife,   ■ 
A  glimmering  hope  retails  departing  life  : 
My  rival  dying,  I  no  longer  grieve, 
Since  I  may  alk,  and  (he  with  honour  give. 
Tell,  for  yon  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifh,  and  itsiecret  fmart. 
Witncfs,  yc  hours,  with  what  unwearied  care, 
^'rom  place  to  place  I  dill  purfu'd  the  fair  j 
i>for  was  occaftdn  to  reveal  niy  flame. 
Slow  to  my  fncccur,  for  it  kindly  came; 
It  came,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight, 
O  gods !  and  how  I  trembled  at  the  fight  I 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Difmay'd,  and  motionlefs,  Cfnfus'd,  amaz'd. 
Trembling  I  flood,  and  terrify'd  I  gaz'd ; 
My  faultering- tongue  in  vain  for  utterance  try'd. 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  abortive  dy'd, 
Or  in  weak  founds,  and  broken  accents  came, 
ImperfeA;  as  difcourf;s  in  a  dreani. 


Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart. 
Its  killirig  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 

Soon  flie  divin'd  what  this  confufion  meant. 

And  guefs'd  with  eafe  the  caufe  of  my  complaint. 

My  tongue  emboldening  as  her  looks  were  mild. 

At  length  I  told  my  griefs — and  ftill  flic  fmil'd. 

O  fyren  !   fyren  !  fair  deluder,  fay. 

Why  would  you  tempt  to  trufl,  and  then  betray  ? 

So  faithlefs  now,  why  gave  you  hopes  before  ? 

Alas!   you  fliould  have  been  lefs  kind,  or  more. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart. 
Its  killing  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  fnjart. 

Secure  of  innecence,  I  feek  to  know 

From  whence  this  change,  and  my  misfortune^ 
grow, 

Rumour  is  loud,  and  every  voice  proclaims 

Her  violated  faith,  and  confcious  flames  : 

Can  this  be  true  ?  ah  1  flattering  mifchief  fpeak  ; 

Could  you  make  vows,  and  in  a  moment  break  ? 

And  can  the  fpace  fo  very  narrow  be 

Betwixt  a  woman's  oath,  and  perjury? 

0  jealoufy  !   all  other  ills  at  firft 

My  love  eflby'd,  but  thou  art  fure  the  worft. 
^     Tell,  for  you  know  the  burden  of  my  heart, 

Its  killing  anguifli,  and  its  fecret  fmart. 
Ungrateful  Myra  I  urge  me  thus  no  more. 
Nor  think  me  tame,  that  once  fo  long  I  bore; 
If  paflion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  defpair. 
Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  bear. 
Who  knows  what  I  ?  ah  1  feeble  rage,  and  vain  I 
With  how  fecure  a  brow  fhe  mocks  my  pain  : 
Thy  heart,  fond  lover,  does  thy  threats  belie, 
Capfl  thou  hurt  her,  for  whom  thou  yet  wouldft 

die? 
Nor  durft  fhe  thus  thy  jufl;  refertment  brave, 
But  that  fhe  knows  how  much  thy  foul's  her  flave. 

But  fee  !   Aurora  rifing  with  the  fun, 
Diflblves  my  charm,  snd  frees  th'  enchanted  m«9on  ; 
My  fpells  j)o  longer  bind  at  fight  of  day. 
And  young  Endymion  calls  his  love  away  : 
Love's  the  reward  of  all,  on  earth,  in  heaven. 
And  for  a  plague  fo  me  alone  was  given  : 
But  ills  not  to  be  fliunn'd,  we  muft  endure. 
Death,  and  a  broken  heart's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia,  farewell,  go  refl:  thy  wearied  light, 

1  muH  for  ever  wake — We'll  meet  again  at  night. 
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In  lonely  walks,  diftraiSled  by  defpair. 
Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  with  killing  care, 
My  eyes  o'crflowing,  and  my  frantic  mind 
Rack'd  with  wild  thoughts,  fwelling  with  fighs 

the  wind ; 
Through  paths  untrodden,  day  and  night  I  rovCj 
MOurnmg  the  fate  of  niy  fuccefslefs  love. 
Who  moft  defire  to  live,  untimely  fall, 
Bui  when  we  beg  to  die,  death  flies  our  call ; 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  lov'd  breaft 
In  midft  of  joy,  where  Venus  wont  to  refl:; 
That  fate,  which  cruel  feem'd  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happinefs  to  me. 
When  will  my  forrows  end  ?  in  vain,  in  vain 
I  call  to  heaven,  and  tell  the  gods  my  p^in^  ■ 
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The  gods  averfe,  like  Myra,  to  my  prayer, 

Confent  to  doom,  whom  Ihe  denies  to  fpare. 

Why  do  I  feek  for  foreign  aids,  when  I 

Bear  ready  by  my  fide  the  power  to  die  ? 

Be  keen,  ray  fword,  and  ferve  thy  mafter  well, 

Heal  wounds  with  wounds,  and  love  with  death 

repel. 
Straight  up  I  rofe,  and  to  my  aking  bread, 
A-Ty  bofom  bare,  the  ready  point  1  preft  ; 
When  lo  !   aftonifii'd,  an  unufual  light 
Fierc'd   the  thick  fliade,    and   all  around  grew 

bright ; 
My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form  behold, 
Splendid  with  light,  like  beams  of  burning  gold; 
Eternal  rays  his  fhining  temples  grace; 
Eternal  youth  fat  blooming  on  his  face. 
Trembling  I  liften,  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
His  breath  perfumes  the  grove,  and  mufic's  in  the 
found  *. 

Ceafe,  lover,  ceafe,  thy  tender  heart  to  vex, 
In  fruitlcfs  plaints  of  an  ungrateful  fex. 
In  fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ. 
That  women  ever  fhall  be  foes  to  wit. 
With  proper  arts  their  fickly  minds  command. 
And  pleafe  'em  with  the  things  they  underftand ; 
With  noify  fopperies  their  hearts  affail,  "j 

Renounce  ail  fenfe  j  how  fhould  thy  fongs  pre-  / 
vail  ?  C 

When  I,  the  God  of  wit,  fo  oft  could  fail  ?         j 
Remember  me,  and  in  my  ftory  find 
How  vainly  merit  pleads  to  womankind  : 
I,  by  whom  all  things  fhine,  who  tune  the  fpheres, 
Create  the  day,  and  gild  the  night  with  ftars ; 
Whofe  youth  and  beauty,  from  all  ages  paft,  [lafl. 
Sprang  with  the  world,   and  with  the  world  fhall 
How  oft  with  fruitlefs  tears  have  I  implor'd 
Ungrateful  nymphs,  and  though  a  god,  ador'd  ? 
When  eould  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth, 
Move  a  hard  heart  ?  or,  mov'd,  fecure  its  truth  ? 

Here  a  proud  nymph,  with  painful  flepsi  chafe, 
The  \'yinds  out-flying  in  our  nimble  race  ; 
Stay,  Daphne,  flay  — In  vain,  in  vain  I  try 
To  flop  her  fpeed,  redoubling  at  my  cry. 
O'er  craggy  rocks,  and  rugged  hills  (he  climbs, 
And  tears  on  pointca  flints  her  tender  limbs  : 
'  rill  caught  at  length,  juft  as  my  arms  I  fold, 
Turn'd  to  a  tree  fhe  yet  efcapes  my  hold. 

In  my  next  love,  a  difT'rtnt  fate  I  find, 
Ah  !  which  is  worfe,  the  falfe,  or  the  unkind  ? 
Forgetting  Daphne,  I  Coronis  +  chofe, 
A  kinder  nymph — too  kind  for  my  repofe; 
The  joys  I  give,  but  more  provoke  her  breaft, 
She  keeps  a  private  drudge  to  quench  the  refl ; 
How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  proclaim 
Her  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  fhame. 
Hard  lot  of  beauty  !  fatally  beflow'd, 
Or  given  to  the  falf^,  or  to  the  proud  ; 
By  different  ways  they  bring  us  equal  pain, 
The  falfe  betray  us,  and  the  proud  difdain. 
Scorn'd  and  abus'd,  from  mortal  loves  I  fly, 
To  feek  more  truth  in  my  own  native  Iky. 

*    Af  O  !0- 

+  A  lumph  beloved  by  Apolln.butat  rhe  fawe  timelind 
a  private  intnsjue  vsUh'one  Ifcllis,  which  vrssaifcoverta 
l>yaciow, 


Venus,  the  faireft  of  immortal  loves. 

Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  doves, 

With  glowing  eyes,  confefling  warm  defires, 

She  fummons  heaven  and  eartA"  to  quench  her  fireSj 

Me  (he  excludes;  and  I  in  va      adore. 

Who  neither  god  nor  man  refiisM  before; 

Vulcan,  the  very  monfter  of  the  (kies, 

Vulcan  fhe  takes,  the  god  of  wit  denies. 

Then  ceafe  to  murmur  at  thy  Myra's  pride, 
Whimfy,  not  reafon,  is  the  female  guide  : 
The  fate,  of  which  their  mafter  does  complain, 
Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  infpired  train. 
What  vows    have  fail'd  ?     Hark    how    Catullus 

mourns, 
How  Ovid  weeps,  and  flighted  Gallus  burns  ; 
In  melting  drains  fee  gentle  Waller  bleed, 
Unmov'd  flie  heard,  what  none  unmov'd  can  read. 
And  thou,  who  oft  with  fuch  ambitious  choice. 
Halt  rais'd  to  Myra  thy  afpiring  voice. 
What  profit  thy  neglefted  zeal  repays  ? 
Ah  what  return  ?   Ungrateful  to  thy  praife  ? 

Change,  change  thy  ftyle,  with  mortal  rage  re- 
turn 
Unjuft  difdain,  and  pride  oppofe  to  fcorn; 
Search  all  the  fecrets  of  the  fair  and  young. 
And  then    proclaim,  foon    fhall   they  bribe  thy 

tongue; 
The  fliarp  detradlor  with  fuccefs  afTails, 
Sure  to  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails; 
Women,  like  cowards,  tame  to  the  fevere, 
Are  only  fierce  wl^en  they  difcover  fear. 

Thus  fpake  the  god  ;  and  upward  mounts  in  air. 
In  juft  rcfentment  of  his  paftdefpair. 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  to  my  aid  I  call 
The  furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gall  : 
Not  one  ftiall  Tcape  of  all  the  cozening  fex, 
Vex'd  fliail  they  be,  who  fo  delight  to  vex. 
In  vain  I  try,  in  vain  to  vengeance^move 
My  gentle  mufe,  fo  us'd  to  tender  love ; 
Such  magic  rules  my  heart,  whate'er  I  write 
Turns  all  to  foft  complaint,  and  amorous  flight. 
Begone,  fond  thoughts,  begone,  be  bold,  faid  I, 
Satire's  thy  theme — In  vain  again  I  try. 
So  charming  Myra  to  each  fenfe  appears. 
My  foul  adores,  my  rage  difTolves  in  tears. 

So  the  gall'd  lion,  fmarting  with  his  wound. 
Threatens  his  foes,  and  makes  the  foreft  found. 
With  his  itrong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart. 
And  tears  his  fide  with  more  provoking  fmart. 
Till  having  fpent  his  voice  in  fruitlefs  cries,  [dies. 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and 
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HiSRE  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  ceafe, 
If  not  in  joy,  I'll  live  at  leaft  in  peace; 

Since  for  the  pleafures  of  an  hour, 
We  muft  endure  an  age  of  pain, 

I'll  be  this  abjedl  thing  no  more. 
Love,  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Dcfpair  tormented  firfl  my  breaft. 
Now  falfehood,  a  more  cruel  gueft ; 
Y  y  iiij 
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O  !  for  the  peace  of  humankind, 
r^Iake  women  longer  true,  or  fooncr  kind  : 

With  juftice,  or  with  mercy  reign, 
O  love  1  or  give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

Jrr 


LOVE. 

I 

To  love,  is  to  be  doom'd  on  earth  to  feel 
What  after  death  the  tortur'd  meet  in  hell : 
The  vulture  dipping  in  Prometheus'  fide 
Jiis  bloody  beak,  with  his  torn  liver  dy'd. 
Is  love  :  The  Hone  that  labours  up  the  hill, 
blocking  the  labourer's  toil,  returning  ftill, 
Is  love.     Thofe  ftrejms  where  Tantalus  is  curft 
To  fit,  and  never  drink,  with  endlefs  thirft  : 
Thofe  loaden  boughs  that  with  their  burden  bend 
To  court  his  tafte,  and  yet  efcape  his  hand, 
All  this  is  love,  that  to  diflembled  joys 
Invites  vain  men,  with  real  grief  dcflroyf. 


MEDITATION  ON  DEATH, 

liNruGH,  enough,  my  foul,  of  worldly  npife, 

Of  aery  pomps,  and  fleeting  joys; 
What  does  this  bufy  world  provide  atbeft. 

But  brittle  goods  that  break  like  glafs, 
But  poifon'd  fwcet?,  a  troubled  feaft,  fpafs  ? 

And  plealures  like  the  winds,  that  in  a  moment 
Thy  thoughts  to  nobler  meditations  give. 
And  ftudy  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 

How  frail  is  beauty  ?     Ah !  how  vain. 

And  how  Ihort-liv'd  thofe  glories  are. 
That  vex  our  nights  and  days  with  pain. 

And  break  our  hearts  with  care  ! 
In  duft  we  no  di{tin<Sion  fee. 
Such  Helen  is,  fuch,  Myra,  thou  muft  be. 

How  fhort  is  life  .   why  will  vain  courtiers  toil, 
And  crowd  a  vainer  monarch,  for  a  fmile  ? 
What  is  that  monarch,  but  a  mortal  man, 
His  crown  a  pageant,  and  his  life  a  fpan  ? 
With  all  his  guards  and  his  dominions,  he 
Muft  Ccken  too,  and  die  as  well  as  we. 

Thofe  boafted  names  of  conquerors  and  kings 
Are  fwallow'd,  and  become  forgotten  things  : 
One  deftin'd  period  men  in  common  have,  -j 

The  great, the  bafe,  the  coward,  and  the  brave,/ 
All  food  alike  for  worms,  companions  in  the  f 
grave.  j 

The  prince  and  parafite  together  lie. 
No  fortune  can  exalt,  but  death  will  climb  as  high. 


ESSAY 

UPON  UNNATURAL  FLIGHTS  IN   POETRY. 

As  when  fome  image  of  a  charming  face 
In  living  paint,  an  artift  tries  to  trace. 
He  carefully  coiifults  each  beauteous  line, 
^jufling  to  his  objed,  his  dcfi^n, 


We  pra  ie  the  piece,  and  give  the  pointer  famej 
But  as  the  juft  refemblance  fpeaks  the  dame. 
Poets  are  limners  of  another  kind, 
To  ci;py  out  ideas  in  the  mind;  [(hewn, 

Words  are  the  paint  by  which  their  thoughts  are 
And  nature  f:t<,  the  oLjedl  to  be  drawn ; 
The  written  picture  we  applaud,  or  blame, 
But  as  the  due  proportions  are  the  fame. 

Who  driven  with  ungovernable  fire, 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  thefe  bounds  afpire, 
Gigantic  forms,  and  moiiftrous  birtli*  alone 
Produce,  which  nature  fhock'd,  difdains  to  own. 
By  true  reflexion  I  would  lee  my  face, 
^Vhy  brings  the  fool  a  magnifying  glafs  ? 
(l)  "  But  poetry  in  fidtion  takes  delight,  ") 

"   And  mounting  in  bold  figures  out  of  fight,  ( 
"  Leaves  truth  behind,   in    her  audacious  (" 
"   flight  :  3 

"  Fables  and  metaphors,  that  always  lie,      "^ 
"  And  rafti  hyperboles  that  foar  fo  high,        > 
"  And  every  ornament  of  verfe  muft  die."   j 
Miftake  nie  not  :   no  figures  I  exclude. 
And  but  forbid  intemperance,  not  food. 
Who  would  with  care  fome  happy  fi(5lion  frame. 
So  mimics  truth,  it  leeks  the  very  fame; 
Not  rais'd  to  force,  or  feign'd  in  nature's  fcorn, 
But  meant  to  grace,  iiluftrate,  and  adorn. 
Important  truths  ftill  let  your  fables  hold, 
And  moral  myfteries  with  art  unfold. 
Ladies  and  beaux  to  pleafe,  is  all  the  talk. 
But  the  fliarp  critic  will  inftrudlion  aflc. 

(2)  As  veils  tranfparent  cover,  but  not  hide, 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply'd ; 
When  thro'  the  phiafe  we  plainiy  fee  the  fenfc. 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's  obvious,  will  difpenfe; 
The  reader  what  in  reafon's  due,  believes, 

Nor  can  wc  call  that  falfe,  which  not  deceives. 

(3)  Hyperboles,  fo  daring  and  fo  bold, 
Dildaining  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  control'd  ; 
Above  the  clouds,  but  ftill  within  our  fight. 
They  mount  with  truth,  and  make  a  to^'ring 

flight, 
Prefenting  things  im.pofilble  to  view. 
They  wander  thi  ough  incredible  to  true  : 
Falfehoods  thus  niix'd,  Uhe  metals  are  refin'd. 
And  truth,  like  filver,  leaves  the  drofs  behind. 

Thus  poetry  hap  ample  fpacc  to  foar. 
Nor  needs  forbidden  regions  to  explore  : 
Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience  read. 
Who  thus  defcribes  his  hero  flain  and  dead  : 
(4)  "  Kill'd  as  II  he  was,  infenfible  of  death, 

"  He  ftill  fights  on,  and  fcorns  to  yield  his 
"  breath." 
The  noify  culverin  o'ercharg'd,  lets  fly, 
And  buift  unaiming  in  the  rended  iky  : 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman's  dream. 
And  nature  luffers  in  the  wild  extreme. 

The  captive  Canibal  weigh'd  down  with  chains, 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reviles,  provokes,  difdains, 
Of  nature  fierce,  untameable,  and  proud. 
He  grins  defiance  at  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  fpent  at  laft,  and  fpeechlefs  as  he  lies,      [dies. 
With  looks  ftill  threatning,  mccks  their  rage,  and 

1!  Arioftc< 
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This  is  the  utmaft  ftretch  that  Nature  can, 
And  all  beyond  is  fulfome,  falfe,  and  vain. 

Beauty's  fhe  theme ;  fomc  nymph  divinely  fair 
Excites  the  mufe  :  let  truth  be  even  there : 
As  painters  flatter,  fo  may  poets  too. 
But  to  refcmblance  muft  be  ever  true.     '    [queen 
(j)  "  The  *  day  that  fhe  was  born,  the  Cyprian 
"  Had  like  t'  hatre  dy'd   through  envy  and 

"   through  fpicen  ; 
"  The  graces  in  a  hurry  left  the  flcics 
"  To  have  the  honour  to  atrend  her  eyes; 
"  And  love,  defpairing  in  her  heart  a  place, 
"  Would  needs  take  up  his  lodging  in  her  face." 
Though  wrrote  by  great  Corneiile, fuch  lines  as  thefe, 
Such  civil  nonfcnfe  fure  could  never  pleafe. 
Waller,  the  bed  of  all  th'  infpircd  train, 
To  melt  the  fair,  inftrucfls  the  dying  fwain. 

(6)  The  f  Roman  wit,  who  impioufly  divides 
His  hero,  and  his  gods  to  diff'reiit  fides, 
1  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  fpight  of  fenfe 
Th'  admiring  world  ftili  ftands  in  his  defence. 
How  oft,  alas  !  the  beft  of  men  in  vain 
Contend  for  bleflings  which  the  worfl  obtain  I 
I'hc  gods,  permitting  traitors  to  fucceed, 
Become  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed  : 
And  by  the  tyrant's  murder,  we  may  find 
That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind. 

Thus  forcing  truth  with  fuch  prepofl'rous  praife, 
Our  charaders  we  leffcn,  when  we'd  raife  : 
Like  caftles  built  by  magic  art  in  air. 
That  vanifh  at  approach,  fuch  thoughts  appear ; 
But  rais'd  on  truth,  by  fome  judicious  hand. 
As  on  a  rock  they  Ihall  for  ages,  ftand.         [ftor'd, 
(7J  Our  king  ||  return'd,  and  banifh'd  peace  re- 
The  mufe  ran  mad  to  fee  her  exil'd  lord; 
On  the  crack'd  ftage  the  bedlam  heroes  roar'd, 
And  fcarce  could  fpeak  one  reafonable  v^rd ; 
Dryden  himfelf,  to  pleafe  a  frantic  age, 
Was  forc'd  to  let  his  judgment  ftoop  to  rage, 
To  a  wild  audience  he  conform'd  his  voice, 
Comply'd  to  cuftom,but  not  err'd  by  choice  : 
Deem  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer's  fui, 
Almanfor's  rage,  and  rants  of  Maximin  ; 
That  fury  fpcnt  in  each  elaborate  piece, 
He  vies  for  fame  with  ancient  Rome  and  Greece. 
Firft  ^  Mulgrave  rofe,  Rofcommon  next,  like 
light. 
To  clear  our  darknefs,  and  to  guide  our  flight ; 
With  fleady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  founds. 
They  gave  us  patterns,  and  they  fet  us  bounds ; 
The  Stagyrite  and  Horace  laid  afide, 
Inform'd  by  them,  we  ueed  no  foreign  guide: 
Who  feek  from  poetry  a  lafting  name. 
May  in  their  lefTons  learn  the  road  to  fame  ; 
But  let  the  bold  adventurer  be  fure 
That  every  line  the  tefl:  of  truth  endure ; 
On  this  foundation  may  the  fabric  rife. 
Firm  and  unfhaken,  till  it  touch  the  fkies. 

From  pulpits  banifh'd,  from  the  court,  from  love, 
Forfakeo  truth  feeks  fhelter  in  the  grove  ; 
Cherifh,  ye  mufes  I   the  ncgleded  fair, 
And  take  into  your  train  th'  abandon'd  wanderer- 


♦Corneiile  +Lucan.  ||  Ring  Cliarles  11. 

U  Earl  of  Mulerave's  Lfiay  upon  P^jetry  ;  and  Lord  Rof- 
Coramon's  upon  Tranflated  Vcue. 


EXPLANATORY  ANNOTATIONS 

ON  THE 

FOREGOING  POEM. 

(l)  The  poetic  world  is  nothing  but  fidion ; 
Parnalfus,  Pegafus,  and  the  Mufe»,  pure  imagina- 
tion and  chimsera;  but  being  however  a  fyflem 
univerfaljy  agreed  on,  all  that  has  or  may  be  con- 
trived or  invented  upon  this  foundation,  accord- 
ing to  nature,  fhall  be  reputed  as  truth;  but  what- 
foever  fhall  diminifh  from,  or  exceed  the  juft  pro- 
portions of  nature,  fhall  be  rejected  as  falfe,  and 
pafs  for  extravagance  ;  as  dwarfs  and  giants,  for 
monllers. 

(a)  When  Homer,  mentioning  Achilles,  terms 
him  a  lion,  this  is  a  metaphor,  and  the  meaning 
is  obvious  and  true,  though  the  literal  fenfe  be 
falfe,  the  poet  intending  thereby  to  give  his  reader 
fome  idea  of  the  flrength  and  fortitude  of  his  he- 
ro. Had  he  faid,  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had 
been  falfe,  by  petcnding  an  image  not  conform- 
able to  the  nature  and  charader  of  a  hero,  &c. 

(3)  Hyperboles  are  of  diverfe  forts,  and  the 
manner  of  introducing  them  is  different :  fome 
are  as  it  were  naturalized  and  eftablifhed  by  a  cuf- 
tomary  way  of  expreflion  ,  as  when  we  fay,  fuch 
a  one  is  as  fwift  as  the  wind,  whi:er  than  fnow,  or 
the  like.  Homer  fpeaking  of  Ncreus,  calls  him 
beauty  itfelf  Martial  of  Zojius,  lewdnefs  itfelf. 
Such  hyperboles  lie  indeed,  but  deceive  us  not;  . 
and  therefore  Seneca  terms  them  lies  that  readily 
condudt  our  imagination  to  truths,  and  have  aa 
intelligible  fignification,  though  the  expreflion  be 
flraincd  beyond  credibihty.  Cuftom  has  likewife 
familiarized  another  way  for  hyperboles,  fcr  ex- 
ample, by  irony ;  as  when  we  fay  of  fome  infa- 
mous woman,  fhe's  a  civil  perfon,  where  the  mean- 
ing is  to  be  taken  quite  oppofitc  to  the  latter. 
Thtfc  few  figures  are  mentioned  only  for  example 
fake ;  it  will  be  uf^derflood  that  all  others  are  t9 
be  ufed  with  the  like  care  and  difcretion. 

(4)  I  needed  not  to  have  travelled  fo  far  for 
an  extravagant  flight ;  I  remember  one  of  Britifh 
growth  of  the  like  nature  : 

See  thofe  dead  bodies  hence  convey 'd  with  care, 
Life  may  perhaps  return — with  change  of  air. 

But  I  choofe  rather  to  corretSl  gently,  by  foreign 
examples,  hoping  that  fuch  as  are  confcious  of  the 
like  exceffes  will  take  the  hint,  and  fccretly  re- 
prove themfclves.  It  may  be  poffible  for  fome 
tempers  to  maintain  rage  and  indignation  to  the 
lafl  gafp;  but  the  foul  and  body  once  parted,  there 
muft  neceffarily  be  a  determination  of  ad:ion. 

^uodcunque  ojlendh  mihijic  incredulus  od'i. 

I  cannot  forbear  quoting  on  this  occafion,  as  an  ' 
exarin)le  for  the  prefent  purpofe,  two  noble  lines 
of  J*per  Main's,  in  the  collcdlion  of  the  Oxford 
verfes  printed  in  the  year  1643,  upon  the  death  of 
my  grandfather,  Sir  Bevil  Granville,  flain  in  the 
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heat  of  atflion  at  the  battle  of  Landfdowne.  The 
poet,  after  having  defcribed  the  fight,  the  foldiers 
animated  by  the  example  of  their  leader,  and  en- 
gaged at  his  death,  thus  concludes : 

Thus  he  being  fiain,  his  eii^ion  fought  anew, 
And  the  dead  conquer'd,  whilfk  the  living  flew. 

This  is  agreeable  to  truth,  and  within  the  compafs 
of  nature :  it  is  thus  only  that  the  dead  can  adt. 

t^'^LejourquellenaquH,  Venus blen  qu  immortelle , 
Pcnfa  mourir  ds  hoiite,  en  la  -voyant  J'l  belle, 
Les  graces  a  V  en-vi  defcendirent  des  cieux 
Pour  avoir  V  honeur  d" accompagner  fes  yeux, 
£t  I'  amour,  qui  ne  put  entrer  dans  fun  conrage, 
fsulut  objiinemcnt  Icgerfurfon  wfage. 

This  is  a  lover'*  defcription  of  his  miftrefs,  by  the 
ereat  C'irneille  ;  civil,  to  be  fure,  and  polite  a^  any 
thing  can  be.  Let  any  body  tern  over  Waller,  and 
he  will  fee  how  much  more  naturally  and  deli- 
cately the  Englifh  author  treats  the  article  of  love, 
than  this  celebrated  Frenchman.  I  would  not, 
however,  be  thought  by  any  derogatory  quotation 
to  take  from  the  merit  of  a  writer  whofe  reputa- 
tion is  fo  univerfally  and  fo  juftly  eftabliflied  in  all 
nations;  but  as  1  faid  before;  [  rather  choofe,  where 
any  failings  are  to  be  found,  to  corred  my  own 
countrymen  by  foreign  examples,  than  to  provoke 
them  by  inllances  drawn  from  their  own  writings. 
Jiuman-Mn  ejl  errare.  I  cannot  forbear  one  quota- 
tion n^ore  from  another  celebrated  French  author. 
It  is  an  epigram  upon  a  monument  for  Francis  1. 
♦  king  of  France,  by  way  of  queftion  and  anfwer, 
which  in  Englifh  is  verbatim  thus  : 

Under  this  marble,  v.ho  lies  buried  here  ? 
Francis  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  compare. 
Why  has  fo  great  a  king  fo  fmall  a  ftone  ? 
Of  that  great  king  here's  but  the  heart  alone. 
Then  of  this  conqueror  here  liea  but  part  ? 
I<Io — here  he  lies  ail — for  he  was  all  heart. 

The  author  was  a  Gafcon,  to  whotn  I  can  proper- 
ly oppofe  nobody  fo  well  .is  a  V/ekhman,  for  which 
rurpofe  I  am  farther  furnifted  from  the  foremen- 
tioned  coUedlion  of  Oxford  verfes,  with  an  epigram 
by  Martin  Lluellin  upon   the  fame  fuL;jd^,  which 
J  remember  to  have  heard  often  repeared   to  me 
■when  I  was  a  boy.     Befides,  from  whence  can  we 
<Jraw  better  examples  than  from  the  very  feat  and 
nurfery  of  the  mules  ? 
Thu?  (lain,  thy  valiant  fanceftor  did  lie, 
"When  his  one  bark  a  navy  did  defy  ; 
■When  now  encompafs'd  rr.und,  he  victor  flood, 
And  bath'd  his  pinnace  in  his  conquering  blood, 
Till  all  the  purple  current  dry'd  and  fpent. 
He  fell,  and  made  the  waves  his  monument. 
Where  fhall  the  next  fam'd  Granville's  aflies  fland  ? 
Thy  grandfire's  fills  the  fea,  and  thine  the  land. 

1  cannot  fay  the  two  laft  lines,  in  which  confifts 
the  fling  or  point  of  the  epigram,  are  ftridly  con- 
+  SirHicliitr(!  Granville,  vice  admiral  of  Fnc;land,  iu  tlie 
Ttign  of  Q^icen  Hizabctli,  inaii-rained  a  f,'.;ht  with  his 
iineicihipacamft  the  whole -Armada  of  Si<i.ia,  conhftifiji 
&  fijty-thrce  of  iheir  bctt  men  of  war. 
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formable  to  the  rule  herein  fet  down  :  the  word 
ajkes,  metaphorically,  can  fignify  nothing  hvitfame  ; 
which  is  mere  found,  and  can  fill  no  fpace  either 
of  land  or  fea :  The  Welchman,  however,  raufl  be 
allowed  to  have  out-done  the  Gafcon.  The  fallacy 
of  the  French  epigram  appears  at  firft  fight ;  but 
the  Englilh  ftrikes  the  fancy,  fufpends  and  dazzles 
the  judgment,  and  may  perhaps  be  allowed  to  pafs 
under  the  fhelter  of  thofe  daring  hyperb(ile«, 
which,  by  prefenting  an  obvious  meaning,  make 
their  way,  according  to  Seneca,  through  the  incre- 
dible to  true. 

(6)  ViBrix  caufa  Deis  plaucit, fed  -viBa  Catoni. 
The  confent  of  fo  many  ages  having  eftabliflied 
the  reputation  of  this  line,  it  inay  perhaps  be  pre- 
fumption  to  attack  it ;  but  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed 
that  Cato,  who  is  defcribed  to  have  been  a  man  of 
rigid  morals  and  ftridl  devotion,  more  refemblintj 
the  gods  than  men,  would  have  chofen  any  party 
in  oppofition  to  thofe  gods,  whom  he  profefTed  to 
adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  underftand, 
that  this  hero  was  too  righteous  a  perfon  to  ac- 
company the  divinities  tbemfelves  in  an  unjuft 
caufe  ;  but  to  reprcfent  a  mortal  man  to  be  either 
wifer  or  jufler  than  the  Deity,  may  fhow  the  im- 
piety of  the  writer,  but  add  nothing  to  the  merit 
of  the  hero;  neither  reafon  nor  religion  will  al- 
low it,  and  it  is  impofCble  for  a  corrupt  being  to 
be  more  excellent  than  a  divine  :  Succefs  implies 
permifTioD,  and  not  approbation ;  to  place  the  gods 
always  on  the  thriving  fide,  is  to  make  them  par- 
takers of  all  fuccefsful  wickednefs  :  To  judge  right, 
wemufl  wait  for  the  conclufion  of  the  a<ftion  ;  the 
cataflrophe  will  beil  decide  on  which  fide  is  Pro- 
vidence, and  the  violent  death  of  Caefar  acquits 
the  gods  irom  being  companions  of  his  ufurpa- 
tion. 

Liican  was  a  determined  republican  ;  no  wonder 
he  was  a  free-thinker. 

(7)  Mr.  Dryden,  in  one  of  his  prologues,  has 
tltefe  two  lines  : 

He's  bound  to  pleafe,  not  to  write  well,  and  knows 
There  is  a  mode  in  plays,  as  well  as  clothes. 

From  whence  it  is  plain  where  he  has  expofed 
himfclf  to  the  critics;  he  was  forced  to  follow  the 
fafhion  to  humour  an  audience,  and  not  to  pleafe 
himfelf.  A  hard  facrifice  to  make  for  prefent 
fubfiftence,  efpecially  for  fuch  as  would  have  their 
writings  live  as  well  as  themfelves.  Nor  can  the 
poet  whofe  labours  are  his  daily  bread,  be  deliver- 
ed from  this  cruel  neceflity,  unlels  fome  more  cer- 
tain encouragement  can  be  provided  than  the  bare 
uncertain  profits  of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre 
be  put  under  fome  more  impartial  management 
than  the  jurifdidlion  of  players.  Who  write  to 
live,  mufl  unEvoidably  corhply  with  their  tafte  by 
whofe  approbation  they  fubfift  • '  fome  gencmus 
prince,  or  prime  minifter  like  Richlieu,  can  only 
find  a  remedy.  In  his  epiftle  dedicatory  to  the 
Spanilh  Friar,  this  incomparable  poet  thus  cecfures 
himfelf : 

"  I  remember  fome  verfes  of  my  own,  Maximin 
"  and  Almanzijr,  which  cry  vengeance  upon  m^^ 
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"  for  their  extravagance,  &c.  All  1  can  fay  for 
••  thofe  paffages,  which  are,  I  hope,  not  many,  is, 
"  that  I  knew  they  were  bad  enough  to  pleafe, 
"  even  when  I  wrote  them ;  but  I  repent  of  them 
"  among  my  fins  :  And  if  any  of  their  fellows  in- 
"  trude  by  chance  into  my  prefent  writings,  I 
"  draw  a  ftroke  over  thofe  Dalilahsof  the  theatre, 
"  and  am  refolved  J  will  fettle  myfelf  no  reputa- 
"  tioq  by  the  applaufe  of  fools :  'Tis  not  that  I 
"  am  mortified  to  all  ambition,  but  I  fcorn  as 
"  much  to  take  it  from  half-witted  judges,  as  I 
"  fliould  to  raife  an  eftate  by  cheating  of  bubbles  : 
"  Neither  do  I  difcommend  the  lofty  ftyle  in  tra- 
"  gedy,  which  is  pompous  and  magnificent ;  but 
"  nothing  is  truly  fublime,  that  is  not  juft  and 
"  proper." 

This  naay  (land  as  an  unanfwerable  apology  for 
Mr.  Dryden,  againft  his  critics;  and  likewife  for 
an  unqueftionable  authority  to  confirm  thofe  prin- 
ciples which  the  foregoing  poem  pretends  to  lay 
down,  for  nothing  can  be  juft  and  proper  but 
Tvhat  is  built  upon  truth. 


EPIGRAMS  AND  CHARACTERS,  &c. 

Infcription  for  a  Figure  reprefenting  the  God  of  Love. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  mafter  fee, 
Thou  waft  my  Have,  thou  art,  or  thou  ftialt  be. 

Definition  of  Love. 
Love  is  begot  by  fancy,  bred 
By  ignorance,  by  expecSation  fed, 
Deftroy'd  by  knowledge,  and  at  beft, 
Loft  in  the  moment  'tis  poffefs'd. 

Women. 
\Vomen  to  cards  may  be  compar'd  •,  we  play 
A  round  or  two,  when  us'd  we  throw  away, 
Take  a  frefii  pack  ;  nor  is  it  worth  our  grieving. 
Who  cuts  or  fliuffles  with  our  dirty  leaving. 

The  Relief. 
Of  two  reliefs  to  eafe  a  love-fick  mind, 
Fiavia  prefcribes  defpair  ;  I  urge,  be  kind  : 
FJavia,  be  kind,  the  remedy's  as  fure, 
'Tis  the  moft  pleafant,  and  the  quickeft  cure. 

Sent  to  Clarinda  wkb  a  Novel,  intituled,  Les  Malbeurs 

de  L^  Amour, 
Hafte  to  Clarinda,  and  reveal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel ; 
When  that  is  done,  then  tell  the  fair 
T^hat  I  endure  much  more  for  her  : 
Who'd  truly  know  love's  pow'r  or  fmart, 
Muft  view  her  eyes,  and  read  my  heart. 

Written  In  her  Prayer-Bool, 
In  vain,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray  ; 
What  arrogance  on  Heav'n  to  call 
For  that  which  you  deny  to  all ! 

Song.      To  the  fame. 
In  vain  a  thoufand  flaves  have  try'd 
To  overcome  Clarinda's  pride  ; 


Pity  pleading, 

Love  ptrfuading, 
When  her  icy  heart  is  thaw'd. 
Honour  chides,  and  ftraight  fhe's  aw'd, 

Foolilh  creature, 

Follow  nature, 
Wafte  not  thus  your  prime; 

Youth's  a  treafure. 

Love's  a  plcafure. 
Both  deftroy'd  by  time. 

On  the  fame. 
Clarinda,  with  a  haughty  grace. 
In  fcornful  poftures  fets  her  face. 
And  looks  as  ihe  were  born  alone 
To  give  us  love,  and  take  from  none, 
Though  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda,  I  would  die  for  thee. 
If  you're  too  proud  to  eafe  my  pain, 
I  am  too  proud  for  your  difdain. 

Her  Name. 
Guefs,  and  I'll  frankly  own  her  name 
Whofe  eyes  have  kindled  fuch  aflame; 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 
Had  ne'er  been  fung  had  ihe  been  feen. 
Who  fct  the  very  gods  at  war. 
Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Believe  me,  for  by  Heav'ns  'tis  truel 
The  fun  in  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  fo  fair  or  bright. 
Not  even  his  own  refleded  light. 
So  fweet  a  face '.  fuch  graceful  mien  ! 
Who  can  this  be  ? — 'Tis  Howard — or  Balkndof^ 


CLEORA. 


Cleora  has  her  wifli,  Ihe  weds  a  peer. 

Her  weighty  train  two  pages  fcarce  can  bear; 

Perfia,  and  both  the  Indies  muft  provide. 

To  grace  her  pomp,  and  gratify  her  pride; 

Of  rich  brocade  a  ftiining  robe  ftie  wears. 

And  gems  furround  her  lovely  neck,  like  ftars; 

Drawn  by  fix  grays,  of  the  proud  Belgian  kind^ 

With  a  long  train  of  livery  beaux  behind, 

She  charms  the  park,  and  fets  all  hearts  on  fire^ 

The  lady's  envy,  and  the  mens  defire. 

Beholding  thus,  O  happy  as  a  queen  1 

We  cry ;  but  fhift  the  gaudy  flattering  fcene  ; 

View  her  at  home,  in  her  domeftic  light ; 

For  thither  (he  muft  come,  at  Icaft  at  night; 

What  has  ftje  there  ?  A  furly  ill-bred  lord, 

Who  chides,  and  fnaps  her  up  at  every  word; 

A  brutal  fot,  who  while  ftie  holds  his  head. 

With  drunken  filth  bedawbs  the  nuptial  bed; 

Sick  to  the  heart,  fhe  breathes  the  naufeous  fume 

Of  odious  fleams,  that  poifon  all  the  room ; 

Weeping  all  night  the  trembling  creature  lies. 

And  counts  the  tedious  hours  when  flic  may  rife; 

But  moft  fhe  fears,  left  waking  fhe  Ihould  find. 

To  make  amends,  the  monfter  would  be  kind; 

Thofe  matchlefs  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god, 

Muft  bear,  though  much  averfe,  the  loathfome 

load  : 
What  then  may  be  the  chance  that  next  cnfues  ? 
Some  vile  difeafe,  frefh  reeking  from  the  ftews; 
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The  fecret  venom  circling  in  her  vcinj,        [ftains ; 
Works  through  her  ikin,  and  burfts  in  blotting 
Her  cheeks  their  freflinefs  lofe,  and  wonted  grace, 
And  an  unufual  palenefs  fpreads  her  face ; 
Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corrupted  breath 
Tainting  her  gums,  infeifis  her  iv'ry  teeth  ! 
Of  fliarp  notfturnal  angnifh  fhe  complains, 
And,  guiltlefs  of  the  caufe,  relates  her  pains. 
The  confcious  hufband,  whom  like  fymptomsfeize, 
Charges  on  her  the  guilt  of  their  difeafc  ; 
Affeding  fury  ads  a  madman's  part, 
He'll  rip  the  fatal  fecret  from  her  heart ; 
Bids  her  confefs,  calls  her  ten  thoufaud  names ; 
In  vain  fhe  kneels,  ihe  weeps,  protefls,  exclaims ; 
fiearce   with   her  life   Ihe  'fcapes, '  expos'd   to"! 
fhsme,  / 

In  body  tortur'd,  murder'd  in  her  fame,  f 

Rots  wiih  a  vile  adultrefs's  name.  \ 

Abandon'd  by  her  friend?.,  without  defence. 
And  happy  orly  in  her  innocence. 

Such  is  the  vengeauce  the  jufl  gods  provide 
For  thofe  who  barter  liberty  for  pride, 
Who  impioii fly  invoke  the  powers  above 
To  witnefs  to  falfe  vows  of  mutual  love. 

Thoufands  of  poor  Cleora'smay  be  found. 
Such  hufbands,  and  fuch  wretched  wives  abound. 
Ye  guardian  powers  1   the  arbiters  of  blifs, 

Preferve  Clarinda  from  a  fate  like  this ; 

You  fi  rm'd  her  fair,  not  any  grace  deny'd, 

But  gave,  alas  1   a  fpark  too  much  of  pride. 

Reform  that  failing,  and  protedl  her  lliil ; 

O  fave  her  from  the  curfe  of  chooCng  ill ! 

Deem  it  not  envy,  or  a  jealous  care, 

That  moves  thefe  wifbes,  or  provokes  this  prayer  ; 

Though  worfe   than   death    I   dread  to  fee  thofe 

Allotted  to  fome  happier  mortal's  arms,     [charms 

Tormenting  thorght!  yet  could  I  bear  that  pain, 

Or  any  ill,  but  hearing  her  complain  ; 

Intent  on  her,  my  love  forgets  his  own, 

Kior  frames  one  wifn,  but  for  her  fake  alone ; 

Whome'er  the  gods  have  deflin'd  to  prefer. 

They  cannot  make  me  wretched,  bleffing  her. 


CL  OE. 

Impatient  with  defire,  at  lafb 

T  ventur'd  to  lay  forms  afide  ; 
Twas  1  was  modefl,  not  fhe  chafle, 

Cloe,  fo  gently  prefs'd,  comply'd. 
With  idle  awe,  an  amorous  fool, 

I  gaz'd  upon  her  eyes  with  fear  ; 
Say,  love,  how  came  your  flave  fo  dull. 

To  read  no  better  there  ? 
Thus  to  ourfelves  the  greateft  foes, 

Although  the  nymph  be  well  inclin'd; 
For  want  of  ct<urage  to  propofe. 

By  our  own  folly  {he's  unkind. 


MRS,  CLAVERING  *,  SINGING. 

When  we  behold  her  angel  face; 

Or  when  flie  fings  with  heavenly  grace, 

♦  Afterwards  Laeiy  Cowper. 


In  what  we  hear,  or  wliat  we  fee. 
So  ravifhing's  tlie  harmony, 

The  melting  foul  in  rapture  loC, 

Knows  not  which  charm  enchants  it  tQoS< 
Sounds  that  made  hills  and  rocks  rejoice, 
Amphiou's  lute,  the  fyren's  voice. 
Wonders  with  pain  receiv'd  for  true. 
At  once  find  credit,  and  renew  ; 

No  charms  like  Clavering's  voice  furprife. 

Except  the  magic  of  her  eyes. 


SONG. 

The  happieft  mortals  once  were  we, 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 

Each  defirous  of  the  bkCGng, 

Nothing  Wanting  but  pofTefling; 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me. 
The  happiefl  mortals  once  were  wc. 
But  fince  cruel  fates  difTever, 
Torn  from  love,  and  torn  for  ever. 

Tortures  end  me. 

Death  befriend  me ; 
Of  all  pains,  the  greatefl  pain. 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 


THE  WILD  BOAR'S  DEFENCE. 

A  BOAR  who  had  enjoy'd  a  happy  reign 
For  many  a  year,  and  fed  on  many  a  man, 
Cail'd  to  account,  foftening  his  favagc  eyes, 
Thus  fuppliant,  pleads  his  caufe  before  he  die«. 

For  what  am  I  condemn'd  ?  My  crimes  no  more 
To  eat  a  man,  than  yours  to  eat  a  boar : 
We  feek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides, 
Nature,  and  mere  necefTity  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  fport,  then  difh  us  up 
For  drunken  feafls,  a  relifh  for  the  cup : 
Wc  lengthen  not  our  meals ;  but  you  muft  feafl, 
Gorge  till  your  bellies  burft — pray  who's  the  beaft  ? 
With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  fufs, 
But  are  in  truth  worfe  brutes  than  all  of  us : 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  brother, 
Moft  beafUy  of  all  bealts,  devour  each  other : 
Kings   worry   kings,  neighbour  with  neighbour 

flrives, 
Fathers  and  fons,  friends,  brothers,  hufbands,  wives, 
By  fraud  or  force,  by  poifon,  fword,  or  gun, 
Deftroy  each  other,  every  mother's  fon. 


FOR  LIBERALITY. 

Though  fafe  thou  think'flthy  treafure  lic»» 
Hidden  in  chefls  from  human  eyes, 
A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 
Bury'd,  my  friend,  as  far  from  thee. 
Thy  veffel  that  yon  ocean  ftems. 
Loaded  with  golden  duft,  and  gems, 
Purchas'd  with  fo  much  pains  and  coftj 
Yet  in  a  tsmpeft  may  be  loft. 
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Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thanklefs  crew, 

Priefts,  pick  pockets,  and  lawyers  too, 

All  help  by  feveral  ways  to  drain, 

Thanking  themfelves  for  what  they  gain  : 

The  liberal  are  fecure  alone. 

For  what  W€  frankly  give,  for  ever  if  our  own. 


CORINNA. 


Corinna,  in  the  bloom  of  youth 

Was  coy  to  every  lover, 
Reg:ardlefs  of  the  tendereft  truth, 

No  foft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  hers,  all  at  her  feet 
Lay  proftrate  and  adoring ; 

The  witty,  handfome,  rich,  and  great, 
In  vain  aKke  imploring. 

But  now  grown  old,  flie  would  repair 
Her  lofs  of  time,  and  pleafure; 

With  willing  eyes,  and  wanton  air, 
Inviting  every  gazer. 

But  love's  a  fummer  flower,  that  dies 
With  the  firfl:  weather's  changing, 

The  lover,  like  the  fwallnw,  flies 
From  fun  to  fun  ftill  ranging. 

Myra,  let  this  example  move 
Your  foolifli  heart  to  reafon  ; 

Youth  is  the  proper  time  for  love, 
And  age  is  virtue's  feafon. 


CLOE. 


Bright  as  the  day,  and  like  the  morning,  fair, 
Such  Cloe  is — and  common  as  the  air. 


A  RECEIPT  FOR  VAPOURS. 

Why  pines  my  dear  ?  to  Fulvia  his  young  bride, 
Who  weeping  fat,  thus  aged  Cornus  cry'd. 
Alas  '   faid  Ihe,  fuch  vifians  break  my  reft, 
The  ftrangeft  thoughts  I  I  think  I  am  poUefl : 
My  fmptoms  I  have  told  to  men  of  flcill, 
And  if  I  would — they  fay — I  might  be  well. 

Take  their  advice,  faid  he,  my  poor  dear  wife, 
I'll  buy  at  any  rate  thy  precious  life. 
Bluftiing,  Ihe  would  excufe,  but  all  in  vain, 
A  dodlor  muft  be  fetch'd  to  eafe  her  pain. 
Hard  prefs'd,  fhc  yields :  from  White's,  or  Will's, 

or  Tom's, 
No  matter  which,  he's  furamon'd,  and  he  comes. 
The  careful  hufband,  with  a  kind  embrace 
Entreats  his  care  :  then  bows,  and  quits  the  place  : 
For  little  ailments  oft  attend  the  fair. 
Not  decent  for  a  hulband's  eye,  or  ear. 
Something  the  dame  would  fay  :  the  ready  knight 
Prevents  her  fpecch— Here's  that  Ihall  fet  yoy 

right, 


Madam,  faid  he-~with  that  the  doer's  made  clofe* 

He  gives  dclicioufly  the  healing  dofe. 

Alas !  ihe  cries :  ah  me  I  O  cruel  cure  1 

Did  ever  woman  yet  like  me  endure  ? 

The  work  perform'd,  up  rifing  gay  and  light. 

Old  Cornus  is  call'd  in  to  fee  the  fitjht ; 

A  fprightly  red  vermilion's  all  her  face. 

And  her  eyes  languilh  with  unufual  grace  : 

With  tears  of  joy  frefli  gufliing  from  his  eyes, 

O  wond'rous  power  of  art  1  old  Cornus  cries; 

Amazing  change  1  aftonifhing  fuccefs  1 

Thrice  happy  I  :  what  a  brave  dodor's  this ! 

Maids,  wives,  and  widows,  with  fuch  whims  op' 

preft. 
May  thus  find  certain  eafe — Probatum  eft. 


ON  AN  ILL-FAVOURED  LORD. 

That  Macro's  looks  are  good,  let  no  man  doubt. 
Which  I,  his  friend  and  fervant — thus  make  out. 
In  every  line  of  his  perfidious  face, 
The  fecret  malice  of  his  heart  wc  trace ; 
So  fair  the  warning,  and  fo  plainly  writ. 
Let  none  condemn  the  light  that  fhows  a  pit. 
Codes,  whofe  face  finds  credit  for  his  heart. 
Who  can  efcape  fo  fmooth  a  villain's  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  that  can  perfuade, 
Seeing  we  truft,  though  fure  to  be  betray'd ; 
His  looks  are  fnares :  but  Macro's,  cry  beware 
Believe    not,     though    ten    thoufand    oaths    hji 

fwear ; 
If  thou'rt  deceiv'd,  obferving  well  this  rule, 
Not  Macro  is  the  knave,  but  thou  the  fool. 
In  this  one  point,  he  ani  his  looks  agrecj 
As  they  betray  their  mafter — fo  did  he. 


f  CLOE. 

Cloe's  the  wonder  of  her  fex, 
'Tis  well  her  heart  is  tender. 

How  might  fuch  killing  eyes  perpler. 
With  virtue  to  defend  her  ? 

But  nature  gracioufly  inclin'd 
With  liberal  hand  to  pleafe  us, 

Has  to  her  boundlefs  beauty  join'd 
A  boundlefs  b?nt  to  eafe  us. 


ON  THE  SAME. 


Of  injur'd  fame,  and  mighty  wrongs  receiv'd, 
Cloe  complains  and  wondroufly's  aggriev'd  : 
That  free,  and  lavifh  of  a  beauteous  face, 
The  faireft,  and  fouleft  nf  her  race ; 
She's  mine,  or  thine,  and  ftrolling  up  and  down, 
Sucks  in  more  filth,  than  any  fink  in  town, 
I  not  deny  :  this  I  have  faid,  'tis  true  ; 
What  wrong :  to  give  fe  bright  a  nymph  her 
due. 
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CORINNA. 


So  well  Corinna  likes  the  joy, 
She  vows  fhe'U  never  more  be  coy, 

She  drinks  eternal  draughts  of  pleafure  ; 
Eternal  draughts  do  not  fuSice, 
O  !  give  me,  give  me  more,  (he  cries, 

*Tis  all  too  little,  little  meafure. 

Thus  wifely  (he  makes  up  for  time 
A/[ifpent,  while  youth  was  in  its  prime : 
So  travellers  who  wafte  the  day, 
Careful  and  cautious  of  their  way^ 
»oting  at  length  the  fetting  fun. 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  comes  on, 
Double  their  fpeed  to  reach  their  inn, 
And.  whip  and  fpur  through  thick  and  thin. 


CLOE  PERFUMING  HERSELF. 

Believe  me,  Cloe,  thofe  perfumes  that  coff 
Such  fums  to  fwecten  thee,  is  treafure  loft ; 
Uot  all  Arabia  would  fufficient  be. 
Thou  fincU'ft  not  of  thy  fwects,  they  ftink  of  thee 


BELINDA. 


Belinda's  pride's  an  arrant  cheat 

A  fooliR)  artifice  to  blind  ; 
iSome  honeft  glance  that  fcorns  deceit 

Does  ftill  reveal  her  native  mind. 

With  look  demure,  and  forc'd  difdain, 

She  idly  afts  the  faint ; 
We  fee  through  this  difguife  as  plain 

As  we  diftinguifh  paint. 

So  have  I  feen  grave  fools  defign, 
With  formal  looks  to  pafs  for  wife ; 

But  nature  is  a  light  will  fhine. 
And  break  through  all  difguife. 

IMPROMPTU. 

JVriiUn  vnder  a  PiSiure  of  the  Countefs  of  Sandiaich, 
Drawn  in  Mans  Habit, 

When  Sandwich  in  her  fex's  garb  we  fee. 
The  queen  of  beauty  then  flie  feems  to  be : 
Now  fair  Adonis  in  this  male  difguife, 
Or  little  Cupid  with  his  mother's  eyes. 
No  flyle  of  empire  chang'd  by  this  remove. 
Who  feem'd  the  goddefs,  feems  the  god  of  love. 


TO  MT  FRIEND 

MR.  JOHN  DRYDEN, 

AM  BIS  SEVERAL  EXCELLENT    TRANSLATIONS  01 
THE  ANCIENT  POETS. 

As  flowers  tranfplantcd  from  a  fouthern  Iky, 
But  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  railing  die, 
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Miffing  their  native  fun,  at  bell  retain 
But  a  faint  odour,  and  furvive  with  pain  : 
Thus  ancient  wit,  in  modern  numbers  taught,     "S 
Wanting  the  warmth  with  which  its  author^ 

wrote. 
Is  a  dead  image,  and  a  fenfelefs  draught. 
While  we  transfufe  the  nimble  fpirit  flies, 
Efcapes  unfeen,  evaporates,  and  dies. 
Who  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  defire, 
Muft  imitate  with  Roman  force  and  fire. 
In  elegance  of  flyle,  and  phrafe  the  fame. 
And  in  the  fparkling  genius,  and  the  flame ; 
Whence  we  conclude  from  thy  tranflated  fong. 
So  juft,  fo  fmooth,  fo  foft,  and  yet  fo  ftrong ; 
Celeftial  poet  1  foul  of  harmony  ! 
That  every  genius  was  reviv'd  in  thee. 
Thy  trumpet  founds,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light,' 
Never  to  die,  and  take  to  heaVen  their  flight ; 
Deck'd  in  thy  verfe,  as  clad  with  rays  they  fliine. 
All  glorify'd,  immortal,  and  divine. 

As  Britain  in  rich  foil,  abounding  wide, 
Furnifli'd  for  ufe,  for  luxury,  and  pride. 
Yet  fpreads  her  wanton  fails  on  every  fliore 
For  foreign  wealth,  infatiate  ftill  of  more ; 
To  her  own  weol  the  filks  of  Afia  joirts ; 
And  to  her  plenteous  harvefts,  Indian  mines : 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fame 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name. 
To  lands  remote,  fends  forth  his  learned  mufe. 
The  nobleft  feeds  of  foreign  wit  to  chpofe ; 
Feafting  our  fenfc  fo  many  various  ways. 
Say,  is't  thy  bounty,  or  thy  thirft  of  praife  ? 
That  by  compai'ing  others,  all  might  fee. 
Who  moll  cxcell'd,  are  yet  excell'd  by  thee. 


A  MORNING  HYMN, 

TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  HAMILTON. 

Awake,  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 
Goddefs  of  love,  and  of  the  day  ; 
Awake,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes. 

And  fliow  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blufhing  morn, 
He  but  creates  the  day  which  you  adorn. 

The  lark,  that  wont  with  warbling  throat 
Early  to  falutc  the  ikies. 

Or  fleeps,  or  elfe  fufpcuds  his  note, 
Difclaiming  day  till  you  arife. 

Goddefs  awake,  thy  beams  difplay, 
Reftore  the  univerfe  to  light. 
When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  dayj 
And  when  fhe  difappcars,  begins  the  night. 

Lovers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep, 
(For  lovers  never,  never  fleep) 
Wait  for  the  rifing  of  the  fair. 
To  off^er  fongs  and  hymns  of  prayer ; 

Like  Perfians  to  the  fun, 
Even  life,  and  death,  and  fate  are  there*. 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  deftiny, 
Th*  inevitable  book,  'twas  noted  doV'ni 
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"The  liying  fiiould  revive,  the  living  die, 
As   Hamilton   ftiall  fmilc,    as    Hamilton    fliall 
frown  '. 


Awake  bright  Hamilton,  arife, 

Gnddefs  of  love,  and  of  the  day. 
Awake,  difclofc  thy  radiant  eyes. 
And  fhow  the  fun  a  brighter  ray. 
Phoebus  in  vain  calls  forth  the  blufhing  morn, 
He  but  creates  the  day,  which  you  adorn. 


DRINKING  SONG  TO  SLEEP. 

GatAT  god  of  fleep,  fince  it  muft  be, 
That  we  mufl;  give  fome  hours  to  thee. 
Invade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 
Glows  in  my  cheeks,  and  warms  my  foul ; 
That  be  my  only  time  to  fnore. 
When  I  can  laugh,  and  drink  no  more ; 
Short,  very  fhort  be  then  thy  reign, 
For  I'm  in  hafte  to  laugh  and  drink  again. 

But  O  1   if  melting  in  my  arms. 
In  fome  foft  dream,  with  all  her  charms, 
The  nymph  belov'd  fliould  then  furprife, 
And  grant  what  waking  fhe  denies  ; 
Then,  gentle  flumber,  pr'ythee  ftay. 
Slowly,  ah  !  flowly  bring  the  day. 
Let  no  rude  noife  my  blifs  deftroy, 
Such  fweet  delufion  's  real  joy. 


With  fuch  a  paffion  fix'd  and  Aire, 
As  even  poflelTion  could  not  cure. 
Never  to  ceafe  but  with  my  breath ; 
May  then  this  bumper  be  my  death. 


IVritten  under  Mrs.  Hare's  Name,  upon  a  Drinking- 
Glafs. 

The  gods  of  wine,  and  wit,  and  love  prepare. 
With  cheerful  bowls  to  celebrate  the  fair  : 
Love  is  enjoin'd  to  name  his  favourite  toaft. 
And  Hare's  the  goddefs  that  delights  him  mod  ; 
Phoebus  approves,  and  bids  the  trumpet  found. 
And  Bacchus  in  a  bumper  fends  it  round. 


Under  the  Duchefs  of  Bolton  s. 

Love's  keeneft  darts  are  radiant  Bolton's  care. 
Which  the  bright  goddefs  poifons  with  defpair  ; 
The  god  of  wine  the  dire  effedl  forefees. 
And  fends  the  juice  that  gives  the  lover  eafe. 


Under  fhe  Lady  Harper  3  Nceme. 

To  Harper,  fprightly,  young,  and  gay, 
Sweet  as  the  rofy  morn  in  May, 
Fill  to  the  brim,  I'll  drink  it  up 
To  the  laii  drop,  were  poifon  in  the  cup. 


Under  the  Lady  Mary  Villiers'  Name, 

If  I  net  l,.ve  you,  Villier?,  more 
Than  ever  mortal  lov'd  before. 


CUPID  DISARMED. 

TO  THE  PRINCESS  d'aUVERGN 

E. 

CopiD,  delighting  to  be  near  her, 
Charm'd  to  behold  her,  charm'd  to  hear  her, 
As  he  flood  gazing  on  her  face, 
Enchanted  with  each  matchlefs  grace. 
Loft;  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart. 
Which  never  fails  to  reach  the  heart : 
she  feizes  it,  and  arm";  her  hand, 
"  'Tis  thus  I  love  himfelf  command; 
"   Now  tremble,  cruel  boy,  fhe  faid, 
"  For  all  the  mifchief  you  have  made." 

The  God,  recovering  his  furprife, 
Trnfts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies. 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind. 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 

Princefs,  reftore  the  boy  his  ufelefs  darts, 
With  furer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts; 
Love's  captives  oft  their  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  releafe  us  from  your  chain. 

EXPLICATION  IN  FRENCH. 

CUPIDON  DESARME. 

Fahle  four  Madame  la  Prlncejfe  V Autiergne. 

CupiDON  prenant  plafir  de  fe  trouver  toujonrs 
aupres  d'elle  ;  charme  de  la  voir,  cbarme  de  I'en- 
tendre  :  Comme  il  aamiroit  un  jour  fes  graces 
inimitables,  dans  cette  diftra<ftion  de  fon  ame  et  de 
fes  fens,  ill  laiffa  tomber  ce  dard  fatal  qui  ne  man- 
que jamis  de  percer  les  cceurs.  Elle  le  ran^affe 
foudain,  et  s'arniant  la  belle  main. 

"  C'eft  alnfi,  dit  elle,  que  je  me  rend  maitrefle 
"  de  I'amour,  tremblez,  enfant  malin,  je  veux 
"  vanger  tous  les  maux  que  tu  as  fait." 

Le  Dieu  etonne,  revenant  de  fa  furprize,  fe  fianC 
a  fes  ailes,  s'echappe,  et  s'envole  vite  comme  une 
flcche  qui  fend  i'air,  et  lui  laiffe  la  polTeflion  de 
toute  fon  artillerie. 

Princeffe  rendez  lui  fes  armes  qui  vous  font 

inutiles :  [fants : 

La  nature  vous  a  donnee  des  charmes  plus  puif- 

Les  captives  de  i'amour  fouvent  recouvrent  la 

liberte ;  [les  votres. 

II  n'j  a  que  la  mort  feule  qui  puiHe  aifranchir 


BACCHUS  DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA  DILLON,    NOW  LAD7  FALKLANOi 

Bacchus  to  arms,  the  enemy's  at  hand, 
Laura  appears}  ftand  to  jiour  glaffei,  ftaod^ 


?»• 
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The  god  of  love,  the  god  of  wine  defies, 
Behold  him  in  full  inarch,  in  Laura's  eyes : 
Bacchus  to  arms,  and  to  refift  the  dart, 
Each  with  a  faithful  brimmer  guard  his  heart. 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  there's  treafon  in  the  cup, 
Fer  love  comes  pouring  in  with  every  drop  ; 
I  feel  him  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  brain, 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  refiftance  is  in  vain, 
Or  craving  quarter,  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura's  health,  and  give  up  all  thy  foul. 


THYRSIS  AND  DELIA. 

SONG  IN  DIALOGUE. 


THYRSIS. 

Belia,  how  long  muA  I  defpalr. 

And  tax  you  with  difdain ; 
Still  to  my  tender  love  fevere, 

Untouch'd  when  I  complain  ? 

DELIA. 

When  men  of  equal  mc-ir  love  us. 
And  do  wirh  equal  ardor  fuc, 

Thyrfis,  you  know  but  one  muft  move  us. 
Can  I  be  your's  and  Strephon's  too  ? 

My  eyes  view  b'^th  with  mighty  pleafure, 
Impartial  to  your  high  defert. 

To  both  alike,  efteem  I  raeafure, 
To  one  alone  can  give  my  heart. 

THYR  SIS.   , 

Myfterious  guide  of  inclination, 

Tell  mc,  tyrant,  why  am  I 
With  equal  merit,  equal  paflion. 

Thus  the  vidlim  chofen  to  die  ? 
Why  am  I 

The  viiftim  chofen  to  die  ? 

DELIA. 

On  fate  alon?  depends  fuccefs. 
And  fancy,  reafon  over-rule?, 

Or  why  fliould  Virtue  ever  mifs 
Reward,  fo  often  given  to  fools  ? 

'Tis  not  the  valiant,  nor  the  witty, 
But  who  alone  is  born  to  pleafe ; 

JLove  does  predeftinatt  our  pity. 

We  choofe  but  whom  he  firft  decrees. 


A  LATIN  INSCRIPTION 

ON  A  MEDAL  FOR  LEWIS  XIV.  OF  FRANCE. 

Proximus  et  fimilis  regnas,  Ludovice,  tonanti, 
Vim  fummam,  fumma  cum  pietate,  geris, 

Magnus  es  expanfis  alis,  fed  maximus  armis, 
Protegishinc  Anglos,  Teutones  inde  feris. 

Qi^iin  c5eant  toto  Titania  foedera  Rheno, 
llla  acquilam  tantim,  Gallia  :almen  habet. 

ENGLISHED, 

AND  APPLIED   TO   qUEEN   ANNE. 

Next  to  the  thunderer  let  Anna  (land 
In  piety  fupreme,  as  in  command  ; 
7 


Fam'd  for  victorious  arms  and  generous  aid, 
Young  Auftrid's  refuge,  and  fierce  Bourbon's  dreac}. 
Titanian  leagues  in  vain  (hall  bravvj  the  Rhine, 
When  to  the  eagle,  you  the  thunder  join. 


URGANDA'S  PROPHECY. 

Spoken  hy  ivay  of  Epilogue  at  the  /trfl  reprefeniatiotl  »f 
the  Briiijb  Knchanters. 

Prophetic  fury  rolls  within  my  hreaft. 
And  as  at  Delphos,  when  the  foaming  pried 
Full  of  his  God,  proclaims  the  diftant  doom 
Of  kings  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  come ; 
My  labouring  mind  fo  ftruggles  to  unfold  T 

On  Britifli  ground  a  future  age  of  gold ;  > 

But  left  incredulous  you  hear — behold  :  j 

Here  a  Scene  reprefent'ing  the  Que  EN,  and  the  feiieral 
Triumphs  of  Her  Majejiys  Reign. 

High  on  a  throne  appears  the  martial  queen, 
With  grace  fublime,  and  with  Imperial  mien  ; 
Surveying  round  her,  with  impartial  eyes. 
Whom  to  protedl,  or  whom  (he  ftiall  chaftife* 
Next  to  her  fide,  vidlorious  Marlbro'  ftands. 
Waiting,  obfervant  of  her  dread  commands; 
The  queen  ordains,  and  like  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  executes  her  high  decree. 
In  every  line  of  her  auf;:icious  fjice 
S-  ft  mtrcy  fmiles,  adorn'd  with  every  grace  ; 
So  angels  look,  and  fo  when  heaven  decrees. 
They  fcourge  the  world  to  piety  and  peace. 

Emprefs  and  conqu'ror,  hail !  the  fates  prdairf 
O'er  all  the  willing  world  fole  arbitrefs  to  reign; 
To  no  one  people  are  thy  laws  confin'd, 
Greaf  Britain's  queen,  but  guardian  of  mankind; 
Sure  hope  of  all  who  dire  oppreffion  bear. 
For  all  th'  opprcfs'd  become  thy  inftant  care. 
Nations  of  conqueft  proud,  thou  tam'ft  to  free, 
Denouncing  war,  prefenting  liberty; 
The  vidlor  to  the  vanquifh'd  yields  a  prize, 
For  in  thy  triumph  their  redemption  lies; 
Freedom  and  peace,  for  ravifli'd  fame  you  give. 
Invade  to  blefs,  and  conquer  to  relieve. 
So  the  fun  fcorches,  and  revives  by  turns. 
Requiting  with  rich  metals  where  he  burns. 

I  aught  by  this  great  example  to  be  juft. 
Succeeding  kings  fhall  well  fulfil  their  truft; 
Difcord,  and  war,  and  tyranny  fliall  ceafe, 
And  jarring  nations  be  compell'd  to  peace  ; 
Princes  and  ftates,  like  fubje(5ls  fliall  agree 
To  trufl  her  power,  fafe  in  her  piety. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  BRITISH   ENCHANTERS. 

Poets  by  obfervation  find  It  true, 

'Tis  harder  much  to  pleafe  themfelves  than  youj 

To  weave  a  plot,  to  work  and  to  refine 

A  labour'd  fccne;  to  polilh  every  line 
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iflgment  muR  fweat,  and  feel  a  mothfi's  pains : 
iin  fools  !   thus  to  diflurb  arid  rack  rheir  brains, 
When  more  indulgent  to  the  writer's  e.ifc, 
Yr.ii  are  too  good  to  be  fo  hard  to  plt-aic  ; 
Ho  fuch  convulfive  parirrs  It  will  req'Jire 
To  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  admire. 

Our  author  then,  to  pleafe  you,  in  your  way, 
Prefents  you  now  a  bauble  of  a  {lay  ; 
In  jihjrting  rhyme,  well  fortify 'd  and  llrongf. 
He  fights  entrench'd  o'er  head  and  eaw  in  fong. 
If  here  arid  there  feme  evil-fated  line. 
Should  chance  through  inadvcrter/cy  to  ihtne. 
Forgive  him,  beaux,  he  means  you  no  offtrnce, 
JBi 
Tij 


''orgive  him,  beaux,  he  means  you  no  offtrnce,  ") 
?ut  begs  you  for  th;-  love  of  fong  and  dance,  C 
Vi>  pardon  all  the  poetry  and  fenie.  j 


ANOTHER  EPILOGUS, 

DCSIGNft)  FOR  TilE    SAME. 

Wit  once,  lilte  beauty,  without  art  or  drefs, 
Naked,  and  uiiadorn'd,  coiitd  find  fuccsfs, 
Till  by  fiuition,  novelty  deftroy'd. 
The  Ttymph  mud  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoy'd. 
As  by  hi'i  equipage  the  man  you  prize, 
And  ladies  nuUl  linve  gems  befide  their  eye< : 
So  fares  it  too  with  plays  ;  in  vain  we  write,      ") 
Ualefs  the  muiic  and  the  dance  invite,  C 

Scarce  Hamlet  clear?  the  charges  of  jherigfit.     j 
Would  yon  but  fix  forhe  Aandard  how  to  move, 
We  would  transform  to  any  thing  yow  love; 
J'ldge  our  defire  hy  our  coafl;  and  pains, 
Sure  the  expencc,  uncertain  are  the  gaini. 
But  though  we  fetch  from  Ita'y  and  France        "y 
Our  fopperies  of  tune,  and  mode  of  dance,  > 

Our  fturdy  Britons  fcorn  to  borrow  fenfe  :  _) 

Hovve'er  to  foreign  fafliions  we  fabmtt, 
Still  every  fop  prefers  his  mother  wit. 
In  only  wit  this  conftancy  is  fhown,  T 

For  never  was  that  arrant  changeling  known,      > 
Who  for  atiother's  fenfe  would  quit  his  own.      j 
Our  author  would  excufe  thefe  youthful  fcenes,' 
Begotten  at  his  entrance  in  his  teens: 
Some  childidi  fancies  may  approve  the  toy. 
Some  lilce  the  mufe  the  more  for  being  a  boy ; 
And  ladies  fhould  be  pleas'd,  if  not  content, 
To  find  fo  young  a  thing,  not  wholly  impotent. 
Our  flage  reformers  too  he  would  dlfarm. 
In  charity  Co  cold,  in  zeal  fo  warm; 
And  therefore  to  atone  for  flage  abufes,  "^ 

And  gain  the  church-Indulgerice  for  the  rnnfei, > 
He  gives  his  thirds— to  charitable  ufes.  J 


PROLOGUE 

y«    Ulr.    jBevil    Higgons   cxcsUsnt    Tragedy,  cdhd. 
The  Generous  Coiiquerer. 

Yofp;  comic  writer  is  a  common  foe. 
None  can  intrigue  in  peace,  or  be  a  beau, 
Nor  wanton  wife,  nor  widow  can  be  I'peJ, 
Not  even  *  Ruffel  can  intdr  the  dead, 

•  RufTel,  a  f.imous   untiertalcer  t'<  r  funerals;    alUidinr 
to  a  comedy  written  by  .^ir  Rithird  Sic'.le.-iiititulea,  Tlie 

Ffincial. 

tffE.  "^Hv 


i  B;it  ftraight  thrs  ccnfor,  in  hiswhitii  of  wir, 
Strips,  and  prefents  you  nalccd  to  the  pit. 
Thus  critics  fliould,  like  thcfe,  be  branded  foes, 
Who  for  the  poifon  only,  fuck  the  rofe  ; 
Snarling  and  caipfng,  without  wit  or  fenfe; 
Impeach  miflakes,  o'crlooking  excellence. 
As  if  to  every  fop  it  might  belong, 
I-ike  fenators  to  ccnfure,  right  or  wronT, 

But  generous  minds  have  more  heroic  view3, 
And  love  and  honour  are  the  themes  they  choofe, 
f  From  yon  bright  heaven  our  author  fetch'd  his 

fire. 
And  paints  the  paffinns  that  your  eyes  Lnfplre  : 
Full  of  that  flanie,  his  tender  fcenes  he  warms. 
And  frames  hia  goddefi  by  your  matchlefs  ch^rmsi  . 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  ;eW  of  VENJCe, 

Fach  in  his  turn,  the  poet  \\,  and  the  prieft  §, 
Have  vicw'(4    the   flage,  but    like   falfe  proph'fiiis 

gucfs'd. 
The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  religious  rao-e, 
Would  filence  poets,  and  reduce  the°flage  ; 
The  poet,  rafh'ly  to  get  clear,  retorts 
On  kings  the  Icandal,  and  bcfpatters  courts. 
Both  err:   for  without  mincing,  to  be  plain. 
The  guild's  your  own  of  every  o<^ious  fcene  : 
The  prefent  time  ftill  gives  the  ftage  its  mode. 
The  vices  that  you  pradife,  we  explt^de; 
We  hold  the  glafs,  and  but  refied  your  ihame, 
Like  .Spartans,  by  cxpi  fing,  to  reclaim. 
The    fcribler,   pinch'd  with    hunger,    writes    t6 

dine. 
And  to  your  genius  mufl  conform  his  line  ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  fubmit  : 
Would   you    encourage    fenfe,    fenfe    would    tfe 

writ. 
Good  plays  we  try,  which  after  the  firft  day, 
Unfeen  we  acl,  and  to  bare  benches  play  ; 
Plain    fenfe,    which    pleas'd   your    fires    an    ag4 

Is  lofl,  without  the  garniture  of  fliow  : 

At  vaft  expence  wj;  labour  to  oiir  ruin, 

And  court  your  favour  with  oijr  own  undoinc-j 

A  war  of  profit  mitigates  the  evil. 

But  to  be  tax'd  and  beaten — is  the  devil. 

How  was  the  fcenc  forloin,  and  how  defpis'd, 

When  Trmon,  without  nnific,  moraliz'd  .' 

Shakfpeare's  fuhlime  in  vain  entic'd  the  throng. 

Without  the  aid  of  P-ircel's  fyrcn  long. 

In   the  fame   ahtiquti  loom   thefc  fcenes   wer^ 
V^roughr,  , 

Embeliifii'd  with  good  rtoral^,  antf  juft  thought ; 
True  iiature  in  her  nobleft  hght  you  fee,  ■> 

Ere  yet  dehauch'd  by  i^iodern  gallantry,  C 

To  trifling  jclt.s,  and  fuL'"'^n;e  ribaldry.  J 

What  ruft  remains  upon  tiie  fliining  mufsj 
Aiuiquity  mufl  priVifcge  to  pals. 


+  To  the  Ladies.      ■ 

II    DrviictiV  I'lolociie  Xn  ti-e  Tilj;rim'. 

V  Coliier'i  View  of  the  itape, 

Z  !5 
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'Tis  Shatfpearc's  play,  and  if  thefe  fcenes  niifcarry, 
Let  Gormon  ||  take  the  llage — or  Lady  Mary  f. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SHE-GALLANTS; 

OR, 

ONCE  A  LOVER  AND  ALWAYS  A  LOVER. 

A^  quiet  monarchs  that  on  peaceful  thrones, 

Ri  fpurts  and  revels  long  had  reign'd  like  drone?, 

Roufing  at  length,  reflect  with  guilt  and  ftiame, 

That  not  one  ftroke  had  yet  been  given  for  fame ; 

Wars  they  deneunce,  and  to  redeem  the  paft, 

To  bold  attenpts,  and  rugged  labours  hafte  : 

Our  poet  fo,  with  like  concern  reviews 

The  youthful  follies  of  a  love-fick  mufe  ; 

To  amorrus  toils,  and  to  the  filent  grove. 

To  beauty's  fnarcF,  and  to  deceitful  love. 

He  bids  farewell ;  his  ihield  and  lance  prepares, 

And  mounts  the  flage,  to  bid  immortal  wars. 

Vice,    like   fome   monfler,    fuff 'ring   none   t' 
efcapc. 
Has  feizd  the  town,  and  varies  ftill  her  fhape  : 
Here,  hke  fome  general,  ftie  ftruts  in  flate, 
While  crowds  in  red  and  blue  her  orders  wait ; 
There,  like  fome  penfive  ftatefman  treads  demure, 
And  fmiles  and  hugs,  to  make  deftru(ftiou  fure  : 
Now  under  high  commodes,  with  looks  eretft, 
Barefac'd  devours,  in  gaudy  colours  dcck'd; 
Then  in  a  vizard,  to  avoid  grimace. 
Allows  ail  freedom,  but  to  fee  the  face. 
In  pulpits  and  at  bar  (he  wears  a  gown. 
In  camps  a  fword,  in  palaces  a  crown. 
Refolv'd  to  combat  with  this  motley  bead 
Our  poet  cmcs  to  (Irike  one  ftroke  at  leaft. 

His  glafs  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  <  r  beaii, 
Some  features  of  you  all  he  means  t'-  fliow, 
On  chofcn  heads,  nor  lets  the  thunder  fall, 
But  fcatters  his  artillery — at  all. 

Yet  to  the  fair  he  fain  would  quarter  fliovr, 
His  'endtr  heart  recoils  at  every  blow; 
If  unawares  he  gives  tcro  fmart  a  ftroke. 
He  meani  but  to  corrtdl,  and  not  provoke. 


ODE 

ON, THE  PRESENT   CORRUPTION  OF  MANKIND. 

Ir.Jcril:d  to  the  Lord  Falkland. 

O  Falkland  '   offspring  of  a  generous  race, 
fltnow/'d  lor  arms  uha  arts,  in  war  and  peace, 
]VIj  kiiidiian,  s^nd   my   f:icnd.  from  whence  this 

curfe 
Er.tail'd  on  man,  ftill  to  grow  worfe  and  worfe  ? 

Each  age  induftrious  to  invent  new  crimes, 
.•Strives  to.OMtdo  in  guilt  piecediiig  times, 
Bi.;  n-  vv  we're  fo  iniprov'd  in  all  that's  had, 
"Vv'c  (hail  leave  nothing  for  our  fons  to  add. 

B    Afaircu-.r.rire  f.slitcr. 

■{•  A  Iwn-.yui  fof  eUaticcr,  fo  calleUj 


That  idol,  gold,  pofTelTes  every  htarf, 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  art ; 
Virtue  is  folly;   confcience  is  a  jelt ; 
Religion  gain,  or  prieftcraft  at  the  beft. 

Friendfnip's  a  cloak  to  hide  fome  treacherous 
end. 
Your  greateft  foe,  is  your  profefling  friend  ; 
The  foul  refign'd,  unguarded,  and  fecure. 
The  wound  is  deepeit,  and  the  ftroke  moft  fure. 

Juftice  is  fcought  and  fold ;  the  bench,  the  bar 
Plead  and  decide  ;  but  gold's  th'  interpreter. 
Pernicious  metal !  thrice  accurs'd  be  he 
Who  found  thee  firft  ;  all  evils  fpring  from  thee. 

Sires  fell  their  fons,  and  fons  their  fires  betray ; 
And  fenates  vote,  as  armies  fight,  for  pay  ; 
The  wife  no  longer  is  reftrain'd  by  fhame. 
But  has  the  hulband's  leave  to  play  the  game. 

Difeas'd,  decrepit,  from  the  ftiix'd  embrace 
Succeeds,  of  fpurious  mold,  a  puny  race ; 
From  fuch  defenders  what  can  Britain  hope? 
And  where,  O  liberty  !  is  now  thy  prop  ? 

Not  fuch  the  men  who  bent  the  ftubborn  bow, 
And  learn'd  in  rugged  fports  to  dare  a  foe  : 
Not  fuch  the  men  who  (ill'd  with  heaps  of  Cain 
Fam'd  Agincourt  and  CrefTy's  bloody  plain. 

Haughty  Britannia  then,  inur'd  to  toil. 
Spread  far  and  near  the  terrors  of  her  ifle ; 
True  to  herfelf,  and  to  the  public  weal. 
No  Gallic  gold  could  blunt  the  Britifti  fteel. 

Not   much  unlike,  when  thou  in  arms  wer't 
feen, 
Eager  for  glory  on  th'  embattled  green. 
When  Stanhope  led  thee  through  the  heats  of  Spaia 
To  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain. 

The  refcu'd  empire,  and  the  Gaul  fubdu'd, 
In  Anna's  reign,  our  ancient  fame  renew'd  : 
What  Britons  could,  when  juftly  rous'^d  to  war, 
Let  Blenheim  fpeak,  and  witnels  Gibraltar. 


FORTUNE. 


EPIGRAM. 

When  fortune  feems  to  fmilc,  'tis  then  I  fear 
bi.me  hirking  ill,  and  hidden  mifchief  near  : 
Us'd  to  her  frowns.  I  ftand  upon  my  guard. 
And  arm'd  in  virtue.,  keep  my  foul  prepar'd. 
Fickle  and  falfe  to  others  (he  may  be, 
I  can  complaid,  but  of  her  conftancy. 


-Virtutem  a  me^ 


Fortunam  ex  aliis- 


CHARACTIR  OF  MR.  WYCHERLEYf. 

Of  ail  our  modern  wits,  none  feems  to  me 
Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy. 
But  hafly  Shadweil,  and  flow  Wycheriey. 

t  ThiscliHraacr,  however  juft  in  other  particulars,  yet 
is  injurious  in  one  ;  Mr.  Wyclicrlcy  Udr.j  repreicniedas  a 


p  o  i   M  s. 

Ehadwell's  unfinifh'd  works  do  yet  impart  I  So,  at  th'  approach  of  deatli,  the  cygriet  tries 

Great  prools  of  nature's  force,  though  none  of  art;     To  warble  one  note  more — and  finging  dies, 
But  Wycherley  earns  hard  whate'er  he  gains, 
He  wauts  no  judgment,  and  he  fpares  no  pain*,  &c. 
Lord  kochelier's  Poems. 
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VERSES 


JVritten  in  a  leaf  of  the  Authers  Poems,  preftnUd  to 
the  ^een. 

THE  muse's   last  DYING  SONG. 

A  MUSE  expiring,  who,  with  carlieft  voice, 
Made  kings  and  queens,  and  beauty's  charms  her 

choice ; 
Now  on  her  death-bed,  this  laft  homage  pays, 
O  queen  1  to  thee  :  accept  her  dying  lays. 

laborious  writer,  which  every  man  who  has  the  leaft  per- 
fonal  Icnowledge  of  him  can  contraditt. 

Thofc  indeed  who  form  tlieir  judgment  only  from  his 
writings,  may  be  apt  to  imagine  fo  maftv  admirable  re- 
fleftionsjfuch  diverlity  of  images  and  cliarafters,  fuclt  Uriel 
inquiries  into  nature,  fuch  clofe  obfervations  on  the  feve- 
rai  hamours,  manners,  and  affeftions  ofall  ranks  ai1d  de- 
grees of  men,  ind,  as  it  were,  fo  true  and  fo  pcrfcfl;  a 
dilfedion  of  humankind,  delivered  with  fo  much  pointed 
wit  and  force  of  expreffion,  couUt  be  no  other  than  the 
work  of  extraordinary  diligence  and  application  :  wherea^; 
others,  wlio  have  the  happmefsto  be  acquainted  with  the 
author,  as  well  as  his  writings,  are  able  to  affirm  rhefe  happy 
performances  were  due  to  his  infinite  genius  and  natuml 
penetration.  We  owe  the  pleafure  and  advantage  of 
jiaving  been  fo  well  entertained  and  inltrufled  by  him,  to 
Ms  facility  of  doing  it  ;  for,  if  I  miltake  liim  not  extremely, 
had  it  been  a  trouble  to  him  to  write,  he  would  h.ave 
fp.Tted  himfelf  tbat  trouble.  What  he  has  performed  would 
Indeed  have  been  difficult  for  another;  but  the  club  wlili.h 
a  man  of  ordinary  hze  could  not  lift,  was  but  a  waiking- 
tt'ck  for  Hercules. 

Mr.  Wycherly,  in  his  writings,  has  been  the  (harpeft  fa- 
tirift  of  Ills  time:  but,  in  his  nature,  he  has  all  tlie  foftncfsof 
the  tendered  dlfpoliticns  :  in  his  writings  he  is  fevere,  bold, 
undertaking  :  in  his  nature,  gentle,  modeil,  inoffenJive  ; 
he  makes  ufe  of  his  fatire  as  a  man  truly  brave  of  his  cou- 
rage, only  upon  public  occafions,  and  for  public  good-  He 
compaffionates  the  wounds  he  isUnder  a  necclnty  to  probe, 
or,  like  a  good-natured  conqueror,  grieves  at  tlie  occaficos 
that  provoke  him  to  make  fuch  a  h'avock. 

There  are  who  objeft  to  his  verfitication ;  but  a  diamond 
is  not  lefs  a  diamond  for  not  being  polithed.  Verfitication 
is  in  poetry  what  colouring  is  in  painting,  a  heautiiul  or- 
rament;  hut  if  the  proportions  are  jult,  the  poiture  true, 
the  figure  bold,  and  tlie  referablance  according  to  nature, 
though  the  colours  fhouW  happen  to  be  rough,  Oi'  carclcfs'iy 
laid  on,  yet  may  the  piece  be  of  ineftimable  value  ;  where- 
as the  tjnelt  and  the  i;ice(t  colouiiiig  an  caa  invent,  i»  (h.: 


Hail,  mighty  queen  I   whofe  powerful  imile  alon* 
Commands  fubje6lion,  and  fecures  the  throne  : 
Contending  parties,  ahd  Plebeian  rage, 
Had  puzzled  loyalty  fox  half  an  age  : 
Conquering  our  hearts,  you  end  tlie  long  difpUtCj 
All,  who  have  eyes,  cbnfefs  you  abfolute. 
To  Tory  dodrines,  even  Whigs  refign, 
And  in  yotir  perfon  own  a  right  divine. 

Thus  fang  the  mufe,  in  her  laft  moments  fir'd 
With  Carolina's  praife — and  then  expir'd. 


Written  in  a  Leaf  of  the  fame  Poems,  prefented  to  t^ 
Princefs  Royal. 

\  When  we'd  exalt  fome  heavenly  fair. 
To  fome  bright  goddefs  we  compare  : 

:  Minerva,  wifdom  ;  Juno,  grace ; 
And  Venus  furniflies  the  face  : 
In  royal  Anne's  bright  form  Is  feen. 
What  comprehends  them  all — The  queeni 


Written  on  a  Windo-w  in  the  Toil  er,  ivhere  Sir  Iioftf$ 
Walpole  bad  been  confined. 

Good  unespe6led,  evil  unfbrefeen, 
Appear  by  turns,  as  fortune  fliifts  the  fceiie  '■ 
Some  rais'd  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amain. 
And  fall  fo  hard,  they  bound  and  rife  again. 


i  labour  in  vain,  where  the  reit  is  wanting,  pur  prefent 
writers  indeed,  for  rhe  moit  part,,feem  to  lay  the  whole 
ttrefs  of  their  endeavours  upon  the  liarViiony  of  words; 
but  then,  like  eunuchs,  they  facntice  their  manhood  for 
a  voice,  and  reduce  our  poetry  to  be  like  echo,  nothing 
but  found. 

In  Mr.  Wycherley,  everything  is  mafculine  ;  his  Mufe  is 
not  led  forth  as  to  a  review,  but  as  to  a  battle  ;  not  adorned 
for  parade,  but  execution  ;  he  would  he  tried  by  the  (harp- 
nefs  of  his  blade,  and  n<-,t  by  the  tinery  ;  like  your  heroes 
ot  antiquity,  he  charges  in  iron,  and  feeras  to  defpife  all 
ornament  but  intriniic  merit;  and  like  rhote  heroes  haa 

^  therefore  added  another  name  to  his  cAvn,  and  by  the  un- 

I  animotis  conl'ent  ofhis  contcmporarits,  is  diltinguilhed  by. 

'  thejultappellstiga  of  Manly  Wycherley. 

tANSOOWNR, 
"7.  2  ij 


FELEUS   AND   THETIS, 

A    MASQUE   SET   TO   MUSIC. 


Tie  Argument. 

?ckus,  in  love  with  Thetis,  by  the  afTiftance  of  Proteus  obtains  her  favour;  but  Jupiter  inferpofinjr, 
Pcleus  in  defpair  confults  Prometheus,  famous  for  his  flcil!  in  aftrology  ;  upon  vvhoie  prophecy,  that 
the  fon  born  of  Thetis  ih-ould  prove  psreater  than  his  father,  Jupiter  defifls.  The  prophecy  was  af- 
Cerwards  verified  in  the  birth  of  Achilles,  the  fon  of  Peleus. 


PERSONS  IN  THE  MASQUE. 


Jupiter. 
Peleus. 


Promktiieu'S. 
Thetis. 


Tit  Settle  reBrefents  Mount  Gaucafus ;    Prometheus  appears  chain  d  to  a  ro;h,  a  vulture-  gtiav/itg  hif  irtaJK 
Fekus  g/itsrs,  addrejjing  lAtnfelf  ta  Premelhcus.  * 


■■'■'Peleiif. 
CloNDEMN'd  on  Caucafus  to  lie, 

Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die. 
With  certain  pain,  uncertain  of  relief, 
True  %mbletn  of  a  wretched  lover's  grief! 
To  whofe  infpedltig  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planetary  way, 
To  penetrate  eternal  day,  ''. 

And  to  revolve  the  (tarry  heaven, 
To  thee,  Prometheus,  1  coniplain. 
And  bring  a  heart  as  full  of  pain. 

Prometheus. 
From  Jupiter  fpring  all  our  woes, 
'    Thetis  is  Jove's, who  cince  was  tKins:. 
Tisvain,  O  Peieiis,  to  nppofe 

Thy  torturer,  and  mine. 
Contented  with  defpair, 
Refign  the  fair, 
Refign,  refign, 
Or  wretched  man,  prifpar-e 
For  change  of  torments,  great  as  thin?. 
-    Pelti's. 
Jn  change  of  torment  would  be  cafe  ; 
Could  you  divine  what  lovers  bear, 
Even  you,  Prometheus,  would  confefs 
There  is  no  vulture  like  defpair. 
Promethfis. 
Ccafc,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour,  , 

Pelcjis. 
Ccafe,  cruel  Thctif,  to  dlfdain. 

Thetis  cnterbiv,  they  repeat  together- 
Ccafe,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour; 
Ccafc,  cruel  Thetis,  to  difilain. 

Thciis. 
Pcleus,  unjuftly  you  complain. 

Prometheus  and  P'cl£ii5> 
Ccafc,  cruel  vulture,  to  devour, 
Ctftfe,  cruel  Thetis,  todifdain* 


Thetis. 
t*eleus,  unjuftly  you  complain. 

The  gods,  aU? !   no  refuge  find 
From  ills  refifllefs  fates  ordain  : 

1  ftill  am  true — and  would  be  kiod; 
Peleus. 
'    T&  love  and  to  languifli 
To  figh  and  complain, 
How  cruel's  the  anguifh  ! 
How  tormenting  the  paiir  1 
Suing, 
Purluing, 
Flying, 
Denying,. 
O  the  curfe  of  difdain, 
How  tormenting's  the  pain  X 
To  love,  &c. 

Thetis. 
Accurfed  jealoufy  I 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lover's  eye, 
Through  which  all  objedts  fallc  we  fee, 

Accurffd  jealoufy  ! 
Thy  rival,  Peleus,  rules  the  fky, 

Yet  T  fo  prize  thy  love, 
With  Peleus  I  would  choofe  to  die, 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jove. 

A  Clap  of  Thunder  ;    Ji'piter   appears,  defctnding  «/- 
on  bit  £agle. 
But  fee,  the  mighty  thunderer's  here; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly  ; 
The  thundcrer  !   the  mighty  thunderer  ! 
Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

A  full  Chorus  of  Foiees  and  Injlruments  as  Jupiter  it 
defcending. 
CHORUS. 

But  fee,  the  mighty  thunderer's  here ;  ^ 

Tremble  Peleus,  treniWc,  fly  ; 
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The  thunderer !  the  mighty  thundercr ! 
Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

[Jupiter  being  dcj'c  ended. '\ 
Jupiter. 
Prefumptuous  flave,  rival  to  Jove, 

How  dar'ft  thou,  mortal,  thus  defy 
A  goddefs  with  audacious  love, 
And  irritate  a  god  with  jaaloufy  ? 
Prefump'uous  mortal — hence — 
Tremble  at  omnipotence. 
Peleus. 
..Irm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
1  fear  no  odds 
Of  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himfelfdefy, 
Jove,  lay  thy  thunder  down; 

Arm'd  vi^ithlove,  and  fhetis  by. 
There  is  more  terr(>r  in  her  frown, 
And  fiercer  light'ning  ifi  her  eye  : 
1  fear  no  odds 

Of  men  or  ?ods,  , 

But  Jove  himfelf  defy. 
Jupiter. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder. 
Hade,  ye  Cyclops,  with  your  forked  rods, 
This  rebel  love  braves  all  the  gods. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  rue  thander. 

\_PeUuj  and  Tljsi'tt  holding fi/i  hy  one  another. 
Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'er  fhalHunder. 

Jupiter. 
Bring  me  light'ning,  give  me  thunder. 

Feleus  and  Thetis. 
Jove  may  kill,  but  ne'.r  ftall  funder. 
Theti.f  to  Jupiter. 
Thy  love  ftill  arm'd  with  fate, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate  : 
O  might  it  prove  to  nie, 
Sa  gentle  Peleus  were  but  free; 
O  might  it  prove  to  me 
As  fatal  as  to  lofl  confuming  Semele! 
Thy  love  Hill  arm'd  with  fate, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

Premeiheus  to  Jupiter, 
Son  of  Saturn,  take  advice 

From  one  whom  thy  fevere  decree 
Has  furnifh'd  leifure^to  grow  wife: 

Thou  rul'ft  the  gods,  but  fate  rules  thee. 
[The  Prefljecy.] 
Whoe'er  th'  immortal  maid  comprefling, 
Shall  tafte  joy,  and  reap  the  blefling. 
Thus  th'  unerring  flars  advife  : 
From  that  aufpicious  night  an  heir  fhall  rife, 
Paternal  glories  to  efface 
The  nioft  illuftrious  of  his  race, 
The'  fprang  from  him  who  rules  the  flcies. 

Jupiter.      {Apart  ] 
Shall  then  the  fon  of  Saturn  be  undone, 
Like  Saturn,  by  an  impious  fon  ? 
Juftly  th'  impartial  fates  confpire, 
Dooming  that  fon  to  be  the  fire 

Offuch  another  fon 
Confcious  of  ills  that  I  have  done, 
My  fears  to  prudence  Ihall  advife  ; 
And  guilt  that  made  me  great,  Ihall  make  me  wife. 

The  fatal  bleffing  I  refign ; 
^^leus,  take  the  maid  divine  :  [Giving ber  to  Fdcus, 


Jove  confenting  file  is  thine  ; 

The  fatal  blcfiing  I  refign.        [joins  their  hands, 

■Peleus. 
Heav'n  had  been  loft,  had  I  been  Jovp. 
There  is  no  heav'n,  there  is  no  heav'n  but  lovp- 
Peleus  and  Thetis  togetlier. 
There  is  no  heav'n  but  love, 

No,  no,  no. 
There  is  no  heav'n  but  love. 
Japlter  to  Prometheus', 
And  thou,  the  (lars  interpreter, 
'  'J'is.juft  I  fet  thee  free. 
Who  giv'll  me  liberty  : 
Arife,  and  be  thy  felf  a  ftar. 
'Tis  juft  I  fet  thee  free, 
Who  giv'ft  me  liberty. 

[The  Vulture  drops  dead  at  the  fetl  of  Prometheus,  his 
elainsjall  off,  and  he  is  borne  up  to  heax-tn  zvitb  Ju- 
piter to  a  load Jluurijb  ef  all  the  injlrumenit. 

[  Peleus  -and  Thetis  run  into  each  others  arms 
Peleus. 
Fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arms, 
Goddefs  of  immortal  charms  ! 
To  my  arms,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly. 
Ooddefs  of  tranfporting  joy  ! 
But  to  gaze 
On  thy  face, 
Thy  gentle  hand  thus  preffing, 
Is  heavenly,  heavenly  blefling. 

O  my  foul ! 
Whither,  whither  -art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul  I 

'Tl'^tis. 
You  tremble,  Peleus — So  do  I — 
Ah  ftay  !   and  we"'ll  together  die. 
Immortal,  and  of  race  divine, 
My  foul  Ihall  take  its  fiiglit  with  thine  : 
Life  diffolving  in  delight, 
Heaving  breaft,  and  fwimming  fight, 
Falt'ring  fpeech,  and  gafping  breath, 
Symptoms  of  delicious  death, 
Life  diifolving  in  delight, 
jVIy  foul  is  ready  for  the  flight. 

O  my  foul. 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul ! 
Peleus  and  Thetis,  ^'Oth  together  repeatf 

O  my  foul  I 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Loft  in  fweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  foul ! 

Chorus  ef  all  the  voices  and  injlrumenti  fwgin^  ani 
dancing. 
When  the  ftorm  is  blown  ovei', 

How  bleft  is  the  fwain, 
Who  begins  to  difcover 
An  end  of  his  pain  I 
When  the  ftorni,  (Sec. 

The  niy.lk  ccKcludes  with  variety  of  danccj* 
Z  z  iij 


THE  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS 

OR, 

NO  MAGIC  LIKE  LOVE. 

A  DRAMATIC  pOEM. 
With  Scenes,  Machines,  Mufic,  and  Decorations, 


THE    PREFACi;. 


Or  all  public  fpeAacles,  that  -jyh^ch  fliould  pro- 
perly be  called  an  Operas  is  calculated  to  give 
the  higheft  deliglit.  There  i»  hardly  any  art  but 
%vhat  is  required  to  furnifla  towards  the  entertain- 
jTient ;  and  there  is  fomething  or  other  to  be  pro- 
vided that  may  touch  every  fenfe,  and  plealc  every 
palate. 

The  poet  has  a  two-fold  tafk  upon  his  hands  in 
the  dramatic,  and  the  lyric  :  the  archited,  the 
yiainter,  the  compofer,  the  a6lpr,  the  finger,  ^he 
Jlancer,  &c.  have  each  of  them  their  feveral  emr 
j'loyments  in  the  preparation,  and  in  the  execu- 
tion. 

The  fame  materials  indeed,  in  different  hands, 
will  have  different  fjccefs ;  all  depends  upon  a 
ikilful  mijcture  of  the~  various  ingredients  :  a  bad 
artift  will  make  but  a  mere  hedge  podge  with  the 
fame  materials  that  one  of  a  good  tafte  fliall  pre- 
-pare  an  excellent  olio. 

The  feafoning  mud  be  fenfe ;  unlefs  there  is 
<»"herey/ithal  to  pleafe  the  ur.derilanding,  the  eye 
und  the  ear  v/iil  loon  grow  tired. 

The  F/cpch  Operi  is  perfeift  in  the  decorations, 
the  dancing,  and  magnificence ;  the  Italian  excels 
in  the  mufic  and  voices  j  but  the  drama  falls  fhort 
%n  both. 

An  Englifh  ftqmach  requires  fomething  folid 
and  fubflantial,  and  will  rife  hungry  from  a  regale 
pf  nothing  but  fwect-meats. 

An  Opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigu  :  the  tabl^  is 
finely  illuminated,  adorned  with  flowers  and  fruits, 
and  every  thing  that  the  feafon  affords  fragrant 
pr  delightful  to  the  eye  or  the  odour  ;  but  unlefs 
there  is  fomething  too  for  the  appetite,  'tis  odds 
i)ut  the  gucfls  breivk  up  difiausEcd. 


It  is  incumbent  upon  th*  poet  alone  to  provlda 
for  that,  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  condu<^  of 
his  plot,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  the  eleva- 
tion of  his  fentiments,  and  the  juftuefs  of  his  ch^. 
ira^ers.  In  this  coiififls  the  fohd  and  the  fub» 
ftantial. 

The  nature  of  this  entertainment  requires  the 
plot  to  be  formed  upon  fome  ftory  in  which  en- 
chanters and  magicians  have  a  principal  part :  in 
our  modern  heroic  poems,  they  fupply  the  place 
of  the  gods  with  the  ancients,  and  make  a  much 
more  natural  appearance  by  being  mortals,  with 
the  difference  only  of  being  endowed  with  fuper- 
natural  power. 

The  charaders  fbould  be  great  and  illuftrlous  ; 
the  figure  the  aiitor  makes  upon  the  ftage,  is  cue 
part  of  the  ornament ;  by  confequence  the  fenti- 
ments muft  be  fuitable  to  the  charatfters  in  which 
love  and  honour  will  have  the  principal  fhare. 

The  dialogue,  which  in  the  I'rench  and  Italian 
is  fet  to  notes,  and  fung,  I  would  have  pronounc- 
ed ;  if  the  numbers  are  of  themfelves  harmonious, 
there  v/ili  be  no  need  of  mufic  to  fet  them  off;  a 
good  verfe,  well  pronounced,  is  in  itfelf  mufical ; 
and  fpeech  is  certainly  more  natural  for  difcourfc, 
than  finging. 

Can  any  thing  be  more  prepofterons  than  fo  be- 
hold Cato,  Julius  Ci2lar,  and  Alexander  the  Great, 
ftrutting  upon  the  ftage  in  the  figure  of  fongfters, 
perfonated  by  E-,inuchs  ? 

The  finging,  therefore,  fhould  be  wholly  applied 
to  the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  v/hich  by 
iseing  freed  from  a  tirefome,  unnatural  recitative, 
muft  certaiuly  adraiaififr  mere  rscfonabk  jles- 
furs. 
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The  feveral  parts  of  the  entertainment  Jhould 
be  f<>  fuited  to  relieve  one  another,  as  to  be  tedi- 
ous in  none ;  and  the  connedion  fhould  be  fuch, 
that  not  one  (hould  be  able  to  fubfift  without  the 
other;  like  embroidery,  fo  fixt  and  wrought  into 
the  fubftance,  that  no  part  of  the  ornament  could 
be  removed,  without  tearing  the  ftufF. 

To  introduce  fmging  and  dancing,  by  head  and 
flioulders,  no  way  relative  to  the  adlion,  does  not 
turn  a  play  into  an  opera;  though  that  title  is 
now  promifcuoufly  given  to  every  farce  fprinkled 
here  and  there  with  a  fong  and  a  dance. 

The  richeft  lace,  ridiculoufly  fet  on,  will  make 
but  a  fool's  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  criticife  what  has 
appeared  of  this  kind  on  the  Englifh  flage  :  we 
have  feveral  poems  under  the  name  of  Dramatic 
Operas  by  the  beft  hands  ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  the 
fubjefts  for  the  moft  part  have  been  improperly 
chofen ;  Mr.  Addifon's  Rofamond,  and  Mr.  Con- 
greve's  Semele,  though  excellent  in  their  kind,  are 
rather  niafques  than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  concerned  for  the  ho- 
nour of  my  country,  even  in  the  minuteft  things, 
I  am  for  endeavouring  to  out-do  our  neighbours 
in  performances  of  all  kinds. 

Thus,  if  the  fplendour  of  the  French  Opera,  and 
the  harmony  of  the  (talian,  were  fo  fkilfuUy  in- 
terwoven with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  re- 
gular dramatic  bottom,  as  to  inftrudl,  as  well  as 
delight,  to  improve  the  mind,  as  well  as  ravilh 
the  fenfe,  there  can  be  no  doubt  but  fuch  an  ad- 
dition would  entitle  our  Englifh  opera  to  the  pre- 
ference of  all  others.  The  third  part  of  the  en  • 
couragement,  of  which  we  have  been  fo  liberal  to 
foreigners  for  a  confort  of  mufic  only,  mif-call'd 
an  opera,  would  more  than  effeA  it. 

In  the  conftrudlion  of  the  following  poem,  the 
author  has  endeavoured  to  fet  an  example  to  his 
rules;  precepts  are  beft  explained  by  examples; 
an  abler  hand  might  have  executed  it  better. 
However,  it  may  ferve  for  a  model  to  be  im- 
proved upon,  when  we  grow  weary  of  fcenes  of 
low  life,  and  return  to  a  tafte  of  more  generous 
pleafures. 

We  arc  reproached  by  foreigners  with  fuch  un- 
natural irregularities  in  our  dramatic  pieces,  as 
are  Ihocking  to  all  other  nations ;  even  a  Swifs  has 
played  the  critic  upon  us,  without  confidering 
they  are  as  little  approved  by  the  judicious  in  our 
own.  A  ftranger  who  is  ignorant  of  the  language, 
and  incapable  of  judging  of  the  fentiments,  con- 
demns by  the  eye,  and  concludes  what  he  hears 
to  be  as  extravagant  as  what  he  fees  :  When 
CEdipiis  breaks  his  neck  out  of  a  balcony,  and  Jo- 
cafta  appears  in  her  bed,  murdering  herfelf  and 
her  children,  indead  of  moving  terror,  or  com- 
panion, fuch  fpedlacles  only  fill  the  fpedlator  with 
horror  :  No  wonder  if  flrangers  are  fhocked  at 
fuch  fights,  and  conclude  us  a  nation  hardly  yet 
civilized,  that  can  feem  to  delight  in  them-  To 
remove  this  reproach,  it  is  much  to  be  wiflied  our 
fcenes  were  lefs  bloody,  and  the  fword  and  dagger 
fnore  out  of  fafhion.  To  make  fome  amends  for 
this  exclufion,  I  would  be  lefs  fevere  as  to  the 
i|[our  oi  (bme  otl\sr  laws  enadled  by  the  naafteis, 


though  it  is  always  advifeahle  to  keep  as  clofe  to 
them  as  poffible;  but  reformations  aie  not  to  be 
brought  about  all  at  once. 

(t  may  happen  that  the  nature  of  certain  fub- 
jefts  proper  for  moving  the  pafTions,  may  require 
a  little  more  latitude,  and  then,  without  offence 
to  the  critics,  fure  there  may  be  room  for  a  faving 
in  equity  from  the  feverity  of  the  common  law  of 
Parnaffus,  as  well  as  of  the  King's  Bench.  To 
facrifice  a  principal  beauty,  upon  which  the  fuccci's 
of  the  whole  may  depend,  is  being  too  ftridtly 
tied  down ;  in  fuch  a  cafe,  fummum  jus  may  be 
Jumma  injuria. 

Corneille  himfelf  complains  of  finding  his  ge- ' 
nius  often  cramped  by  his  own  rules  :  "  i'here  is- 
"  infinite  difference  (fays  he)  between  fpeculation 
"  and  pradlice  :  Let  the  fevereft  critic  make  the 
"  trial,  he  will  be  convinced  by  his  own  expc- 
"  rience,  that  upon  certain  occaficns  too  ftriil  an 
"  adherence  to  the  letter  of  the  law,  (hall  exclude 
*'  a  bright  opportunity  of  fhining,  or  touching  the 
"  pafTions.  Where  the  breach  is  of  little  mo- 
"  ment,  or  can  be  contrived  to  be  as  it  were  im- 
"  perceptible  in  the  reprefentation,  a  gentle  dif- 
"  penfation  might  be  allowed."  To  thofe  litilc 
freedoms,  he  attributes  the  fuccefs  of  his  Cid  ; 
But  the  rigid  legiflators  of  the  academy  lianaicd 
him  fo  roughly  for  it,  that  he  never  durft  make 
the  venture  again,  nor  none  who  have  followed 
him.  Thus  pinioned,  the  French  mufe  mult  ol^ 
ways  flutter,  like  a  bird  with  the  wings  cut,  inca- 
pable of  a  lofty  flight. 

The  dialogue  of  their  tragedies  is  under  the 
fame  conftraint  as  the  conftruiition  ;  not  a  dil- 
courfe,  but  an  oration  ;  not  fpcaki^ig,  but  declaim- 
ing; not  free,  natural,  and  eafy,  as  converfation 
fhould  be,  but  precife,  fet,  formal  argumenting, 
pro  and  can,  like  difputants  in  a  fciiool.  In  writ- 
ing, like  drefs,  is  it  not  poffible  to  be  too  exadl, 
too  flarched,  and  too  formal  \  Pleafing  negli- 
gence I  have  feen  :  Who  ever  faw  pleafing  for- 
mality? 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  Tf» 
be  a  French  puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  Englifh. 
latitudinarian,  is  taking  different  paths  to  be  both 
out  of  the  road.  If  the  Britifh  mufe  is  too  unruly, 
the  French  is  too  tame  ;  one  wants  a  curb,  the 
other  a  fpur. 

By  pleading  for  fome  little  relaxation  from  ths^ 
utmoft  feverity  of  the  rules,  where  the  fubjc(51:  may 
feem  to  require  it,  I  am  not  befpeaking  any  fuch 
indulgence  for  the  prefent  performance  :  Though 
the  ancients  have  left  us  no  pattern  to  follow  o£ 
this  fpecies  of  tragedy,  I  perceive,  upon  examina- 
tion, that  i  have  been  attentive  to  their  llri^ieft 
IcfTons. 

The  unities  are  religioufly  obferved  :  The  place 
is  the  fame,  varied  only  into  different  profpeds  by 
the  power  of  enchantment :  All  the  incidents  fall 
naturally  within  the  very  time  of  reprefentation  : 
I  The  plot  is  one  principal  adion,  and  of  that  kind 
which  introduces  variety  of  turns  and  changes,  a\J. 
tending  to  the  fame  point  :  The  ornaments  and 
decorations  are  of  a  piece  with  it,  fo  that  one 
could  not  well  fuhfift  without  the  other  :  Evcrjr 
niSi  concludes  with  fome  unexpeded  revolution  ; 
X  z  iiii 
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And  in  tils' end,  vice  is  piiniilitd,  virtue  rewarded, 
and  fhe  moral  is  inftruclive. 

Rhyme,  whicn  I  woul^  by  no  means  admit  into 
the  dialogue  of  graver  tragedy,  feenis  to  me  the 
mod  proper  ftylc  for  rcprefcntations  of  this  heroic 
romantic  kind,  and  befl  adapted  to  accompany 
jr.ufic.  The  folemr  language  of  a  haughty  tyrant 
will  by  no  means  becoms  a  palfionate  lover,  and 
tender  fentiraents  reqiiire  the  fofteft  colouring. 

'the  theme  muft  govern  the  ftyle ;  every  thought, 
every  charaAer,  every  fubjecft  of  a  different  na- 
ture, mufl  fp'eab  a  different  language.  An  humble 
Jover's  gentle  addrefs  to  his  milireis  would  rumble 
ftrangely  in  the  Miltonic  dialeiS  ;  and  the  foft 
-Iiarmony  of  Mr.  Waller's  numbers  would  as  ill 
}ieconis  the  mouths  of  l.ucifer  ar;d  Beelzebub, 
'ri^e  terrible,  and  the  tender,  mufl  be  fct  to  difFer- 
jut  notes  of  kiuCc. 


To  conclude.  This  dramatic  aiten^pt  was  the 
firft  effay  of  a  very  infant  mufe,  rather  as  a  tafk 
at  fuch  hour»  as  were  free  from  fuch  other  exer- 
cifes,  than  any  way  meant  for  public  ent<;rtairi- 
ment :  But  Mr  liettcrton  having  had  a  cafual 
fight  of  it  many  years  after  it  was  written,  begged 
it  for  the  flage,  whejre  it  found  fo  favourable  a 
reception,  as  to  have  an  uninterrupted  run  of  at 
Icaft  forty  days.  The  feparation  of  the  principal 
adlors  which  foon  followed;  and  the  introduAioa 
of  the  Italian  Opera,  put  a  ftop  to  its  farther  ap- 
pearance 

Had  it  been  con>pofed  at  a  riper  time  of  lifa, 
the  faults  n-.ight  have  been  fewer:  However,  up- 
on revifing  it  nov/,  at  fo  great  a  diftance  of  time, 
with  a  cooler  judgment  than  the  firft  conception^ 
of  youth  will  allow,  1  canuot  abfolutely  i^y,/crij>-^ 


PERSONS    NAMES. 


M  E  N. 

Ck I.TUS,  c  Br-iijb  King,  Father  to  Ori.ANA. 

Con  STAN  Tivs,  a  Roman  Emperor,  dejigncdfor  Mar- 
riage  ivitb  Or  J  ANA. 

Amadis  o/"Gai'L,  a  famous  Knight  Adventurer,  in 
Love  iviih  Ov.lA'N  A. . 

T r.OREST Ati , hi}  CompanicTtJn Love tvith  CoRltAtl  D A. 

ArCALAUS,  a  -wiclicd  Enchanter,  Enemy  to  AmaDIS. 

Lucius,  a  Roman  of  the  Emperor  s  'Train. 


'Trsops  of  Magicians  attending  the  fever  al  Enchanters.      Knights  and  Ladi 
itnding  tie  Brif'Jh  Court.      Friejis, or  Druids.      \K.V>m3.\\i  ait  ending  Qon^ 


WOMEN. 

Orian.*,  in  Lave  ivith  AmadiS,  but  gi-jen  in  Mar 

?-.'i7af  tO  Cu.NSTANTIUS. 
CoRlSANDA,  betrothed  to  Florestan. 
Urg.^NDA,  a  geod  Enchantrefs,  Friend  ta  AmaDIS, 
Arc.\bon,  iSj/?iT /»  ARCALAtrs. 
Delia,  an  Attendant  to  Urganda. 


Knights  and  Ladies,   Captives.      Men  and  JVomen^af 


antius.      Singers,  Dancers,  &0. 
Scene  the  King's  palace,  and  Parts  adjacent,  inhabited^  by  the  Afferent  Enchanters 


ACT  J.     SCENE  \. 
ipie  Curtain  rifes  to  a  fymphony  of  all  forts  of  In- 
ftrtimciits  ff  Mufic.     The  Scene  reprcfcnts  an 
enchanted  Grove,  adorned  and  beautified  with 
Fountains,  Statues,  &c. 
pRGANDA  and  Delia  performing  fmc  folemn  cere- 
mony of  Enchantment. 
A  full  Stage  of  Singers  and  Dancer:, 


URGANDA  and  DELIA. 

Ur"anda. 

pouND,  found,  ye  winds,  the  rcndcd  clouds  divide, 

l^right    back   the    pricit,   and  favc  a  trembling 

bride, 
Aflift  an  injur 'd  lover's  fairhful  love  : 
Jin  izijui-'d  lover's  caufc  is  worthy  Joyc. 


Delia- 
Si»ccef«ful  is  our  charm  :  the  temple  fhakes, 
The  altar  nods,  th'  aftonilli'd  pricfb  forfake.s 
tile  hallow'd  fluine,  ftarts  froni  the  bridegroom'^ 

fide,"' 
Breaks  cfTthc  rites,  and  leaves  the  knot  unty  d. 

Urganda. 
Ye  fweet  mnf.cians  of  the  fky,  "% 

'   Hither,  hither,  hither,  fly,  fly,  ^ 

And  with  enchanting  notes  all  magic  clfe  fupply.> 

Urganda  and  Delia   retire   down   the  Scene,    -wavinff^ 
'    their  enchanted  Rods,  ai  continuing  the  Ceremony.      -' 
Full  Chorus  of  Infrumcnti  and  Voices. 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute, 
Strike  the  lyre,  inipirc  the  flute  i 
In  harmony,   ■  > 

Ctldlid  hdruionyj 
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All  mafric  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  tlie  trumpet,  found. 
{ILre  tbi   SUtucs  hap  from  their  FeJeflals,  and  farm 
•variiity  nj  dances,  j 
Chorus  of  Singers  ifter  the  Dance. 
JVEiific  fo  charms,  and  does  lb  fweetly  wound, 
T'TicX  ev'ry  fenfe  is  ravilh'd  with  the  lound. 
A  fiiigle  Voice. 
When  nymphs  are  toy, 
And  fly  from  joy, 
The  fiiephcrd  takes  his  reed ; 
He  plays  a  tune, 
Slie  {lops  as  fton, 
And  ftraight  they  are  agreed. 
The  battle  near. 
When  cowards  fear. 
The  drum  and  trumpet  founds; 
Their  cimrage  warms, 
They  rufti  to  arms, 
And  brave  a  thoufand  wounds. 

CHORUS. 

Ey  harmony  our  fouls  are  fway'd ; 
By  harmony  the  world  was  made. 

A  ficoni  Dance. 
Singers  ajijain  advance. 
A  fingle  Voice. 
When  with  adoring  looks  we  gaze 
On  bright  Qriana's  heavenly  face. 
In  ev'ry  glance,  and  ev'ry  grace, 
V/iiat  is  it  that  we  fee. 

But  harmony, 
Ccletlial  harmony  ! 
Our  ravilh'd  hearts  leap  up  to  meet 
The  mufic  of  her  eyes, 
The  muiic  of  her  eyes. 
And  dance  around  her  feet. 
Jull  Chorus  of  'voices  and  injlrumeatt,  as  atfirji. 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  infpire  the  flute  j 
Jn  harmony, 
Celeftial  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 
A  third  Dance. 
Urgand^  and  Delia  come  forward, 
Urganda. 
^-  This  care  for  Amadis,  ye  gods,  approve, 
For  what's  a  foWier's  recompence  but  love  ? 
When  forc'd  from  Britain,  call'd  to  diftant  war, 
His  vanquiila'd  heart  remain'd  a  captive  here  ; 
Oriaha's  eyes  that  glorious  conqueft  made, 
Nor  was  his  love  ungratefully  repaid. 
■  Delia. 
Ey  Arcahpn,  like  hoftilc  Juno,  croft. 
And  like  iEneas  driv'n  from  coaft  to  coaft. 
The  wand'ring  hero  wou'd  return  too  late, 
.^Jharg'd  by  Qriana  with  the  crimes  of  fate; 
"vVho  anxious  of  negled,  fufpeAing  change, 
Confults  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge. 
Urganda. 
Juft  in  the  moment,  when  refentment  fires, 
A  charming  rival  tanjitf ,  a  rus:c,cd  king  reijuires : 


;:l 
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Love  yields  at  laft,  thus  combated  by  pride. 
And  Ihe  iubmits  to  be  the  Roman's  bride. 
Delia. 
Did  not  your  art  with  timely  charms  provid*| 
Oriana  were  his  wife,  and  not  his  bride. 
Urvanda. 
In  ancient  times,  ere  chivalry  was  known 
The  infant  world  with  monfters  overgrown. 
Centaurs  and  giants,  nurll  with  huriian  blood. 
And  dire  magicians,  an  infernal  brood, 
Vex'd  men  and  gods :  but  mod  the  fair  complaja 
Of  violated  loves,  and  lovers  flain. 
To  Ihelter  innocence,  and  iniur'd  right, 
The  nations  all  dud:  feme  patron  knight, 
Sworn  to  be  true  to  love,  and  flaves  to  fame, 
And  many  a  valiant  chief  enrolls  his  name ; 
By  Ihining  marks  diftinguilh'd  they  appear. 
And  various  orders  various  enfigns  wear. 
Bov.nd  by  ftrid  oaths,  to  ferve  the  brightefl;  eyeir," 
Not  more  they  flrive  for  glory,  than  the  prize ; 
While  to  invite  the  toil,  the  faireft  dame 
Of  Britain  is  the  boldeft  champion's  claim. 
Delia. 
Of  all  who  in  this  race  of  fame  delight. 
Brave  Amadis  is  own'd  the  hardy'ft  knight. 
Nor  rhefeus,  nor  Alcides,  vcntur'd  more. 
Nor  he  fo  fam'd,  who,  bath'd  in  monfter's  gore. 
Upon  his  crefled  helm  the  trampled  dragon  bore. 
Urganda. 

Ardan,  that  black  enchanter,  whofe  dire  arts 
Enflav'd  our  knights,  and  broke  our  virgins  hearts^ 
Met  fpear  to  fpear,  his  great  delivering  hand 
Slew  the  deftroyer,  and  redeem'd  the  land; 
far  from  thy  breaft  all  care  and  grief  remove, 
Oriaua's  thine,  by  conqueft  as  by  love. 
Delia. 
But  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardan's  blood. 
And  Arcalaus,  f<ies  alike  to  good, 
Gluttons  in  murder,  wanton  to  deftroy, 
Their  fatal  arts  as  impioufly  employ  : 
Heirs  to  their  brother's  mifchiefs,  and  fvvorn  foe| 
To  Amadis,  their  magic  they  oppofe 
Againft  his  Jove  and  life. 

Ui  fanda, 

^With  equal  care, 

Their  vengeance  to  prevent,  we  thus  prepare. 
Behold  the  time,  when  tender  love  ftiall  be 
Nor  vex'd  with  doubt,  nsr  preft  with  tyranny. 
The  love-fick  hero  ftiall  from  camps  remove, 
I'o  reap  reward  :  the  hero's  pay  is  love. 
The  talks  of  glory  painful  are,  and  hard. 
But  ah  !  how  bleft,  howr  fweet  is  the  reward ! 

Asjhe  retires^  Chorus  of  all  the  voices  and  injlrumesttf 
repeat. 
Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strike  the  lyre,  jnfpire  the  flute ; 
In  harmony, 
Celeftial  harmony. 
All  magic  charms  are  found  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet,  found. 

SCENE    II. 
The  Scene  changes  to  the  Infide  of  a  magn'fcont  Temple, 
King  Celius,  ani  tls  Sriti/h  Court.    Man  and  Wcm;>} 
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tnagmficentJy  JreJJed  in  painted  Habits,  after  the  ancient 
fanner.     Tie  Priejis  and  Druids  in  their  Solemnities, 

Jeeming  in  Confufion,  replacing  their  Idols,  andfetting 
iheir  Altars  in  brder,  Thunder  and  Lightening.  In 
the  mean  time  Conflantius  ^  Oriana,  and  Qotifanda  come 

forixiatd. 

Conjiantius, 

Lovers  confult  not  ftars,  nor  fearch  the  (kies, 
Sut  fcek  their  fentence  in  their  charmer's  eyes. 
Carelefs  of  thunder  from  the  clouds  that  break, 
5/Iy  only  omens  from  your  looks  I  take; 
When  my  Oriana  fmilfs,  from  whence  1  date 
My  future  hope;  and  when  fiie  frowns,  my  fate. 
Oriana. 

Ceafe,  prince,  the  anger  of  the  gods  to  move, 
*Tis  now  become  a  crime  to  mention  loVe. 
Our  holy  men  interpreting  the  voice 
Of  heaven  in  wrath,  forwarn  th'  ill-omen'd  choice 
Conjiantius, 

Strange  rules  for  conftancy  your  priefls  devife, 
If  love  and  hate  mull  vary  with  your  Ikies, 
From  fuch  vile  fervitude  let  rcafon  free ; 
The  Gods  in  every  circumflance  agree 
To  fuit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me ; 
In  this  right  hand  the  fceptre  that  they  place, 
Per  me  to  guide,  was  meant  for  you  to  grace 
Thou  bell  and  faireft  of  the  beauteous  kind. 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  gods  defign'd, 
And  be  the  charming  miftrefs  of  mankind. 
Corifanda. 

Nuptials  of  form,  of  intereft,  or  of  ftate, 
Thofe  feeds  of  pride,  are  fruitful  in  debate  ; 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declare. 
And  choofe  the  gentle  virgin,  chafte,  and  fdir  : 
Let  women  to  fuperior  fortune  born, 
For  naked  virtue,  all  temptations  fcorn  ; 
The  charm's  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind, 
if  gratitVidc  cement  whom  love  has  join'd. 
And  Providence,  not  niggardly,  but  wife. 
Here  lavifhly  beflows,  and  there  denies. 
That  by  each  other's  virtue  we  may  rife. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  man  and  wife  we  find, 
But  friend  and  benefadlor  always  bind. 

The  King  advanta,  followed  by  Priejis  and  Train. 
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Our  priefls  recover  :  'Twas  a  holy  cheat ; 
Lead  back  the  bride,  the  ceremonies  wait. 
Oriana, 

What  heaven  forbids 

King. 

—— 'Twas  ignorance  of  my  will. 

Our  priefls  are  better  taught :  What  now  is  ill, 
Shall,  when  I  pleafe,  be  good ;  and  none  (hall  dare 
preach  or  expound,  but  what  their  king  would 
hear. 

\Prief.s  botv  profoundly  loiu. 
Ere  they  interpret,  let  'em  mark  my  nod. 
My  voice   their  thunder,    this   righf  arm   their 
god. 
[^Looiing  Jlernly  at  \m,  they  baiu  again  at  before. 
Frince  take  your  bride, 

Oriana. 

'Xwcre  impious  now  to  fuffer  him  my  hand. 

[Refufwg  her  hand. 


King. 
How  dar'ft  thou  difobey,  when  I  command  ? 
Mind,  mind  her  not,  nor  be  diflurb'd  at  tears, 
A  counterfeited  qualm  of  bridal  fears . 
You'd  fee,  could  you  her  inward  motions  watch, 
Feigning  delay,  Ihe  vvilhes  for  difpatch; 
Into  a  woman's  meaning  would  you  look. 
Then  read  her  backward,  like  a  wizard's  book. 
Prielis,  to  your  charge — back  to  your  ofSce  go. 
{^Spoken  -uiitb  a  fern,  imperious  air.     Prijis  retire, 
ohjequioufy  boiving,  as  before. 
Oriana. 
Th'  obadience  that  is  due,  and  which  I  cwCj 
Dread  Sir,  fhall  ever  be  obferv'd  by  me ; 
It  is  not  to  difpute  your  high  decree 
That  thus  I  kneel,  but  humbly  to  implore 
One  moment's  fhort  fufpence ;  I  own  your  powc? 
And  I  fubmit.     Grant  but  this  fmall  delay. 
And  as  the  prince  decides,  Qriana  iliall  obey. 
Conjiantius. 
I  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain, 
Deftin'd  to  love,  as  they  are  doom'd  to  reign. 
King.     [j4ftde.] 
Into  what  hands,  ye  gods  :   have  ye  refign'd 
Your  world  ?  Are  thefe  the  mafters  of  mankind? 
Thefe  fupple  Romans  teach  our  women  fcorn  ; 
I  thank  ye,  gods,  tliat  I'm  a  Briton  born. 
[To  them.]  Agree  thefe  trifles  in  a  Ihort  debate; 
No  more  delays,  I  am  not  us'd  to  wait. 

[King  Celius  retires  bad  into  tie  Temple^ 
Oriana^  Conjiantius,  and  Cerifanda,  after  a  fhort  Pauft, 
Oriana. 
Your  flars  and  mine  have  chofen  you,  to  prove 
The  nobleft  way  how  generous  men  fhould  love ; 
All  boaft  their  flames,  but  yet  no  woman  found 
A  paflion,  where  fclf-love  was  not  the  ground. 
Slaves  we  are  made,  by  falfe  pretences  caught, 
The  Briton  in  my  foul  difdains  the  thought. 
Conjiantius. 
So  much,  fo  tenderly  your  flave  adores, 
He  has  no  thought  of  happinefi,  but  yours. 
Oriana. 
Vows  may  be  feign'd,  nor  "fhall  more  words 
prevail, 
I  mufl:  have  proofs,  but  proofs  that  cannet  fail. 
By  arms,  hj  honour,  and  by  all  that's  dear 
To  heroes,  or  expedling  lovers,  fwear. 
Conjiantius. 
Needs  there  an  oath  ?  and  can  Oriana  fay, 
Thus  I  command,  and  doubt  if  I'll  obey  ? 
Oriana. 
Prepare  then,  prince,  to  hear  a  fecret  told        *) 
Which  ftjame  would  fhun,  and  blufliing  1  unfold.  S- 
But  dangers  prelfing,  cowards  will  grow  bold  :   5 
Know — then — 1  love. 

Conjiantius.     [Eagerly.] 
Can  you  command  dcfpair,  yet  love  confefs  : 
And  curfe  with  the  fame  breath  with  which  voB 
blefs  i  ' 

Oriana.      [Dijdiiinfully  putting  him  off".] 
Miftake  me  not — that  I  do  love*,  is  true. 
But  flatter  not  yourfclf ;  it  is  not  you. 
Confantius.      [Starting.] 
Forbid  it,  gods  :  recall  the  fatal  breath 
Which  fpokc  that  word,  die  found  isinllaat  death: 
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Orlana, 
Too  late  to  be  recall'd,  or  to  deny,  "> 

I  ,own  the  fatal  truth — if  one  muft  die,  > 

Vou  are  the  judge;  fay,  is  it  you — or  I  ?  3 

A  Meffenger  from  the  Temple, 
Mejfenger . 
The  ting  is  much  difpleas'd  at  this  delay. 
Conjiantius  -walking  about  in  a  PaJJion, 
Conjlatitius . 
And  let  him  wait,  while  'tis  my  will  to  (lay. 

Oriar.a. 

Bear  bapk  a  gentler  anfwer  :  we'll  obey- 

\Exit  Mejftnger. 
Conjianttus. 
Hence  every  found  that's  cither  foft,  or  kind  ; 

0  for  a  war  like  that  within  my  mind  ! 
Say,  flatterer,  fay,  ah !  fair  deludcr,  fpeak, 
Anfwer  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  fhall  break ; 
Since  this  engag'd,  you  never  could  intend 
your  love,  why  was  I  flatter'd  with  your  hand  ? 

Oriana. 
Tcwhat  a  father  and  a  king  thinks  fit, 
A  daughter  and  a  fubjecSt  mud  fubmit. 
Think  not  from  tyranny  that  love  can  grow ; 

1  am  a  flave,  and  you  have  made  me  fo. 
Thofe  chains  which  duty  hath  put  on,  remove  ; 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  never  love. 

Conjiantius. 
Cruel  Oriana,  much  you  wrong  my  flame, 
To  think  that  I  could  lay  fo  harfh  a  claim. 
liOve  is  a  fubjedl  to  himfelf  alone, 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own  ; 
No  ties  can  bind,  which  from  conftraint  arife. 
Where  either's  forc'd,  all  obligation  flies, 
O  fatal  law  !  requiring  to  refign 
The  objeA  lov'd;  or  hated,  keep  her  mine. 
Oriana.      \_Sootbingly-'\ 
Accufe  me  pot  of  hate  ;  with  equal  eyes 
i  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize  : 
Friendfhip,  efteem,  be  yours ;  bereft  before 
Of  all  my  love,  what  can  I  offer  more  ? 
Your  rival's  image  in  your  worth  I  view. 
And  what  [  lov'd  in  him,  efteern  in  you ; 
jFiad  your  complaint  been  firft,  it  might  have  mov'd; 
He  then  had  been  efteem'd,  and  you  belov'd: 
Then  blame  me  not,  fince  what  decides  your  fate, 
Is  that  you  pleaded  laA,  and  came  too  late. 
Corifanda. 
Hard  fate  of  merit  1  Fortune  holds  the  fcale, 
And  ftill  throws  in  the  weight  that  n1%ft  prevail ! 
Vour  rival  is  not  of  more  charms  pofieft, 
A  grain  of  better  luck  has  made  him  bleft. 
Con/iantius.      \_Afide.^ 
To  love,  and  have  the  power  to  pofTefs, 
And  yet  refign,  can  nature  yield  to  this: 
i^hall  nature,  erring  from  her  firft  command, 
Self-prefervation,  fall  by  her  own  hand  ? 
By  her  own  a(5l,  the  fprings  of  life  deltroy, 
The  principles,  and  being  of  her  joy  ? 
Tormenting  thought !   Can  nature  then  approve 
Bleflings  obtain'd,  by  curfing  thofe  we  love. 
Poffefling,  flie  is  loft — renouncing — 1 —  [die. 

Where's  then  the  doubt .' — Die,  die,  Conflantlus, 
Honour,  and  love,  ye  tyrants,  I  obey, 
Where-c'er  your  crufj  c^Il  dirctJts  my  way  \ 


To  fhame,  to  chains,  or  to  a  certain  grave, 
Lead  on,  unpitying  guides — behold  your  llavc, 
Oriana. 

Though  love  be  wanting  to  relieve  your  care, 
Glory  may  make  amends,  with  fame  in  war ; 
Honour's  the  nobleft  chafe,  purfue  that  game, 
Ancj  recompenfe  the  lofs  of  love  with  fame ; 
If  fiill  againlt  fuch  aids  your  love  prevails. 
Yet  abfence  is  a  cure  that  feldom  fails. 
Conjiantius. 

Tyrannic  honour !  what  amends  canft  thoa 
E'er  make  my  heart,  by  flattering  my  brow  ? 
Vain  race  of  fame,  unlefs  the  conqueft  prove 
Infearch  of  beauty,  to  conclude  in  love. 
Frail  hope  of  aids  1  for  time  or  chance. to  give. 
That  love,  which,  fpite  of  cruelty,  can  live! 
From  your  difdain,  fince  no  relief  I  find, 
I  muft  love  abfent,  whom  I  love  unkind ; 
Though  feas  divide  us,  and  though  mountains  part^ 
That  fatal  form  will  ever  haunt  my  heart. 
O  dire  reverfe  of  hope,  which  I  endure. 
From  lure  pofTeflion,  to  defpair  as  furc  I 
Farewell,  Oriana — yet,  ere  I  remove, 
Can  you  refufe  one  tear  to  bleeding  love  ? 
Ah  !  no,  take  heed — turn,  turn  thofe  eyes  away. 
The  charm's  fo  flrong,   I  fball  for  ever  ftay. 
Princefs,  rejoice — fur  your  next  news  fliall  be, 
Conftantius  dies — to  fet  Oriana  free. 

\_Exeunt  feiKraViyx 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 

The  Scene,  a  thick  ivooded  Forejl,  the  Trees  loaded  -with 
military  EnJ'igns  and  Trophies.  A  rich  Pavilion  mak^ 
the  Point  of  Vieiu  at  the  further  End. 

Arcalaus  and  Arcahon, 
Arcalaus. 
Enchantress,  fay — whence  fuch  replies  a« 
thefe  ? 
Thou  anfwer'ft  love,  T  fpeak  of  Amadis. 
Arcabon. 
Swiftly  he  pafs'd,  and,  as  in  fport  purfu'd 
The  favage  herd,  and  fcower'd  through  the  wood  x 
Tigers  and  wolves  in  vain  his  ftroke  withftand 
Cut  down,  like  poppies,  by  the  reaper's  hand ; 
Like  Mars  he  look'd,  as  terrible  and  ftrong ; 
Like  Jove,  majeftic ;  like  Apollo,  young; 
With  all  their  attributes  divinely  grac'd. 
And  fare  their  thunder  in  his  arm  was  plac'<L 
Arcalaus. 
Who  pafs'd  ?  Who  look'd  ? 
Arcabon. 

• — Ah  !  there's  the  fatal  wound. 

Which  tears  my  heart-ftrings — but  he  fhall  be 

found ; 
Yes,  ye  infernals,  if  there's  power  in  art, 
Thefe  arms  ftiall  hold  him,  as  he  grafps  my  heart. 
Shall    J,   who   can  draw   down  the   moon,  an4 

keep 
The  ftars  confin'd,  enchant  the  bolft'rous  deep  ? 
Bid  Boreas  halt,  make  hills  and  forefts  move, 
Shajl  I  — ^ 
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^realaus. 
-Be  made  a  whining  fool  to  love  ? 


Sufpend  thefe  follies,  and  let  rage  furmount, 

A  brother's  death  requires  a  ftrid  account; 

To-day,  to-day,  perhaps  this  very  hour, 

This  moment,  now,  the  murth'rer's  in  our  pow'r. 

Leave  love  in  cottages  and  cells  to  reign, 

With  nymphs  obfcure,  and  with  the  lowly  fwain  ; 

Who  wafte  their  days  and  ftrength  in  fuch  fhort 

joys, 
Are  fooh,  who  barter  life  and  fame  for  toys. 

Arcabon. 

They're  fools  who  preach  we  wafte  our  days  and 
ftrength. 
What  is  a  life,  whofe  only  charm  is  length ; 
Cive  me  a  life  that's  &ort  and  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  whofe  minutes  never  cloy  : 
What  is  an  age  in  dull  renown  drudg'd  o'er  ? 
One  little  fingle  hoar  of  love  is  more. 

A-n  Attendant  enters hnjlijy^  and •wL'ifpers  Arcalaus. 
Arcaiaus. 

See  it  perform'd — and  thou  fhalt  be. 
Slack  niinifter  of  hell — a  %od  to  me. 

[^Aticndaat  Jlids  aivay  through  the  Air. 
He  comes,  he  comes,  juft  ready  to  be  caught. 
Here  Ardan  fell,  here,  on  this  fata!  fpot 
Our  brother  dy'd ;  here  fiow'd  that  precious  gore, 
The  purple  flood,  which  cries  aloud  for  more  : 
Think  on  that  image,  fee  hmi  on  the  grourid, 
His  life  and  fame  both  bury'd  in  one  wound  : 
Think  on  the  murthertr,  with  infuking  pride 
Tearing  the  weapon  from  his  bleeding  fide  : 

Oh  think 

Arcahon, 

What  need  thefe  bloody  images  to  move  ? 
Revenge  I  will ;  and  would  fecure  my  love  : 
Whyfhould  I  of  afraiky  (hameful  be, 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free? 
Not  fierce  Medea,  miftrefs  of  our  art, 
IMor  Circe,  nor  Calypfo  'fcap'd  the  fmart. 
If  hell  has  power,  both  paflions  I  will  pieafe, 
My  vengeance  and  my  love  fliall  both  have  eafc. 
Lead  on,  magician,  make  revenge  fecure. 
My  hand's  as  ready,  and  ftiall  ftrike  as  fure. 

{They go  off. 

Criata  «nd  Cerj/anda  entering  from  the  lower  part  of 
ibe  'Icene, 
Oiiana. 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  in  filent  groves, 
?rom  courts  retir'd,  pcffefs  their  peaceful  loves. 
Of  royal  maids,  hov;  wntched  is  the  fate, 
Born  only  to  be  vidlim'  of  the  ftate  ; 
Our  hopes,  our  wifties  all  our  paflions  ty'd 
ror  public  ufe;  the  flaves  of  others  pride. 
Here  let  us  wait  th'  event,  on  which  alone 
Depends  my  peace,  I  tremble  till  'tis  known. 
Corifanda. 
So  generous  this  emperor's  love  does  feem, 
Twould  juftify  a  change,  to  change  for  him. 
Oriana. 
Alas  I  thou  know'ft  not  men,  their  oaths,  and 
arts 
<D£  feigning  truth,  with  treafin  ia  their  hearts. 


Who  now's  ador'd,  may  the  next  hoiir  d^fpleafe. 
At  firft  their  cure,  and  after,  their  difeafe. 

\_flourifh  of  Mufti  as  in  the  Ferejf.. 
Corifanda. 
Oft  we  have  heard  fuch  aify  founds  ae  thefe 
Salute  us  as  we  pal's. 

Enter  feiteral  of  Arcalaui  Magicians  ftnging  and  dxn' 
cing,  nprefenting  Shepherds,  Sbepherdeffes,  and  Pdi' 
fans. 

A  Shephtrd,fmging. 
Follow  ye  nymphs  and  Ihepherds  all, 
Come  celebrate  the  feflival, 
And  merrily  fing,  and  fport  and  play. 
For  'tis  Oriana's  nuptial  day. 

[  A  Dance  cf  Shupherds  ani  Shepherdeffes.      Then  « 
Sbepherdefs  addreffing  ta  Oriana,fings.\ 
Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 
Be  happy  as  the  bleft  above  ; 
Graces  nuniberlefs  attend  thee, 
The  gods  as  many  bleffings  fend  thee  : 
Bd  happy  as  the  bleft  above, 
Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 

A  rural  Dance  nf  Pa'ifans. 

\Exeunt  danctnr, 
Oriana. 
Prepoftgro'us  nuptials !  that  fill  every  breaH 
With  joy,  but  only  hers  who  fliould  be  bleft. 
Corifanda. 
Sure  fome  magician  keeps  his  revels  here ; 
Frincefs  retire,  there  may  be  danger  near. 

[I'lourifh  offoft  Mufic  ai  a  Difiante., 
Oriana. 
"What  danger  in  fuch  gentle  notes  can  be  ? 
Thou  friend  to  love,  thrice  powerful  harmony, 

I'll  follow  thee,  play  on 

Mufic's  the  balm  of  love,  it  charms  dcfpair,"- 
Safpciids  the  fmart,  and  foftens  every  care. 

\_Exeunt  doiun  the  Sccn£,foUoiuin(r  the  Miifie, 

Arcalain  enters,  ivitb  an  Attendant,  olfer-ving  ihim  <j» 
they  vialk  doixjn  into  the  Forfl, 

Arcalaus. 
Finilh  the  reft,  and  then  be  free  as  air: 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  fo  fair. 
Happy  beyond  my  wifh,  I  go  to  prove 
At  once,  the  joys  of  fweet  revenge  and  love. 

\lValks  do-wn  the  Sctni  after  thtiTti. 

Enter  Amadis  and  Floreflan. 

Amadis. 

Miftake  me  not — no — Amadis  ftihll  die, 
If  ftie  is  pleas'd  but  not  diflurb  her  joy  ; 
Nice  honour  ftill  engages  to  requite 
Falfe  miftrelTes,  and  friends,  with  flight  for  flight  t 
But  if,  like  mine,  the  ftubborn  heart  retain 
A  wilful  tendernefs,  the  brave  muft  feign, 
In  private  grief,  but  with  a  carelefs  fcorn 
In  public,  fetm  to  triumph,  not  to  mourn. 
Floreflan. 

Hard  is  the  talk,  in  love  or  grief  to  ftign ; 
When  paflion  is  fincere,  it  will  complain  ; 
Doubts  which  from  rumour  rife,  you  fliould  fufpend 
From  evil  tongues  what  virtue  can  defend  ? 
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In  love,  who  injures  by  a  rafli  diAruft, 
Is  the  aggrtffor,  and  the  firft  unj^ft. 
jimaJis, 
If  flie  is  true,  why  all  this  nuptial  nolfe, 
Still  echoing  as  we  pafs  her  guilty  joys  ? 
Who  to  a  -woinan  trufts  his  peace  of  mind, 
Trufts  a  frail  bark,  with  a  tempeftuous  wind. 
Thus  to  Uiyffes,  on  the  Stygi.-.n  coaft 
His  fate  inquiring,  fpake  Atrides*  ghofl ; 
Of  all  the  plagues  with  which  the  world  is  curft. 
Of  every  ill,  a  woman  is  the  worft  ; 
Truft  not  a  woman. — Well  might  he  advife, 
Who  perifli'd  by  his  wife's  adulteries, 
Florejlan. 
Thus  in  dffpair,  what  mod  we  love,  we  wrong, 
Not  Heaven  efcapes  the  impious  athieft's  tongue. 
Amadis. 
Enticirtg  crocodiles,  whofe  tears  are  death, 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath: 
Like  Egypt's  temples,  dazzling  to  the  fight, 
PompouHy  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright ;. 
With  glittering  gold,  and  fparkling  gems  they 

(bine. 
But  apes  and  monkies  are  the  Gods  within. 
Florfjlan. 
My  love  attends  with  pain,  while  you  purfuc 
This  angry  theme  ; — I  have  a  miftrefs  too  : 
The  faultlefs  form  no  fecret  flains  difgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  unblemifh'd  as  her  face  ; 
Not  painted  and  adorn'd  to  varniih  fin, 
Without  all  angel,  all  divine  within  ; 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  ffie  got ; 
A  heaven  without  a  cloud,  a  fun  without  a  fpot. 
Amadis.     \_Embradiig  him  ] 
Forgive  the  vifionsof  my  frantic  brain, 
Far  from  the  man  \  love  be  allfuch  p.iin  : 
By  the  immortal  gods  I  fwear,  my  friend,  ") 

The  fates  to  me  no  greater  joy  could  lend,  > 

Than  that  your  labours  meet  a  profperous  end.  j 
After  fo  many  glorious  toils,  that  "you 
Have  found  a  miftrefs  beautiful  and  true. 
Oriana  and  Corrfunda.       [IVithouf.] 

Help,  help,  oh  !   Heavens,  help 

Am  -idis. 

■ What  cries  are  thefe  ? 

Florejian. 
It  feem'd  the  call  of  beauty  In  diftrefs. 
Of  favage  beads  and  men,  a  mcnftrous  brood 

PolTcfs  this  land 

Oriana  and  Corifanda, 

— — .- —Help,  help 

Amadis. 

— Again  the  cry's  rcnew'd. 

Praw  both  our  fwords,  and  fly  with  fpeed  to  fave ; 
Th'  opprefs'd  have  a  fure  refuge  in  the  brave. 

\^Exeunt,  drawing  their  fiaords, 

Oriana  and  Corifanda  crofs  the  Stage,  purfued  hy  «  Par- 
ty of  Arcalatis'  Magicijnt. 
, ,    Oriana  and  Corijandu, 

Help,  help 

Party. 
Purfue,  purfue 

Triorefan  crcjfcs  the  Stage,  folloiuin^  the  Ftirfutt.      Ar- 
(.ilausfghtiiij^  and  retr:4itiner  hjwt  Amttdh.  ] 


Arcalaus. 
Thoa  rnn'ft  upon  thy  fate  :  Mortal  forbear, 
A  more  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 
Amadis. 
Think  not  ray  fword  fhall  give  the  Icaft  rcprievt, 
'Twerc  cruelty  to  kt  fuch  monders  live. 

[Flore/lan    re  enters    retreating  he/ore   another  Pariy, 
is  ftlztd,  dif armed,  and  carried  off!\ 

Arcalaus. 
Yet  paufe,  aod  be  advis'd ;  avoid  thy  fate ; 
Without  thy  life,  my  vengeance  is  complete  : 
Rehold  thy  friend  borne  to  eternal  chairs. 
Remember  Ardan  now,  and  count  thy  gains, 
^.niadis. 
Like  Ardan's  be  thy  fate,  unpitied  fall  : 
Thus  I'll  at  once  revenge,  and  free  them  all. 

\Fight,  Arcalaus  Jlill  retreating.  A  fuddin  Sound  Sf 
Jn[}ruments  exprejjing  Terror  and  Horror,  iviiB 
Thutider  at  the  fame  Time,  Mnnf.irs  and  Damons 
rife  from  under  the  Stage,  ivhile  others  fly  dotvn  from 
ahoye,  crojjing  to  and  fro  in  Confufton,  during  ivhicb 
the  Stage  is  darkened-  On  afudden  a  Irhurif  of  con- 
trary Mufic  fucceeds  ;  the  Si^  clears,  and  the  ivhole 
Scene  changes  to  a  delightful  Vale,  Amadis  appearing 
leaning  on  bis  Sivord,  furroundcd  by  Shepherds  and 
ShepherdelJ'es,  ivho  -with  Songs,  Mufic  cmd  Dances, 
perform  the follinving  Enchantment.^ 

To  befung  in  full  Chorui, 
Love,  creator  love,  appear. 

Attend  and  hear; 
Appear,  appear,  appear. 

A  fugle  Voice. 
Love,  creator  love. 
Parent  of  heaven  and  earth. 

Delight  of  gods  above ; 
To  thee  all  nature  owes  her  birth  ; 

Love,  creator  love.  ; , 

Another ftngle  Voice, 
All  that  in  ambient  air  does  move. 
Or  teems  on  fertile  fields  below. 
Or  fparkles  in  the  fkies  above. 

Or  does  in  rolling  waters  flow. 
Spring  from  the  feeds  which  thou  doft  lew^ 
Love,  creator  love. 

CHOR'JS. 

Better  in  love  a  flave  to  be. 
Than  with  the  widcft  empire  free. 

Dance, 


Win 


ODE  TO  DISCORD, 

A  fingle  Voife. 
VnKN  love's  away  then  Difcord  rcignSi 
The  furies  he  unchains, 
Bids  ^olus  unbind 
The  northern  wind. 
That  fetter'd  lay  in  caves, 
And  root  up  trees,  and  plough  the  pkins 

Old  Ocean  fr«ts  and  raves  ; 
From  their  deep  roots  the  rocks  he  tcar% 
Whole  deluges  lets  fly. 
That  Uafli  agaiaft  the  fky-j 
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And  feem  to  drown  the  ftars ; 
Th'  affaulted  clouds  return  the  ftiock. 
Blue  light'nings  finge  the  waves, 
And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 

Then  Jove  ufurps  his  father's  crown, 

Inftrucfting  mortals  to  afpire  ; 
The  father  would  defrroy  the  fon, 

The  fon  dethrones  the  fire. 
The  Titans,  to  regain  their  right, 
Prepare  to  try  a  fecond  fight, 
Briareus  arms  his  hundred  hands, 
And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  bands. 

Pelion  upon  Ofla  thrown, 
Steep  Olympus  they  invade, 

Gods  and  giants  tumble  down, 
And  Mars  is  foil'd  by  Encelade. 
Horror,  confufion,  dreadful  ire, 
Daggers,  poifon,  fword  and  fire, 
To  execute  the  deftin'd  wrath  confpire. 
The  furies  loofe  their  fnaky  rods, 

And  lalh  both  men  and  gods. 

Chorus  repeat  the  lafl  Stanza. 

Then  Symphony  for  Lo'je, 

Afingle  Voice, 
But  when  love  bids  difcord  ceafe, 
The  jarring  feeds  unite  in  peace; 
O  the  pleafures  paft  exprefling  ! 
O  the  rapture  of  poffefling ! 
Melting,  dying,  heavenly  bleffing, 
O  the  rapture  of  poffefling  ! 
Hail  to  love,  and  welcome  joy ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy  ! 

5h  Cyprus  firft  the  God  was  known, 

Then  wandering,  wandering  o'er  the  main, 
He  in  Britannia  fix'd  his  reign, 

And  in  Oriana's  eyes  his  throng. 

A  full  Chorns. 
Hail  to  love,  and  welcome  joy ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy  ! 
See  the  fun  from  love  returning, 
Liove's  tha  flame  in  which  he's  burnings 
Hail  to  love,  the  fofteft  pleafure  ; 
Love  and  beauty  reign  for  ever. 
Dance. 


^Tben  to  he  fung  ly  a  Slepherdefs  adirefjing  herfelfto 
Amad'is.'^ 

Now  mortal  prepare. 

For  thy  f»te  is  at  hand ; 
Now  mortal  prepare. 
And  furrender. 

:  For  love  fliall  arlfe. 

Whom  no  power  can  withftand, 
Who  rules  from  the  Ikies 
To  the  centre. 

Now  mortal  prepare. 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand; 
Now  mortal  prepare. 
And  furrender. 
Chorus  repeat, 
N«w  mortal  prepare,  &c, 


\J)uring  the  Chorus,  Oriana  appears  rifiner  from  Vninr 

the   itagc,  repcfed  upon  a  Machine  reprefenling  a  Bed 

of  Ylo-wers,      The  Chorus  ended,  fbe  rlfes,  and  comes 

foriuardJ] 

Oriana, 

In  what  enchanted  regions  am  I  loft  ? 
Am  I  alive  ?  Or  wander  here  a  ghoft  ? 
Art  thou  too  dead  ? — 

\_Starting  at  the  fight  of  Amadis] 
Amadis. 

Where'er  you  are,  the  realms  of  blifs  muft  be; 
I  fee  my  goddefs,  and  'tis  heaven  to  fee. 

[Throiving  aivay  his  fiuord,  isfeized  and  bound. 

Stand  off,  and  give  me  way 

Oriana. 

'■ — '■ — No,  keep  him  there, 

Th'  ungrateful  traitor,  let  him  not  come  near  : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sifyphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans  ; 
With  robbers,  and  with  mnrd'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  pains — for  he  has  murder'd  love. 
Amadis, 

Have  I  done  this  ?— — 

Oriana. 

Bafe  and  perfidious  man  I 

Let  me  be  heard,  and  anfwer  if  you  can. 
W^as  it  your  love,  when  trembling  by  your  fidic 
I  wept,  and  I  implor'd,  and  almoft  d^'d. 
Urging  your  ftay :  was  it  your  love  that  borc 
Your  faithlefs  veffel  from  the  Britifti  fhore  ? 
What  faid  I  not,  upon  the  fatal  night, 
When  you  avow'd  your  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part, 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  heart-? 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhuman  and  ingrate, 
Repent  your  folly — but  repent  too  late. 
Amadis. 

Miftaken  princefs ;  by  the  ftars  above, 
The  powers  below,  and  by  immortal  Jove 

Unwilling  and  compell'd 

Oriana, 
Unwilling  and  compell'd  !  vain.  Vain  pretence 
For  bafe  negleiit,  and  cold  indifference. 
Was  it  your  love,  when  by  thofe  ftars  above, 
Thofe  powers  below,  and  that  immortal  Jove, 
You  vow'd,  before  the  f  tft  revolving  moon. 
You  would  return  .'---Did  you  return  ?— The  fun 
Thrice  round  the  circled  globe  was  fee n  to  movej 
You  neither  came,  nor  fent — was  this  your  love  I 
Am  adit. 

Thrice  has  that  fun  beheld  me  on  your  coaft, 
By  tei.ipefts  beaten,  and  in  fhipwrccks  loft. 
Oriana, 

And  yet  you  chofe  thofe  perils  of  the  fea. 
Of  rocks,  and  ftorms — or  any  thing — but  me. 
The  raging  ocean,  and  the  winter  wind, 
Touch'd  at  my  pafljon,  with  my  wifhes  join'd^ 
No  ihia^e,  but  of  certain  fate,  appear'd, 
Le/'s  1  your  abfence,  than  your  danger,  fear'd; 
In  vain  they  threaten'd,  and  1  fued  in  vain. 
More  deaf  than  ftorms,  more  cruel  than  the  maii  j 
No  prayer,  nor  gentle  mcffage  could  prevail 
To  wait  a  calmer  fky^  or  fofter  gale  ; 
You  brav'd  the  danger,  and  delpis'd  the  lovCj 
Nor  death  could  terrify,  nor  paflion  mov«. 
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Amadis. 

Qf  our  paft  lives,  the  pleafure,  and  the  pain, 
Fix'd  in  my  foul,  for  ever  ftiall  remain  ; 
Recall  more  gently  my  unhappy  ftate. 
And  charge  my  crime,  not  on  my  choice,  but  fate  : 
In  mortal  breaft,  fure,  honour  never  wag'd 
So  dire  a  war,  nor  love  more  fiercely  rag'd  : 
You  fawr  my  torment,  and  you  knew  my  heart, 
'Twas  infamy  to  ftay,  'twas  death  to  part. 
Oriana. 

In  vain  you'd  cover,  with  the  thirft  of  fame, 
And  honour's  call,  an  odious  traitor's  name; 
Could  honour  fuch  vile  perfidy  approve  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love  ? 
O  Venus !    parent  of  the  Trojan  race, 
In  Britain  too,  fome  remnants  found  a  place  ; 
From  Brute  defcending  in  a  line  direifl. 
Within  thefe  veins  thy  favourite  blood  refpeft ; 
Mother  of  love,  by  men  and  gods  rever'd. 
Confirm  thefe  vows,  and  let  this  prayer  be  heard. 
The  Briton  to  the  Gaul  henceforth  Ihall  bear 
Immortal  hatred,  and  eternal  war ; 
Nor  league,  nor  commerce,  let  the  nations  know. 
But  feeds  of  everlafling  difcord  grow ; 
With  fire  and  fword  the  faithlefs  race  purfue. 
This  vengeance  to  my  injur'd  love  is  due  : 
Rife  from  orur  aflies  fome  avenging  hand, 
To  curb  their  tyrants,  and  invade  their  land; 
Waves  fight  with  waves,  and  Ihorcs  with  fliores 

engage, 
And  let  our  fons  inherit  the  fame  rage. 
Amadis. 

Might  I  be  heard  a  word  in  my  defence 

Oriana. 

No,  not  a  word.    What  fpecious  forc'd  pretence 
Would  you  invent,  to  gild  a  weak  defence  ? 
To  falfe  JEneas,  when  'twas  given  by  fate 
Tq  tread  the  paths  of  death,  and  view  the  Stygian 

flate, 
Forfaken  Dido  was  the  firft  that  ftood 
To  ftrike  his  eye,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood 
Frefli  from  her  wound  :   pale  horror  and  affright 
Seiz'd  the  falfe  man,  confounded  at  the  fight, 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  fome  faint  words  he 

fpoke, 
Some  tears  he  Ihed,  which,  with  difdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  fhe  heard,  and  faw,  nor  heeded  more 
Than  the  firm  rock,  when  faithlefs  tempefts  roar, 
With  one  laft  look,  his  falfenefs  fhe  upbraids. 
Then  fullenly  retires,  and  feeks  eternal  fhadcs. 
Lead  me,  O  lead  me  where  the  bleeding  queen. 
With  juft  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men, 
Banifh'd  from  joy,  from  empire,  and  from  light,-j 
In  death  involve  me,  and  in  endlefs  night,  C 

But  keep — that  odious  objed— from  my  fight.  J 

[Exit 

Enter  Arcalatis. 
Arcalaus 
With  her  lafl  words,  (he  fign'd  his  dying  breath, 
Convey  him  ftraight  to  tortures,  and  to  death. 
madis. 
Let  me  not  perifh  with  a  traitor's  name, 
Naked,  unarm'd,  and  fingle  as  1  am  ; 
Loofs  \iix%  right  hand • 


Arcalaus. 
Hence  to  his  fate  the  valiant  boafler  bear. 

[  Sinki  under  the  Stage  -with  blirtm 
For  him,  let  our  infernal  pricfts  prepare 
Their  knives,  their  cords,  and  altars — but  for  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flowery  banks,  and  fragrant  bowcrg; 
Miific,  and  fongs,  and  all  thofe  melting  powers 
With  which  love  fteals  on  hearts,  and  tunes  the 

mind 
To  tendernefs  and  yielding—— 
Superior  charms,  enchant  us  to  be  kind. 

The  ASi  concludes  viitb  dancing. 


ACT  HI.    SCENE  I. 
Arcalaus,  and  ArcaboH,  taecttag, 

Arcalaus. 
Welcome  as  after  darknefs  cheerful  light, 
Or  to  the  weary  wanderer  downy  night : 
Smile,  fmile  my  Arcabon,  for  ever  fmile. 
And  with  thy  gayefl  looks  reward  my  toil. 
That  fullen  air  but  ill  becomes  thee  now, 
Seeft  thou  not  glorious  conquefl  on  my  brow  2 
Amadis,  Amadis 

Arcabon, 
Dead,  or  in  chains  ?  Be  quick  In  thy  reply. 

Arcalaus. 
He  lives,  my  Arcabon,  but  lives  to  die. 
The  gnawing  vulture,  and  the  reftlefs  wheel. 
Shall  be  delight,  to  what  the  wretch  Iball  feel, 
Arcabon. 
Goddefs  of  dire  revenge,  Erinny's,  rife. 
With  pleafure  grace  thy  lips,  with  joy  thy  eyes? 
Smile  like  the  queen  of  love,  and  firip  the  rocks 
Of  pearls  and  gems,  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks; 
With  cheerful  tunes  difguife  thy  hollow  throaty 
And  emulate  the  lark,  and  linnet's  notej 
Let  envy's  felf  rejoice,  dcfpair  be  gay. 
For  rage  and  murder  fliall  triumph  to-day. 
Arcalaus. 
Arife,  O  Ardan,  from  the  hollow  womb 
Of  earth,  arife,  burfl  from  thy  brazen  tomb. 
Bear  witnefs  to  the  vengeance  we  prepare. 
Rejoice,  and  reft  for  ever  void  of  care. 
Arcabon. 
Pluto,  arife,  infernal  king,  releafe 
Thy  tortur'd  flaves,  and  let  the  damn'd  have  { 
peace,  t 

But  double  all  their  pains  on  Amadis. .  ^ 

Arcalaus. 
Mourn  all  ye  heavens,  above  yon  azure  plala 
Let  grief  abound,  and  lamentation  reign, 
The  thunderer  with  tears  bedew  his  Iky, 
For  Amadis,  his  champion's  doom'd  to  die. 
Arcabon. 
Death  be  my  care ;  for  to  complete  his  woe, 
The  flave  fhall  perifh  by  a  woman's  blow ; 
Thus  each  by  turns  fliall  his  dire  vow  fulfil, 
'Twas  thine  to  vanquifh,  and  'tis  mine  to  kiljt, 
Arcalaus. 
So  look'd  Medea,  when  hef  rival  bride. 
Upon  her  nuptial  day,  cocfuming  dy'<i ;. 
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O  never  more  let  love  difjruife  a  face 

By  rage  adorn'd  with  futh  triumphant  grace. 

Arcabon. 

Tn  fweet  revenge  inferior  joys  are  loft, 
And  love  lies  fhipwreck'd  on  the  ftormy  coaft; ; 
Ijtage  rules  all  other  paflions  in  my  breali, 
Andfwelling  like  a  torrent,  drown*:  the  reft. 
Should   this  curs'd  wretch,  whom  moil  my  foul 

abhors, 
Prove  the  dear  man,  whom  moft  my  foul  adores, 
I^ove  fhould  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart, 
'J'hrough  all  his  charms  I'd  flab  him  to  the  Heart. 

\_Excunt 

SCENE   II. 

filter    Celiui,  Cenjiantius,   Luc'uii    a   Roman,  and  a 
TOimermis  Attendance  of  Britons. 

King. 

From  contrafts  fijjn'd,  and  articles  agreed, 
With  Britifti  faith  it  fuits  net  to  recede  : 
H<>w  may  the  world  interpret  fuch  negle(^, 
And  on  her  beauty,  or  her  fame,  refleift  ? 
Ronian,  confider  well  what  courfe  you  run, 
Refi'lve  to  be  m}'  prifoncr.  or  niy  fon. 
If  this  f'.unds  rude,  then  know,  we  Britons  flighfj 
Thofe  fupple  arts  which  foreigner*  delight,  S 

r^or  ftind  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  right.  j 

'  [Exit  King  and  Attendants. 
J^ncius, 

Happy  extremity  1  now,  prince  be  bleft, 
Of  a!)  you  love,  and  all  you  wifli  pnift- ft  ; 
Mo  cenfure  you  incur,  conftrain'd  to  choofe, 
PcfTefs'd  at  once  of  p'eafgre,  and  excM^t. 

,  CdnJijv.tiuT. 

If  for  myfclf  alone  1  wtjtild  pofTcf"!, 
'Twere  fenfual  joy,  and  brutal  happinefs. 
When  moft  we  love,  embracing  and  enibrac'd,   "^ 
The  particle  fublime  of  blifs,  is  plac'd        [tafte.  > 
In   raptures  that  we   feel  the  ravidi'd  charmer  j 
Oriana,no — though  certain  death  it  be, 
I'll  keep  my  word-— I'll  die,  or  let  thee  free, 
hiafte,  l.ueius,  hafte,  found  loud  o;ir  trumpets,  call 
Our  guards  to  arms,  though  few,  they're  Romans 

all. 
Now  tremble,  favage  king,  a  Roman  band 
Shall  ne'er  be  bou«d,  that  can  a  fword  comm.and. 

Jls  tbcy  go  oJjT,  re-enter  King  Cdiut,  attended  as  before _ 

King. 
Not  to  be  found  1  fhe  muft,  fhe  ftiall  be  found  ; 
»    F/iiperfe  our  parries,  fearch  our  kingd'.mf  round; 
Pi'llow  Conftaiitius,  fcize  him,  torture,  kii!; 
Traitor  !  what  vengeance  I  can  have,  I  will. 
Well  have  thy  gods,  O  Rome  !  fecur'd  thy  peace, 
Planted  behind  fo  many  lands  and  fcas. 
Or  thou  ftiouldft  feel  me,  city,  in  thy  fall. 
More  dreadful  than  the  Samnite,  or  the  Gaul. 
But  to  fupply  and  recompenfe  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  giiaidians  of  our  itle,  and  grant 
That  wrath  may  rife,  and  ftife  immortal  come 
ittwixt  the  gods  of  B.itain,  ai.d  of  Rome. 

[^Exeunt. 


F    GRANV ILLR 

SCENE    Ilf. 

The  Scene  changes  to  a  Scene  of  Tohths  and  Dungeaiitt 
JVlen  and  H'^omen  chainci  in  Roivt,  oppnfite  to  one 
another.  Jn  the  Front  if  the  Capiimes,  FUreJian  and 
Corifjnda.  A  magnfcent  Monument  ertiied  to  the 
Metnary  cf  Ardjn,  with  this  Infcriftion  in  large 
Letters  of  Gold: 

Revenge  is  vow'd.reft  quiet,  gcntie  ftiadc, 
The  living  fnall  be  rcftlcfs  till  'tis  had. 

A  Guard  of  Damons.     Plaintive  ALifc, 

To  be  fiif.g  hy  a  eattl-ve  Kincr. 

Look  down,  ye  powers,  Ipok  down. 
And  caft  a  pitying  eye 
Upon  a  monarch's  mifery. 

JLonk  down,  lock  down. 
Avenge,  avenge,  avenge 

^ViTionted  majefty. 

I  who  but  now  on  thrones  of  gold. 
Gave  laws  to  kingdoms  uncontroul'd^ 
To  empire  b'Tn, 
From  empire  torn, 
A  wretched  llsve, 
A  wretched  ilave, 
Am  now  ot  flaves  the  fcorr. 
Alas  I   the  tmiles  of  fortnr.e  prove 
As  variable  as  women*  love. 

By  a  captive  Lover. 
The  bappieft  mortals  once  were  v/Sf 
I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me  ; 
Each  defirouj  of  the  biefling. 
Nothing  wanting  but  pofTeffing  j 
I  iov'd  Myra,  Myra  me. 
The  happieft  iliortals  once  were  vft. 

But  fiPce  cruel  fates  difiVrer, 
"I'orn  from  love,  and  tore  for  ever, 
Tortures  end  me. 
Death  befriend  me : 
Of  all  pains,  the  greateft  pain, 
Is  to  love,  and  love  in  vain. 

By  a  captive  Libertine, 
Plague  us  not  with  idle  ftorics, 
VVhiniiTg  lo-ves,  and  fenfelefs  glorief;- 
What  are  lovers,  what  are  ki^ngs  i 
What  at  beft  but  flavifli  things. 

Free  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me, 
No  prt)ud  beauty  durti  invade  nic. 
No  rebellious  flaves  betr»y'd  me. 
Free  I  liv'd,  as  Nature  made  me. 

Each  by  turn!",  as  fcnfe  infpir'd  mCj 
Bacchus,  Cere-,  Venu«,  fir'd  me  ; 
I  alone  have  loft  true  pleafure  ; 
Freedom  is  the  only  treafure. 

Chorus  cf  Diimons. 
Ceafc,  yc  flaves,  your  fruitlels  grieving^ 
No,  no. 

The  powers  below 

No  pity  know ; 
Cealc,  J  e  Haves,  your  fruitlefs  grieving. 

A  I) unci  of  Ddcnun:  infullin^  the  Frifenffr.- 
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Florejlan  to  CorifanJj. 

To  tafte  of  pain,  and  yet  to  gaze  on  thee, 
To  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  ill  agree. 
Well  may  the  brave  contend,  the  wife  contrive, 
In  vain  againft  their  ftars  the  deftin'd  ftrive. 
C*rifanda. 

So  to  th'  appointed  grove  the  feather'd  pair 
Fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  fnare, 
Purfuing  love,  and  wing'd  with  amorous  thought, 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught, 
In  the  fame  cage  in  mournful  notes  complain 
Of  the  fame  fate,  and  curfe  perfidious  man, 
A  Captive. 

O  heavens,  take  pity  of  our  pains, 
Death  is  a  milder  fate  than  chains. 

\_A  Flourijh  of  lujiruments  of  Horror.  Arcahon  dt. 
fends  in  a  Chariot  draivn  through  the  Air  by  Dra- 
gons, guarded  by  infernal  Spirits.  She  alights  and 
comes  foriuard,  armed  ivith  a  Dagger  in  her  Hand.^ 

Arcabon. 
Your  vows  have  reach'd  the  gods,  your  clains 

and  breath 

Have  the  fame  date 

Prepare  for  freedom,  for  I  bring  you  death. 
He  who  fo  oft  has  'fcap'd  th'  affaults  of  hell. 
Whom  yet  no  charms  could  bind,  no  force  could 

quell. 
By  whom  fo  many  bold  enchanters  fell, 
Amadis,  Amadis,  this  joyful  day, 
Your  guardian  Deity's  himfelf  our  prey. 
From  all  their  dungeons  let  our  captives  come. 
Idle  fpeiftators  of  their  hero's  doom. 

\Fhurifh  of  loud  Infrumenls  of  divers  Sorts.  Other 
Dungeons  open,  and  difcover  more  Cabtives.  Ama- 
dis chained  to  an  Altar,  infernal  Priejls  on  each  Side 
tf  him  luith  Knives  up-lifted  ready  for  the  Sacrifice. 
Arcabon  advancing  hajlily  to  flab  him,  farts  and 
fops.^ 

Arcabon. 
Thou  dy'ft — What  ftrange  and  what  fefiftlefs 
charm, 
With  fecrct  force,  arrefts  my  lifted  arm  ? 
What  art  thou,  who  with  more  than  magic  art, 
Doft  make  my  hand  unfaithful  to  my  heart  ? 
Amadis. 
One,  who  difdalning  mercy,  fues  to  die ; 
I  alk  not  life,  for  life  were  cruelty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  fearcli  the  world  around, 
A  more  unhappy  never  can  be  found ; 
.Let  lo»fe  thy  rage,  like  an  avenging  God, 
Fain  would  my  foul  encumber'd  call  her  load. 
Arcabon.     [A/ide.] 
In  every  line  and  feature  of  that  face, 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  foul  I  trace  : 
My  brother!  had  my  father  too  been  flain. 
The  blood  of  my  whole  race  fliould  plead  in  vain. 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  weakly  move, 
The  ftrongeft  tie  of  nature,  is  in  love. 
Amadis, 
O  Floreftan  1  I  fee  thofe  chains  with  fliame, 
Which  I  could  not  prevent — O  ftain  to  fame  '. 
O  honour  loft  for  ever !   Thefeus  fell. 
But  Hercules  remain'd  uncon(iuer'd  ftill. 
Vol.  VII. 


And  freed  his  friend — What  man  could  do — I  did, 
Nor  was  1  overpower'd  but  betray'd- 
O  my  lov'd  friend  1  with  better  grace  we  flood 
In  arms  repelling  death,  wading  in  blood 
To  victories ;  the  manly  limb  that  trod 
Firm  and  eretft,  beneath  a  treble  load 
Of  ponderous  mail,  thefe  fliamcful  bonds  difdains,  > 
And  finks  beneath  th'  inglorious  weight  of  chains. 
FUrefan. 

Where  fliall  the  brave  and  good  for  refuge  run, 
When  to  be  virtuous,  is  to  be  undone  ? 
Arcabon. 

He  fpoke — and  every  accent  to  my  heart 
Gave  a  frcfh  wound,  and  was  another  dart : 
He  weeps  I  but  reddening  at  the  tears  that  fall, 
Is  it  for  thefe  ?  Be  quick,  and  free  them  all. 
Let  every  captive  be  releas'd  from  chains  : 
How  is  it  that  I  love,  if  he  complains  ? 
Hence  every  grief,  and  every  anxious  care. 
Mix  with  the  feas  and  winds,  breed  tempcfts  there: 
Strike  all  your  firings,  to  joyful  meafures  move. 
And  every  voice  found  liberty  and  love. 

\Flourifi  of  all  the  Mafic;    the  Chains   at  once  fall  tiff 
from  all  the  Captives.      Arcabon  frees  Amadis  her-* 

M-\  .  ^       ' 

Chorus  of  all  the  Captivtt. 
Liberty  !  liberty  1 

Afingle  Voice. 
Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cry, 
I^et  us  live  free,  or  kt  us  die  ; 
Trumpets  founding,  banners  flying,  \ 

Braving  tyrants,  chains  defying. 
Arm,  arm,  the  generous  Britons  cryj 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die; 
Liberty  \  liberty  \ 

Chorus  repeat^ 
Liberty  1  liberty '. 

Another  ftngle  Voice. 
Happy  ifle,  all  joys  poffeffing, 

Clime  refembling  heaven  above. 
Freedom  'tis  that  crowns  thy  blefling. 

Land  of  liberty  and  love  I 
When  thy  nymphs,  to  cure  complaining, 

Set  themfelves  and  l«vers  free. 
In  the  bleffing  of  obtaining. 
Ah !  how  fweet  is  liberty  ! 
Dance  of  Captives,  exprejftng  Joy  for  Liberty, 

[Arcabon  having  freed  Amadis,  they  come  forward  /«« 
gether  ;  the  rejl  fanding  in  Roivs  on  each  Side  of  tbt 
Theatre,  boiuing  as  they  advanct.\ 

Arcabon. 
When  rage,  like  mine,  makes  fuch  a  fuddea 
paufe, 
Methinks  'twere  eafy  to  divine  the  caufc : 
The  duUeft  warrior,  in  a  lady's  face. 
The  fecr«t  meaning  of  a  bluih  may  trace, 
When  fhort-breath'd  fighs,  and  catching  glances, 
From  dying  eyes,  reveal  the  kind  intent.         [feat 
Let  glory  fhare,  but  not  poffefs  you  whole, 
Love  is  the  darling  transport  of  the  foul. 
Amadis. 
The  lords  of  fate,  who  all  our  lots  decree, 
Have  deftin'd  fame,  no  other  chance  for  me; 
i  A 
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My  fullcn  ftars  in  that  rough  circle  move; 
The  happy  only  are  referv'd  for  love. 
/ircaiim 
The  ftars  which  you  reproach,  my  art  can  force, 
I  can  diredl  them  to  a  kinder  courfe  • 
Truft  to  my  charms,  the  prefent  time  improve, 
Seledl  and  precious  are  the  hours  of  love. 
Unguarded  fee  the  virgin  treafure  fland. 
Glad  of  the  theft,  to  court  the  robber's  hand ; 
Honour,  his  wonted  watch  no  longer  keei>s 
Seize  quickly,  foldier,  while  the  drag-on  fleeps. 

Enchanting  are  your  looks,  Icfs  magic  lies 
In  your  myfterious  art.  than  in  your  eyes ; 
Such  melting  language  claims  a  foft  return, 
Pity  the  hopelefs  flames  in  which  I  burn; 
Faft  bound  alreac^y,  and  not  free  to  choofc, 
I  prize  the  blefling  fated  tu  refufe. 
Htcabon.      \_y  fide  J 

Thofe  formal  lovers  be  for  ever  curft, 
Who  fetter'd  free-born  love  with  honour  firft, 
Who  through  fanta   ic  laws  are  virtue's  fools, 
And  againft  nature  will  be  flave<  to  rules 
^To  Lim.]  Your  captive  friends  have  freedom  from 

this  hour. 
Rejoice  for  them,  but  for  thyfelf  much  more  : 
Sublimer  blcfilrjgs  are  referv'd  for  thee, 
Whom  love  invites  to  be  p.  ffefs'd  of  me. 
The  fhipwreck'ii  Greeks  caft  on  ^aea's  fhore, 
With  ire:i  bling  fleps  the  dubious  coaft  exj'lore. 
Who  fir  I  arrive,  in  vain  for  pity  plead. 
Transform'^  to  beads,  a  vile  and  monflrous breed; 
Bu' when  Uiyffes  with  fupcrior  mien  [queen, 

Approached  the  throne  where  fat  th'  enchantrefs 
Plcas'd  with  a  prefencc  that  invades  her  charms. 
She  takes  the  bi  Id  advent'rer  in  her  arms. 
Up  ti.  her  bed  (he  leads  the  corqu'ror  nn, 
Where  he  enjoys  the  daughter  of  the  fun. 

\_Sf>e  leadi  Amadis  out.  Florejlan  and  Corifanda,  and 
the  releafed  Captives  only  remain  rlorejlan  and  Co- 
rifanda Yun  into  each  other's  ."irmsA 

Flarejlan. 
In  this  enchanting  cicle  let  me  be, 
For  ever  and  for  ever  bound  with  thee. 
Corifanda. 
Soul  of  my  foul,  and  charmer  of  my  heart, 
From  thefe  embraces  let  u^never  part. 
Florejlan. 
Never.  O  never — in  f  me  fafe  retreat. 
Far  from  the  noif»  and  tumults  of  the  great, 
Secure  and  happy  on  each  other's  breaft. 
Within  each  other's  arms  we'll  ever  reft  ; 
Thofe  eyes  Ihall  make  my  days  ferene  and  bright, 
Thefe  arms,  thus  circling  round  me.  blelsthe  night. 
\_Exeunt  Flor.  and  Cor, 

[The  remaining  Captives  exprefs  their  foy  for  Liberty 
by  finging  and  dancing.^ 
Chorus  of  all  the  Capti-oes  together. 
To  fortune  give  immorial  prail'c. 
Fortune  depofes,  and  can  raife  ; 
Fortune  the  captives  chains  di  es  break, 
And  brings  dcfpairing  exiles  back  \ 


However  low  this  hour  we  fall. 
One  Ucky  moment  may  mend  all. 

The  AS  concludes  with  Fariety  of  Dancet. 


ACT  IV,     SCENE  I. 

^rcabon  and .  Ircalaus, 

Arcalaus. 
Of  women  tyrants  'tis  the  common  doom^ 
Each  haughtily  fers  out  in  beauty's  blooni, 
Till  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  paft. 
You  turn  abandon'd  proftitutes  at  lalk, 
'Ireaben 
Who  hate  declares,  is  fure  of  hate  again  ; 
Rage  begets  rage,  difdain  provokes  difdain  : 
Why,  why,  alas  '.   ftiould  love  lefs  mutual  prove  ? 
Why  is  not  lovereturn'd  with  equal  love? 
Arcalaus. 
Bleflings  when  cheap,  or  certain,  we  defpifc  \ 
From  fure  pofftflion  what  defire  can  rife  ? 
Love,  like  anibition,  dies  as  'tis  enjoy'd. 
By  doubt  provok'd,  by  certainty  dcftroy'd. 
Arc.ibon. 
To  govern  love,  alas !  what  woman  can  I 
Yet  'tis  an  eafy  province  for  a  man. 
Why  am  I  then  of  hope  abandon'd  quits  I 
There  is  a  cure — I'd  alk  it — if  I  might. 
Forgive  me,  brother,  if  I  pry  too  far, 
I've  learnt  my  rival  is  your  pris'ner  here ; 

If  that  be  true 

Arcalaus. 

What  thence  would  you  infer  ?  [Surlily. 

Arcabon 
What  but  her  death — When  Amadis  is  free 
From  hopes  of  her — there  may  be  hope  for  me. 
^'.rcalaus. 
Thou  cloud  to  his  bright  Juno— Fool — fliall  he 
Wl]o  has  lov'd  her,  ever  defcend  to  thee  ? 
..  rcabon. 

Much  vainer  foOl  art  thou where  are  thofe 

charms        . 
That  are  to  tempt  a  princefs  to  thy  arms? 
Thou  vukan  to  Oriana's  Mars 
.ircalaus. 

. — =-But  yet 

This  Vulcan  has  that  Mars  within  his  net. 
Your  counfel  comes  too  late,  for  'tis  decreed, 
To  make  the  woman  fare,  the  man  fhall  bleed. 

[Exit.furlily, 
Arcahon, 
Firft  perifh  thou  ;  earth,  air,  and  feas,  and  Iky 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chao>-  lie. 
Arid  ever\  other  living  creature  die. 
I  burn,  I  burn;  the  ftorm  that's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  fires  provok'd  hy  wind  : 
Love  and  refentment,  wifhes  and  difdain. 
Blow  all  at  once  like  winds  that  plough  the  main. 
Furies      .Aledlo  1   aid  my  juft  defign  . 
But  if,  averfe  to  mercy   you  decline 
The  pious  talk,  aflift  me,  powers  divine^; 
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juft  gods,  and  thou  their  king,  imperial  Jove, 
Strike  whom  you  plea(e,  but  fave  the  man  I  love. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

iTf>e  Scene  changes  to  the  Reprefental'toH  of  a  fine  Gar- 
den ;  Oriana  fitting  penfi'vely  in  a  pUafant  Boiver 
to-zvards  the  loiver  End  of  the  Scene.  Soft  Mijic 
playing.  Arcalaus  enters,  addr effing  himfclf  refieSi- 
f^ully  te  her.  She  tijes  ;  ihe\  advance Jloiuly  toivards 
the  Front  of  the  Stage, fccming  in  mute  Difcoiafe,  till 
the  Mufic  ceafes?^ 

Arcalaus  and  Oriana, 
Arcalaus. 
Of  freedom  loft,  unjuftly  you  complain, 
Born  to  command,  where-e'cr  you  come  you  reign; 
No  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bind, 
And  not  a  prifon,  but  an  empire  find. 
Oriana. 
Death  I  expect,  and  I  defire  it  too, 
'Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wilh'd  from  you. 
To  die,  is  to  be  free  :   Oh  let  me  find 
A  fpeedy  death — that» freedom  would  be  kind. 
Arcalaus. 
.  Too  cruel  to  fufpedl  fuch  ufage  meant. 
Here  is  no  death,  but  what  your  eycs'prefcnt : 

0  may  they  reign,  thofe  arbiters  of  fate, 
Immortal,  as  the  loves  which  they  create. 
We  know  the  caufe  of  this  prepoilerous  grief, 
And  we  Ihould  pity,  were  there  no  relief  : 
One  lover  loft,  have  you  not  millions  more  I 
Can  you  complain  of  want,  whom  all  adore  ? 

All  hearts  are  yours;  even  mine,  that  fierce  and 

free 
Ranging  at  large,  difdainM  captivity; 
Caught  by  your  charms,  the  favage  trembling  lies, 
And  proftrate  in  his  chain,  for  mercy  dies. 
Oriana. 

Refpe6l  is  limited  to  power  alone, 
Beauty  diftrefs'd,  like  kings  from  empire  thrown, 

Each  infolent  invades [now. 

How  art  thou  chang'd  I   ah,  wretched    princefs ! 
When  every  flave  that  loves,  dares  tell  thee  fo  ? 
Arcalius. 

If  I  do  love,  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes,        [dies  : 
Blame  them,  who  wound,  and  not  your  {lave  who 
If  we  may  love,  then  fure  we  may  declare  ; 
If  we  may  not,  ah  !  why  are  you  fo  fair  ? 
Who  can  unmov'd  behold  that  heavenly  face, 
Thofe  radiant  eyes,  and  thac  reOftlefs  grace  ? 
Oriana. 

Pluck  out  thefe  eyes,  revenge  thee  on  my  face, 
Tear  off  my  cheeks,  and  root  up  every  grace, 
Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  inftantly. 
Thus  may'ft  thou  free  thyfelf  at  once,  and  me. 
Arcalaus. 

Such  flrange  commands  'cwere  impious  to  obey, 

1  would  revenge  myfelf  a  gentler  way. 

{Offering  to  take  her  hand,  Jhe  fnatches  it  a-way 
difdainfully. 

Oriana. 
Sooic  whirlwind  bear  me  from  this  odious  place, 
Earth  open  wide,  and  bury  my  Uifgrace^ 


Save  me,  ye  powers,  from  vir>lence  and  fhame, 
Affift  my  virtue,  and  ptotedl  my  fame. 
Arcalaus.      [JJide."] 

Love,  with  fubmifTion,  firft  begins  in  courfe, 
But  when  that  fails,  a  fure  rcferve  is  force : 
The  niceft  dames  who  our  eii  braces  ftiun, 
Wait  only  a  pretence — and  force  is  one  : 
Slie  who  through  frailty  yields,  di3\onour  gains, 
Rut  file  that's  forc'd,  her  innocence  retains  : 
Debtors  and  flaves  for  favours  they  beftow. 
Invading,  wc  are  free,  and  nothing  owe. 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitude  conftrain. 
But  as  we  like,  wc  leave — or  come  again. 

It  ftiall  be  fo. [vain, 

[To  her.]    Since  fof:er  atpnimcnts  have  prov'd  fa 
Force  is  the  laft,  refift  it  if  you  can. 

\_He  feiz.es  her ,  Jhe  bre.:iks  from  Ijim. 
Orianit. 

Help — help — ye  gods! 

Arcalaus. 

Who  with  fuch  courage  can  refift  dtfire. 
With  what  rage  flic'll  love  when  raptures  fire  I 
Behold  in  chains  your  vanqiiilh'd  minion  lies, 
And  if  for  nothing  but  this  i'corn,  he  dies. 

^Amadls  dfco'vered  In  Chains,  At  calaus  aJ-uaric'ing  to 
flab  him,  jircabon  enters  in  the  Jiijluni  and  "ffers  to 
fab  Oriana.'\ 

Arcaboti. 
Strike  boldy,  murd'rer,  ftrike  him  to  the  ground. 
While  thus  my  dagger  anfwers  every  wound. 
By  what  new  magic  is  thy  veiij^eance  charm'd  \ 
Trembles  thy  hand  before  a  maa  unarm'd  \ 
Oriana, 
Strike,  my  deliverer,  'tis  a  friendly  ftroke, 
I  fhun  thee  not,  but  rather  would  provoke  : 
Death  to  the  wretched  is  an  end  of  care. 
But  yet,  methinks,  ye  might  that  vidlim  fpare. 

[Pointing  to  /:iMadis. 
Atnadis. 
Burfl,  burft  thefe  chains,  juft  gods  can  you  look 
down, 
On  fuch  diftref?,  like  idle  lookers-on  .' 
My  foul,  till  now,  no  dangers  could  affright, 
But  trembles  like  a  cowara's,  at  this  fight. 
Arcabon. 

So  palTionate  1   but  I'll  revenge  it  here 

Arcalaus. 
Hold,  fury — or  I  flrike  as  home — forbear 

[Arcabon  offering  to  fab  Oriana,  Arcalaus  does  the  fume 
to  Jmadis  ;   both  -with- hold  iheir,  blozv,'] 

[Trumpets,  Kettle-drums,  and  ivarlike  Inflruments  of 
all  kinds,  refund  from  all  Parts  of  tbe  Theatre. 
Urgstnda  enters  haf.ily  ivith  a  numerous  Train.  Ar- 
calaus an  I  Arcabon  furprifed,  retire  to  tbe  cppofits 
Side  of  the  Stage.^ 

Urganda. 
To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  Jpirits  of  the  air, 
Ye  guardians  of  the  brave. 
Leave  your  bright  manlions 
pear, 

[  Warlike  Mufic  founds    a    Charge ;    Spirits    defend  in 
Clouds  ;  fomt  continue  in   the  Air  playing   uian  A» 
3Aii 


inda. 

pirits  of  the  air,  "\ 

e,  and  of  the  fair,  / 

ons,  and  in  arms  ap-  C 
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pruments  of  War,  othtrs  remain  rangc-J  in  Order  of 
Battle  ;  others  dtfcend  upon  tie  Stu<{e,  rang-'iig  tlicm- 
fel-v.'s  by  Amanih  ivhom  Urgjiidj fries, giving  him 
a  Su^ord.      Oriana  likeijuife  is  freed  ] 


Arcabon. 
F'y  quick,  ye  daemons,  from  your  black  abodes, 
And  tiy  another  combat  with  the  pods; 
Blue  fires,  and  peftilential  fumes  arife. 
And  flaming  fountains  fpout  againft  the  flcies ; 
From  their  broad  roots  thefe  oaks  and  cedars  tear, 
Burn  like  my  love,  and  rage  like  my  defpair. 

[Trumpets  found  on  Arcabon  s  SiJe^  ivhich  are  anfiuered 
en  Ur^anda  s.  The  Grove  appears  in  an  Ivfant  all  } 
in^ci  Flame  ;  Fountains  from  beloiv  cajl  up  Fire  as 
in  Spoufs  ;  a  Rain  of  i  ire  from  above ;  the  Siy 
darkened ;  Di^mans  range  then f elves  on  the  Stage  by 
Arc.ilaus  and  Arcabon  ;  o  her  Damons  face  UrganJa  ; 
Spii  its  in  the  Air  ;  martial  Injlruments  founding 
from  all  parts  of  the  Theatre;  jlrcalaus  advances 
before  his  Parly,  -with  bis  Szvord  drawn,  to  Ama- 
dis.  ] 

ArcjJaut. 
Let  heaven  and  hell  ftand  neuter,  while  we  try, 

On  equal  terms,  which  of  us  two  fhall  die. 

\^J^rcalaiis  and  Amadis  engage  at  the  Head  of  their 
Parties  ;  a  Fight  at  the  fame  Time  in  the  iir,  and 
upon  the  Stage  ;  all  Sorts  of  loud  Injlrumentt  found- 
ing ;  Arcalaus  falls  ;  the  Damons,  fame  fy  avuay 
through  the  Air,  others  fini  under  Ground,  -with 
lorric/c  Crirs-I 

Uigiinda. 

Sound  tunes  of  triumph,  all  ye  winds,  and  bear 

Your  notes  aloft,    that   heaven   and  earth   may 

hear  ; 
And  thnu,  O  fun  !  fhine  out  ferene  and  gay, 
And  bright,  as  when  the  giants  loft  the  day. 
[ Tunes  cf  Triumph  ;    tie   Sly   clears  ;    the    Grove   re- 
turns to  its  firf  Prifpeci.      A  large  Bull  cf  Fire  re- 
pefenting    the    Figure  of  the  Sun  defends  gradually 
to  the  itJge ;    ^-madis   approaching    Oriana    refpeJi' 
fill  y  ;   A^rcabon  Rands  fallen  and  objcrving.\ 
Amadis.  ['T"!?  Oriana  ] 

While  Amadis  Oriana'*  love  poffell,  '\ 

Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breaft,  / 

Net  Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  like  Amadis  was  f 
Heft.  J 

Oi  iana. 
While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  true,  "\ 

Nor  wandering  flames  to  diftant  climates  drew,  / 
No  heaven,  but  only  love,  the  pleas'd  Oriana  i" 
knew.  3 

Amadis. 
That  heaven  of  love,  alas  !  is  mine  no  more, 
Braving  thofe  powers  by  whom  (he  faifely  fwore; 
hhe  to  C>n!laniius  would  rhofe  charms  rcl'gn, 
If  oaths  could  bind,  that  (hould  be  only  mine. 
Oriana. 
With  a  feign'd  falfehood  you'd  evade  your  part 
Of  guilt,  and  tax  a  tender  faithftil  heart : 
While  by  fach  ways  you'd  hide  a  confcious  flame, 
1  he  01. ly  virtue  you  have  kft,  is  Ihamc. 

\Turning  difdainfully from  him.'j 
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Antudis.  r  'pproach'ing  iinlerly!^ 
But  fhciiM  this  injur'd  vafi"al  you  fufpeiil 
Prove  true — Ah!  what  a  turn  might  he  expecS  ? 

Oriana.      \_Returning  to   him   luith  an  air    of  tender' 

nfs.] 

Though  brave  Conftantius  charms  with  every 
art, 
That  can  entice  a  tender  virgin's  heart, 
Whether  he  (bines  f^r  glory,  or  delight, 
To  tempt  ambition,  or  enchant  the  fight. 
Were  Amadis  refti^r'd  to  my  efteem, 
I  would  reject  a  deity — for  him, 
ylmadis. 
Though  falfe  as   watery  bubbles  blown  by"l 
wind,  ( 

Fix'd  in  my  fou',  and  rooted  in  my  mind,  C 

I  love  Oriana,  fairhlefs  and  unkind.  J 

O  were  (he  kind,  and  faithful,  as  {he's  fair  1 
For  her  alone  I'd  live — and  die  for  her. 
Urganda. 
Adjourn  thefe  murmurs  of  returning  love. 
And  from  this  fcene  cf  ra^e  and  fate  remove. 

[To  Arcattn.] 
Thy  empire,  Arca'jon,  concludes  this  hour. 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  flagitious  power  : 
Spar'd  be  thy  life,  that  thou  may'ft  living  bear 
The  torments  1-f  the  damn'd  in  thy  defpair. 

[T^~i)riana  and  Amadis. '\ 
Where  zephyrs  on^breathe  in  myrtle  groves, 
There  will  I  lead  you  to  debate  your  loves, 

[The  Machine  reprefcnting  the  Figure  of  the  fun  openi 
and  appears  to  he  a  Chariot  refulgent  luith  Rays, 
magnfcently  gilt  and  adorned,  ivith  convenient  Seats , 
to  tvbich  Urganda  conduits  Oriana ;  Amadis  foL- 
loivirg,  Arcabon  fops  him  by  the  Robe."^ 

'Arcabon. 
What,  not  one  look  ?  not  one  diflcmbling  fmile, 
To  thank  me  for  your  life  .'  or  to  beguile 
Defpair  ?  cold  and  ungrateful  as  thou  art, 
Hence  from  my  light  for  ever,  and  my  heart. 

[Letting  go  her  hold  ivilh  an  air  cf  contempt.^ 
Back,  foldicr,  to  the  camp,  thy  proper  fpbere, 
Stick  to  thy  trade,  dull  hero,  follow  war; 
Ufelefs  to  women — thou  mere  image,  meant 
To  raife  dtfire — and  then  to  difr.ppoint. 

[Amadis  takes  his  Place  in  Urganda  s  Chari«t,  ivhich 
rifes  gradually  in  the  Air,  not  quite  difappearing  till 
the  cl'fe  if  ^-.rcaban  s  Speech.^ 

So  ready  to  be  gone Barbarian,  flay. 

He's  gone,  and  love  returns,  and  pride  gives  way. 

0  ftay,  come  back Horror  and  hell  \   1  burn  ! 

1  rage  1   I  rave  !   I  die  ! Return,  return  1 

Eternal  racks  my  tortur'd  bofom  tear, 
Vultures  with  endlefj  pangs  are  gnawing  there  : 

Fury  !   di'  raCliun 1  am  all  defpair. 

Burning    with  love,    may'ft   thou   ne'er    aim    at 

blifs. 
But  thunder  (hake  thy  limbs,  and  lightening  blaft 

thy  kils; 
While  pale,  aghaft,  a  fpedre  1  ftand  by, 
Pleai'd  at  the  t;,rrors  that  diftracl  thy  joy  \ 
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Plague  of  my  life  !  thy  impotence  fhall  be 
A  curfe  to  her,  worle  than  thy  I'corn  to  mc. 

[Exit. 

CHORUS. 

,  Firjf  Ffiice. 

The  battle's  done, 
Our  wars  are  over, 
The  battle's  done, 
Let  iaiircls  crown 
Whom  rugged  fteel  did  cover, 
Second  P^oi-e. 
Let  myrtles  too 
Bring  peace  for  ever, 
Let  myrtles  too 
Adorn  the  brow, 
That  bent  beneath  the  warlike  beaver. 
jl/ull  Chorus  of  all  the  Voices  and  liijlruments. 
Let  trumpets  and  tymbals. 
Let  atabals  and  cymbals, 
Xet  drums  and  hautboys  give  over; 
But  let  flutes, 
A.nd  let  lutes 
Our  paffions  excite 
To  gentler  delight. 
And  every  Mars  be  a  lover. 
Dames,  ivith  ivlich  the  A£t  concludes. 


ACT  V.     SCENE  L 

Seene,   Urgandas  enchanted  Palcce. 

'Xhe  Scenes  are  adorned  and  diverjified  ivith  the  feveral 
Rsprcfntations  of  the  adventures  and  Exploits  of 
Heroes  and  Heroines :  A  large  Piece  f'crng  the 
front,  reprefe?iting  their  Jpotbeojlj,  or  Reception 
among  the  Gods. 

Amadis  and  Oriana. 

Oriana. 
In  my  efteem  he  well  deferves  a  part, 
He  {hares  my  praife,  but  you  have  ail  my  heart : 
When  equal  virtues  in  the  fcales  are  try'd. 
And  juitice  againft  neither  can  decide; 
When   judgment,   thus   perplex'd,    fufpends    the 

choice. 
Fancy  muil  fpeak,  and  give  the  cafting  %  oice  : 
Much  to  his  love,  much  to  his  merit's  due, 
But  powerful  inclination  was  for  you. 
Amadis. 
Thou  haft  no  equal,  a  fuperlor  ray 
Unrival'd  as  the  light  that  rules  the  day. 
Should  fame  folicit  me  with  all  her  charms, 
Ncit  blooming  laurels  nor  vi>florious  arms 
Should  purchafe  but  a  grain  of  the  delight, 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  night. 
Oriana. 
Wrong  not  my  virtue,  to  fuppofe  that  I 
Can  grant  to  love,  what  duty  muft  deny  ; 
A  father's  will  is  wanting,  and  my  breaft 
Is  rul'd  by  glory,  though  by  love  poffeft  ; 
Rather  than  be  another's,  I  would  die; 
Jso.r  can  be  yours,  till  duty  fhall  comply. 
S 
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Amadis. 
Hard  rules,  which  thus  the  nobleft  loves  engage, 
To  wait  the  peevifli  humours  of  old  age  '. 
Think  not  the  lawfulnefs  of  love  confitis 
In  parents  wills,  or  in  the  forms  of  priells; 
Such  are  but  licens'd  rapes,  which  vengeance  draw 
I'rom  heav'n,  howe'er  approv'd  by  human  law. 
Marriage  the  ha|)pieft  bond  of  love  might  be. 
If  hands  were  only  juin'd,  when  hearts  agree. 

Enter   Urganda,  Corifanda,  Florejlan,  and  Attindunti 
to  Urganda, 

Urgdnda. 
Here  faithful  lovers  to  fure  joys  remove, 
The  foft  retreat  of  glory  and  of  love. 
By  fate  prepar'd,  to  crown  the  happy  hours 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  famous  conquerors: 
Here,  gallant  prince,  let  all  your  labours  end  ;  ~i 
Before,  I  gave  a  miftrefs;  now,  a  friend  ;  ^ 

The  greateft  bklTings  which  the  gods  can  fend.  3 
^^P rejenting  Florejljii. 
Amadis, 
O  Floreftan  !  there  was  but  thus  to  meet. 
Thus  to  embrace,, to  make  my  joys  complete  ; 
The  fight  of  thee  does  fuch  vaft  tranfpons  breed. 
As  fcarce  the  ecllafies  of  love  exceed. 
Florejlan. 
If  beyond  love  or  glory  is  a  tafte 
Of  plealure,  it  is  fure  in  friendihip  plac'd. 
Oriana. 
My  Corifandl  too  !  \_Zmbrac!ng  her. 

Not  Floreftan  could  fly  w:.h  greater  hide 
To  take   thee  in  his  arms — J   welcome   to    my 
breaft. 

As  to  thy  lover's 

Cerifanda. 

0  joy  complete  ! 

Bit  ft  day : 

Wherein  fo  many  friends  and  lovers  meet. 
Florejlan. 
The  ftorm  blown  over,  fo  the  wanton  doves  -\ 
Shake  from  their  plumes  the  rain,  and  feek  the  ^ 

groves, 
Pair  their  glad  mates,  and  coo  eternal  loves. 
Amadis. 

O  Floreftan  !  bleft  as  thou  doft  deferve. 
To  thee  the  fates  are  kind,  without  referve. 
My  joys  are  not  fo  full;  though  love  would  yield. 
Fierce  honour  ftands  his  ground,  and  keeps  the 

field ; 
Nature  within  feduc'd,  in  vain  befriends. 
While  honour,  with  his  gusrd  of  pride,  defends  :. 
O  nature !  frail,  and  faulty  in  thy  frame, 
fomenting  wifties,  honour  muft  condemn  ; 
Or  O  '.  too  rigid  honour,  thus  to  bind. 
When  nature  prompts,  and  when  defire  is  kind. 

Enter  Arcahcn  conducing  Conjlantius,  her  Garments 
loofe,  and  Hair  diJhe-veUeJ,  feemmg  frantic.  Con- 
Jiantius  in  deep  Mourning. 

Arcahori. 
This,  Roman,  is  the  place  ":  'tis  tragic  ground. 
Hid  by  enchantment,  by  enchantiiient  found. 
3  A  iij" 
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Behold  them  at  cur  view  diffolve  in  fear, 
TVo  armies,  are  tvi-o  lovers  in  defpair; 
Proceed,  be  bold,  and  fcornincr  to  entreat, 
Think  all  her  ftnip-glings  feign'd,  her  cries  deceit  1 
Kill  him,  and  ravift  her — for  fo  would  I, 
W-re  I  a  man — or  rather  let  both  die. 

The  rape  may  picafe 

Each  was  difdain'd  ;  to  equal  rag'e  refi^n 
1  hy  lieart,  and  let  it  b-jrn  and  blaze  likemine. 
'Tis  fveeet  to  love,  but  when  with  fcoin  we  meet. 
Revenge  fupj  lies  the  lofs  with  joys  as  great. 
[A  Chariot  dcfcends  fiv'iftly.  info   -uhkh  Jbe  enters  a^ 
the  folliiving  Zii/tes.'^ 

Up  to  th'  cthcrial  heavens,  where  gods  reSde, 
Lo  I   thus  I  fly,  to  thunder  on  thy  lide. 

\^A  Clap  of  Thunder.      The  Chariot  mounts  in  the  Air, 
and  "oar.ijbes  •with  berJ\ 

Confiantius. 
Fly  where  thou  wilt,  but  not  to  bleft  abodes, 
For  fure,  where'er  thou  art,  there  are  no  gods. 

\_    ddrejfivg  himfc'f  to  Oriana?\ 
i  come  net  here  an  objetft  to  affright. 
Or  to  moled,  but  add  to  your  delight. 
Behold  a  prince  expiring  in  your  view, 
Whofe  life's  a  burden  to  himfelf,  and  you. 
Fate  and  the  king  all  other  means  deny 
To  fet  yoi;  free,  but  that  Conftantius  die. 
A  Roman  arm  had  play'd  a  Reman  part. 
But  'tis  prevented  by  my  breakiig  heart; 
I  thank  ye,  gods,  nor  think  my  doom  fevere^ 
ReCgning  life,  on  any  terms,  for  her. 

Urgartda.  ^■■. 

■   What  cruel  deftiny  on  beauty  waits,  '-^ 

When  on  one  face  depends  fo  many  fates ! 
Co'^Jlantius. 
Make  room,  ye  Decii,  whofe  devoted  breath 
Secur'd  your  country's  happintfs  by  death; 
1  come  a  facrifice  no  lefs  renown'd, 
Th^  caufe  as  glorious,  and  as  fure  the  wound. 
O  love  1  with  all  thy  fweets  let  her  be  bleft, 
-Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beauteous  breaft. 
Though  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  force,'! 
4tiave  fcorch'd    my  joys,  and   in   their   baneful  f 
courfe  (" 

Wither'deach  plant,  and  dry'd  up  every  fource;3 
Ah  !   to  Oriana  {hire  lefs  fatal  bright. 
Cherifh  her  htart,  and  nourifh  her  delight, 
Reflrain  each  cruel  infiuence  that  deftroy?, 
Bleft  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  her  joys. 

\Criana   ivceps,  and Jhoivs  concern  ;   Amadis  addrejjing 
bimfilf  to  Conjiantius  ^ 

Amadis. 
Were  fortune  us'd  to  fmile  upon  defert. 
Love  had  been  yours,  to  die  had  been  my  part : 
Thus   fate   divides    the    prize ;    though    beauty's 

mine. 
Yet  fame,  our  other  miftrefs,  is  more  thine. 

[  Conjlantius  looking  Jisrnly  upon  him. 

DJfdain  rot,  gallant  prince,  a  rival's  praife,  ") 

Whom  your  iiigh  worth  thus  humbles  to  con-/ 

fefs  r 

in  every  thing  b'Jt  love,  he  merits  lefs,  j 

6 
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o  much  !   and  nature  in  difdain  > 

ack  from  death,  and  firing  every  vein,  > 

with  rage,  and  kindles  life  again.  ji 


Cotijianitus, 
Art  thru  that  rival  then  ?  O  killing  fliame  ! 
And  has  he  view'd  me  thus,  fo  weak,  fo  tame  ? 
Like  a  fcorn'd  captive  proftrate  at  his  fide. 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  'tis  too  much  !   and  nature  in  difdain 
Turns  bac 
Reddens ■ 

Be  firm,  my  foul,  quirk  from  this  fcene  remove, 
Or  madnefs  elfe  may  be  too  ftrong  for  love. 
Spent  as  (  am,  and  wearied  with  the  weight 
Of  burdening  life — I  could  reverfe  my  fate. 
Thus  planted — fiaod  thy  everlaftirg  bar 

[J>/z?x  him,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  breajl ;  yi'ma- 
dis  does  the  fame,  each  holding  a  dagger  ready  to 
flrike. 

But  for  Oriana's  fake  'tis  better  here. 

\_htabs  himfelf;  J'madis  ihroivi  atvay  his  dagger,  and 
fupports  him  ;    th(y  all  help.  ] 

Oriana. 
Live,  generous  prince,  fuch  virtue  ne'er  Ihould 
die. 

Conjlantius. 
I've  liv'd  enough,  of  all  I  wifh,  polTeft, 
If  dying — I  may  leave  Oriana  bled. 
The  lail  warm  drop  forfakes  my  bleeding  heart ; 
Oh  love  1  how  fure  a  niurderer  thou  art. 

\pies.\ 
Oriana.      \lVeeping/^ 
There  breaks  the  nobleft  heart  that  ever  bura'd 
In  flames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  mourn'd. 
Amadis. 
Lavifh  to  him,  you  wrong  an  equal  flame; 
id  he  been  lov'd,  my  heart  had  done  the  fame. 
tlorejlan. 
Vb.  emperor  !  all  ages  mufl;  agree, 
i,  but  more  happy,  fhould  ail  lovers  be. 
Urgaxaa.      \To  Oriana.^ 
N^  lover  now  throughout  the  world  remains. 
But  Ajjnadis,  deferving  of  your  chains. 
Remow  that  mournful  object  from  the  fight, 

\fMrry  fff  the  h;idy„ 
Ere  yon  bright  beams  are  fhadow'd  o'er  with 
'night. 
The  ftubborn  king  fliall  licenfe  your  delight ; 
The  tfjreh,  already  bright  with  nuptial  fire. 
Shall  brir:g  you  to  the  bridegroom  you  defire  ; 
And  honour,  which  fo  long  has  kept  in  doubt, 
Be  better  plcas'd  to  yield,  than  to  hold  out. 

\_FloariJb  jf  all  the  Muftc.  The  Stage  Jills  -with 
Singers  and  Dancers,  in  the  Habits  of  Heroes  and. 
Heroines.^ 

Urganda    conduds    Amadis,  Oriana,    Is'c,   to  a    Seat 
during  the  foUoiving  Entertainment. 

Tirjl  Voice. 

Mike  room  for  the  combat,  make  room  ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum ; 
A  fairer  than  Venus  prepares 
To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars. 
The  gods (f  defire  take  part  in  the  fray. 
And  love  fits  like  Jove  to  decide  the  great  day. 
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Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 
Second  Vwe. 
Give  the  word  to  begin, 
Let  the  combatants  in, 
The  challenger  enters  all  glorious; 
Bu'  love  has^ecreed 
Though  beauty  may  bleed, 
Yet  beauty  (hall  ftill  be  vidlorious. 

CHORUS, 

Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drum. 
VHen  t-wo  Parties  enter  from  the  oppoftte  Sides  of  the 
Theatre,  armed  at  all  Points,  marching  in  tvarlike 
Order  ;  and  then  dance  feveral  Pyrric  or  Martial 
Dances  luitb  Swords  and  Bucklers.  Which  ended, 
tbe  Singers  again  advance.^ 

To  he  Jung. 
Help  !  help !  th'  unpra<ais'd  conqu'ror  cries  ; 
He  faints,  he  falls ;  help  !  help !   Ah  me  !  he  dies : 
Gently  ftie  tries  to  raife  his  head, 
And  weeps,  alas  !  to  think  him  dead. 
Sound,  found  a  charge — 'tis  war  again  ; 
Again  he  fights,  again  is  flaia ; 
Again,  again,  help '.  help  !  fhe  cries, 
lie  faints,  he  falls :  help  :  help !  Ah  me  '.  he  dies. 
Dance  of  Heroes  and  Heroines. 
Then,  Singers  again  come  forward, 

T»  befung. 

Happy  pair. 

Free  from  care, 
Enjoy  the  bleffing 
Of  fwect  polfefTing; 

Free  from  care. 


Love  inviting,  ." 

Souls  ui.iung ; 
Defiring, 
Expiring; 
Enjoy  the  blelTing 
Of  fweet  poffeffing; 
Free  from  care, 
Happy  pair. 
Another  Dance  of  Heroes  and  Heroines. 
Then  a  full  Chorus  of  all  the  Foices  and  InJlrumeHts, 
Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure; 
Though  cruel  the   pain   is,  how  fweet  is  the 
cure! 
In  the  hour  of  poffeffing. 
So  divine  is  the  bleflin^, 
That  one  moment's  obtaining, 
Pays  an  age  of  complaining. 
Be  true,  all  ye  lovers,  whate'er  you  endure ; 
Though  cruel   the  pain  is,  how  fweet  is  the 
cure  ! 

[Here  folloivs  Variety  tf  Dances,  ivith  tuiich  tbe  En- 
tertainment concluding,  /tmadis,  Oriana,  Ufc.  rift 
and  comefortuard.'\ 

Amadis. 
So  Phoebus  mounts  triumphant  in  the  fkies. 
The  clouds  difperfe,  and  gloomy  horror  flies; 
Darknefs  give»  place  to  the  viftorious  light, 
And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  bright, 
Oriana. 
Our  prefent  joys  are  fweeter  for  pafl  pain; 
To  love  and  heaven,  by  fuffering  we  attain. 
Urganda. 
Whate'er  the  virtuous  and  the  juft  endure, 
Slow  the  reward  may  be,  but  always  fure. 

\A   triumphant  fourijb  of  all  the   Infiruments,  "wUh 
•which  the  Play  concludes.'] 
3  A  »ii 
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Downward,  my  mufe,  direft  thy  fteepy  flight. 

Where  fmiling  fliades  and  beauteous  realms  invite, 

I/r/f  of  Britijh  Bards,  invoke  thee  down, 

And  firft  with  wealth  thy  graceful  temples  crown ; 

Through  dark  retreats  purfue  the  winding  ore, 

Search  nature's  depths,  and  view  her  boundlefs  ftore ; 

The  fecret  caufe  in  tuneful  numbers  fing, 

How  metals  firft  are  fram'd,  and  whence  they  fpring. 

EPISTLE  TO  SIR  HUMPH?.?  MACKWORTBJ 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TALDEN. 


The  defcent  and  birth-place  of  Thomas  Yalden,  have  been  varioufly  afligned  by  his  biographets. 
According  to  Jacob,  on  whofe  authority  Dr.  Johnfon's  "  Life  of  Yalden"  feems  to  have  been  in 
fome  meafure  founded,  he  was  born  in  the  city  of  Exon,  and  the  youngeft  of  lix  fons  of  Mr.  John 
Yalden  of  Suffex.  The  variations  of  Wood  are  of  little  confequence;  but  as  he  is  more  par- 
ticular than  Jacob,  his  account  may  perhaps  be  confidered  as  a  curiofity. 

«'  Thomas  Toulding,  «  younger  fon  of  Job.  Tould.  fometimes  a  Page  of  the  Prefence  and  Groom  of 
the  Chapiber  to  Prince  Charles,  afterwards  a  fufferer  for  his  caufe,  and  an  excifeman  in  Oxon  after 
the  Refloration  of  King  Charles  II.,  was  born  in  the  parifh  of  St.  J<jhn  Baptift  in  Oxon,  on  the  fe-. 
cond  day  of  January  1669,  (in  which  parifa  I  myfelf  received  alfo  my  firfl  breath)  educated  in 
Magd.  Coll.  School,  while  he  was  a  Chorifler  of  that  houfe,  was  eleded  Demy,  an.  16 --  -,  and  'ax 
the  year  16-  --,  Probationer  Fellow." 

As  h?  was  educated  at  the  Grammar  School  belonging  to  Magdalen  College,  Oxford,  it  is  pro- 
bable he  was  born  in  that  city.  The  year  of  his  birth,  according  to  the  befl  accounts,  was  1671, 
two  years  after  the  date  afiigned  by  Wood. 

In  1690,  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  he  was  admitted  a  Commoner  of  Magdalen  Hall,  under  the 
care  of  Mr.  Jofiah  PuUen,  "  an  excellent  tutor  and  a  great  mafler  of  logic." 

The  year  following,  he  became  one  of  the  Scholars  of  Magdalen  College,  where  he  was  dillin- 
guiflied  by  a  lucky  accident. 

It  was  his  talk,  one  day,  to  pronounce  a  declamation;  and  Dr.  Hough,  the  Prefident,  happening 
to  attend,  thought  the  x:on-.pofition  too  gOod  to  be  the  fpeaker's.  Some  time  after,  the  Prefident 
finding  him  a  little  irregularly  bufy  in  the  library,  fet  him  an  exerclfc  for  punifhment;  and  that  he 
might  not  be  deceived  by  any  artifice,  locked  the  door.  Yalden,  as  it  happened,  had  lately  been 
reading  in  the  fubjeft  given,  and  produced  with  little  difficulty,  a  compofition  which  fo  pleafeel 
the  Prefident,  that  he  told  him  his  former  fufpicions,  and  promifed  to  favour  him. 

Among  his  contemporaries  in  the  College,  were  Addifon  and  Sachevcrell,  who  were  then  friends; 
for  Sacheverell  at  that  time  profeffed  Revolution  principles,  and  who  both  adopted  Yalden  into 
their  intimacy. 

The  trite  obfervation  that  perfons  of  fimilar  chara6lers  generally  affociate,  is  far  from  being  unl- 
verfally  true.  Intimacy  does  not  necelTarily  imply  either  fimilarity  of  talents,  of  difpofitions,  or  of 
habits.  Samenefs  of  Tituation,  likenefs  of  circumftances,  accidental  coincidence  of  intereft  and  of 
profpeds,  will,  on  accurate  examination,  be  found  to  produce  more  intimacies  than  either  Cmilaritj 
of  head  or  of  heart. 

Few  charadlers  could  be  more  different  than  thofe  of  Addifon  and  Sacheverell.  Their  accademl- 
cal  intimacy,  therefore,  was  not  fucceeded  by  a  friendftiip  of  long  duration.  But  Yalden,  whofe 
intelleiftual  and  moral  qualities  were  truly  eflimable  and  amiable,  did  not  lofe  the  friendihip  of  Ad- 
difon, even  when  he  cfpcufed  a  very  oppcfite  intereft  to  that  of  his  friend,  and  became  a  High- 
churchman  and  a  Tory. 

The  Whig  wits  at  that  time  held  the  Tory  wits  in  great  contempt,  and  thefe  retaliated  in  their 
turn ;  but  Addifon,  with  the  liberality  becoming  a  fcholar,  difclaimed  not  his  private  friends  for  hap- 
pening to  be  ef  a  different  party  in  politics.     He  continued  throughout  his  life  his  early  friendfhip 


n^  THELIFEOFYALDEN. 

for  Yalden,  and  lived  In  the  fame  haMts  of  familiar  intercourfe  with  him,  when  he  held  the  high 
cfiicc  of  Secretary  of  State,  as  when  their  fortunes  were  more  on  a  level. 

Yalden,  at  that  time,  appears  to  have  had  no  difinclination  to  the  Whig  party  ;  for,  in  1693,  he 
addreffcd  An  Efif.olary  Ode  to  Mr.  Cengreve,  who  was  then  rifing  full  into  reputation  as  a  dramatic 
writer. 

In  1694,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts. 

The  year  following,  he  fignalized  his  poetical  talents  in  celebrating  the  taking  of  Namurby  King 
Villiam,  in  a  Pindaric  Ode  humbly  infcribcd  to  his  mojl  Sacred  an  J  FiSlorious  Majejly,  1695. 

Of  this  ode,  mention  is  made  in  an  humourous  poem  of  that  time,  called  "  The  Oxford  Laureat ;'" 
in  which,  after  many  claims  had  been  made  and  rejedted,  Yalden  is  reprefented  as  demanding  the 
laurel,  and  as  being  called  to  his  trial  for  robbing  Congn.ve,  inflead  of  receiving  a  reward. 

His  crime  was  for  being  a  felon  in  verfe. 

And  prefenting  his  theft  to  the  King ;  , 

The  firft  was  a  trick  not  uncommon  or  fcarce, 

But  the  laft  was  an  impudent  thing. 

Yet  what  he  had  ftol'n  was  fo  little  worth  flealing, 

They  forgave  him  the  damage  andcoft; 

Had  he  ta'en  the  whole  »de,  as  he  took  it  piecc-mealing, 

1  hey  had  fin'd  him  but  tenpence  at  moft. 

In  1 700,  he  ^cte  The  Temple  of  Fame,  a  poem  on  the  death  of  the  Duke  cf  Gloucefler,  which 
has  eluded  the  inquiries  of  Mr.  Nichols,  to  whofe  refearches  the  readers  of  Englifti  poetry  are  in- 
debted for  the  Ode  on  the  Caiiquejl  of  Namur  ;  Mfp  at  Court,  or  State  Fables,  170a;  Ferfes  to  the  Me^ 
rnory  of  a  Fair  Toung  Lady  ;  tu  Myra ;  Advice  to  a  Lcjer,  inferted  in  the  edition  of  "  the  Englifll 
Poets,"  1790. 

The  fame  year,  he  became  Fellow  of  the  College  ;  and  next  year  entering  into  orders,  was  pre- 
fented  by  the  fociety  with  a  living  in  Warwickfliire,  confident  with  the  fellowfhip,  and  chofen 
lefturer  of  Moral  Philufophy,  a  very  honourable  office,  with  a  handfome  flipend,  and  peculiar 
privileges. 

At  the  acceflion  of  Queen  Anne,  he  wrote  a  poem  on  the  late  ^teen's  accejp.on ;  which,  by  the  title 
cf  it,  feems  not  to  have  been  publifhed  till  after  her  death.  This  poem  has  eluded  the  inquiries  of 
Mr.  Nichols,  and  the  compiler  of  this  coUeAion. 

In  1706,  he  was  received  into  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Beaufort,  In  1708,  he  became  Do6lor 
in  Divinity ;  and  foon  after  refigi;ed  his  fellowlhip  and  lecfture  ;  and  as  a  token  of  his  gratitude,  gave 
the  College  a  full  length  pi<flure  of  their  founder,  to  he  placed  in  the  public  hall. 

He  was  afterwards  made  Re<£l:or  of  Chalton  and  Cleanville,  two  adjoining  towns  and  benefices  in 
Hertfordfhire,  (Jacob  fays  in  Hampfliire)  and  had  the  prebends  or  finecures  of  Deans,  Mains,  and 
Pendles  in  Devonfhire. 

In  1 713,  he  was  chofen  preacher  of  Bridewell  Hofpital,  upon  the  refignation  of  Dr.  Atterbury, 
promoted  to  the  Bifhoprick  of  Roehelter. 

In  1723,  he  fell  under  a  fufpicion  of  being  concerned  with  Bifliop  Atterbury,  in  a  plot  in  favour 
ef  the  Pretender,  and  was  taken  into  cuftody. 

Upon  his  examination  he  was  charged  with  a  dangerous  correfpondence  with  Kelly  the  Bifliop's 
fecretary.  The  correfpondence  he  acknowledged,  but  maintained  that  it  had  no  treafonablc 
tendency. 

His  papers  were  ftized;  and  in  his  pocket-book  were  found  a  copy  of  verfes  refledling  on  the 
\  reigning  family,  and  two  fufplcious  words  thorough-paced  doctrine.  The  verfes  he  aflerted  were  not 
of  his  compofition,  or  in  his  hand  writing;  and  'the  words  was  a  memorial  hint  of  a  remarkable 
fentence  of  Dr.  Daniel  Burgefs,  whom  he  had  gratified  his  curjofity  by  hearing  in  the  pulpit,  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne,  by  which  he  warned  his  congregation  to  "  beware  of  thorough-paced  doc- 
trine ;  that  doflrine  which  coming  in  at  one  ear,  pafTcs  through  the  head,  and  goes  out  at  the 
ether." 

Having  afferted  his  innocence  in  every  circumflance  relating  to  the  plot,  and  no  evidence  arifin^ 
againft  him,  he  was  fet  at  liberty. 
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tt  will  not  be  fuppofcd  that  a  man  who  was  connedted  with  the  determined  enemies  of  the  Houfe 
cf  Hanover,  attained  high  dignities  in  the  church;  but  he 'was  dill  favoured  with  the  patronage  of 
the  Duke  of  Beaufort,  and  retained  the  fricndlhip  and  frequented  the  converfation  of  a  very  Bumc- 
rous  and  fplendid  fct  of  acquaintance,  of  every  rank  and  party. 

From  this  time,  he  feems  to  have  led  a  quiet  and  inoffenfive  life  ;  unambitious  of  any  accefTion  of 
poetical  fame,  and  unfufpedted  of  any  participation  in  the  defperate  machination*  of  Jacobitifm, 
He  died  July  lo.  1736,  in  the  67th  year  of  his  age. 

Mofl  of  his  occafional poems  and  trapjlations  were  firft  printed  in  3d,  4th,  and  5th  volumes  of  Ton- 
fon's  "  Mifccllanies."  As  many  of  them  as  could  be  met  with  were  inferted  by  Mr.  Nichols  m  the 
colledion  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets"  1779,  by  the  recommendation  of  Dr.  Johnfon.  Farther  rc- 
fearches  have  difcovered  what  are  here  printed  from  the  edition  of  "  The  Englifh  Poets"  1790; 
but  The  Temple  of  Fame,  and  the  poem  on  the  laic  (^ccns  aeccjjion,  which  Jacob  calls  "  excellent 
pieces,"  have  eluded  every  inquiry. 

The  Medicine,  a  Tale  for  the  Ladies,  printed  in  the  fecond  number  of  "  The  Tatler,"  and  gene- 
rally afcribed  to  Yalden,  is  given  by  Mr.  Nichols  (on  the  authority  of  Dr.  Warton,  who  received 
the  information  from  Young)  to  William  Harrifon,  Efq.  "  a  little  pretty  fellow  (as  Swift  espreffes 
it)  with  a  great  deal  of  wir,  good  nature,  and  good  fenfe,"  Secretary  to  the  Congrefs  at  Utrecht, 
the  profeflod  editor  (under  the  patronage  of  Bolingbroke  and  Swift)  of  the  5th  volume  of  "  The 
Tatler,"  and  author  of  "  Woodflock  Park,"  in  Dodfley's  "  Colledion,"  and  fome  fmaller  pieces, 
pi-eferved  by  Mr.  Nichols  in  his  "  Seleft  Colledion  of  Poems,"  1781.  He  died  in  Holland,  Feb. 
14th,  1713.  Swift,  in  the  "  Journal  to  Stella"  laments  his  lofs  with  unafTeiSled  fincerity.  Tickell 
mentions  him  with  refpcft  in  his  "  Profped  of  Peace,"  and  Young  in  the  clofc  of  his  "  Epiftle  to 
Lord  Lanfdowne." 

The  private  charadier  of  Yalden  feems  to  have  been  very  refpedlable.  His  temper  was  cheerful, 
his  converfation  pleafing  and  inilrudtive,  his  learning  extenfive,  and  his  manners  polite.  How 
much  his  company  was  defircd,  appears  from  the  extenfivenefs  of  his  connections,  and  the 
number  of  his  friends ;  among  whom  he  reckoned  Congreve  and  Addifon,  Hopkins  and  Atter- 
bury. 

As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  placed  In  a  high  clafs.  He  Is  entitled  to  rank  with  Sprat,  Stepney, 
Walfii,  and  King,  and  perhaps  a  little  higher.  He  imitates  Cowley;  but  he  is  inferior  to  him  iii 
the  grace  of  wit,  and  in  the  vigour  of  nature.  His  two  hymns,  however,  to  the  Mornings  and  t» 
Darknefs,  are  equal  to  the  baft  lyric  pieces  of  that  poet.     The  laft  is  admirable. 

His  State  Fables,  his  lorgeft  work,  cannot  be  approved  without  thinking  well  cf  his  political  opi- 
nions. His  panegyrical  FJfjy  on  the  Characler  of  Sir  IVillough'tiy  Ajlon  has  fome  charafleriftical  paf- 
fagesjbut  Is  liable  to  the  fame  objection.  In  his  verfes  on  the  reprinting  Milton  s  Prcfe  IVorks,  the  loyalty 
and  political  bigotry  are  more  confpicuous  than  the  poetry  or  the  liberality  of  fentiment.  His  Epijllt 
to  Sir  Humphry  Mack-wortb  or.  the  Mine^  late  of  Sir  Carbery  Priee,  is  a  very  commendable  attempt  to 
unite  poetry  and  i'cience,  which  have  been  fincc  more  fuccefsfuUy  united  In  the  "  Mine"  of  Mr, 
Sargent,  "  and  the  "  Botanic  Garden"  of  Dr.  Darwin.  His  verfes  Againjl  Enjoymerd,  have  fome 
vigorous  and  fome  hsp;  y  lines.  The  thoughts  are  borrowed  from  Suckling's  verfes  "  Againft 
Fruition."  His  /ri7?^i2fto«.f  are  fometinies  fpirited  and  claffical,  and  fometimes  feeble  and  para- 
phraftical. 

"  Of  his  poems,"  fays  Dr  Johnfon,  "  many  are  of  that  irregular  kind,  which,  when  he  formed 
his  poetical  character,  was  fuppof?d  to  be  Pindaric.  Having  fixed  his  attention  on  Cowley  as  a 
model,  he  has  attempted,  in  fome  fort,  to  rival  him,  and  has  written  a  Hyin:;  to  Darknefs,  evidently 
as  a  counter  part  to  Cowley's  "  Hymn  to  Light." 

"  This  Hymn  feems  to  be  his  befl  performance,  and  is,  for  the  mod  part,  imagined  with  great 
vigour,  and  exprcfTed  with  grea*  propriety.  The  fi:ven  firft  ftanzas  are  good  ;  but  the  3d,  4th, 
and  7th  are  the  bell;  the  8th  feems  to  involve  a  contradiction  ;  the  lOth  is  exquifitely  beautiful; 
the  13th,  14th,  and  15th  are  partly  mythological,  and  partly  religious,  and  therefore  not  fuita- 
bk  to  each  other;  he  mi^ht  better  have  made  the  whole  merely  fhilcfophkal. 
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There  are  two  ftanzas  in  this  poem,  where  Yalden  fnay  be  fufpefted,  though  hardly  convldled, 
of  having  confulted  the  Hymnus  ad  Umbram  of  Wowerus,  in  the  6th  ftanza,  which  anfwcrs,  in 
fame  fort,  to  thefe  lines : 

Ilia  fuo  praeeft  no(9:nrnis  numine  facris — 
Perque  vias  errare  novis  dat  fpeflra  figuris, 
Manefque  excitos  medioi  ululare  per  agros 
Sub  nocftem,  ct  queftu  notos  complere  penates. 

And  again,  at  the  conclufion : 

Ilia  fuo  fenium  fecludit  corpore  toto, 
Haud  numcrans  jugi  fugientia  feculalapfa; 
Ergo  ubi  poftremum  mundi  compage  foluta, 
Hanc  rerum  molem  fuprema  abfumpferit  hora. 
Ipfa  leves  cineres  nube  ampleftetur  opaca, 
Et  prifco  impcrio,  rurfus  dominabitur  Umbra. 

His  Hymn  to  Light  is  not  equal  to  the  other.  He  feems  to  think  there  is  an  Eaft  abfohite  and 
'»60tive  where  the  morning  rifes. 

In  the  laft  ftanza,  having  mentioned  the  fudden  eruption  of  new  created  light,  he  fays. 

Awhile  th'  Almighty  wondering  ftood. 

He  ought  to  have  remembered,  that  Infinite  Knowledge  can  never  wonder.  All  wonder  is  the 
effeft  of  novelty  upon  ignorance. 

"  Of  his  other  poems,  it  is  fufficient  to  fay,  that  they  deferve  perufal,  though  they  are  not  al- 
ways exadlly  polifhed ;  though  the  rhymes  are  fometimes  very  ill  forted ;  and  though  his  faults  feem 
ntber  the  oaiiflions  of  idlcnefs,  thao  the  negligences  of  enthufiafm. 
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AGAINST  IMMODERATE  GRIEF. 

To  a  Young  Lady  Weeping  — An  Ode  in  Imitation  of 
Cajimire. 

€eDLD  mournful  fighs,  or  floods  of  tears,  prevent 
The  ills  unhappy  men  lament : 
Could  all  the  anguifh  of  my  mind 

Remove  my  cares,  or  make  but  fonune  kind; 
Soon  I'd  the  grateful  tribute  pay, 
And  weep  my  troubled  thoughts  away  : 

"ITo  wealth  and  pleafure  every  figh  prefer, 

And  more  than  gems  efteem  each  falling  tear. 

But,  fince  infulting  cares  are  moft  inclin'd 
To  triumph  o'er  th'  afflided  mind  ; 
Since  fighs  can  yield  us  no  relief. 

And    tears,  like  fuitful  fhowers,  but  nourifh  grief; 
Then  ceafe,fair  mourner,  to  complain, 
Nor  laviftifuch  bright  ftreams  in  vain  : 

But  dill  with  cheerful  thoughts  thy  care?  beguile. 

And  tempt  thy  better  fortunes  with  a  fmile. 

The  generous  mind  is  by  its  fufTcrings  known, 
Which  no  afflicStion  tramples  down; 
But  when  opprefs'd  will  upward  move. 

Spurn  down  its  clog  of  cares,  and  foar  above. 
Thus  the  young  royal  eagle  tries 
On  the  fun-beams  his  tender  eyes, 

And,  if  he  fhrinks  not  at  th'  ofFenfive  light, 

He's  then  for  empire  fit,  and  takes  his  fearing 
flight. 

Though  cares  affault  thy  breaft  on  every  fide, 
Yet  bravely  ftem  th'  impetuous  tide  : 
No  tributary  tears  to  fortune  pay, 

Nor  add  to  any  lofs  a  nnbler  day ; 

But  with  kind  hopes  fupport  thy  mind, 
And  think  thy  better  lot  behind: 

AmidO  afflidlions  let  thy  foul  be  great, 

And  {how  thou  dar'fl.  dcferve  a  better  ftate. 

Then,  lovely  mourner,  wipe  thofe  tears  away, 
And  cares  that  urge  thee  to  decay ; 
Like  ravenous  age  thy  charms  they  wafle. 

Wrinkle  thy  youthful  brow,  and  blooming  beau- 
ties blafl. 
But  keep  thy  looks  and  mind  ferenc, 
All  gay  without,  all  calm  within; 

For  fate  is  aw'd,  and  adverfe  fortunes  fly 

A  cheerful  look,  ^d  an  unconqucr'd  eye. 


HYMN  TO  THE  MORNING. 


IN  PRAISE  OF  LIGHT. 

Parent  of  day  !  whofe  beauteous  beams  of  light 
Spring  from  the  darkfome  womb  of  night 
And  'midft  their  native  horrors  fliow, 

Like  gems  adorning  of  the  Negro's  brow  : 
Not  heav'n'sfair  bow  can  equal  thee, 
In  all  its  gaudy  drapery; 

rhou  fir  ft  eflay  of  light,  and  pledge  of  day  I 

That  ulher'fl  in  the  fun,  and  ftill  prepar'ftits  way. 

Rival  of  {hade,  eternal  fpring  of  light ! 
Thou  art  the  genuine  fource  of  it  : 
From  thy  bright  unexhaufted  womb. 

The  beauteous  race  of  days  and  feafons  coihc. 
Thy  beauty  ages  cannot  wrong, 
But,  fpight  of  time,  thou'rt  ever  young: 

Thou  art  alone  heaven's  mode{l  virgin  light, 

Whofe  face  a  veil  of  blulhes  hides  from  humaa 
fight. 

Like  fome  fair  bride  thou  rifefl:  from  thy  bed, 
And  dofl  around  thy  Iu{lre  fpread  ; 
Around  the  univerfe  difpenfe 

New  life  to  all,  and  quickening  influence. 
With  gloomy  fmiles  thy  rival  night 
Beholds  thy  glorious  dawn  of  light; 

Not  all  the  wealth  {he  views  in  mines  below 

Can  match  thy  brighter  beams,  or  equal  luftre 
fhow. 

At  thy  approach,  nature  erecfts  her  head. 

The  fmiiing  univerfe  is  glad  ; 

The  drowfy -earth  and  feas  awake. 
And,  from  thy  beam*,  new  life  and  vigour  take; 

When  thy  more  cheerful  rays  appear, 

Ev'n  guilt  and  women  ceafe  to  fear  : 
Horror,  defpair,  and  all  the  fons  of  night 
Retire  before  thy  beams,  and  take  their  hafty  flight* 

To  thee,  the  grateful  eaft  their  altars  raife. 
And  {ing  with  early  hymns  thy  praife; 
Thou  doft  their  happy  foil  beftow. 

Enrich  the  heavens  above,  and  earth  below  t 
Thou  rifeft  in  the  fragrant  eaft. 
Like  the  fair  Phoenix  from  her  balmy  nefl: 

No  altar  of  the  gods  can  t  qual  thine,  [fhrine  I 

riic  air's  thy  richefl  incsnfe,  the  whole  lacd  thy 
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But  yet  thy  fading  glories  foon  decay. 

Thine's  but  a  momentary  ftay  ; 

Too  foon  thou'rt  ravilh'd  from  our  fi^ht. 
Borne  down  the  ftream  of  day,  and  overwhelm'd 
with  light. 

Thy  beams  to  their  own  ruin  hafle. 

They're  fram'd  too  exquifite  to  laft  : 
Thine  is  a  glorious,  but  a  fliort-liv'd  ftate. 
Vity  fo  fair  a  birth  fhould  yield  fo  foon  to  fate  I 

Before  th'  Almighty  Artift  fram'd  the  flcy, 
Or  gave  the  earth  its  harmony. 
His  firft  command  was  for  thy  light ; 

He  view'd  the  lovely  birth,  and  bleffed  it  : 

In  purple  fwaddling-bands  it  flruggling  lay, 
Not  yet  maturely  bright  for  day  : 

Old  Chaos  then  a  cheerful  fmile  put  on. 

And,  from  thy  beauteous  form,   did  firft  prefage 
its  own. 

<•  Let  there  be  light '."  the  great  Creator  faid, 
His  word  the  adlive  child  obey'd  : 
Night  did  her  teeming  womb  difdofe  ; 
And  then   the  bluftiing  morn,  its  brighteft  off- 
fpring  rofe. 
A  while  the  Almighty  wondering  view'd, 
And  then  himfelf  pronounc'd  it  good  : 
«  With    night,"  faid   he,    "  divide  th'  imperial 

"  fway ; 
'^  Thou  my  firft  labour  art,  and  thou  Ihalt  blefs 
['  the  day." 


HYMN  TO  DARKNESS. 


Darkness,  thou  firft  great  parent  of  us  all. 

Thou  art  our  great  original : 

Since  from  thy  univerfai  womb 
Does  all  thou  (had'ft  below,  thy  numerous  off- 

fpring  come. 
Thy  wondrous  birth  is  ev'n  to  time  unknown, 

Or,  like  eternity,  thou'dft  none  ; 

Whilft  light  did  its  firft  being  owe 
Unto  that  awful  ihade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

Say,  in  what  diftant  region  doft  thou  dwell, 

To  reafon  inacccllible  ? 

Trom  form  and  duller  matter  free, 
Thou  foat'ft  above  the  reach  of  man's  philofophr. 

Involv'd  in  thee,  we  firft  receive  our  breath, 
Thou  art  our  refuge  too  in  death  : 
Great  monarch  oi  the  grave  and  womb, 

Where'er  our  fouls  Ihall  go,  to  thee  cur  bodies 
come. 

The  filcnt  globe  is  ftruck  with  awful  fear, 
When  thy  majefiic  fhades appear  : 
Thou  dolt  compofc  the  air  and  fea. 

And  earth  a  fabbath  keeps,  facred  to  reft  and  thee. 

.  In  thy  fererier  fliades  our  ghofts  delight, 
And  crurt  the  umbrage  of  the  I'ight ; 
In  v-uits  and  clocmy  caves  they  ftray, 
But  fiy  the  uiurnii.g's  beams,  and  fitkcn  at  the 
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Though  folid  bodies  dare  exclude  the  light, 
Nor  will  the  brightcft  ray  admit  •, 
No  fubftance  can  thy  force  repel. 

Thou  reign'ft  in  depths  below,  doft  in  the  centre 
dwell. 

The  fparkling  gems,  and  ore  in  mines  below. 
To  thee  their  beauteous  luftre  owe ; 
Though  form'd  within  the  womb  of  night, 

Bright  as  their  fire  they  fliine  with  native  rays  of 
light. 

When  thou  doft  raife  thy  venerable  head, 
And  art  in  genuine  night  array'd, 
Thy  Negro  beauties  then  delight ; 

Beauties,  like  polifli'd  jet,  with  their  own  darknefs 
bright. 

Thou  doft  thy  fmiles  impartially  beftow. 

And  know'ft  no  difference  here  below  : 
All  things  appear  the  fame  by  thee. 

Though    light    diftindion     makes,    thou    giv'fl; 
equality. 

Thou,  darknefs,  art  the  lover's  kind  retreat. 
And  doft  the  nuptial  joys  complete; 
Thou  doft  infpire  them  with  thy  fhade, 

Giv'ft  vigour  to  the  youth,  and  warm'ft  the  yield- 
ing maid. 

Calm  as  the  blefs'd  above  the  Anchorites  dwell. 
Within  their  peaceful  gloomy  cell. 
Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  fill'd  ; 

The  pleafures  light  deny,  thy  ftiadesfor  ever  yield. 

In  caves  of  night,  the  oracles  of  old 
Did  all  their  myfteries  unfold  : 
Darknefs  did  firft  religion  grace. 

Gave  terrors  to  the  god,  and  reverence  to  the 
place. 


When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  ftand. 
Thy  {hades  encloVd  the  hallow'd  land; 
In  clouds  of  night  he  was  array'd, 

And  venerable  darknefs  his  pavilion  made. 

When  he  appear'd  arm'd  in  his  power  and  might, 

He  veii'd  the  beatific  light ; 

When  terrible  with  majefty, 
In  tempefts  he  gave  laws,  and  clad  himfelf  in 
thee. 

Ere  the  foundation  of  the  earth  was  laid, 
Or  brighter  firmament  was  made  ; 
Ere  matter,  time,  or  place,  was  known. 

Thou,  monarch   darknefs,  fway'dft  thefe  fpacious 
realms  alone. 

But,  now  the  moon  (though  gay  with  borrow'd 
light) 
Invades  thy  fcanty  lot  of  night : 
By  rebel  fubjeds  thou'rt  betray'd, 

The  anarchy  of  ftars  depofe  their  monarch  (hade. 

Yet  fading  light  its  empire  muft  refign, 
And  nature's  puwer  fubniit  to  thine  : 
An  univerfai  ruin  ihall  ered  thy  throne. 

And  fate   confirm  thy  kingdom    evermore  tb|. 


own. 


I 


POEM*. 


?J| 


HUMAN  LIFE. 

•  OPPOSED  TO   BE   SPOKEN  BY  AN  EPICURE. 

Jn  Jmitatian  of  the  Second   Chapter  of  the   IVifdom   of 
Solomon. 

TO  THE  LORD   UUNSDON, 
A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

Then  will  penurious  heaven  no  more  allow  ? 

No  more  on  its  own  darling  man  beftaw  ? 
Is  it  for  this  he  lord  of  all  appears, 

And  his  great  Maker's  image  bears  J 

To  toil  beneath  a  wretched  ftate, 

Oppref's'd  with  mil'eries  and  face; 

Beneath  his  painful  burden  groan, 
And  in  this  beaten  road  of  life  druJge  on  1 

Amidfl  "ur  labours,  we  pofTcfs 

No  kind  allays  of  happiiif  fs  : 

No  foftening  joys  can  call  our  own, 

To  make  this  bitter  drug  go  down  ; 

Whilft  death  an  eafy  conquefl:  gains, 
And  the  infatiate  grave  in  endiefs  triumph  reigns. 
With  throes  and  pangs  into  the  world  wc  come. 

The  curfe  and  bmden  of  the  womb  : 

Nor  wretched  to  ouifelves  alone. 
Our  mother's  labours  introduce  our  own. 
In  cries  and  tears  our  infancy  we  vvafte, 

Thofe  fad  prophetic  tears,  that  flow 

By  ii;ftin(3;  of  our  future  woe  : 
And  ev'n  our  dawn  of  life  with  forrows  overcatt. 

Thus  we  toil  out  a  refllefs  age, 

Each  his  laborious  part  muTi;  have, 
Down  from  the  monarch  to  the  {Lave, 
A*5t  o'er  this  farce  of  life,   then  drop  beneath  the 
flage, 

From  our  firfl:  drawing  vita!  breath. 
From  our  firft  ilarting  from  the  womb. 
Until  we  reach  the  deftin'd  comb. 
We  all  are  polling  on  to  the  dark  goal  of  death. 
Life,  like  a  cloud  that  fleets  before  the  v.'in.d, 
No  mark,  no  kind  imprtfTion,  leaves  behind, 

'Tis  fcatter'd  like  the  winds  that  blow, 
Eolfterous  as  them,  full  as  incop.ftant  too. 
That  know  not  whence  they  come,  nor  whare 
they  go. 
Here  we're  detain'd  a  while,  and  thea. 
Become  originals  again  : 
Time  fball  a  man  to  his  5rft  felf  reflore, 
And  make  him  iritire  nothing,  all  he  was  before. 
No  part  of  us,  no  remnant,  fhall  furvivc  \ 
And  yet  we  impudently  iay,  we  live  1 
No  1   we  but  ebb  into  ourfelvcs  again. 
And  only  come  to  be,  as  we  had  never  been. 

Say,  learned  fage,  thou  that  art  mighty  wife ! 
Unriddle  me  thefc  myfleiies  : 
What  is  the  foul,  the  vital  heat. 
That  our  mean  frame  does  animate  ? 
What  is  our  breath,  the  breath  of  man, 
That  buoys  his  nature  up,  aad  does  ev'u  life  fuf- 
tain  I 
Voi.  Yll, 


Is  it  not  air,  an  empty  fume, 

A  fire  that  does  itlelf  conl'umc  ; 

A  warmth  that  in  a  heart  is  bred, 
A  lambent  flame  with  heat  and  motion  fed  ? 

Extinguifh  that  the  whole  is  gone, 

This  boafled  fcene  of  life  is  done  : 

Away  the  phantom  takes  its  flight, 
Damn'd  to  a  loathfomc  grave,  and  an  eternal  nighto 

The  foul  th'  immortal  part  we  boall, 

In  one  confuming  minute's  loil  ; 

To  its  firfl  fource  it  muft  repair, 
Scatter  with  winds,  and  flow  with  common  air. 
Whilft  the  fall'n  body,  by  a  fwift  decay, 

Refolves  into  its  native  day  : 
For  dufl  and  aihes  are  its  fecond  birth, 
And  that  incorporates  too  with  its  great  parent 
earth. 

Nor  fnall  our  n5mes  our  memories  furvive, 
Alas,  no  part  of  man  can  live  I 
The  empty  blafts  of  fame  fhall  die. 
And  even  thofe  nothings  tafte  mortality. 
In  vain  to  future  ages  we  tranfmic 
Heroic  adts,  and  monuments  of  wit  : 
iavain  we  dear  bought  honours  leave, 
To  make  our  afhes  gay,  and  furnifii  out  a,  grave. 
Ah,  treacherous  immortality  1 
For  thee  our  llock  of  youth  we  wafle. 
And  lirge  on  life,  that  ebbs  too  faft  : 
To  purchaie  thte  with  blood,  the  valiant  fly; 
And,  to  furvive  in   fame,  the   great   and  glorioui 
die. 
Lavifh  of  life,  they  fquander  this  eftate, 

And  for  a  poor  reverfion  wait  .- 
Bankrupts  and  mifers  to  themfelvcs  tl-»cy  grow, 
Embitter  wretched  life  with  toils  and  woe. 
To  hoard  up  endlcfs  fame,  they  know  not  wher« 
or  how. 

Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  fwift  the  minute*, 
hafle  ! 
The  prefent  day  entirely  is  our  own, 
Then  feize  the  blelTing  ere  'tis  gone  : 
To-morrow,  fatal  found  !  lince  this  may  be  our  laft. 
Why  do  we  boall  of  years,  and  fum  up  days  '. 
'  ris  all  imaginary  fj^ace  : 
To-day,  tr.-day,  is  our  inheritance, 
'Tis  all  penurious  fate  will  give 
Pofterity  '11  to-morrow  live. 
Our    fons  crowd  on   behind,  our   children   dtivc 
us  hence. 
With  garlands  then  your  temples  crown, 
And  lie  on  beds  of  roles  down: 
Bcls  of  rofes  we'll  prepare, 
Rofes  that  our  embUms  are  ; 
A  while  they  flourifh  on  the  bough, 
And  drink  large  draughcs  of  heavenly  dew  : 
Like  us  they  fmile,  are  you::g  and  gay, 
And,  like  us.  too,  are  tenants  for  a  day, 
Since    with   night's  blailiog    breath    they  vanifi 
fwift  away. 

Bring  cheerful  wine,  and  coflly  fweets  prepare  J 
'Tis  more  than  frenzy  now  to  fpare  : 
Let  cares  and  bufmefs  wait  a  whilej 

Old  agcaff'jrds  a  thinking  interyal; 
3  S 
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Or,  if  they  muft  a  longer  hearing  have, 
^id  thepi  attend  below,  adjourn  into  the  grave. 
Then  gay  and  fprightly  wine  produce. 
Wines  that  wit  and  mirth  infufe  : 
That  feed,  like  oil,  th'  expiring  flarne, 
l^evive  our  drooping  fouls,  and  prop  this  tottering 
frame. 
That,  when  the  grave  our  bodies  has  ingrofs'd. 
When  virtues  ftiall  forgotten  lie, 
With  all  their  boafted  piety. 
Honours  and  titles,  llk^e  ourfelves,  be  loft; 
Then  our  recorded  vice  fhall  flouriih  on, 
And  our  immortal  riots  be  for  ever  known. 

This,  this,  is  what  we  ought  to  do. 
The  great  deilgn,  the  grand  affair  below  I 
Since  bounteous  nature's  piac'd  our  fteward  here, 
Then  man  his  grandeur  fhould  maintain, 
And  in  excefs  of  pleafure  reign, 
Keep  up  his  chara&er,  and  lord  of  all  appear. 


AGAINST  ENJOYMENT. 

We  love  and  hate,  as  reftlefs  monarchs  fight, 

Who  boldly  dare  invade  another's  right : 

Yet,  when  through  all  the  dangerous  toils  they've 

run. 
Ignobly  cjuit  the  conqucfls  they  have  won  ; 
Thofe  charming  hopes,   that  made  them  valiant 

grow, 
paird  with  enjoyment,  make  them  cowards  now. 

Our  pafSons  only  form  our  happinefs, 
Hopes  ftill  enlarge,  as  fears  contrad  it  lefs  : 
Hope  with  a  gaudy  profpe(fl:  feeds  che  eye. 
Sooths  every  fenfe,  does  with  each  wilh  com- 

But  falfe  enjoyment  the  kind  guide  deftroys. 
We  lofe  the  paflion  in  the  treacherous  joys. 
Like  the  gay  filk-worm,  when  it  pleafcsmoft, 
In  that  ungrateful  web  it  fpun,  'tis  lofl. 

Fruition  only  cloys  the  appetite  ; 
More  does  the  conquefl,  than  the  prize  delight  : 
One  vi(5tory  gain'd,  another  fills  the  mind. 
Our  reftlefs  wifhes  cannot  be  confin'd. 
Like   boifterous   waves,    no   fettled  bounds  they 

know, 
Fix'd  at  no  point,  but  always  ebb  or  flow. 

Who  moft  expe(fls,  enjoys  the  pleafure  moft, 
'Tis  rais'd  by  wifhes,  ty  fruition  loft  : 
We're  charm'd  with  diftant  views  of  happinefs, 
But  near  approaches  make  the  profpeift  le-fs. 
Wifties,  like  painted  landfcapes,  bell  delight, 
Whilft  diftance  recommends  them  to  the  fight : 
Piac'd  afar  off,  they  beautiful  appear; 
But  fhow  their  courfe  and  naufeous  colours  near. 

Thus  the  fam'U  Midas,    when  he   found  his 
ftore 
Increafing  ftill,  and  would  admit  of  more. 
With  eager  arms  his  fvvelling  bags  he  prefs'd  ; 
And  expeiflation  only  made  him  blefs'd  : 
But,  when  a  boundlefs  treafure  he  enjoy'd, 
And  every  wifti  was  with  fruition  cloy'd: 
Then,  datjin'd  to  heaps,  and  furftitcd  with  ore, 
He  curs'd  that  gold  he  c!:;ated  on  before. 


THE  eURSE  OF  BABYLON. 

Isaiah,  Chap.  xiii.  Parafbrj/cd. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

Now  let  the  fatal  banner  be  difplay'd  ! 
Upon  fome  lofty  mountain's  top 
Go  fet  the  dreadful  ftandard  up  ! 
And  all  around  the  hills  the  bloody  fignals  fpread. 
For,  lo,  the  numerous  hofts  of  heaven  appear ! 
Th'  embattled  legions  of  the  fey, 
With  all  their  dread  artillery. 
Draw  forth  in  bright  array,  and  mufter  in  the  air. 
Why  do  the  mountains  tremble  with  the  noife. 
And  vallies  echo  back  their  voice  ? 
The  hills  tumultuous  grow  and  loud. 
The  hills  that  groan  beneath  the  gathering  mul- 
titude. 
Wide  as  the  poles  of  heaven's  extent, 
So  far's  the  dreadful  fummons  fent  : 
Kingdoms  and  nations  at  his  call  appear, 
For  ev'n  the  Lord  of  hofts  commands  in  perfon 
there. 

Start  from  thy  lethargy,  thou  drowfy  land. 
Awake,  and  hear  his  dread  command  '. 
Thy  black  tcmpeftuous  day  comes  lowering  on, 
O  fatal  light  I   O  inaufpicious  hour  ? 
Was  ever  fuch  a  day  before  1 
So  ftain'd  with  blood,   by  marks  of  vengeancs 
known. 
Nature  Ihsll  from  he?  fteady  courfe  remove. 
The  well-fix'd  earth  be  from  his  bafis  rent, 
Convulfionsfhake  whe  firmament; 
Horror  feize  all  below,  confufion  reign  above. 
The  ftars  of  heaven  Ihall  ficken  at  the  fight. 
Nor  fliall  the  planets  yield  their  light : 
But  from  the  wretched  objeift  fly. 
And,  like  extinguilh'd  tapers,  quit  the  darken'd  Iky. 
The  rifing  fun,  as  he  was  ccnfcious  too, 
As  he  the  fatal  bufinefs  knew, 
A  deep,  a  bloody  red  fhall  ftain 
And  at  his  early  dawn  {hall  fet  in  night  again. 

To  the  deftroying  fword  I've  faid,  go  forth, 

Go  fully  execute  my  wrath  I 
Command  my  hofts,  my  willing  armies  lead; 
For  this  rebellious  land  and  all  therein  ftiall  bleed. 
They  ftiall  not  grieve  me  more,  no  more  tranf- 
grcfs ; 
I  will  confume  the  ftubborn  race  : 
Yet  brutes  and  favages  I  juftly  fpare  ; 

Ufelefs  is  all  my  vengeance  there ; 
Ungrateful  man's  the  greater  nionfter  far. 
On  guiltlefs  beails  I  will  the  land  beftow, 
To  them  th'  inheritance  fhall  go  ; 
Thofe  elder  brothers  now  fhall  lord  it  here  below  5 
And,  if  fome  poor  remains  efcape  behind, 

Some  relics  left  of  loft  mankind  ; 

Th'  aftonifii'd  herds  fliall  in  their  cities  cry. 

When  they  behold  a  man,  lo,  there's  a  prodigy  1 

The  Medes  I  call  to  my  afllftance  here, 
A  people  that  delight  in  war ; 
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A  generous  race  of  men,  a  nation  free 
From  vicious  cafe  and  Pcrfian  luxury. 
Silver  is  defpicable  in  their  eyes, 
Contemn'd  the  ufelefs  metal  lies  : 
Their  conquering  iron  they  prefer  before 
The  fineft  gold,  ev'n  Ophir's  tempting  ore. 
By  thefe  the  land  fhall  be  fubdued. 
Abroad  their  bo-vs  Ihall  overcome,, 
Their  fwords  and  flames  deftroy  at  home; 
For  neither  fex  nor  age  fhall  be  exempt  from  blood. 
The  nobles  and  princes  of  thy  (late 

Shall  on  the  vigor's  triumphs  wait : 
And  thofe  that  from  the  battle  fled 
Shall  be,   with  chains  opprefs'd,  in  cruel  bondage 
led. 

I'll  vifit  their  diftrefs  with  plagues  and  miferies, 
The  threes  that  women's  labours  wait, 
Convulfive  pangs,  and  bloody  fweat. 
Their  beauty  (hall  confume,  and  vital  fpirits  feize. 
The  ravilh'd  virgins  fhall  be  borne  away. 
And  their  difhonour'd  wives  be  led 
To  the  infulting  vidlnr's  bed, 
To  brutal  lufts  cxpos'd,  to  fury  left  a  prey. 
Nor  fhall  the  teeming  womb  afford 
Its  formir)g  births  a  refuge  from  the  fword; 

The  fword,  that  fhall  their  pangs  increafe, 
And  all  the  throes  of  travail  curfe  with  barren- 
.  nefs, 
The  infants  (hall  expire  with  their  firft  breath, 

And  only  live  in  pangs  of  death  ; 

Live  but  with  early  cries  to  curfe  the  light, 

And,  at  the  dawn  of  life,  fet  in  eternal  night. 

Ev'n  Babylon,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 
The  beauty  of  the  univerfe  : 
Clory  of  nations  !  the  Chaldean's  pride. 
And  joy  of  all  th'  admiring  world  befide  : 
Thou,  Babylon  !  before  whofe  throne 
The  empires  of  the  earth  fall  down ; 
The  proftrate  nations  homage  pay. 
And  valTal  princes  of  the  world  obey : 
Shalt  in  the  duft  be  trampled  low  : 
Abjed:  and  low  upon  the  earth  be  laid. 
And  deep  in  ruins  hide  thy  ignominious  head. 
■    Thy  flrong  amazing  walls,  whofe  impious  height 
The  clouds  conceal  from  human  fight ; 
That  proudly  now  their  polifh'd  turrets  rear. 

Which  bright  as  neighbouring  ftars  appear, 
Diffufing  glories  round  th'  enlighten'd  air. 
In  flames  (hall  downwards  to  their  centre  fly. 
And  deep  within  the  earth,  as  their  foundations, 
lie. 

Thy  beauteous  palaces  (though  now  thy  pride  I) 
Shall  be  in  heaps  of  afhes  hid  : 
In  vaft  furprifmg  heaps  fliall  lie. 
And  ev'n  their  ruins  bear  the  pomp  of  majefly. 
No  bold  inhabitant  fhall  dare 
Thy  raz'd  foundations  to  repair  : 
No  pitying  hand  exalt  thy  abjedl  (late ; 
No !  to  fucceeding  tinips  thou  muft  remain 

An  horrid  exemplary  fcene, 
.^nd  lie  from  age  to  age  ruin'd  and  defolate. 
Thy  fall's  decreed  (amazing  turn  of  fate  !) 
Low  ^s  Gomorrah's  wretched  ftate  ; 


Thou,  Babylon,  (halt  be  like  Sodom  curft, 
Deltroy'd  by   flames  from  heaven,  and  thy  more 
burning  luft. 

The  day's  at  hand,  when  in  thy  fruitful  foil 
No  labourer  fhall  reap,  no  mower  toil  : 
His  tent  the  wandering  Arab  fhall  not  fpread. 
Nor  make  thy  curfed  ground  his  bed; 
Though  faint  with  travel,  though  opprefs'd  with 
thirft. 
He  to  his  drooping  herds  fhall  cry  aloud, 
Tafte  not  of  that  embitter'd  flood, 
Tafte  not  Euphrates'  ftreams  they're  poifonous  alJ, 
and  curfs'd. 
The  (hepherd  to  his  wandering  flocks  (hall  fay, 

When  o'er  thy  battlements  they  ftray. 
When  in  thy  palaces  they  graze. 
Ah,    fly,    unhappy    flocks !    fly    this    infeitlou^ 
place. 
Whilft  the  fad  traveller,  that  paffes  on. 

Shall  afk,  lo,  where  is  Babylon  ? 
And  when  he  has  thy  fmall  remainder  found. 
Shall  fay,   I'll  fly  from  hence,  'tis  fure  accurfed 
ground. 

Then  fliall  the  favages  and  beafts  of  prey 
From  their  defcrted  mountains  hafte  away; 
Every  obfceue  and  vulgar  beaft 
Shall  be  to  Babylon  ^  gueft  : 
Her  marble  roofs,  and  ever^  cedar  room. 
Shall  dens  and  caves  of  (late  to  nobler  brutes  be- 
come. 
Thy  courts  of  jufticc,  and  tribunals  too, 
(O  irony  to  call  them  fo !) 
There,  where  the  tyrant  and  oppreflor  bore 
The  fpoils  of  innocence  and  blood  before; 
There  fhall  the  wolf  and  favage  tiger  mecr. 
And  griping  vulture  fhall  appear  in  ftate. 
There  birds  of  prey  (hall  rule,  and  ravenous  beafts 
be  great. 
Thofe  uncorrupted  (hall  remain, 
Thofe  fliall  aloiic  their  genuine  ufe  retain^ 
There  violence  (hall  thrive,  rapine  and  fraud  (hall 
reign. 

Then  (ball  the  melancholy  fatyrs  groan. 
O'er  their  lamented  Babylon  ; 
And  ghofts  that  glide  with  horror  by. 
To  view  where  their  unbury'd  bodies  lie. 
With  doleful  cries  (hall  fill  the  air. 
And  with  amazement  (Irike  th'  affrighted  tra-. 
veller. 
There  the  obfcener  birds  of  night. 
Birds  that  in  gloomy  fliade? delight. 
Shall  folitude  enjoy,  live  unditturb'd  by  light. 
All  the  ill  omens  of  the  air 
Shall  fcream  their  loud  prefages  there. 
But  let  them  all  their  dire  predidions  tell, 
Secure  in  ills,  and  fortify'd  with  woe. 

Heaven  (hall  in  vain  its  future   vengeance 
(how  : 
For  thou  art  happily  infenfible. 

Beneath  the  reach  of  miferies  fell, 
Thou   need'ft    no   defolation   dread,    no   greater 
curfes  fear. 

3  B  ij 


/5S 


THE  WORKS    OF   YALDEN. 


TO  MR.  CONGREVE. 


^n   ^fiJloUtry    Ode,   1 69  3 — Ouafioned  by  the  "  Old 
"   Bachelor" 

IFam'd  wits  and  beauties  fhare  this  common  tate, 
To  ftand  compos'd  to  public  love  and  bate, 
Jn  every  breaft  they  different  paffions  raife, 
^f  once  our  envy,  and  our  praife. 
For  when,  like  you.  fnme  noble  youth  appears, 
For  wit  and  huainur  fam'd  above  his  years; 
Each  emulous  mufe,  that  views  the  laurel  won, 
Muft  praife  the  worth  fo  much  tranfcends  their 
own, 
4.nd,  Willie  his  fame  they  envy,  add  to  his  renown. 
But  fare,  like  you,  no  youth  could  pleafe, 
Nor  at  his  lirft  attempt  b.  aftfuch  uiccefs  : 
Where  all  mankind  hnve  fail'd,  you  glories  won  ; 
Triumphant  are  in  this  alone. 
In  this,  have  all  the  bards  oi^  old  out-done. 
Then  may'ft  thou  rule  our  ftage  in  trhtmph 
long ! 
May'ft  thou  its  injur'd  fame  revive, 
A'd  matchlefs  proofs  of  wit  and  humour  give, 
Jlcfoiming  with   thy  fcenes,  and  charming  >Yith 
thy  foiig  ! 
And  though  a  curfe  ill-fated  wit  purfues, 
And  waits  the  fatal  dowry  of  a  mui'e; 
Yet  may  thy  nfing  fortunes  be 
Secure  from  all  the  blafts  of  p-  etry  ; 
As  thy  own  laurels  fl  urifhing  appear, 
Unlully'd  ftill  with  cares^  nor  clogg'd  with  hope 
and  fear ! 
As  from  its  wants  be  from  its  vices  free, 

From  naufeous  fervile  flattery; 
Nor  to  a  patron  proftitute  thy  mind, 
Th'jVg^  1''^^  Auguftus  great,  as  fam'd  Mrecenas 
kind. 
Thoujjh  great  in  fame !    believe  me,  generous 
youth. 
Believe  this  oft- experienc'd  truth, 
From  him  that  knows  thy  virtues,   and  admires 
their  worth. 
Though  thou'rt  above  what  vulgar  poets  fear, 

Truft  not  th'  ungrateful  world  too  far; 
Truft  not  the  fmiles  of  the  inconftant  town ; 
Ti'uft  not  the  plaudits  of  a  theatre 
(Whiph   Durfey  fhall  with    thee  and   Dry  den 
fhare)  ; 
Kor  to  a  Itage's  interefl  facrifice  thy  own. 

Thy  genius,  that's  for  nobler  things  defign'd, 

May  at  k-jfe  hours  oblige  mankind  : 
Then,  gfcat  as  is  thy  fame,  thy  fortunes  raife. 
Join  thriving  intereft  to  thy  barren  'pays, 
And  teach    the  world   to   envy,  as   thou  doll  to 
praife.  -       [brace, 

The  world,  that  does  like  common  whores  em- 
Injurious  itiil  (O  thofe  it  do.;*  cards  : 
Injurious  as  the  tainted  brcatii  of  fame, 
That  bhfts  a  poct'j>  fortunes,  while   it  founds  his 
name. 
XSrhcn  fitft  a  mufe  inflames  fome  youthful  bread, 
Lik«  an  unpradij'd  virgin,  ftill  fiit't  Uind  : 


Adorn'd  with  graces  then,  and  beauties  bleft. 
She  charns  the  ear  with  fame,  with  raptures  Gils, 
tl  e  mind. 
Then  from  all  cares  the  happy  youth  is  free, 

But  thiife  of  love  and  poetry  : 
Cares,  ftill  allay'd  with  pleafing  charms, 
That  crown  the  head  with  bays,  with  beauty  fill 
the  arms. 
But  all  a  woman's  frailties  foon  fhe  fhows. 
Too  foon  a  ftale  domeftic  creature  grows  : 
Then,  wedded  to  a  mufe  that's  naufeous  grown 
We  loath  what  we  enjoy,  drudge  when  the  plea- 
fure's  gone. 
For,  tempfed  with  imaginary  bays. 
Fed  with  immortal  hopes  and  empty  praife, 
Ke  fame  purfues,  that- fair  and  treacherous  bait. 
Grows  wife  when  he's  undone,  repents  when  'titi 
too  late. 
Small  are  the  trophies  of  his  boafted  bay?. 
The  great  niat/s  promife  for  his  flattering  toil, 
Fame  m  reverfion,  and  the  public  fmile. 
All  ysiner  than  his  hopes,  uncertain  as  his  praife. 
'TV^as  th'.i*.  in  mouri^ful  numbers  heretofore, 
NegfeiSed  Spenfer  did  his  fate  deplore  : 
Long  did  his  injur'd  mufe  complain, 
Admir'ri  •jr.   midft  of  wants,  and   charming  ftlU 
in  vain. 
Long  did  the  generous  Cowley  mourn. 
And  long  oblig'd  the  age  without  return. 
Deny'd  what  every  wretch  obtains  of  fate, 
An  humble  roof  and  an  obfcure  retre.it, 
Condemn'd  to   needy  fame,  and  to  be  miftrablji 
great. 
Thus  did  the  w'orld  thy  great  fore  fathers  ufe; 

Thus  all  th'  infpir'd  bards  before 
Did  their  hereditary  ills  deplore; 
Fiom  tuneful  Chaucer's  down  to  thy  own  D:y< 
den's  mufe. 

Yet,  pleas'd  with  gaudy  ruin,  youth  will  on, 
As  proad  by  public  fame  to  be  und'-ne  ; 
Pleas'd,    though  he  docs   the  worft  of  labours 
choofe,  '       [mufe. 

To   i>;rve   a    barbarous    age,    and   an  ungrateful 
Since  Dryden's  felf,  to  v^it's  great  empire  born. 

Whole  genius  and  exalted  name 
Triumph  viith  all  the  fpoils  of  wit  and  fame, 
Muft,  'midft  the  Icud  applaufe,  his  barren  laurels 
mourn.  [mires, 

Ev'n  that  fam'd  man,  whom  all  the  world  ad-. 
Whom  every  grace  adorns,  and  mufe  infpires, 
Like  the  great  injur'd  TafTo,  fliows 
Triumphant  in  the  midft  of  woes; 
In  all  his  wants,  niajeftic  ftill  appears. 
Charming  the  age"  to  which  he  owes  his  cares, 
And  cheriftiing  that  mufe  whofe  fatal  curfe  h.% 
^ears.  *" 


THE    INSECT. 

AGAINST   BULK. 


"  Ineft  fua  gratia  parvis." 

WnEiiE  greatnefs  is  to  nature's  works  deny'd^ 
in  worth  and'  beauty  ic  is  Weil  fupply'd  :    " 


in  a  fma!t  ff  ace  ?hB  more  perfection's  fliown, 
And  what  is  exquifire  in  little's  done. 
Thus  beams,  contradled  in  a  narrow  glafs, 
To  flames  convert  their  larger  ufelefs  rays. 

'Tis  nature's  fmalleft  produifts  pleafe  the  eyi, 
Whilft  greater  births  pafs  unregarded  by; 
H(sr  monfters  feem  a  violence  to  fight ; 
They're  forni'd  for  terror,  infedts  to  del'ght. 
Thus,  when  (he  nicely  frames  a  piece  of  art, 
Fine  are  her  ftrokes,  and  fmall  in  every  part; 
Np  labour  can  fhe  boaft  more  wonderful 
Than  to  inform  an  atom  with  a  foul ; 
To  animate  her  lit-le  beauteous  fly, 
And  clothe  it  in  her  j^audieft  drapery. 

Thus  does  the  little  epigram  delij^ht, 
.^nd  charm  us  with  its  miniature  of  wit ; 
Whilft  tedious  authorsgiv-  the  reader  pain, 
Weary  his  thought?,  and  make  him  toil  in  vain  ; 
When  in  lefs  volumes  we  more  pleafure  find, 
And  what  diverts,  ftill  beft  informs  the  mind. 

'  ris  the  fmall  infeefl  looks  corrtdl  and  fair, 
And  feems  the  produdl  of  her  niceft  care. 
When,  weary'd  out  with  the  ftupendous  weight 
Of  forming  prodigies  and  brutes  of  ftate  ; 
T/icn  flie  the  infed:  frames,  her  mafter-piece, 
Made  for  diverfion,  and  defign'd  to  pleafe. 

Thus  Archimedes,  in  his  cryftal  fphere, 
Seem'd  to  corredb  the  world's  Artificer: 
Whilft  the  large  globe  moves  round  with  long 

delay. 
His  beauteous  orbs  in  nimbler  circles  play  : 
This  feem'd  the  nobler  labour  of  the  two, 
^reat  was  the  fphere  above,  but  fine  below. 
Thus  fmalleft  things  have  a  peculiar. grace, 
The  great  w'  admire,  but  'tis  the  little  pleafe; 
Then,  fince  the  leaft  fo  beautifully  fhow,  'p 

fe"  advis'd  in  time,  my  inuie,  and  learn  to  know  > 
A  poet's  lines  ihould  be  correcft  and  iew,  j 
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if? 


TO    HIS   FRIENii 

CAPTAIN  CHAMBERLAIN, 

In  Love  "with   a   Lady   he  had  taken  from  an  Algeriiii 
Prize  at  Sea. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO    HORACE  BOOK  ii.  OD.  iv. 

'Tis  no  difgrace,  brave  youth,  to  own 

By  a  fair  flave  you  are  undone  : 
Why  doft  thou  blufh  to  hear  that  namcj 

And  (Hfle  thus  a  generous  flame? 
Did  not  the  fair  Briftis  heretofore 

With  powerful  charms  fubdue  ? 
What  though  a  captive,  ftiU  flie  bore, 
Thjfe  eyes  that  freedom  could  reftore, 
And  make  her  haughty  lord,  the  proud  Achilles, 
bow. 

Stern  Ajax,  though  renown'd  in  arms, 
Did  yield  to  bright  Tecmcfl"a's  charms  : 
And  all  the  laurels  he  had  won 
As  trophies  at  her  feet  were  thrown. 
When,  beautiful  in  tears,  he  view'd  the  mourning 
l4Jr, 


The  hero  felt  her  power  r 
Though  great  in  camps,  and  fierce  irt  vvar, 
Her  fofter  looks  he  tould  not  bear. 
Proud  to  become  her  flave,  though  latt  her  con- 
queror. 

When  beauty  in  diftrefs  appears, 
An  irrefifilefs  charm  it  bears  : 
In  every  breaft  does  pity  move, 
Pity,  the  tcndereft  part  of  Inve. 
Amidft  his  triumphs  great  Atrides  fuedj 
Unto  a  weeping  maid  : 
Though  Troy  was  by  his  arms  fubdued. 
And  Greece  the  bloody  trophies  yiew'd. 
Yet  at  a  captive's  feet  th'  imploring  vicSor  laid» 

Think  not  thy  charming  maid  can  be 
O:  a  bafe  liock,  and  mean  degree; 
Her  fhape,  her  air,  her  every  grace, 
A  more  than  vulgar  birth  confefs  • 

Yes,  yes,  my  friend,  with  royal  blood  fhc'sgreatj 
Sprung  from  fome  monarch's  bed  ; 
Now  mourns  her  family's  hard  fate. 
Her  mighty  fall  and  abjeift  ftate. 
And  her  illuftrious  race  conceals  with  noble  Jifidig* 

Ah,  think  not  an  5gnnb!e  houfe 

C^uld  fuch  a  heroine  produce  ; 

Nor  think  fuch  generous  fprightly  blood 

Could  flow  from  the  corryptcd  crowd  ; 
But  view  her  courage,  her  undaunted  mind| 

And  fnul  with  virtues  crown'd  ; 

Where  dazzling  intereft  cannot  blindj  .. 

Nor  youth  nor  gold  admittance  find, 
But  flill   her  honour's  fix'd,  and  virtue  keeps  Its 
ground. 

View  well  her  great  rnajeftic  air, 

And  modelt  looks  divinely  fair  ; 

Too  bright  for  f*ncy  to  impmve. 

And  worthy  of  thy  nobleft  love. 
But  yet  fufpetft  not  thy  officious  friend. 

All  jealous  thoughts  remove  ; 

Thoug^li  i  with  youthful  heat  commend, 

For  thee  I  all  my  wifhes  iend. 
And  if  flie  makes  thee  bleft,  'tis  all  I  alk  of  love! 


TO  MR.  WATSON, 

On  his  Ephemeris  of  the   Ccltf.'ial  Motions,  trefiitgS  f0 
Her  Majfiy.  "      ■ 

Art,  when  in  full  perfedlion,  is  defign'd 
To  pleafe  the  eye,  or  to  inform  the  mind  : 
This  nobler  piece  performs  the  double  part, 
With  grateful  beauty  and  inftruiftive  art. 
Since  the  great  Archimedes'  fphtre  was  loft, 
The  nobleit  labour  nnifh'd  it  could  boaft; 
No  generous  hand  duift  that  fam'd  model  trace, 
Which    Greece  admir'd,    and  Rome   could  only 

praife. 
This  you,  with  greater  luftre,  have  reftor'd, 
And  taught  thjife  arts  we  ignorantly  ad  )i'd: 
Motion  in  full  perfeifl'on  here  you've  fliown, 
And  what  mankind  defpair'd  to  reach,  have  donft 
3  B  >ij 
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in  artful  framei  your  heavenly  bodies  move. 
Scarce  brighter  in  their  beautcotis  orbs  above ; 
And  ftars,  depriv'd  of  all  malignant  flames, 
Here  court  the  eye  with  more  aulpicious  beams  : 
In  graceful  order  the  juft  planets  rife, 
And  here  complete  their  circles  in  the  fkies  ; 
Here's  the  full  concert  of  revolving  fpheres, 
And  heaven  in  bright  epitome  appears. 

With  charms  the  ancients  did  invade  the  moon, 
And  from  her  orb  compell'd  her  ftruggling down; 
But  here  fhe's  taught  a  nobler  change  by  you. 
And  moves  with  pride  in  this  bright  fphere  below : 
While  your  celeftial  bodies  thus  I  view, 
They  give  me  bright  ideas  of  the  true  ; 
Infpir'd  by  them,  my  thoughts  dare  upward  move, 
And  vifii  regions  of  the  bleft  above.  [fmall, 

Thus  from  your  hand  w'  admire  the  globe  in 
A  copy  fair  as  its  original : 
This  labour's  to  the  whole  creation  juft, 
Second  to  none,  and  rival  to  the  firft. 
The  artful  fpring,  like  the  dlffufive  foul, 
Inform";  the  machine,  and  diredls  the  whole  J 
Like  Nature's  felf,  it  fills  the  fpacious  throne, 
And  unconfin'd  fways  the  fair  orbs  alone  ; 
Th'  unadive  parts  with  awful  filence  wait, 
And  from  its  nod  their  birth  of  motion  date  : 
Like  Chaos,  they  obey  the  powerful  call, 
Move  to  its  found,  and  into  mealures  fall. 


THE  RAPE  ©F  THEUTILLA. 

Imitated  from  the  Latin  of  Fatnianus  Strada. 

THE  INTRODUCTORT  ARGUMENT. 

.Theutilla,  a  fair  young  virgin,  who,  to  avoid"  the 
addreffes  of  thofe  many  admirers  her  beauty  drew 
about  her,  affumed  the  habit  of  aTeligious  order, 
and  wholly  withdrew  herfelf  from  the  eye  and 
converfe  of  the  world  :  but  the  common  report 
of  her  beauty  had  fo  inflamed  Amalis  (a  young 
perfon  of  quality)  with  love,  that  one  night,  in 
a  debauch  of  wine,  he  commands  his  fervantsto 
force  her  dormitory,  and  bear  off,  though  by 
•violence,  the  lovely  votarefs;  which  having  fuc- 
ccfsfully  performed,  they  bring  Theutilla  to  their 
exped.ing  lord's  apartment,  the  fcene  of  the  en- 
fuing  poem. 

Soon  as  the  tyrant  her  bright  form  furvey'd, 

He  grew  inflam'd  with  the  fair  captive  maid  : 

A  graceful  f<;rrow  in  her  looks  (he  bears, 

Lovely  with  grief,  and  beautiful  in  tears ; 

Her  mien  and  air  refiitlefs  charms  impart, 

JForcing  an  eafy  paffage  to  his  h  -*  t : 

Long  he  devours  her  beauties  with  his  eyes. 

While  through  hi«  glowing  veins  th'infcdlion  flies; 

Swifter  than  lij'.htning  tn  his  breaft  it  came. 

Like  that,  a  fair,  but  adeftrudlive  flame. 

Yet  fhe,  thougli  in  her  ;oung  and  blooming  flate, 

Pcffeft  a  foul,  beyond  a  virgin's,  great ; 

No  charms  of  youth  her  colder  bofom  move, 

Chafte  were  hsr  thoughts,  and  moft  averrc  to  love  ■ 


And  as  fome  timcrrous  hind  in  toils  betrzy'H, 

Thus  in  his  arms  ftrove  the  refifting  maid  ; 

Thus  did  the  combat  with  his  ftridl  embrace. 

And  fpurn'd  the  guilty  caufe  of  her  difgrace. 

Revenge  fhe  courted,  but  defpair'd  to  find 

A  ftrength  and  vigour  equal  to  her  mind  ; 

While  checks  of  Ihame  her  willing  hands  reftraiB, 

Siiice  all  a  virgin's  force  is  her  dildain  : 

Yet  her  refolves  are  nobly  fix'd  to  die 

Rather  than  violate  her  chaftity, 

Than  break  her  vows  to  heaven,  than  blot  her 

fame, 
Or  foil  her  beauties  with  a  luftful  flame. 

The  night  from  its  meridian  did  decline. 
An  hour  propitious  to  the  black  defign  ; 
When  fleep  and  reft  their  peaceful  laws  maintain. 
And  o'er  the  globe  b'  infeiSlious  filence  reign  ; 
While  death-like  flumbers  every  bofom  feize. 
Unbend  our  minds,  and  weary'd  bodies  eafe  : 
Now  fond  Amalis  finds  his  drooping  breaft 
Heavy  with  wine,  with  amorous  cares  opprefl  j 
Not  all  the  joys  expcfting  lovers  feel 
Can  from  his  brealt  the  drowfy  charm  repel ; 
In  vain  from  wine  his  pafTion  feeks  redrefs, 
Whofe  treacherous  force  the  flame  it  rais'd  betrays: 
Weak  and  unncrv'd  hisufelefs  limbs  became, 
Bending  beneath  their  ilJ-fupported  frame  ; 
Vanquifh'd  by  that  repofe  from  which  he  flies. 
Now  {lumbers  clofe  his  unconfenting  eyes. 
But  fad  Theutilla's  cares  admit  no  reft, 
Repofe  is  banifti'd  from  her  mournful  breaft  j 
A  faithful  guard  does  injur'd  virtue  keep, 
And  from  her  weary  limbs  repulfes  fleep. 
Oft  fhe  refleds  with  horror  on  the  rape, 
©ft  tiies  each  avenue  for  her  efcape  ; 
Though  ftill  repulfe  upon  repulfe  fhe  bears, 
And  finds  no  paflage  but  for  fighs  and  tears ; 
Then,  with  the  wildnefs  of  her  foul  let  loofe. 
And  all  the  fury  that  her  wrongs  innife; 
She  weeps,  fhe  raves,  fiie  rends  her  flowing  hair, 
Wild  in  her  grief,  and  raging  with  defpair, 
At  length  her  reftlefs  thoughts  an  utterance  find^ 
And  vent  the  anguifh  of  her  labourirg  mind  : 
Whilft  all  difl'olv'd  in  calmer  tears  ftie  faid, 
"  Shall  I  again  be  to  his  arms  betray'd  ! 
"  Again  the  toil  of  loath'd  embraces  bear, 
"   And  for  fome  blacker  fcene  of  luft  prepare  ! 
"   Firft  may  his  bed  my  guiltlefs  grave  become, 
"   His  yiarble  roof  my  unpolluted  tomb ; 
"   Then,  juft  to  honour,  and  unllain'd  in  fame, 
"  The  urn  that  hides  my  duft  conceals  my  fhame. 
"  Heaven  gave  me  virtue,  woman's  frail  defence, 
"  And  beauty  to  moleft  that  innocence  : 
"  In  vain  I  call  my  virtue  to  my  aid, 
"  When  thus  by  treacherous  beauty  I'm  betray'd- 
"  Yet   to  this  hour  my  breaft  no   crime  has^ 
"  known,  [ftione,  f 

"  But,   coldly  chafte,   with   virgin    brightnefsT 
"   As  now  unfully'd  by  a  winter's  fun.  J 

"  Niit  arts,  nor  ruder  force  of  men  prevail'd, 
"   My  tears  found  jaty,  when  my  language  fail'd. 
"  Ott  have  thefe  violated  locks  been  torn, 
"  And  injur'd  face  their  favage  fury  borne; 
"  Oft  have  my  bloody  robes  their  crimes  confeft^ 
"  And  pointed  daggers  glitter'd  at  my  breaft  j 
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«■'  Yet,  free  from  ^tWt,  T  found  fome  happier  charm 
*'  To  vanquifti  lufi,  and  wildcft  rage  difarra. 
«'  But  ah  ;  the  greateft  labour's  yet  behind  ; 
'«'  No  tears  can  foften  this  obdurate  mind; 
<■'   No  prayers  inexorable  pity  move, 
«'■  Or  guard  me  from  the  vvorft  of  ruins,  love  : 
*'  Though  flecp  and  wine  allow  this  kind  reprieve, 
««  Yet  to  the  youth  they'll  ftrength  and  fury  give; 
«'  Then,  wretched  maid  !  then  think  what  artiSce, 
B'  What  charm,  fhall  refcue  from  his  nerv'd  em- 

"   brace ! 
•'  When  with  fupplies  of  vigour  next  he  ftorms, 
"  And  every  diiftate  of  his  luft  performs. 

"  But  you,  bleft  power,  that  own  a  virgin's' 
"  name, 
*•  Protedl  my  virtue,  and  defend  my  fame, 
"  From   powerful  luft,    and    the   reproach 

"  ftiame; 
"  If  I  a  ftrl(5b  religious  life  have  led, 
"  Drunk  the  cold  ftream,  and  made  the  earth  my 

"  bed! 
"  If  from  the  World  a  chafte  reclufe  I  live, 
"  Redrefsmy  wrongs,  and  generous  fuccour  give  ; 
*'  Allay  this  raging  tempefl;  of  my  mind, 
"  A  virgin  (hould  be  to  a  virgin  kind  : 
"'  Proftrate  with  tears  from  you  1  beg  defence, 
"  Or  take  my  life,  or  guard  my  innocence." 

While  thus  the  afflifted  beauty  pray'd,  fhe  fpy'd 
A  fatal  dagger  by  Amalis'  fide  ? 
"  This  weapon's  mine !"  fhe  cries,  "  then  grafp'd 

"  it  faft)' 
"  And  now  the  luftful  tyrant  flceps  his  laft." 
With  eager  hand  the  pointed  fleel  ftie  draws, 
Ev'n  murder  pleafes  in  fo  jufl  a  caufe  ; 
Nor  fears,  nor  dangers,  now  reCftance  make, 
Since  honour,  life,  and  dearer  fame,  's  at  flake. 
Yet  in  her  breaft  does  kind  compafiion  plead, 
And  fills  her  foul  with  horror  of  the  deed  ; 
Her  fex's  tendernefs  refumes  its  place, 
And  fpreads  in  confciousblafhes  o'er  her  face. 
Now,  flung  with  the  remorfe  of  guilt,  file  cries, 
"  Ah,  frantic  girl,  what  wild  attempt  is  this  I 
"  Think,  think,   Theutilla,   on   the    murderer's 

"  doom, 
"  And  tremble  at  a  punifhment  to  come  ; 
"  Stain  not  thy  virgin  hands  with  guilty  blood, 
"  And  dread  to  be  fo  criminally  good. 
"  Lay  both  thy  courage  and  thy  weapon  down, 
"  Nor  fly  to  aids  a  maid  mufl;  blufli  to  own  ; 
"  Nor  arms,  nor  valour,  with  thy  fex  agree, 
"  They  wound  thy  fame,  and  taint  thy  modefty." 

Thus  different  pafiions  combat  in  her  mind. 
Oft  {he's  to  pity,  oft  to  rage  inclin'd  : 
Now  from  her  hand  the  hsted  weapon's  caft, 
Then  feiz'd  again  with  more  impetuous  hafte : 
Unfix'd  her  wifhes,  her  refolves  are  vain. 
What  (he  attempts,  fhe  ftraight  rejeds  again; 
Her  looks,  the  emblems  of  her  thoughts,  appear 
Vary'd  with  rage,  with  pity,  and  defpair  : 
Alone  her  fears  incline  to  no  extreme, 
Equally  pols'd  betwixt  revenge  and  fhame. 
At  length,  with  more  prevailing  rage  poffefl. 
Her  jealous  honour  fteels  her  daring  breaft : 
The  thoughts  of  injur'd  fame  new  courage  gave, 
And  nicer  virtue  now  confirmt  her  brave. 


Then  the  fam'd  Judith  her  wtiole  mind  employs. 
Urges  her  hand,  and  fooths  the  fatal  choice  : 
This  great  example  pleas'd,  inflam'd  by  this, 
With  wild  d'forder  to  the  youth  (he  flies; 
One  hand  flie  wreaths  within  his  flowing  hair, 
The  other  does  the  ready  weapon  bear  :      [dowM^' 
"  Now  guide  me  (cries)  fair  Hebrew,  now  look 
"  And  pity  labours  thou  haft  undergone. 
"  DirecSl  the  hand  that  takes  thy  path  to  fame,  -y 
"  And  be  propitious  to  a  virgin's  name,  C 

"  Whofe  glory'sbuta  refuge  from  her  fliame  1"  jy 
Thus  rais'd  by  hopes,  and  arm'd  with  courage  noWj 
She  with  undaunted  looks  diredts  the  blow  : 
Deep  in  his  breaft  the  fpacious  wound  fhe  made, 
And  to  his  heart  difpatch'd  th'  unerring  blade. 

When  their  expiring  lord  the  fervants  heard, 
Whofe  dying  groans  the  fatal  aft  dcclar'd. 
Like  a  fierce  torrent,  with  no  bounds  they're  flay'dj 
Biit  vent  their  rage  on  the  defencelefs  maid  : 
Not  virtue,  youth,  nor  beauty  in  diftrefs, 
Can  move  their  favage  breafts  to  tendernefs : 
But  death  with  horrid  torments  they  prepare; 
And  to  her  fate  th'  undaunted  virgin  bear. 
Tortures  and  death  fecm  lovely  in  her  eyes. 
Since  ftie  to  honour  falls  a  facrifice  : 
Amidft  her  fuflerings,  ftill  her  mind  is  great. 
And,  free  from  guilt,  fhe  triumphs  o'et  her  fate. 

But  heaven,  that's  fuffering  virtue's  fure  rewards- 
Exerts  its  power,  and  is  itfelf  her  guard  : 
Amalis,  confcious  of  his  black  offence, 
Now  feels  remorfe  for  her  wrong'd  innocence  ; 
Though  now  he's  ftruggling  in  the  pangs  ofdeath^ 
And  all  life's  purple  ftream  is  ebbing  forth  : 
Yet,  raifing  up  his  pale  and  drooping  head, 
He  recoilefts  his  fpirits  as  they  fled. 
And,  with  his  laft  remains  of  veice,  he  faid, 
"  Spare  the  chafte  maid,  your  impious  hands  re- 

"  ftraitl, 
"  Nor  beauty  with  fuch  infolence  prophane  : 
"  Learn  by  my  fate  wrong'd  innocence  to  fpare^ 
"  Since  injur'd  virtue's  heaven's  peculiar  care." 

But  you,  brave  virgin,  now  ftiall  ftand  eurol'^ 
Amongft  the  fidbleft  heroines  of  old  : 
Thy  fam'd  attempt,  and  celebrated  hand. 
Shall  lafting  trophies  of  thy  glory  ftand  ; 
And,  if  my  verfe  the  juft  reward  can  give, 
Theutilla's  nanie  ftiall  to  new  ages  live. 
For  to  thy  fex  thou  haft  new  honours  won, 
And  France  now  boafts  a  Judith  of  its  own* 


AN  ODE 

FOR   ST.  CECIUa's  DAT,  1693* 

Begin,  and  ftrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  '. 

Let  the  loud  inftruments  prepare 

To  raife  our  fouls,  and  charm  the  eaf  j 
With  .joys  which  mufic  only  can  infpire: 

Hark  how  the  willing  firings  obey  '. 

To  confecrJte  this  happy  day. 
Sacred  to  mufic,  love,  and  bleft  Cecilia, 

In  lofty  numbers,  tuneful  lays. 
We'll  celebrate  the  virgin's  praif«  i 
»  a  iiij 
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Herfkilful  hand  firft  taiiglit  our  ftrings  to  move, 
To  her  this  facred  art  we  owe. 
Who  firfl  anticipated  heaven  belopv, 

And  play'd  the  hymns  on  earth,  that  ftie  now  fings 
above. 

What  moving  cnarnis  each  tuneful  voice  contains, 
Charms  that  through  the  willing  ear 
A  tide  of  pleafing  raptures  bear,  [veins. 

And,  with  diffiifive  joys,  run  thrilling  through  our 
The  liftening  foul  does  fympatldze, 
And  with  each  vary'd  note  complies  : 
While  gay  and  fprightly  airs  delight. 
Then  free  from  cares,  and  unconfin'd. 

It  takes,  in  pleafing  ccftafies,  its  flight. 

With  mournful  founds,  a  fadder  garb  it  wears, 
Indulges  gritf,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  tears. 

JVJuGc's  the  language  of  the  blefl;  above, 

No  voice  but  mufic's  can  exprefs 

The  joys  that  happy  fouls  poffefs,  [love. 

^or  in  jull  raptures  tell  the  wondrous  power  of 

'Tis  nature's  dialed:,  defign'd 

To  charm,  and  to  inftruift  the  mind. 
Mulic's  an  univerfal  good  1 

That  does  difpenfe  its  joys  around, 

Tn  all  the  elegance  of  found,  ^ 
To  be  by  men  admir'd,by  angels  underftood. 

TLct  every  refllefs  paffion  ceafe  to  move  ! 
And  each  tumultuous  thought  obey 
The  happy  influence  of  thi?  day, 
For  mufic's  unity  and  love. 
Mufic's  the  foft  indulger  of  the  mind, 

The  kind  diverter  of  our  care, 
The  fureft  refuge  mournful  grief  can  find  ; 
A  cordial  to  the  breafl,  and  charm  to  every  ear. 
Thus,  when  the  prophet  (truck  his  tuneful  lyre, 
Saul's  evil  genius  did  retire  : 
Jn  vain  were  remedies  apply'd, 
Tn  vain  all  other  arts  were  try'd  : 
His  hand  and  voice  alone  the  charm  could  find, 
To  hea!  his  body,  and  compofe  his  mind. 

Now  let  the  trumpet's  louder  voice  proclaim 

A  fokmn  jubilee  : 
For  ever  facred  let  it  be, 
To  fkilful  Jubal's,  and  Ceclla's  name. 

Great  Jubal,  authoi-  of  our  lays. 
Who  firft  the  hidden  charms  of  mufic  found  ; 

And  through  their  airy  paths  did  trace 

The  fecret  fprirgs  of  found. 

When  from  his  hollow  chorded  fliell 

The  foft  melodious  accents  fell. 

With  wonder  and  delight  he  play'd,    [bey'd. 
While  the  harmonious  ftrings  his  Ikilful  hand  o- 

But  fair  Cecilia  to  a  pitch  divine 
Improv'd  her  artful  lays  : 

When  to  the  organ  flie  her  veice  did  join, 
In  the  Almighty's  praife  ; 

Then  choirs  of  liflening  angels  flood  around, 

Admir'd  her  art,  and  bleft  the  heavenly  found. 
Her  praife  alone  no  tongue  can  reach, 
But  in  the  flrains  hetfelf  did  teach  : 
Then  let  the  voice  and  lyre  combine, 
A.id  in  a  tuneful  concert  join ; 


For  mufic's  her  reward  arid  MfJ^ 
Above  fh'  enjoys  it,  and  prot£(51s  it  herhs 

GRAND   CHORUS. 

Then  kindly  treat  this  happy  day. 
And  grateful  honours  to  Cecilia  pay : 
To  her  thefe  lov'd  harmonious  rites  belongj 
To  her  that  tunes  our  firings,  and  ftill  infpiret 
our  fong. 


THE  FORCE  OF  JEALOUSY, 

To  a  Lady  ajklng  if  her  Sex  ivas  as  Jenjibh  of  thtM 

Pafjion  as  Man. 

AN   ALLUSION   TO 

"  O  !  (Juam  cruenius  Foeminas  flimulat  Dolor  !" 
Seneca,  Hercules  Oetjeus. 

What   raging  thoughts  tranfport  the  woman** 

bread, 
That  is  with  love  and  jealoufy  pofTeft  ! 
More  with  revenge,  than  foft  defires  fhe  burns, 
Whofe  flighted  paflion  meets  no  kind  returns ; 
That   courts    the    youth    with    long    negle^lcd 

charms. 
And  finds  her  rival  happy  in  his  arms! 

Dread  Scylla's  rocks  'tis  fafer  to  engage, 
And  trufl;  a  fl:orm,  than  her  deftrudive  rage  : 
Not  waves,  contending  with  a  boiftcrous  wind. 
Threaten  fo  loud,  as  her  tempefluous  mind: 
For  feas  grow  calm,  and  raging  ftorms  abate. 
But  mod  implacable's  a  woman's  hate  : 
Tigers  and  favages  lefs  wild  appear, 
Than  that  fond  wretch  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

Such  were  the  tranfports  Dejahira  felt, 
Sturig  with  a  rival's  charms,  arid  hulband's  guilt : 
With  filch  defpair  ihe  view'd  the  captive  maid, 
Whofe  fatal  love  her  Hercules  betray'd ; 
Th'  unchafle  lole,  but  divinely  fair  1 
In  love  triumphant,  though  a  flave  in  war ; 
By  nature  lewd,  and  form'd  for  foft  delight, 
Gay  as  the  fpring,  and  fair  as  beams  of  light; 
Whofe  blooming  youth  would  wildeft  rage  difarni. 
And  every  eye,  but  a  fierce  rival's,  charm. 

Fix'd  with  her  grief  the  royal  matron  flood, 
Whfn  the  fair  captive  in  his  arms  fhe  view'd  : 
With  what  regret  her  beauties  fhe  furvey'd,       "% 
And  curft  the  power  of  the  too  loVely  maid,       ^ 
That  reap'd  the  joys  of  her  abandon'd  bed  !        j| 
Her  furious  looks  with  wild  diforder  glow. 
Looks  that  her  envy  and  refentment  fliow  I 
To  blaft  that  fair  detefted  form  flic  tries, 
And  lightning  darts  from  her  diftorted  eyes. 

Then  o'er  the  palace  of  falfe  Hercules, 
With  clamour  and  impetuous  rage  fhe  flies; 
Late  a  dear  witnefsof  their  mutual  flame. 
But  now  th'  unhapp}'  objedt  of  her  fhame  ; 
Whofe  confcious  roof  can  yield  her  no  relief, 
But  with  polluted  joys  upbraids  her  grief. 

Nor  can  the  fpacious court  contain  her  now; 
It  grows  a  fcene  too  narrow  for  her  woe. 
Loofe  and  undreft  ail  day  flie  ftrays  alone, 
Does  her  abode  and  lov'd  companions  fliun. 
In  woods  complains,  and  fighs  in  every  grove. 
The  mouriiful  talc  of  her  forfaken  love. 
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feer  <:lhougIit8  to  ftll  th'  "e«f  ernes  of  frenzy  fly, 
Vary,  but  cannot  eafe  her  mifery  : 
Whilft  in  her  looks  the  lively  forms  appear, 
Of  envy,  fondnefs,  fury,  and  defpair. 

Her  rajre  no  conltant  face  of  Ibrrow  wear?. 
Oft  fcornful  fmiles  fucceed  loud  fighs  and  tears  ; 
Oft  o'ei-  her  face  the  rifing  blufhes  fpread, 
Her  glowing  eye-balls  turn  with  fury  red  : 
Then  pale  and  wan  her  alter'd  looks  appear, 
Paler  than  guilt,  and  drooping  with  defpair. 
A  tide  of  paffions  ebb  and  flow  within, 
And  oft  fhe  fliifts  the  melancholy  fcene  : 
Does  all  th'  excels  of  woman's  fury  ftiow, 
And  yields  a  large  variety  of  woe. 

Now  calm  as  infants  at  the  mother's  bread, 
Her  grief  in  foftell  murmurs  is  expreft  : 
She  fpeaks  the  tenderefl  things  that  pity  move, 
Kind  are  her  looks,  and  languifliing  with  love. 
Then  loud  as  ftornis,  and  raging  as  the  wind. 
She  gives  a  loofe  to  her  diftempcr'd  mind  : 
With  fliricks  and  groans  {be  fills  the  air  amund. 
And  makes  the  palace  her  loud  griefs  refound. 

Wild  with  her  wrongs,  fhe  like  a  fury  flrays, 
A  fury,  more  than  wife  of  Hercules  : 
Her  motion,  looks,  and  voice,  proclaim  her  woes ; 
While    fighs,    and    broken    words,    her   wilder 
thoughts  difclofe. 


TO  HIS  PERJURED  MISTRESS. 
*  Nox  crat,  et  coeIg  fulgebat  luna  fereno,"  &c. 

It  was  one  evening,  when  the  rifing  moon 
Aniidfl  her  jrain  of  flars  diflindlly  (hone  ; 
Serene  and  calm  was  the  inviting  night. 
And  heaven  appear'd  in  all  its  luftre  bright; 
When  you,  Nesera,  you,  my  perjur'd  fair, 
Did,  to  abufe  the  gods  and  me,  prepare. 
'Twas  then  you  fwore — remember,  faithlefs  maid. 
With  what  endearing  arts  you  then  betray'd  : 
Remember  all  the  tender  things  that  pafl, 
When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  were  caft. 
The  circling  ivys,  when  the  oaks  they  join, 
Seem  loofe,  and  coy,  to  thofe  fond  arms  of  thine. 

Believe,  you  cry'd,  this  folemn  vow  believe. 
The  nobleft  pledge  that  love  and  I  can  give  ; 
Or,  if  there's  ought  more  facred  here  below, 
JLet  that  confirm  my  oath  to  heaven  and  you  : 
If  e'er  my  hrcaft  a  guilty  flame  receives. 
Or  cevets  joys  but  what  thy  prefence  gives  ; 
May  every  injur'd  power  affert  thy  caufe, 
And  love  avenge  his  violated  laws : 
While  cruel  beads  of  prey  infeft  the  plain, 
And  tempefts  rage  upon  the  faithlefs  main  ; 
While  fighs  and  tears  fhall  liftening  virgins  move; 
So  long,  ye  powers,  will  fond  Nesera  love. 

Ah,  faithlefs  charmer,  lovely  perjur'd  maid  ! 
Are  thus  my  vows  and  generous  flame  repaid  ? 
Repeated  flights  I  have  too  tamely  bore. 
Still  doated  on,  and  ftill  been  wrong'd  the  more. 
Why  do  1  liften  to  that  fyren's  voice, 
Love  ev'n  thy  crimes,  and  fly  to  guilty  joys  ? 
Thy  fatal  eyes  my  beft  refolves  betray, 
ifij  fury  melts  in  faft  dsfires  away  : 


Each  look,  each  glance,  for  all  thy  crimes  atone. 
Elude  my  rage,  and  I'm  again  undone. 

But  if  my  injur'd  foul  dares  yet  be  brave, 
Unlefs  I'm  fond  of  fhame,  confirm'd  a  flavc, 
I  will  be  deaf  to  that  enchanting  tongue, 
Nor  on  thy  beauties  gaze  away  my  wrong. 
At  length  I'll  loath  each  proflitutcd  grace. 
Nor  court  the  leavings  of  a  cloy'd  embrace  ; 
But  fhow,  with  manly  rage,  my  foul's  above 
The  cold  returns  of  thy  exhaufted  love. 
Then  thou  fhalt  juftly  mourn  at  my  difdain. 
Find  all  thy  arts  and  all  thy  charms  in  vain  : 
Shalt  mourn,  whilft  I,  with  nobler  flames,  purfue 
Some  nymph  as  fair,  though  not  unjufl,  as  you  i 
Whofe  wit  and  beauty  fhall  like  thine  excel, 
But  far  furpafs  in  truth,  and  loving  well. 

But  wretched  thou,  whoe'er  my  rival  art,' 
That  fondly  boafts  an  empire  o'er  her  heart  • 
Thou  that  enjoy'ft  the  fair  inconftant  prize. 
And  vainly  triumph'ft  with  my  vidlories  ;■ 
Unenvy'd  now,  o'er  all  her  beauties  rove, 
Enjoy  thy  ruin,  and  Neaera's  love  : 
Though   wealch  and   honours  grace   thy  nobldF 

birth, 
To  bribe  her  love,  and  fix  a  wandering  faith; 
Though  every  grace  and  every  virtue  join, 
T'  enrich  thy  mind,  and  make  thy  form  divine  t 
Yet  bleft,  with  endlefs  charms,  too  foon  you'll 

prove 
The  treacheries  of  falfe  Nesra's  love. 
Loft  and  abandon'd  by  th' ungrateful  fair. 
Like  me  you'll  love,  be  injur'd  and  defpair. 
When  left  th*  unhappy  objedl  of  her  fcorn. 
Then  Ihall  I  fmile  to  fee  the  vidior  mourn. 
Laugh  at  thy  fate,  and  triumph  in  my  turn. 
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IMITATION  OF  HORACE. 

BOOK  I.    ODE  XXII. 

"  Integer  vita,"  &c. 

The  man  that's  uncorrupt,  and  free  from  guilt,' 

That  the  remorfe  of  fecret  crimes  ne'er  felt.5 

Whofe  breaft  was  ne'er  debauch'd  with  fin 
But  finds  all  calm,  and  all  at  peace  within  : 

In  his  integrity  fecure. 

He  fears  no  danger,  dreads  no  power  j 

Ufelefs  are  arms  for  his  defence. 
That  keeps  a  faithful  guard  of  innocence. 
Secure  the  happy  innocent  may  rove, 

The  care  of  every  power  above  ; 

Although  unarm'd  he  wanders  o'er 
The  treacherous  Liby's  fands,  and  faithlefs  fliorc  S- 

Though  o'er  th'  inhofpitable  brows 

Of  favage  Caucafus  he  goes ; 

Through  Afric's  flames,   through  Scythia'» 
fnows. 
Or  where  Hydafpes,  fam'd  for  monfters,  flows. 
For  as,  within  an  unfrequented  grove, 

I  tun'd  my  willing  lyre  to  love. 

With  pleafing  amorous  thoughts  betray'd. 
Beyond  my  bounds  infenfibly  I  ftray'd; 

A  wolf  that  view'd  me  fled  away. 

He  fied  front  his  defeacelefs  prey  5 
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When  i  invok'd  Maria's  aid,  ' 
Although  unarm'd,  the  trembling  raonfter  fled. 

Not  Daunia's  teeming  fands,  nor  barbarous  fhore, 
E'er  fuch  a  dreadful  native  bore, 
Nor  Afric's  nurfing  caves  brought  forth 

So  fierce  a  beaft,  of  fuch  amazing  growth  : 
Yet  vain  did  all  his  fury  prove 
Againft  a  breaft  that's  arm'd  with  love; 

Though  abfent,  fair  Maria's  name 

Subdues  the  fierce,  and  makes  the  favage  tatne. 

Commit  me  now  to  that  abandon'd  place 

Where  cheerful  light  withdraws  its  rays; 
No  beams  on  barren  nature  fmile, 

Nor  fruitful  winds  refrefli  th'  intemperate  foil  j 
But  tempefls,  with  eternal  frofts. 
Si  ill  rage  around  the  gloomy  coaft  :       ; 
Whilfl  angry  J'We  infefls  the  air, 

And,  black  with  clouds,  deforms  the  fuUen  year. 

Or  place  me  now  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
To  live  a  borderer  on  the  fun  : 
Send  me  to  fcorching  fands,  whofe  heat 

Cuards  the  deftruftive  foil  from  human  feet : 
Yet  there  I'll  fing  Maria's  name, 
And  fport,  uninjur'd,  'midft  the  flame  : 

Maria's  name  !  that  will  create,  ev'n  there, 

A  milder  climate,  and  more  temperate  air  ! 


PATROCLUS'S  REQUEST  TO  ACHILLES 

FUR   HIS  ARMS. 

Jviitated  /rem  the  begmning  of  the  Sixteenth  Iliad  of 
Homer. 

Divine  Achilles,  with  compaflion  mov'd. 
Thus  to  Patroclus  fpake,  his  beft  belov'd. 

Why  like  a  tender  girl  doft  thou  complain  ! 
That  ftrives  to  reach  the  mother's  breaft  in  vain  ; 
Mourns  by  her  fide,  her  knees  embraces  fafl. 
Hangs  on  her  robes,  and  interrupts  her  hafte  ; 
Yet,  when  with  fondnefs  to  her  arms  fhe's  rais'd, 
Still  mourns  and  weeps,  and  will  not  be  appeas'd  ! 
Thus  m.y  Patroclus  in  his  grief  appears, 
Thus  like  a  froward  girl  profufe  of  tears. 

From  Phthia  doft  th'U  mournful  tidings  hear, 
And  to  thy  friend  fome  fatal  meflage  bear  ? 
Thy  valiant  father  (if  we  fame  believe) 
The  good  Menaatius,  he  is  yet  alive  : 
And  Peleus,  though  in  his  declining  days, 
Reigns  o'er  his  Myrmidons  in  health  and  peace  ; 
Yet,  as  their  lateft  obfequies  we  paid, 
Thou  mourn'ft  them  living,  as  already  dead. 

Or  thus  with  tears  the  Grecian  h(;ft  deplore, 
Thdt  with  their  navy  perifh  on  the  fhore ; 
And  with  compaflion  their  misfortunes  view, 
The  juft  reward  to  guilt  and  falfehood  due  ? 
Impartial  heaven  avenges  thus  my  wrong, 
Nor  fuffers  crimes  to  go  unpunifh'd  long. 
Reveal  the  caufe  fo  much  afflicts  thy  mind. 
Nor  thus  conceal  thy  forrows  from  thy  friend. 

When,  gently  raifing  up  his  drooping  head, 
Thus,  with  a  figh,  the  fad  Patroclus  faid. 
Godlike  Achilles,  Peleus'  valiant  fon  1 
Of  all  our  chiefs,  the  greateft  io  renovrn ; 


Upbraid  not  thus  th'  affli(9;ed  with  their  woes, 
Nor  triumph  now  the  Greeks  fuftain  fuch  lofs  1 
To  pity  let  thy  generous  breaft  incline. 
And  (how  thy  mind  is  like  thy  birth,  divine. 
For  all  the  valiant  leaders  of  their  hoft. 
Or  wounded  lie,  or  are  in  battle  loft. 
Ulyffes  great  in  arms,  and  Diomede, 
Languifli  with  wounds,  and  in  the  navy  bleed  i 
This  common  fate  great  Agamemnon  fliares. 
And  ftern  Eurypylus,  renown'd  in  wars. 
Whilft  powerful  drugs  th'  experienc'd  artifts  tr^i 
And  to  their  wounds  apt  remedies  apply  : 
Eafing  th'  afflided  heroes  with  their  fkill, 
Thy  breaft  alone  remains  implacable  '. 

What,  will  thy  fury  thus  for  ever  laft ! 
Let  prefent  woes  atone  for  injuries  paft  : 
How  can  thy  foul  retain  fuch  lafting  hate! 
Thy  virtues  are  as  ufelefs  as  they're  great. 
What  injur'd  friend  from  thee  (hall  hope  redrefs, 
That  will  not  aid  the  Greeks  in  fuch  diftrefs  I 
Ufelefs  is  all  the  valour  that  you  boaft, 
Deform'd  with  rage,  with  full'en  fury  loft. 

Could  cruelty  like  thine  from  Peleus  come, 
Of  be  the  offspring  of  fair  Thetis'  womb  1 
Thee  raging  feas,  thee  boiftcrous  waves  broiighit 

forth. 
And  to  obdurate  rocks  thou  ow'fl  thy  birth  '. 
Thy  ftubborn  nature  ftill  retains  their  kind^ 
So  hard  thy  heart,  fc  favage  is  thy  mind. 

But,  if  thy  boding  brealt  admits  of  fear, 
Or  dreads  what  facred  oracles  declare  1 
What  awful  Thetis  in  the  courts  above 
Receiv'd  from  the  unerring  mouth  of  Jove  I 
If  fo — let  me  the  threatening  dangers  face. 
And  head  the  warlike  fquadrons  in  thy  place  ; 
Whilft  me  thy  valiant  Myrmidons  obey, 
Wc  yet  may  turn  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
Let  me  in  thy  diftinguifli'd  arms  appear. 
With  all  thy  dreadful  equipage  of  war  ; 
That  when  the  Trojans  our  approaches  vicvr, 
Deceiv'd,  they  ftiall  retreat,  and  think  'tis  you. 

Thus,  from  the  rage  of  an  infulting  hoft. 
We  may  retrieve  that  fame  the  Greeks  have  loft ; 
Vigorous  and  frefh,  th'  unequal  fight  renew. 
And  from  our  navy  force  the  drooping  foe  ; 
O'er  harafs'd  men  an  eafy  conqueft  gain. 
And  drive  the  Trojans  to  their  walls  again. 


ON  THE 

REPRINTING  MILTON'S  PROSE  WORKS^ 

With  his  Poems.      Written  in  his  Paradife  Lojl. 

These  facred  lines  with  wonder  we  perufe, 
And  praife  the  flights  of  a  feraphic  mufe. 
Till  thy  feditious  profe  provokes  our  rage. 
And  foils  the  beauties  of  thy  brighteft  page. 
Thus  here  we  fee  tranfporting  I'cenes  anfe, 
Heaven's  radiant  hoft,  and  opening  paradife  ; 
Then  trembling  view  the  drtad  abyl's  beneath, 
Hell's  horrid  manfions,  and  the  realms  of  death, 

Whilft  here  thy  bold  majeftic  numbers  rife. 
And  range  th'  embattled  legions  of  the  fkies, 
With  armies  fill  the  azure  plains  of  light. 
And  paint  the  lively  terrors  of  the  fightj 
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We  own  the  poet  worthy  to  fehearfe 
Heaven's  bfliiig  triumphs  in  immortal  verfe  : 
But  when  thy  impious  mercenary  pen 
Infults  the  beft  of  princes,  heft  of  men, 
Our  admiration  turns  to  juft  difdain, 
And  we  revoke  the  fond  applaufe  again. 

Like  the  fall'n  angeU  in  their  happy  ftate. 
Thou  (har'dft  their  nature,  infolence,  and  fate  : 
To  harps  divine,  immortal  hymns  they  fang, 
As  fweet  thy  voice,  asfweet  thy  lyre  was  ftrung. 
As  they  did  rebels  to  th'  Almighty  grow, 
So  thou  profan'ft  his  image  here  below, 
Apoflatc  bard  !  may  not  thy  guilty  ghoft,  "^ 

Difcover  to  its  own  eternal  coft,  > 

That  as  they  heaven,  thou  paradife  haft  loft  !     j 


SIR.  HUMPHR.Y  MACKWORTH, 

ON  THE   MINES,  LATE  OF   SIR  CARBERY   PRICE. 

What  fpacious  veins  enrich  the  Britifli  foil ; 
The  various  ores,  and  ikilful  miner's  toil ; 
How  ripening  metals  lie  conceal'd  in  earth, 
And  teeming  nature  forms  the  wondrous  birth  ; 
My  ufeful  verfe,  the  firft,  tranfmits  to  fame, 
In  numbers  tun'd,  and  no  unhallow'd  flame- 

O  generous  Mackworth  1  could  the  mufe  impart 
A  labour  worthy  thy  aufpicious  art ; 
Like  thee  fucceed  in  paths  untrod  before, 
And  fecret  treafures  of  the  land  explore  ; 
Apollo's  felf  Ihould  on  the  labour  fmile, 
And  Delphos  quit  for  Britain's  fruitful  ifle. 

Where  fair  Sabrina  flows  around  the  coaft, 
And  aged  Dovey  in  the  ocean's  loft, 
Her  lofty  brows  unconquer'd  Britain  rears, 
And  fenc'd  with  rocks  impregnable  appears  : 
Which  like  the  well-fix'd  bars  of  nature  ftiow, 
To  guard  the  tr£afures  (he  conceals  below. 
For  earth,  diftorted  with  her  pregnant  womb. 
Heaves  up  to  give  the  forming  embryo  room  : 
Hence  vaft  excrefcences  of  hills  arife, 
And  mountains  fwell  to  a  portentous  fize. 
Louring  and  black  the  rugged  coaft  appears. 
The  fuUen  earth  a  gloomy  furface  wears ; 
Yet  all  beneath,  deep  as  the  centre,  ftiines 
With  native  wealth,  and  more  than  India's  mines. 
Thus  erring  nature  her  dcfeifls  fupplies, 
Indulgent  oft  to  what  her  fons  defpife  : 
Oft  in  a  rude,  unfinifli'd  form,  we  find 
1'he  nobleft  treafure  of  a  generous  mind. 

Thrice  happy  land!  from  whofe  indulgent  womb, 
Such  unexhaufted  ftores  of  riches  come  ! 
By  heaven  belov'd !  form'd  by  aufpicious  fate, 
To  be  above  thy  neighbouring  nations  great  1 
Its  golden  fands  fto  more  fhall  Tagus  boaft. 
In  Dovey's  flood  his  rival'd  empire's  Inft ; 
Whofe  wattrs  now  a  nobler  fund  maintain. 
To  humble  France,  and  check  the  pride  of  Spain. 
Like  Egypt's  Nile  the  bounteous  current  fiiows, 
Difperfing  blefhngs  wherefoe'er  it  flows; 
Whofe  native  treafure's  able  to  repair 
The  long  expences  of  our  Qallic  war. 


The  ancient  Britons  are  a  hardy  race, 
Averfe  to  luxury  and  flothful  cafe ; 
Their  necks  beneath  a  foreign  yoke  ne'er  bow'd. 
In  war  unconquer'd,  and  of  freedom  proud; 
With  minds  refolv'd  they  lafting  toils  endure, 
Uiimix'd  their  language,  and  their  manners  pure* 
Wifely  does  nature  fuch  an  offspring  choofe, 
Brave  to  defend  her  wealth,  and  flow  to  ufe. 
Where  thirft  of  empire  ne'er  inflames  their  veins, 
Nor  avarice,  nor  v/ild  ambicion  reigns  : 
But,  low  in  mines,  they  conftant  toils  renew. 
And   through   the   earth    their   branching  vein* 

purfue. 
As  when  fome  navy  on  th'  Iberian  coaft, 
Cha«'d  by  the  winds,  is  in  the  ocean  loft; 
To  Neptune's  realms  a  new  fupply  it  brings, 
The  ftrength  dcfign'd  of  European  kings : 
Contending  divers  would  the  wreck  regain. 
And  make  reprifals  on  the  grafping  main  : 
Wild  in  purfuit  they  are  endanger'd  more, 
Than  when  they  combated  the  ftorms  before. 
The  miner  thus  through  perils  digs  his  way, 
Equal  to  theirs,  and  deeper  than  the  fea; 
Drawing,  in  peftilential  fteams,  his  breath, 
Refolv'd  to  conquer,  though  he  combats  death. 
Night's  gloomy  realms  his  pointed  fteel  invades. 
The  courts  of  Pluto,  and  infernal  ftiades  • 
He  cuts  through  mountains,  fubterraneous  lakes," 
Plying  his  work,  each  nervous  ftroke  he  takes 
Loofens  the  earth,  and  the  whole  cavern  ihakes. 
Thus,  with  his  brawny  arms,  the  Cyclops  i.ands. 
To  form  Jove's  lightning  with  uplifted  hands; 
The  ponderous  hammer  with  a  force  defcends, 
Loud  as  the  thunder  which  his  art  intends; 
And  as  he  ftrikes,  with  each  rcfiftlefs  blow 
The  anvil  yields,  and  .^tna  groans  below. 

Thy  fam'd  inventions,  Mackworth.  moft  adora 
The  miner's  art,  and  make  the  belt  return  : 
Thy  fpecdy  fails,  and  ufeful  engines,  fhow 
A  genius  richer  than  the  mmes  below. 
Thoufands  of  flaves  unflcill'd  Peru  maintains; 
The  hands  that  labour  ftill  exhauft  the  gains  : 
The  winds,  thy  flaves,  their  ufeful  fuccour  join. 
Convey  thy  ore,  and  labour  at  thy  mine ; 
Inftrucfted  by  thy  arts,  a  power  they  find 
To  vanquilh  realms,  where  once  they  lay  confin'd. 

Downward,  my  mufe,  direA  thy  ftecpy  flight. 
Where  fmiling  fliades  and  beauteous  realms  invite;- 
I  firft  of  Britifh  bards  invoke  thee  down, 
And  firft  with  wealth  thy  graceful  temples  crow». 
Through  dark  retreats  pur-fue  the  winding  ore, 
Search  nature's    depths,   and  view  her  boundlefs 

ftore  ; 
The  fecret  caufe  in  tuneful  meafures  fing, 
Howmetals  firft  are  fram'd, and  whence  theyfpring. 
Whether  the  acftive  fun,  with  chemic  flames, 
Through  porous  eai  th  tranfmits  his  genial  beams; 
With  heat  miprcgnating  the  womb  of  night, 
The  <  flspring  fhines  with  its  pateina)  light  : 
On  Britain'>  ifle  propitioufly  he  fhines, 
With  joy  defcends,  and  iahours  in  her  mines. 
Or  whether,  urg'd  by  fubterraneous  flames, 
The  earth  ferments,  and  flows  in  liquid  ftreams; 
Purg'd  from  their  drofs,  the  n^jbier  parts  refine, 
Receive  ucw  forms,  and  with  frcfh  beauties  ihiae- 
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Thus  flair!  p"rt?,  nnknowincr  how  to  burn, 
"With  cold  congeal'd,  to  folid  metals  turn  : 
Tot  metals  only  from  devouring  flame 
Preferve  their  beauty,  and  return  the  fame; 
Both  art  and  force  the  well- wrought  mafs  difdaihs, 
And  'midft  the  lire  its  native  form  retains. 
Or  whether  by  creation  firft  they  i'prungj 
When  yet  unpois'd  the  world's  gieat  fabric  hung: 
Metals  the  bafis  of  the  earth  were  made, 
The  bars  on  which  its  tix'd  foundation's  laid  : 
All  fecond  caufes  they  difdain  to  own, 
And  from  th'  Almighty's  fiat  fprung  alone. 

Nature  in  fpecious  beds  prcferves  her  flore, 
And  keeps  unmi.''.'d  the  well-compadled  ore  ; 
The  fpreading  root  a  numerous  race  maintains 
Of  branching  limbs,  and  far-extended  veins? 
Thus,  irom  its  watery  ftore,  a  fpring  fuppiies 
The  leffer  ftreams  that  round  its  fountain  rife; 
"Which  bounding  out  in  fair  meanders  play, 
And  o'er  the  meads  in  different  currents  ftray, 

Methinks  \  fee  the  rounded  metal  fpread. 
To  be  ennobled  with  our  monarch's  head  : 
About  the  globe  th'  admired  coin  fhall  runj 
And  make  the  circle  of  its  parent  fun. 

How  are  thy  realms,  triumphant  Britain,  blefl;  ! 
Enrich'd  with  more  than  all  the  diftant  weft  ! 
Thy  fons,  no  more  betray'd  with  hopes  of  gain, 
Sihall  tempt  the  dangers  of  a  faithlcfs  main, 
TraiSc  no  more  abroad  for  foreign  fpoil. 
Supplied  with  richer  from  their  native  foil. 
To  Dovey's  flood  (hall  numerous  traders  come, 
limploy'd  to  fetch  the  Britifc  bullion  hon>e. 
To  pay  their  tributes  to  its  bounteous  fliore, 
Returning  laden  with  the  Cambrian  ore. 
Her  abfent  fleet  Potofi's  race  fhall  mourn^ 
And  wifh.  in  vain  to  fee  our  fails  return  ; 
X.ike  mifers  heaping  up  their  ufelefs  flore, 
Starv'd  with  their  wealth,  amidfl  their  riches  poor. 
Where-e'er  the  Britifh  banners  are  difplay'd, 
The  fupliant  nations  ihall  implore  our  aid  : 
Till,  thus  compell'd,  the  greater  worlds  confefs 
Themfelves  oblig'd,  and  fuccour'd  by  the  lefs. 

How  Cambria's  mines  were  to  her  offsfpring 
known, 
Thus  facred  verfe  tranfmits  the  (lory  down  : 
Xlerlin,  a  bard  of  the  infpired  train, 
With  my  flic  numbers  charm'd  the  Britifh  plain  ; 
Belov'd  by  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  nine, 
His  fong  was  facred,  and  hi:,  art  divine  : 
.^s  on  Sabrina's  fruitful  banks  he  f>.uod. 
His  wondrous  "erfc  reftrain'd  the  liftening  flood; 
The  ftream's  bright  goddefs  rais'd  her  awful  head, 
And  to  her  cave  the  artful  (hephetd  led. 
Her  fwift-defcending  (leps  the  youth  purfues, 
And  rich  in  ore  the  fpacinus  mountain  views. 
In  beds  difcincft  the  well  rang'd  metals  lay, 
Difperfing  rays,  and  counterfeiting  day. 
The  filver,  (liedding  beams  of  orient  light, 
Struck  with  too  fierce  a  glare  his  aking  fight; 
Like  rifing  flames  the  ruddy  copper  fliow'd, 
And  fpread  its  blufnes  o'er  the  datk  abode  : 
Profufe  of  rays,  and  with  unrival'd  beams, 
The  liquid  filvcr  flow'd  in  refllels  (Ircanis  : 
Nor  India's  fparklmg  gems  are  half  fo  bright, 
ilor  -waves  above,  that  lliixjc  with  heavcDly  light ; 


When  thus  the  goddefs  fpalle  ?  Hartroti?ous  youffc 
Revcr'd  for  numbers  fraiight  with  facred  truth  1 
Eelov'd  by  heaven!   attend  while  I  relate 
The  fix'd  decree,  and  dark  events  of  fate. 
Conceal'd  thefe  treafures  lie  in  nature's  wombj 
For  future  times,  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
VVhen.many  long  revolving  years  are  run, 
A  hero  fhall  alcend  the  Britifh  throne, 
Whofe  numerous  triumphs  fhall  Augufla  gracCi 
In  .arms  renown'd,  ador'd  for  plenteou'  ptace. 
Beneath  his  Uyay  a  generous  youth  fhall  rife, 
With  virtues  bleft,  in  happy  councils  wife  ; 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  learning's  varinus  (lore. 
Commanding  arts,  yet  (trill  acquiring  more. 
He,  with  fuccefs,  fliall  enter  this  abode. 
And  nature  trace  in  paths  before  untrod; 
Tile  fmiling  offspring  from  her  womb  removCj 
And  with  her  entrails  glad  the  realms  above. 

O  youth  referv'd  by  more  aufpicious  fate, 
VVith  fam'd  improvements  tq  oblige  the  flat^ ! 
By  wars  impoveriiK'd,  Albion  mourns  no  more» 
Thy  well-wrought  mines  forbid  her  to  be  poor  i 
The  earth,  thy  great  exchequer,  ready  lies. 
Which  all  defcifl  of  failing  funds  fuppiies  ; 
Thou  (halt  a  nation's  prelTmg  wants  relieve, 
Not  war  can  lavifli  more  than  thou  canft  give. 

This,  Mackworth,  fixes  thy  immortal  name, 
The  mule's  darling,  and  the  boafl  of  fame  ; 
No  greater  virtues  on  record  fhall  ftand, 
Than  thus  with  arts  to  grace,  with  wealth  cnricM 
the  land. 
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Now  To  Pjean  fing  !  now  wreaths  prepare! 
And  with  repeated  Ics  fill  the  air  : 
The  prey  is  fall'n  in  my  fuccefsful  toils. 
My  artful  nets  cnclofe  the  lovely  fpoils: 
My  numbers  now,  ye  fmiling  lovers,  crown. 
And  make  your  poet  deathlefs  in  renown  : 
With  laOing  fame  my  verfe  fhall  be  inroll'd. 
And  I  prefcrr'd  to  all  the  bards  of  old. 
Thus  Paris  from  the  warlike  Spartans  bore 
Their  raviih'd  bride;   to  Ida's  diftant  fhore 
Vidlorious  Pelops  thus  in  triumph  drove 
Ihe  vanquifli'd  maid,  and  thus  enjoy'd  his  love. 
Stay,  eager  youth  !  your  bark's  but  under  fail! 
The  diftant  port  requires  a  profperons  gale. 
'  ris  not  enough  the  yielding  beauty's  found. 
And  with  my  aid  your  artful  paffion  cruwn'd; 
'1  he  conquclis  our  fuccefsful  conduiSl  gain'd. 
With  a-t  null  be  fecur'd,  by  arts  maintaln'd. 
The  gl  Ty's  more  to  guard,  than  win  the  prize j 
(here  all  the  toil  and  threatening  danger  lies. 
If  ever,  Cupid,  now  indulgent  prove, 
O  Venus!  aid;   thuu  charming  queen  of  love! 
Kind  lirato,  let  thy  aufpiciou^  name 
Infpire  the  work,  and  raifc  my  generous  flame* 
The  labour's  great  !  a  method  I  defign 
For  love;   and  will  tlie  fetter'd  god  confine  : 
'I'he  god  that  roves  the  fpacious  world  around. 
In  every  clime,  and  diltant  region  found ; 
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AA'ive  and  lig^t,  Ws  wings  elude  our  guard, 
And  to  confine  a  deity  is  hard  : 
His  gueft  from  flight  Minos  enclos'd  around, 
Yet  he  with  wing:s  a  daring  pafTajjje  found. 
TJius  Dsedalus  her  off"  pring  firil  confin'd  : 
Who  with  a  bull  in  lewd  embrace*  join'd  : 
Her  teeming  womb  the  horrid  crime  confcfs'd; 
Big  with  a  human  bull,  half  man,  htilf  beaft. 
Said  he,  jufi:  Minos,  beft  of  hrman-kind, 
Thy  mercy  let  a  proftrate  exile  find. 
By  fates  compt'll'd  my  native  fhnres  to  fly, 
Permit  me,  where  I  durfl  not  live,  to  die. 
Enlarge  my  fon,  if  you  negied.  my  tears, 
And  fhow  compaffion  to  his  blooming  years : 
Let  not  the  youth  a  long  confinement  mourn, 
Oh  free  the  fon,  or  let  liis  lire  return  1 
Thus  he  implnr'd,  but  ftill  implor'd  in  vain, 
Nor  could  the  freedom  that  he  fought,  obtain. 
Gonvinc'd  at  length  :   Now,  Dsdalus,  he  ciy'd, 
Here's  fubjedl  for  thy  art  that's  yet  untry'd, 
Minos  the  earth  commands,  and  guards  the  ica., 
No  j>afs  the  land  affords,  the  deep  no  way: 
Heaven's  only  free,    we'll  heaven's  aufpicious"J 

height  / 

Attempt  to  pafs,  where  kinder  f.ites  invite  !        C 
Favour,  ye  powers  above,  my  daring  flight;       J 
Misfortunes  oft  prove  to  invention  kind, 
Inflrutfl  our  wit,  and  aid  the  labouring  mind  : 
For  who  can  credit  men,  in  wild  defpair. 
Should  f  rce  a  paflage  through  the  yielding  air! 
Beathers  for  wings  defigii'd  the  artifi;  cKofe, 
And  bound  with  thread  his  forming  pinions  clofe  : 
With  tcmper'd  wax  the  pointed  ends  he  \vrought. 
And  to  perfe<ftion  his  new  labours  brought. 
The  finifh'd  wings  his  fmiling  offsprmg  views, 
Admires  the  work,  not  confcious  of  their  ufe  : 
To  whom  the  father  laid,  obferve  aright, 
Obferve,  my  Ton,  thefe  inllruments  of  flight. 
In  vain  the  tyrant  our  efcape  retards, 
The  heavens  he  cannot,  all  but  heaven  he  guards; 
Though  earth  and  feas  elude  thy  father's  care, 
Thefe   wings  fliall  waft  us  through  the  fpacious 

air. 
Nor  fliall 'my  fon  releftial  figns  furvey. 
Far  from  the  radiant  virgin  take  your  way  : 
Or  where  Bootes  the  chill'd  n^rth  commands, 
And  with  his  fauchion  dread  Orion  Hands; 
I!ll  go  before,  me  ftill  retain  in  fight, 
Where-e'er  i  lead,  fecurely  make  your  flight. 
For  fliDuld  we  upward  foar  too  near  the  (un, 
DilTnlv'd  with  heat,  the  liquid  wax  will  run  : 
Or  near  the  feas  an  humbler  flight  maintain. 
Our  plumes  will  fuffer  by  the  {teaming  main. 
A  medium  keep,  the  winds  obferve  aright  : 
The  winds  will  aid  your  advantageous  flight. 
He  caurion'd  thus,  and  thus  infurm'd  him  Jong, 
As  careful  birds  inltruvSl  their  tender  young  : 
The  fpreading  wings  then  to  his  Ihoulders  bound, 
His  body  pois'd,  and  rais'd  him  from  the  ground. 
Prepar'd  for  flight,  his  aged  arms  embrace 
The  tender  youth,  wiiillt  tears  o'erflow  his  face. 
A  hill  there  was,  from  whence  the  anxious  pair 
Effay'd  their  v/ings,  and  forth  they  launcii'd  io  air  : 
Now  his  expanded  plumes  the  artilt  plies, 
'IpLegai-Js  Uis  foi^,  and  leads  along  thg  Hiics; 
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Pleas'd  with  the  n'^velty  of  flight,  the  boy 
Bounds  in  the  air,  and  upwards  fprings  with  joy. 
The  angler  views  them  from  the  diftant  ftrand. 
And  quits  the  labours  of  his  trembling  hand, 
Samos  they  paf:^,  and  Naxos  in  their  flight. 
And  Delos,  with  Apollo's  prefence  bright. 
Now  on  their  right  Lebinthos'  frvores  they  foun<fj 
For  fruitful  lakes  and  fhady  groves  renown'd. 
When  the  afpiring  boy  forgot  his  fears, 
Rafli  with  hot  youth  and  inexperienc'd  years  s. 
Upwards  he  foar'd,  maintain'cL  a  lofty  flroite. 
And  his  direifting  father's  way  forfook. 
The  wax,  of  heat  impatient,  melted  run. 
Nor  could  his  wings  fullain  that  blaze  of  fun. 
From  heaven  he  views  the  fatal  depths  below, 
Whilit-  kilHng  fears  prevent  the  diftant  blow. 
His  ftrnggling  arms  now  no  afliflance  find, 
Norpoiic  the  ijody,  nor  receive  the  wind. 
Falling,  his  father  he  implores  in  vain. 
To  aid  his  flight,  and  unking  limbs  fuftain; 
His  naiwe  invoke*,  till  the  expiring  found 
Far  in  the  flsjods  with  Icarus  was  drown'd. 
The  parent  mourns,  a  parent  now  no  more. 
And  feeks  the  abfent  youth  on  every  fliorc  ; 
Where's  my  l)v'd  fon,  my  Icarus!  he  cries; 
Say  in  what  diftant  region  of  the  Ccies, 
Or  faithle^  clime,  the  youthful  wanderer  fli 
Then  view'd  his  pinions  fcatter'd  o'er  the  ftream,' 
The    fhore    his    bones    receiv'd,    the   wave*  144 

name. 
Minos  with  walls  attempted  to  detaiti 
His  flying  guefts,  but  did  attempt  in  vain  : 
Yet  the  wing'd  god  ftiall  to  our  rules  fubmit. 
And  Cupid  yield  to  more  prevailing  wit. 

Theflalian  arts  in  vain  rafli  lovers  ufe, 
In  vain  with  drugs  the  fcornful  maid  abufe: 
The  Ikilful'll  potions  inefiedtual  prove, 
Ufclefs  arc  magic  remedies  in  love  : 
Could  charms  prevail,  Circe  had  prov'd  her  art. 
And  found  Medea  fix'd  her  Jafon's  heart. 
Nor  tempt  with  philters  the  difdainful  dame; 
They  rage  irfpire,  create  a  frantic  flame: 
Abftain  from  guiit,  all  vicious  arts  remove. 
And  make  your  paffion  worthy  of  her  love. 
Diftruft  your  empty  form  and  boafted  face; 
1  he  nymph  engage  a  thoufand  nobler  wayi  j 
To  fix  her  var.quah'd  heart  entirely  thine, 
Accompliih'd  graces  to  y^  ur  native  join. 
Beauty's  but  frail,  a  charm  that  fooii  decays, 
Its  luftre  lades  as  rolling  years  increafe. 
And  age  ftill  triumphs  o'er  the  ruin'd  face. 
This  truth  the  fair  but  Ihort-liv'd  lily  fhows. 
And  prickles  that  furvive  the  faded  rofe. 
Learn,  lovely  boy,  be  with  inltru<5lion  wife  I 
Beauty  and  youth  mif-fi^icnt  are  pafl:  advice. 
Then  cultivate  thy  mind  with  wit  and  fame, 
Thofe  lafting  charms  furvive  the  funeral  flame. 

With  arts  and  fciences  your  breaft  improve. 
Of  high  import  are  languages  in  love  : 
The  fam'd  UlyflVs  was  not  fair  nor  young. 
But  eloquent  and  charming  with  his  tongue  : 
And  yet  for  him  contending  beauties  ftrove. 
And  every  fea-nymph  fought  the  hero's  love, 
Calypfo  mnurn'd  when  he  forfook  her  Ihores, 
And  v¥;tii  lund  waves  dctaia'd  his  h«ifty  oar*. 
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Oft  file  tnquir'd  of  ruln'd  Tllum's  fate, 
Making  him  oft  the  wondrous  tale  relate  ; 
Which  with  fuch  grace  his  florid  tongue  could 

frame, 
The  ftory  ftiil  was  new,  though  ftill  the  fame. 
Now  {landing  on  the  (hores,  again  declare, 
Calypfo  cry'd,  your  fam'd  exploits  in  war. 
He  with  a  wand,  a  flender  wand  he  bore, 
Delineates  every  a<ftion  on  the  fhore. 
Here's  Troy,  fays  he,  then  draws  the  walls  in  fand  : 
There  Simois  flow^s,  here  my  battalions  (land. 
A  field  there  was,  (and  then  defcribes  the  field) 
"Where  Dolon,  with  rewards  deceiv'd,  we  kill'd. 
Juft  thusentrench'd  imagine  Rhefus  lies, 
And  here  we  make  his  warlike  fleeds  our  prize. 
Much  he  defcrib'd,  when  a  deftrudive  wave 
Wafh'd  off  the  flender  Troy,  and  roiling  gave 
To  Rhefus  and  his  tents  one  common  grave. 
Long  with  delight  his  charming  tongue  (he  heard, 
The  well-rais'd  paffion  in  her  lonks  appear'd: 
The  goddefs  weeps  to  view  his  fpreading  fails, 
So  much  a  foldier  with  the  fex  prevails. 
Diftruft  tliy  form,  fond  youth,  and  learn  to  know. 
There's  more  req'ir'd  in  love  than  empty  fhow. 
With  juft  difdain  Hie  treats  the  haughty  mind, 
'Tis  complaifance  that  makes  a  beauty  kind. 
The  hawk  we  hate  that  always  lives  in  arms, 
The  raging  wolf  that  every  flock  alarms  : 
But  the  mild  fwallow  none  with  toils  infefts, 
And  none  the  foft  Chaonian  bird  molefcs. 
Debates  avoid,  and  rude  contention  ftiun; 
A  woman'*  with  fubmiflivc  language  won. 
Let  the  wife  rail,  and  injur'd  hufband  fwear. 
Such  freedoms  are  allow'd  the  marry'd  pair  : 
Difcord  and  ftrife  to  nuptial  beds  belong. 
The  portion  juftifies  a  clamorous  tongue. 
With  tender  vows  the  yielding  maid  endear, 
And  let  her  only  Cghs  and  wifhes  hear. 
Contrive  with  words  and  adi'-ns  to  delight. 
Still  charm  her  ear,  and  flill  oblige  her  fight. 

I  no  inftriidions  to  the  rich  impart, 
He  needs  not,  that  preftnts,  my  ufelefs  art : 
The  giving  lover's  handfome,  valiant,  wife, 
His  happy  fortune  is  above  advice. 
I  to  the  needy  fing  ;  though  poor,  I  love. 
And,  wanting    wealth,  with   melting  language 

move. 
His  honour  ftorms  a  ftubborn  damfel's  door  ; 
I'm  cautious  to  affront,  becaufe  I'm  poor. 
With  pleafing  arts  I  court,  with  arts  pofTefs ; 
Or  if  I'm  bounteous,  'tis  in  promifes. 
Enrag'd,  I  ruffled  once  €orinna's  hair. 
Long  was  I  banifh'd  by  the  injur'd  fair  ; 
Long  mournful  nights  for  this  confum'd  alone, 
>Jcr  could  my  tears  the  furious  maid  atone. 
Weeping,  flie  vow'd,  a  fuit  of  point  I  tore  ; 
Palfcly  fhe  vow'd,  but  I  muft  purchafe  more, 
^ake  not  your  guilty  matter's  crime  your  owp, 
But  by  my  puniihmcnt  my  error  fliun ; 
Indecent  fury  from  her  fight  remove, 
Vo  pafTion  let  your  miflrefs  know,  but  love. 

Yet  if  the  haughty  nymph's  unkind  and  coy. 
Or  fhuns  your  fight ;  have  patience,  and  enjoy. 
By  flow  degrees  we  bend  the  ftubborn  bow  ; 
What  force  refifts,  with  art  v/ill  pliant  grow. 


In  vain  we  ftem  a  torrent's  rapid  force, 

But  fwim  with  eafe,  complying  with  its  courfe> 

By  gentler  arts  we  favage  beafts  reclaim, 

And  lions,  bulls,  and  furious  tigers  tame. 

Fiercely  Atlanta  o'er  the  foreft  rov'd, 

Cruel  and  wild,  and  yetatlaft  fhe  lov'd. 

Melanion  long  deplor'd  his  hopelefs  flame. 

And,  weeping  in  the  woods,  purfued  the  fcornfnl 

dame: 
On  his  fubmiflive  neck  her  toils  he  wore, 
And  with  his  miftrefs  chas'd  the  dreadful  boar. 
Arm'd  to  the  woods  I  bid  you  not  repair, 
Nor  follow  over  hills  the  favage  fair : 
My  foft  injundlions  lefs  fevere  you'll  find, 
Eafy  to  learn,  and  fram'd  to  every  mind. 
Her  wiflies  never,  nor  her  will  withftand ; 
Submit,  you  conquer;  ferve,  and  you'll  command. 
Her  words  approve,  deny  what  fhe  denies ;  [pife  : 
Like,  where  flie  likes;  and  where  fhe  fcorns,  def- 
Laugh  when   flie  fmiles  :  when  fad,  diffolve  in 

tears; 
Let  every  gefture  fympathize  with  hers. 
If  fhe  delights,  as  women  will,  in  play. 
Her  flakes  return,  your  ready  lofings  pay. 
When  (he's  at  cards,  or  rattling  dice  fhe  throws. 
Connive  at  cheats,  and  gencroufly  lofe. 
A  fmiling  winner  let  the  nymph  remain. 
Let  your  pleas'd  miftrefs  every  conqueft  gain. 
In  heat,  with  an  umbrello  ready  ftand; 
When  walking,  offer  your  officious  hand. 
Her  trembling  hands,  though  you  fuftain  the  cold, 
Chcrilh,  and  to  your  warmer  bofom  hold. 
Think  no  inferior  office  a  difgrace  ; 
No  a(Sion,  that  a  miftrefs  gains,  is  bafe. 
The  hero  that  eluded  Juno's  fpite. 
And  every  monfter  overcame  in  fight ; 
That  paft  fo  many  bloody  labours  o'er,         [bore  : 
And  well   deferv'd  that  heav'n   whofe  weight  he 
Amidd  Ionian  damfels  carding  ftands. 
And  grafpsthe  diftaflfwith  obedient  hands; 
In  all  commands  the  haughty  dame  obeys; 
And  who  difdains  to  adt  like  Hercules  ? 
If  fhe's  at  law,  be  fure  commend  the  laws. 
Solicit  with  the  judge,  or  plead  her  caufe. 
With  patience  at  the  aflignation  wait, 
Early  appear,  attend  her  comiiig  late. 
Whene'er  fhe  wants  a  mefl"enger,  away. 
And  her  commands  with  flying  feetobey. 
When  late  from  fupper  fhe's  returning  home. 
And  calls  her  fervant,  as  a  fervant  come. 
She  for  the  country  air  retires  from  town. 
You  want  a  coach,  or  horfe,  why,  foot  it  down. 
Let  not  the  fultry  feafon  of  the  year. 
The  falling  fnows,  or  conllant  rain  deter. 
Love  is  a  warfare;   an  ignoble  floth 
Seems  equally  contemptible  in  both  : 
In  bo^h  are  watchings,  duels,  anxious  cares. 
The  foldier  thus,  and  thus  the  lover  fares  ; 
With  rain  he's  drench'd,  with  piercing  tempefta 

fhakes. 
And  on  the  colder  earth  his  lodging  takes. 
Fame  fays  that  Phoebus  kept  Admetus'  herd; 
And  coarfely  in  an  humble  cottage  far'd  ; 
No  fervile  offices  the  god  deny'd  ; 
Learn  this  ye  lovers,  and  senounce  your  prid^ 
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when  all  excefs  is  to  your  tniftrefs  hard, 
When  every  door  fecur'd,  and  window  barr'd  ; 
The  roof  untile,  fome  defperate  paffage  find  : 
You  cannot  be  too  bold  to  make  her  kind  : 
Oh,  how  flie'U  clafp  you  when  the  danger's  o'er, 
And  value  yourdeierving  paffion  more  ! 
Thus  through  the  boifterous  feas  Leander  niov'd, 
Not  to  poffefs,  but  Ihow  how  much  he  lov'd. 

Nor  blufliing  think  how  low  you  condefcend 
To  court  her  maids,  and  make  each  flave  your 

friend  : 
Each  by  their  names  familiarly  falute, 
And  beg  them  to  promote  your  amorous  fuit. 
Perhaps  a  bribe's  requir'd;  your  bounty  fliow, 
And  from  your  flendcr  fortune  part  beflovv. 
A  double  bribe  the  chamber-maid  fecures; 
And  when  the  favourite's  gain'd,  the  fair  isyour's. 
She'll  add,  to  every  thing  you  do,  a  grace, 
And  watch  the  wanton  hours,  and  time  her  praife. 
When  fervants  merry  make,  and  feaft  and  play, 
Then  give  her  foniething  to  keep  holiday. 
Retain  them  every  one,  the  porter  moft. 
And  her  who  nightly  guards  the  happy  coaft. 

I  no  profufe  nor  coftly  gifts  commend. 
But  choofe  and  time  it  well,  whate'er  you  fend. 
Provide  the  produdl  of  the  early  year. 
And  let  your  boy  the  rural  prefent  bear  ; 
Tell  her  'twas  frefti,  and  from  your  manor  brought, 
Though  dale,  and  in  the  fuburb  market  bought; 
The  firfl:  ripe  clufter  let  your  niiftrefs  eat. 
With  chefnuts,  melons,  and  fair  peaches  treat; 
Some  larger  fifli,  or  choicer  fowl  prefent. 
They  recommend  your  paffion,  where  they're  fent. 
'Tis  with  thefe  arts  the  childlefs  mifer's  caught. 
Thus  future  legacies  are  bafely  bought  : 
But  may  his  name  with  infamy  be  curft, 
That  pradlis'd  them  on  love,  and  woman  firft  1 

In  tender  fonnets  moft  your  flame  rehcarfe. 
But  who,  alas  !  of  late  are  mov'd  by  verfe  ? 
,tVomcn  a  wealthy-treating  fool  admire. 
Applaud  your  wit,  but  coiUy  gifts  requite. 
This  is  the  golden  age,  all  worlhip  gold. 
Honours  are  purchas'd,  love  and  beauty  fold  : 
Should  Homer  come  with  his  harmonious  train, 
And  not  prefent.  Homer's  turn'd  out  again. 
Some  of  the  fex  have  fenfe,  their  number's  fmall ; 
Mofl  ignorant,  yet  vain  pretenders  all  : 
Flatter  aright,  ftnooth  empty  ftanzas  fend  ; 
They  feldom  fenfe,  but  found  and  rhyme  commend. 
Should  you  with  art  compofe  each  polifn'd  line, 
And  make  her,  like  your  numbers,  all  divine  : 
Yet  {he'll  a  treat,  or  worthlefs  toy  prefer 
To  all  th'  immortal  poet's  boafted  care. 

But  he  that  covets  to  retain  her  heartj 
Let  him  apply  his  flattery  with  art ; 
With  lading  raptures  on  her  beauty  gaze. 
And  make  her  form  the  fubjecft  of  his  praife. 
Purple  commend,  when  {he's  in  purple  drefs'd ; 
In  fcarlet,  fwear  ftie  looks  in  fcarlet  beft  : 
Array'd  in  gold,  her  graceful  mien  adore, 
Vowing  thofe  eyes  tranluend  the  fparkling  ore. 
With  prudence  place  cacli  compliment  aright, 
Though  clad  in  crape,  let  hi.mtly  crape  delight. 
In  forted  colours,  praife  a  vary'd  drefs; 
in  night-clothes,  or  conim  -de,  1st  either  pleafe. 


Or  when  (he  combs,  or  when  (lie  curls  her  hair. 
Commend  her  curious  art  and  gal!ant  air. 
Singing,  her  voice,  dancing,  her  ftep  adnnre, 
Applaud  when  fhe  defitt's,  and  ftill  defire  : 
I-et  all  her  words  and  actions  wonder  raife, 
View  her  with  raptures,  and  with  raptures  praife* 
Fierce  as  Medufa  though  your  miftrefs  provtr, 
Thefe  arts  will  teach  the  ftubhorn  beauty  love. 

Be  cautious  lefl  you  over-aft  your  part. 
And  temper  your  hypocrify  with  arc  : 
Let  no  falfe  acSion  give  your  words  the  lie. 
For,  uiideceiv'd  fhe's  ever  after  fliy, 
In  autumn  oft,  when  tbe  luxurious  year 
Purples  the  grape,  and  Ihows  the  vintage  near; 
V/hen  fultry  heats,  v/hen  colder  blafts  arife. 
And  bodies languifh  with  inconftant  Ikies: 
If  vitious  heaven  infe(9:s  her  tender  veins, 
And  in  her  tainted  blood  fome  fever  reigns ; 
Then  your  kind  vows,  your  pious  care  beftow, 
The  bleflings  you  expedt  to  reap,  then  fow  ; 
Think  nothing  naufeous  in  her  loath'd  difeafe,      , 
But  with  your  ready  hand  contrive  to  pleafe  : 
Weep  in  her  fight,  then  fonder  kilTes  give. 
And  let  her  burning  lips  your  tears  receive. 
Much  for  her  fafety  vow,  but  louder  fpeak. 
Let  the  nymph  hear  the  lavilh  vows  you  make. 
As  health  returns,  fo  let  your  joys  appear. 
Oft  fmile  with  hope,  and  oft  confefs  your  fear. 
This  in  her  brealt  remains,  thefe  pleafing  charms 
Secure  a  paffage  to  her  grateful  arms. 
Reach  nothing  naufeous  to  her  tafte  or  fight, 
Officious  only  when  you  moft  delight : 
Nor  bitter  draughts,  nor  hated  medicines  give: 
Let  her  from  rivals  what  fhe  loaths  receive. 
Thofe  profperous  winds  that  launch'd  our  barl; 

from  fliore, 
When  out  at  fea  affift  its  courfe  no  more  : 
Time  will  your  knowledge  in  our  art  improve. 
Give  ftrength  and  vigour  to  your  forming  love* 
The  dreadful  bull  was  but  a  calf,  when  young  j 
The  lofty  oak  but  from  an  acorn  fprung: 
From  narrow  fprings  the  nobleft  currents  flow. 
But  fwell  their  flo'  ds,  and  fpread  them  as  thty  g9o 
Be  converfant  with  love,  no  toils  refufe. 
And  conquer  all  fatigues  with  frequent  ufe. 
Still  let  her  hear  your  figns,  your  paffion  view. 
And  night  and  day  the  flying  maid  purfue. 
i  Then  paufe  a  v/hile ;  by  fallow  fields  we  gain  ; 
A  thirlly  foil  receives  the  welcome  rain. 
Phyllis  was  calm  while  with  Dcmophoon  blefs'dj 
His  aMence  wounded  moft  her  raging  breaft  : 
Thus  his  chafte  confort  for  Ulylfes  burn'd. 
And  Laodamia  thus  her  abfcnt  hufband  mourn'd; 
With  fpeed  return,  you're  ruin'd  by  delays, 
Some  happy  youth  may  foon  fupply  your  place. 
When  Sparta's  prince  was  from  his  Helen  gone. 
Could  Helen  be  content  to  lie  alone  ? 
She  in  his  bed  receiv'd  her  a:norou3  gueft, 
And  nightly  clafp'd  hini  to  hei  panting  breaft. 
Unthinking  cuckold,  to  a  proverb  blind  1 
What,  truft  a  beau  and  a  fair  wife  behind  I 
Let  furious  hawks  thy  trembling  turtles  keep. 
And  to  the  mountain  wolves  commit  thy  (heep^ 
Helen  is  guiltlefs,  and  her  lover's  crime 
But  what  yourfelf  vyould  ad  another  time  J  ^ 
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The  youth  was  preffing,  the  dull  hufband  gone, 
Let  every  woman  make  the  cafe  her  own  : 
Who  could  a  prince,  by  Venus  fent,  refufe  ? 
The  cuckold'c  negligence  is  her  excufe. 

But  not  the  foaming  boar  whom  fpears  fur 
round. 
Revenging  on  the  dogs  his  mortal  wound, 
Kor  lionefs,  whofe  young  receive  the  breaft. 
Nor  viper  by  unwary  footfteps  preft; 
Nor  drunkard  by  th'  Aonian  god  poffeft, 
Tranfcend  the  woman's  rage,  by  fury  led, 
To  find  a  rival  in  her  injur'd  bed. 
Wirh  fire  and  fword  (he  flies,  the  frantic  dame 
Difdains  the  thoughts  of  tendernefs  or  ftiame. 
Her  offspring's  blood  enrag'd  Medea  fpilt, 
A  cruel  mother,  for  the  father's  guilt. 
And  Progne's  unrelenting  fury  proves. 
That  dire  revenge  purfutsnegleiSted  loves. 
Where  facred  ties  of  honour  are  deftroy'd, 
Such  errors  cautious  lovers  muft  avoid. 
Think  not  my  precepts  conftancy  enjoin, 
Venns  avert!  far  nobler'smy  defign. 
At  large  enpy, conceal  your  paffion  wellj, 
Nor  ufe  the  modifli  vanity  to  tell : 
Avoid  prefentiiig  of  fufpccfled  toys, 
Nor  to  an  hour  confine  your  varied  joys  ;.. 
JDefert  the  ftiades  you  did  frequent  before. 
Nor  make  them  confcious  to  a  new  amour. 
The  nymph,  when  ftie  betrays,  difdains  your  guilt. 
And,  by  fuch  falfehood  taught,  {he  learns  to  jilt. 
While  with  a  wife  Atrides  liv'd  content, 
Their  loves  were  mutual,  and  Ihe  innocent  : 
But  v-fhen  inflam'd  with  every  charming  face, 
Her  lewdnefs  ftill  maintain'd  an  equal  pace. 
6hryfes,  as  fame  had  told  her,  pray'd  in  vain, 
Nor  could  by  gifts  his  captive  girl  obtain; 
Mournful  Brifcis,  thy  complaints  fhe  heard. 
And  how  his  lull  the  tedious  war  deferr'd. 
This  tamely  heard,  but  with  refeniment  view'd 
The  viftor  by  his  beauteous  flave  fubdued  : 
With  rage  fhe  faw  her  own  negledted  charms, 
And  took  .^gifthus  to  her  injur'd  arms. 
To  lull  and  fliame  by  his  example  led, 
Who  durft.fo  openly  profane  her  bed. 

What  you  coijceal,  her  more  obferving  eye  T 
Perhaps  betrays  :  with  oaths  the  fad  deny;  > 
And  boldly  give  her  jealoufy  the  lie;  J 

Not  too  fubmiflive  feem,  nor  over-kind ; 
Thefe  are  the  fymptomsof  a  guilty  mind  : 
But  no  careffes,  no  endearments  fpare. 
Enjoyment  pacifies  the  angry  fair. 
There  are,  that  ftrong  provoking  potions  praifc, 
And  nature  with  pernicious  medicines  raife  : 
Nor  drugs,  nor  herbs,  will  what  you  fancy  prove, 
And  I  pronounce  them  poifonous  all  in  love. 
Some  pepper  bruis'd  with  feeds  of  nettles  join, 
And  clary  fteep  in  bowls  of  mellow  wine  i 
Venus  is  moft  averfe  to'forc'd  delights, 
Extorted  flames  pollute  her  genial  rites  ; 
With  fifhes  fpawn  thy  feeble  nerves  recruit. 
And  with  eringo's  hot  falacious  root  : 
The  goddefs  worfhip'd  by  th'  Erycian  fwains 
Mejgara's  white  fhallot,  fo  faint,  difdains. 
New  eggs  they  take,  and  honey's  liquid  juice, 
^nd  lei;ve6  and  apples  of  the  pine  icfur?. 


Prefcribe  no  more,  my  mufe,  nor  tnedicJnes  gfve^ 
Beauty  and  youth  need  no  provocative. 

You  that  conceal'dyour  fecret  crimes  before. 
Proclaim  them  now,  now  publifh  each  amour. 
Nor  tax  me  with  inconftancy  ,  we  find 
The  driving  bark  requires  a  veering  wind  : 
Now  northern  blafts  we  court,  now  fouthern  galas. 
And  every  point  befriends  our  (hifted  fails. 
Thus  chariot-drivers  with  a  flowing  rein 
Diredl  their  fteeds,  then  curb  them  in  again. 
Indulgence  oft  corrupts  the  faithlefs  dame. 
Secure  from  rivals  ftie  negleils  your  flame : 
The  mind  without  variety  is  cloy'd. 
And  naufeates  pleafure^s  it  has  long  enjoy'd. 
But  as  a  fire,  whofe  wafted  ftrength  declines, 
Converts  to  afties,  and  but  faintly  fliines ; 
When   fulphur's   brought,   the  fpreading  flames 

return, 
And  glowing  embers  with  frefli  fury  burn  : 
A  rival  thus  th'  ungrateful  maid  reclaims. 
Revives  defire,  and  feeds  her  dying  flames: 
Oft  make  her  jealous,  give  your  fondnefs  o'er. 
And  teaze  her  often  with  fome  new  amour. 
Happy,  thrice  happy  youth,  with  pleafures  bleft, ' 
Too  great,  too  exquifite  »o  be  expreft. 
That  view'ft  the  anguifh  of  her  jealous  breaft  ' 
Whene'er  thy  guilt  the  flighted  beauty  knows. 
She  fwoons ;   her  voice,  and  then  her  colour  goes. 
Oft  would  my  furious  nymph,  in  burning  rage, 
Aflault  my  locks,  and  with  her  nails  engage  ; 
Then  how  ftie'd  weep,  what  piercing  glances  caft  [ 
And  \cvr  to  hate  the  perjur'd  wretch  at  laft. 
I<et  not  your  miftrefs  long  your  falfehood  mourn  ; 
Negleded  fondnefs  will  to  fury  turn. 
But  kindly  clafp  her  in  your  aims  again, 
And  on  your  breaft. her  droopii\g  head  fuftaln  ; 
Whilft  weeping  kifs,  amidft:  her  tears  enjoy. 
And  with  excefs  of  blifs  her  rage  deftroy. 
Let  her  awhile  lament,  awhile  complain, 
Then  die  with  pleafure,  as  flie  dy'd  with  pain. 
Enjoyment  cures  her  with  its  powerful  charms, 
She'll  fign  a  pardon  in  your  adtive  arms. 

Firft  nature  lay  an  undigefted  mafs, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  wore  one  common  face? 
Then  vaulted  heaven  was  frani'd,  waves  earth  in-. 

clos'd  ; 
And  chaos  was  in  beauteous  form  difpos'd ; 
The  beafts  inhabit  woods,  the  birds  the  air. 
And  to  the  floods  the  fcaly  fry  repair. 
Mankind  alone  enjoy'd  no  certain  place, 
On  rapine  liv'd,  a  rude  unpolifli'd  race  : 
Caves  were  their  houfes,  herbs  their  food  and  bed^ 
Whilft  each  a  favage  from  the  other  fled. 
Love  firft  difarm'd  the  fiercenefs  of  their  mind, 
And  in  one  bed  the  men  and  women  join'd. 
The  youth  was  eager,  but  umwill'd  in  joy, 
Nor  was  the  uncxperienc'd  virgin  coy  ! 
They  knew  no  courtftiip,  no  inftrudtor  found,        ' 
Yet  they  enjoy'd,  and  blefs'd  the  pleafing  wouni 
The  birds  with  conforts  propagate  their  kind, 
And  fporting  fifli  their  finny  beauties  find  : 
In  amorous  folds  the  wanton  ferpents  twine. 
And  dogs  with  their  falacious  females  join. 
The  lufty  bull  delights  his  friiking  dames. 
And  sao:ji  kfcivigui  goat  her  mils  in^ames* 
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Marei  furious  grow  with  love,  their  boundaries 
,    f'lrce,  j    [h6rfc. 

Plunging  through  Waves   to  meet   the  neighing 
Go  on,  brave  youth,  thy  generous  vigour  try, 
To  the  refenting  maid  this  charm  ap]ply  : 
Liovc's  foftening  pleafui^cs  every  grief  relnove, 
There's  nothing  that  can  make  your  peace  like  love. 
Prom  drugs  and  philtres  no  redrefs  you'll  find. 
But  narure  wi'h  youi-  miftref*  will  be  itind. 
The  love  that's  unconftrain'd  will  long  endure, 
Machaon's  art  was  falfe,  but  mine  is  fare. 

Whilft  thus  I  fung,  inflam'd  with  nobler  fire, 
I  heard  the  great  Apollo's  tuneful  lyre; 
His  hand  a  branch  1  f  fpread'nj;  laurel  bore. 
And  f>n  his  head  a  lairrel  wreath  he  wore; 
Around,  he  caft  diffufive  rays  of  light, 
Confefling  all  the  god  to  human  fight, 
'I'hou  maftcr  of  lafcivious  arts,  he  laid. 
To  my  frequented  fane  thy  pupils  lead  : 
And  there  infcribe  in  characfters  of  gold, 
This  celebrated  fentence  y-u'll  behold. 
Firft  know  yourfelf  ;  who  to  himfelf  is  known. 
Shall  love  with  conduct,  and  his  wilhes  crown. 
Where  nature  has  a  handfome  face  beftow'd, 
Or  graceful  (hape,  let  both  be  often  fhow'd  : 
Let  men  of  wit  and  humour  filence  Ihuti, 
The  artift  fing,  and  foldier  blufter  on  : 
Of  I'lng  harangues,  ye  eloquent,  take  heed, 
Kor  thy  damn'd  works,  thou  teazing  poet,  read. 
Thus  Phoebus  fpake  :  A  juft  obedience  give. 
And  thefe  injundions  from  a  god  receive. 

I  myfteries  unfold  ;  to  my  advi'ce 
Attend,  ye  vulgar  lovers,  and  grow  wife. 
The  thriving  grain  in  harveft  often  fails  : 
Oft  profp'rous  winds  turn  adverfe  to  bur  faiJs : 
Few  are  the  pleafures,  though  the  toils  are  great : 
With  patience  muft  fubmiflive  lovers  wait. 
What  hares  on  Athos,  bees  on  Hybla  feed. 
Or  berries  on  the  circling  ivy  breed  ; 
As  fhells  on  fandy  fliores,  as  Oars  above. 
So  numerous  are  the  fure  fatigues  of  love. 
The  lady's  gone  abroad,  you're  told  ;  though  feeh, 
Diftruft  your  eyes,  believe  her  not  within. 
Her  lodgings  on  the  promis'd  night  are  clofe ; 
Refent  it  not,  but  oh  the  earth  repofe. 
Her  maid  will  cry,  with  an  infulting  tone, 
What  makes  you  faunter  here  ?  you  fot,  be  gone. 
With  moving  words  the  cruel  nymph  entteat. 
And  place  your  garland  on  the  bolted  gate. 
Why  do  I  light  and  vulgar  precepts  ufe  ? 
A  nobler  fubjetft  now  infpires  my  mufe  : 
Approaching  joys  I  fing;  ye  youths  draw  neir, 
L,iften  yt  happy  lover's  and  give  ear  : 
The  labour's  great,  and  daring  is  my  fong, 
iabours  and  great  attempts  to  love  belong. 
As  from  the  facred  oracles  of  Jove 
Receive  thefe  grand  rayfteiious  truths  In  love. 
JLook  down  when  fhe  the  ogling  fpark  invites, 
Nor  touch  the  confcious  tablets  when  fhe  writeS. 
Appear  not  jealous,  though  flie's  much  from  home, 
JLet  her  at  pleafure  go,  unqueflion'd  come. 
This  crafty  hufbands  to  their  wives  permit, 
And  leatn,  when  Ihe's  engag'd,  to  wink  at  it. 
I  my  own  frailties  modeftly  cunfefs; 
And,  blufliing,  give  thofs  precepts  I  tranfgreft; 
Vol.  VII. 


Shall  I,  with  patience,  the  known  JGgnal  hear. 
Retire,  and  leave  a  happy  rival  there  ! 
What !  tamely  fufFer  the  provoking  wrong, 
And  be  afraid  to  ufe  my  hands  or  tengue ! 
Corinna's  hufband  kifs'd  her  in  mv  fight ; 
I  beat  the  faucy  fool,  and  feiz'd  my  right. 
I  like  a  fury  for  my  nymph  engage, 
And  like  a  madman,  when  I  mifs  her,  rage. 
My  paflion  dill  prevails,  convinc'd  I  yield  1 
He  that  fubmits  to  this  is  better  (kill'd. 
•    Expofe  not,  thouj^h  you  find  her  guilty  flame, 
Left  Ihe  abandon  mode  ty  and  fhame  : 
Conceal  her  faults,  no  fecret  crimes  upbraid  ; 
Nothing's  fo  fond  as  a  fulpedled  maid, 
Difcov?r'd  love  increafes  with  defpair, 
When  both  alike  the  guilt  and  fcandal  (hare: 
All  fenfe  of  modefby  they  lofe  in  time, 
Whilft  each  encourages  the  other's  crime. 
,    In  heaven  this  (lory's  fam'd  above  the  reft, 
Amongft  th'  immortal  drolls  a  ftanding  jeft  : 
How  Vulcan  two  tranfgrefiing  lovers  caught, 
And  every  god  a  pleas'd  fpeiflafor  brought. 
Great  Mars  for  Venus  felt  a  guilty  flame, 
Negledlcd  war,  and  ovvn'd  a  lover's  name ; 
To  his  defires  the  Queen  'T  Love  inclin'd ; 
No  nymph  in  heaven's  fo  willing,  none  fo  kind. 
Oft  the  lafcivious  fair,  with  fcornful  pride. 
Would  Vulcan's  foot  and  f  oty  hands  deride, 
Yet  both  with  decency  their  paflion  bore, 
And  modeft^ly  conceal'd  the  clofe  amour. 
But  by  the  fun  betray'd  in  their  embrace,  "J 

(For  what  efcapes  the  fan's  obferving  rays  .'J      C 
He  told  th'  affronted  god  of  his  difgrace.  j 

Ah  foolilh  fun  !  and  much  unflcill'd  in  lov« 
Thou  haft  an  ill  example  fet  above  ! 
Never  a  fair  offending  nymph  betray, 
she'll  gratefillly  oblige  you  every  way  ; 
The  crafty  fpoufe  around  his  bed  prepares 
Nets  that  deceive  the  eye,  and  fecret  fnares  : 
A  j.  urney  feigns,  th'  impatient  lovers  met, 
And  naked  were  expos'd  in  VulcanS  net. 
The  gods  deride  the  criminals  in  chains. 
And  fcarce  front  tears  the  Queen  of  L^ve  re- 
frains : 
Nor  could  her  hands  conceal  her  guilty  face. 
She  wants  that  cover  for  another  place. 
To  furly  Mars  a  gay  fpedlator  fhid, 
Why  fo  uneafy  in  that  envy'd  bed  f 
Go  me  transfer  your  chains  ;  I'll  freely  come 
For  your  rcleafe,  and  fuffer  in  your  room. 
At  length,  kind  Neptune,  freed  by  thy  defires, 
lytars  goes  for  Crete,  to  Paphos  fhe  retires. 
Their  loves  augmented  with  revengeful  fire*  : 
Now  converfant  with  infamy  and  (hame, 
They  fet  ho  b«unds  to  their  licentious  flame. 
Bxit  honeft  Vulcan,  what  was  thy  pretcnte, 
To  ct&.  fo  much  unlike  a  god  of  fenfe  .' 
They  fin  in  public,  you  the  fhame  repen% 
Convinc'd  that  loves  increafe  with  punifament. 
Though  in  your  power,  a  rival  ne'er  expofe. 
Never  his  intercepted  joys  difclofe  : 
This  I  command,  Venus  commands  the  fame, 
Who  hates  the  fnares  fhe  once  fullain'd  with  (hamij. 

What  impious  wretch  will  Ceres'  rites  ^xj^'ofc, 
Qr  Juno's  foleain  myfteries  dil'clofe  ! 
3C 
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His  witty  torments  Tantalus  deferves 

That  thirds  in  wave=.and  viewing  banquets  ftarves. 

But  Vf-nus  moft  in  fecrecy  delights ; 

Away,  ye  bablers,  from  her  filent  rites'. 

No  pomp  her  myfteries  attends,  no  noife  ! 

No  founding  brafs  proclaims  the  latent  joys'. 

With  folded  arms  tlu  happy  pair  poffcfs,  T 

Nor  (hould  the  fond  betraying  tongue  confefs     V 

Thofe  raptures   'vhich  no  language  can  exprefs.  J 

When  naked  Venus  caft  her  rcbe";  afide. 

The  parts  obfcene  her  hands  extended  hide: 

No  girl  on  propagating  hearts  will  gaze, 

But  hangs  her  head,  and  turns  away  her  face. 

We  darken'd  beds  and  doors  for  love  provide; 

What  nature  cannot,  decent  habits  hide. 

Love  darkncfs  courts,  at  moft  a  glimmering  light, 

To  raife  our  joy-s,  and  juft  <.blige  the  fight. 

Ere  hai<py  men  bKneath  a  roof  were  laid, 

Whei   oaks  provided  them  with  food  and  fhade  ; 

Soreip  glocmy  cave  receiv'd  the  wanton  pair; 

For  light  too  modeft,  and  ur.ftiuded  air  ! 

From  public  view  they  decently  retir'd, 

.And  fecre:lv  perform  d  what  love  infpir'd. 

Now  icatce  a  niodifb  fop  about  the  town. 

But  boaft    with  whom,  how  oft,  and  where  'twas 

dore ; 
They  tafte  no  pleafure,  relifti  no  delight, 
Til'    hey  recount  what  pafs'd  the  hapjy  night. 
But  men  <"f  honour  always  thought  it  bafe. 
To  ^ri'ftitute  each  kinder  nymi'h's  embrace: 
'J'o  blafl.  her  fame,  and  vainly  hurt  his  own, 
And  fiirnifh  fcandal  for  a  lewd  lampoon. 
And  here  I  muft  fome  guilty  arts  accufe,  "^ 

And  difingenuous  fhifts  that  lovers  ufe,  > 

To  wroiig  the  chafte,  and  -.nnocent  abufe.  J 

When  long  repuls'd,  they  find  iheir  courtfhip  vain, 
Her  charader  with  infamy  they  ftain  :  ■ 
Deny'd  her  perfon,  they  debsuch  her  fame. 
And  brand  her  innocence  wih  public  fhame. 
Go,  jealous  fool,  the  injur'd  beauty  guard, 
Let  every  door  be  lock'd,  and  window  barr'd  ! 
The  fulfering  nymph  remains  expos'd  to  wrong; 
Her  nanif'sa  proftitute  to  every  tongue: 
For  malire  will  with  joy  the  lie  receive, 
Report,  and  what  it  wifhes  true,  believe. 

V.'ith  care  conceal  whatc'er  defedrs  you  find, 
To  all  her  faults  feem  like  a  lover  blind. 
Naked  Andromeda  when  Perfeus  view'd, 
1  le  faw  htr  faults,  but  yet  pronounc'd  them  good. 
Andromache  was  tali,  yet  fome  report 
Her  Medlor  was  fo  blind,  he  thought  her  (hort. 
At  nrft  what's  naufeous,  leffcns  by  degrees, 
Young  loves  are  nice,  and  difficult  to  pieafe. 
The  .infant  plant,  that  bears  a  tender  rind. 
Reels  to  antl  fro  with  every  breath  of  wind : 
But  Jhooting  upward  to  a  tree  at  laft, 
-  It  ftcms  the  ftorm,  and  braves,the  f-iongeft  blalV. 
"Jime  will  defedls  and  blenjiflies  endear. 
And  make  them  lovely  to  your  eyes  appear  : 
Unufual  fcenis  at  firft  may  give  offence ; 
Time  reconciles  them  to  the  vanquifh'd  fcnfe  : 
Her  vices  foften  with  feme  kinder  phrafe ; 
tf  ftie  is  fwar;hy  as  the  negro  s  face 
Call  it  a  graceful  brovrn,  and  that 
praife. 
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The  ruddy  lafs  mull  be  like  Venus  fair. 

Or  like  Minerva  that  ha?  yelK  w  hair. 

If  pale  and  meagre,  praife  her  (hape  and  youth, 

Aftive  when  fmall,  when  grofs  fhe's  plump   and 

fmooth. 
Every  excefs  by  foftening  terms  difguife. 
And  in  fome  neighbouring  virtue  hide  each  vice. 

Nor  afk  her  age,  onfult  no  regifter. 
Under  whofe  reign  (he's  born,  or  what's  the  yearf 
If  fading  youth  checkers  her  hair  with  white. 
Experience  makes  her  perfedt  in  delight; 
In  her  embrace  fublimer  joys  are  found, 
A  fruitful  foil,  and  cultivated  ground  '. 
The  hours  enjoy  whilft  youth  and  pleafures  laft. 
Age  hurries  on,  and  death  purfues  toofaft.   . 
Or  plough  the  feas,  or  cultivate  the  land, 
Or  weild  the  fword  in  thy  adventurous  hand  : 
Or  much  in  love  thy  nervous  ftrength  employ, 
Embrace  the  fair,  the  grateful  maid  enjoy ; 
PleaH-re  and  wealth  reward  thy  pleafing  pains, 
The  labour's  great,  but  greater  far  the  gains. 
Add  their  experience  in  affiirs  of  love, 
For  years  and  pradiice  do  alike  improve  ; 
Their  arts  repair  the  injuries  of  time, 
And  ftill  preferve  them  in  their  charming  prime: 
In  vary'd  ways  they  ad  the  pleafure  o'er. 
Not  pidur'd  poflures  can  inftruift  you  more. 
They  want  no  courtlhip  to  provoke  delight, 
But  meet  your  warmth  with  eager  appetite  : 
Give  me  enjoyment,  when  the  willing  dame 
Glows  with  defires,  .and  burns  with  equal  flame, 
I  love  to  hear  the  fof:  tranlporting  joys. 
The  frequent  Cghs,  the  tender  murmuring  voice  : 
To  fee  her  eyes  with  vary'd  pleafure  move, 
And  all  the  nymph  confefs  the  power  of  love. 
Nature's  not  thus  indulgent  to  the  young, 
Thefe  joys  alone  to  riper  years  belong  : 
Who  youth  enjoys,  drinks  crude  unready  wine,  T 
Let  age  your  girl  and  fprightly  juice  refine,  y 

Mellow  their  fweets,  and  make  the  tafte  divine.  3 
To  Helen  who'd  Hcrmione  prefer. 
Or  Gorge  think  beyond  her  mother  fair  : 
But  he  that  covers  the  experienc'd  dame. 
Shall  crown  his  joys,  and  triumph  in  his  flame. 

One  confcious  bed  receives  the  happy  pair  : 
Retire  my  mufe;  the  door  demands  thy  care. 
What  charming  words,  what  tender  things  are  faid! 
What  language  flows  without  thy  ufelefs  aid  : 
There  (hall  the  roving  hand  employment  find, 
Infpire  new  flemes,  and  make  ev'n  virgins  kind. 
Thus  Hedor  did  Andromache  delight, 
Hedlor  in  love  vidcrious,  as  in  fight. 
When  weary  from  the  field  Achilles  came, 
I'hus  with  delays  he  rais'd  Briftis'  flame. 
Ah,  could  thofe  arms,  thofe  fatal  hands  delight, 
Fnfpire  kind  thoughts,  and  raife  thy  appetite  1 
Cuuidft  thou,  fond  maid,  be  charm'd  with  his  em- 
brace, 
Staln'd  with  the  blood  of  half  thy  royal  race  > 

Nor  yet  with  fpecd  the  fleeting  pleafures  wafle. 
Still  moderate  your  love's  impetuous  hafte  : 
The  bafliful  virgin,  though  appearing  coy. 
Detains  your  hand,  and  hugs  the  proffer'd  joy. 
Then  view  her  eyes  with  humid  luftre  bright, 
Sparklipg  with  rage,  and  trembling  with  delight* 
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Her  kind  complaints,  her  meltlngr  accents  hear, 
The  eye  (he  charms,  and  wounds  the  liftening  ear. 
Defert  not  then  the  clafping  nymph's  embrace, 
But  with  her  love  maintain  an  eqaal  pace  : 
Raife  to  her  heights  the  tranfports  of  your  foul, 
And  fly  united  to  the  happy  goal. 
Obferve  thefe  precepts  when  with  leifure  blefl, 
No  threatening  fears  your  private  hours  moleft  ; 
When  danger's  near,  your  adtive  force  employ. 
And  urge  with  eager  fpeed  the  h;ifty  jay  : 
Then  ply  your  oars,  then  praftife  this  advice, 
And  flrain  with  whip  and  fpur,  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  work's  complete  :  triumphant  palms  pre- 
pare. 
With  flowery  wreaths  adorn  my  flowing  hair. 
As  to  the  Greeks  was  Podalirius'  art, 
To  heal  with  medicines  the  afflidted  part : 
Neftor's  advice,  Achilles'  arms  in  field, 
Automedon  for  chariot-driving  fkill'd  ; 
As.Chalchas  could  explain  the  myftic  bird, 
And  Telemon  could  wield  the  brandiih'd  fword  : 
Such  to  the  town  my  fam'd  inftru6lions  prove, 
So  much  am  I  renown'd  fjr  arts  of  love  : 
Me  every  youth  (hall  praife,  extol  my  name, 
And  o'er  the  globe  difFufe  my  lading  fame. 
I  arms  provide  againft  the  fcornful  fair; 
Thus  Vulcan  arm'd  Achilles  for  the  war. 
Whatever  youth  (hall  with  rny  aid  o'ercome, 
And  lead  his  Amazon  in  triumph  home; 
Let  him  that  conquers,,  and  enjoys  the  dame, 
In  gratitude  for  his  inftrndled  flame, 
Infcribe  the  fpoils  with  my  aufpicious  name. 

The  tender  girls  my  precepts  next  demand  : 
Them  I  commit  to  a  more  fkilful  hand. 


AN  ESSAY  ON  THE  CHARACTER  OF 

SIR    WILLOUGHBY    ASTON, 

LATE  OF  ASTON  IN  CBESHIRE,    I7O4. 

I  To  the  Ludy  Cre-tve  of  Utkinton. 

MADAM, 

As  when  the  eagle,  with  a  parent's  love, 
Prepares  her  young  to  vilit  realms  above  : 
With  heaven's  full  luftre  flie  allures  him  on, 
rirft.  to  admire,  and  then  approach  the  fun ; 
Unweary'd  he  furvcys  the  orb  of  light, 
Charm'd  by  the  objcdt  to  maintain  his  flight. 

To  you  the  afpiring  mufc  her  labour  brings. 
Thus  tries  its  fate,  and  thus  expands  her  wings : 
Tempted  to  gaze  on  your  aufpiciou-  light, 
This  hafty  birth  to  you  diredls  its  flight ; 
The  beauties  of  your  mind  tranfported  views. 
Admiring  lings,  and  pleas'd  her  flight  purfues. 

Permit  thefe  loofe,  unfinifli'd  lines  to  claim 
The  kind  protection  of  your  parent's  name  : 
Though  void  of  ornaments,  and  every  grace, 
Accept  the  piece,  as  facred  to  your  race. 
Where  you  behold  your  great  forefathers  fame, 
And  trace  the  fprings  from  whence  your  virtues 

came  : 
Survey  the  triumphs,  and  the  honours  view, 
That  by  a  long  defcent  devolve  gn  you. 


In  vain  the  mufe  her  vanquKH'd  pencil  tries. 
Where  unexhauflcd  ("tores  of  beauty  rife  : 
Languid  and  faint  her  labours  mud  appear, 
Whiift  you  tranfcend  her  faireft  charadler. 
So  bright  in  you  yonr  tavhcr's  graces  (hi-.ie. 
And  all  the  virtues  of  your  ancient  line  ; 
I'hat  none  with  pleafure  can  the  copy  view, 
Whiift  the  original  furvives  in  you. 

What   man    renown'd!    vrhat   Briiilh  worthy's 

praife 
Ififpire*  the  mufe  !  and  cotifecrates  her  lays ! 
Record  thy  Afton's  celebrated  name, 
Difplay  his  virtue*,  and  tranfmit  his  fame, 
llluftrious  acflions  to  thy  care  belong. 
And  form  the  beauties  of  heroic  fong  ; 
None  e'er  app-ar'd  with  (o  immenfe  a  (lore. 
Nor  ever  grac'd  harmonious  numbers  more. 

Nor  (lain,  my  mufe,  with  thy  olficidus  tears, 
The  bright  example  fur  fucceeding  years : 
Whiift  others  in  dejeifled  notes  complain, 
Sublime  thy  fong,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain. 
With  verfe  affuage  his  pious  offspring's  cnre, 
And  calm  the  forrows  of  thj  weeping  fair  : 
Difpel  the  (hades  that  fate  untimely  fpread, 
And  ceafe  to  mourn  for  the  immortal  dead. 

Where  outftretch'd  Britain  in  the  ocean's  loftj' 
And  Dee  and  rapid  Mercy  bound  the  coaft; 
There  hills  arife  with  fylvan  honours  crown'd, 
'I'here  fruitful  vales  and  (hady  Itrcams  abound, 
Not  JVIedian  groves,  nor  Tempe's  boafted  plain, 
Nor  where  Padtolus'  fands  inrich  the  main, 
Can  yield  a  profpe6t  fairer  to  the  fight. 
Nor  charm  wiih  fcenes  of  more  augull  delight. 
Here  Lupus  and  his  warlike  chiefs  obtain'd 
Imperial  fway,  and  great  in  honours  reign'd  : 
Deriving  titles  from  their  fwords  alone. 
Their  laws  preferv'd,  and  liberties  their  own. 
As  when   two  fweliing  floods  their  waves  op- 
pofe. 
Nor  would  confound  the  urns  from  whence  they 

rofe : 
But  by  degrees  uniting  in  a  ftream, 
Forget  their  fountains,  and  become  the  fame. 
Thus  ftrove  the  Britains  with  the  Norman  race. 
Fierce  with  their  wrongs,  and  confcious  of  dif" 

grace  ; 
But  when  the  fury  of  their  arms  was  o'er,  "j 

Whom  thirft  of  empire  had  engag'd  before,        f 
Now  friendflilp   binds,    and    love    unites    theT 
more.  j 

From  whom  a  long  defcent  of  worthies  (hine, 
Juft  to  the  glories  of  their  martial  line  : 
Admiring  fame  their  matchlefs  force  records. 
Their  bounteous  minds,  and  hofpitable  boardi. 
^yhe^e  Weever  haftens  to  receive  the  Dane, 
P».efre{hing  with  united  ftreams  the  plain  ; 
A  rifing  fabric,  with  majeftic  grace. 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  lofty  praife. 
There  Afton  ftands  confpicuous  to  the  light ; 
To  Afton,  mule,  diredl  thy  plealing  flight '. 
From  far  the  pompous  edifice  behold, 
Juft  the  proportions,  and  the  ftru(5kure  bold. 
Beauty  is  tl^re  with  elegance  exprefs'd, 
Improv'd  with  art,  with  native  grandeur  bleCi'dj 
»  3  C  ij 
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Whit  nobler  ebjfft  efeuld  the  worthy  find, 
To  fignalirc  the  greatncfg  of  his  mind  : 
Than  to  adorn,  with  fo  auguft  a  frame, 
The  place  that  gave  his  anceftcrs  a  name  ? 

Delightful  fcenc  1  thy  patron's  early  care, 
Who  rais'd  thee  up  magnificently  fair  : 
He  form'd  thy  beauties,  and  increas'd  thy  {lore. 
Great  in  thyfelf,  but  in  thy  founder  more. 

Trom    generous     Hudard,     whofc     vidtorious 
fword 
Made  Afton  ftoop  beneath  a  foreign  lord, 
Twenty  fuccefiive  chiefs  defcended  down  ; 
Illuftrii  lis  all,  and  matchlefs  in  renown. 
When  injur'd  barons  durft  by  arms  redrain 
"Their  fovereign's  pride,  on  the  embattled  plain ; 
And  rival  rofes,  with  impetuous  ra^e, 
Involv'd  in  blood  the  next  defcendir  g  age  : 
Or  when  abroad  we  nobler  cor.quefts  fought. 
For  ehipire  ftrove,  for  fame  and  beauty  fought ; 
Their  great  exploits  our  Britifli  annals  grace^ 
itnd  ancient  bards  immortalize  the  race. 
Uo  lineage  can  a  nobler  fubjed  yield, 
Kor  cftener  ftiar'd  the  trium[hs  of  the  field: 
P.enown'd  in  war,  by  arts  endear'd  to  fame, 
Worthy  their  high  defcent,  and  glorious  name. 

But  though  fo  many  pious  v-orrhies  j  in, 
To  form  the  luflre  of  a  ncble  line  : 
Pafs  not,  ungrateful  nymph,  negleded  by 
A  fhade  renown'd  !  a  name  that  cannot  die  I 
liis  father's  fame  with  awful  fleps  purfue, 
And  raife  thy  flight  w^ith  the  tranf^^orting  view. 
When  loud  fedition  call'd  him  early  forth. 
To  merit  wreaths,  and  fjgnalize  his  worth ; 
His  bounteous  mind  fupply'd  the  royal  part 
With  flowing  fortunes,  and  a  faithful  heart. 
Hi?  fword  and  pen  were  drawn  in  jufl  defence 
Of  fuffcring  prelates,  and  an  injur'd  prince  : 
And  as  fome  midnight  wolf,  by  hunger  prefs'd, 
With  boundlefs  fury  would  the  plains  infcfl ; 
But  if  he  hears  the  lion's  awful  voice. 
His  head  he  couches,  and  contraSs  his  paws  : 
Thus  raging  fadion  murmur'd  in  its  den, 
Reflrain'd  and  aw'd  by  his  fublimer  pen  : 
And  when  rebellion  rear'd  its  guilty  head, 
Bef'Te  hi«:  arms  the  Vanquifli'd  mohfter  fled. 

Immortal  fhade  1  to  endlefs  ages  reft  ! 
With  joys,  that  never  rebel  tafted,  blcfs'd  : 
As  champion  for  the  facred'ft  race  of  men. 
Accept  this  tribute  from  a  grateful  pen  ; 
Firm  to  the  cburch,  and  loyal  to  the  crown 
Is  fnore  than  fame,  and  fandifics  renown. 

Nor  wonder,  then,  fo  many  graices  join'd. 
To  form  the  perfect  beauties  of  his  mind  : 
He  from  his  anceftors  deriv'd  them  down, 
Ibiproving  virtues  by  defcent  his  own. 

And  firft  thy  Aflon's  matchlefs  form  furvey. 
From  early  youth  to  nature's  laft  decay : 
The  lively  features  of  his  beauty  trace, 
And  give  each  lineament  its  native  grace. 

Graftdeur  and  fweetnefs  in  his  perfon  join'd, 
Auguft  his  prefence,  and  hisafpeii;  kiiid  ; 
His  lofty  ftature,  and  diftinguifli'd  mien, 
Confcfs'd  the  greatncfs  of  a  foul  within ; 
For  generous  natures  purify  their  day, 
Aad  0'ev  the  body  ipread  a  lucid  raj  : 


Through  every  part  informing  fpirits  Sf^ 
Difdain  reftraint,  and  fparkle  at  the  eye. 
Such  general  luflre,  fuch  rcfiftlefs  grace, 
His  limbs  adorn'd,  and  triumph'd  in  his  face. 

But  as  the  earth  in  her  capacious  veins. 
The  fplendid  treafure  d  hi-r  mines  contains  : 
With  fading  flowers  fhe  paints  ti.e  fiirface  o'cf. 
But  inward  fhineswith  unexhaufuM  ftoie; 
So  lovely  forms  are  on  mankind  beftow'd. 
Only  to  dignify  the  Toul's  abode : 
Within  the  beams  of  iparkliiig  wit  we  find, 
The  charms  of  fen!e,  and  trcafares  rf  the  taiai> 
Indulgent  nature  thus  hrr  bt  uiity  ihow'd. 
Thus  fvery  (bininij  faculty  he.low  'd  : 
With  ftorts  enrich'd  his  i^t^U-lflual  feat. 
And  f  irm'd  the  luftre  of  hjs  mind  cornpletc. 

Where  aged  Cham  in  fam'd  meimders  flows, 
Hisea:!y  y«uth  a  foft  retirement  cbofe  : 
To  refl  beneath  the  ventrabie  {V.ade, 
Where  Spcnfer  fung,  and  Con".  l-.y's  n;ufc  was  liii. 
Propitious  nature  had  jirtpar'd  befoie, 
A  mind  tenacious  "f  the  learned  ftore  : 
The  flowing  f;  ring'?  of  knowledge  'o  receive, 
And  take  iniprefiions  fafl  as  art  couiii  give 

Aufpicioiis  Cham  '.  riot  all  thy  boafted  race 
Of  tuneful  youth,-:,  that  ctlebrate  thy  praife; 
That  in  the  van'ous  ipheres  of  ioari";  :  fliine, 
Belov'd  by  Phoebus  and  the  fscr-jd  Nine; 
With  nobler  wreaths  did  e'er  thy  ter.plcs  crow», 
Or  add.  like  him,  to  th\  d'ffiis'd  r»r.own. 

And  next  the  flowing  r-  be  emiioy'd  his  care, 
And  bulky  volumes  of  thf  painful  bar  ■ 
Though  wealth  and  fame  the  toilfome  fearch  at* 

tend, 
Yet  he  purfued  it  for  a  nobler  end. 
Ohfcure  and  intricate  our  laws  appear,         [clear ; 
Perplex'd  with  comments  that  flir.uld  make  theiJ* 
His  juftice  through  the  gloomy  mifts  furvey'd. 
And  reafon  found  by  fubtleties  betray'd; 
With  eloquence  he  fmoi  th'd  the  rugged  way. 
And  fcatter'd  fliadeswith  judgment's  piercing  ray* 

He  nature  in  her  dark  receffes  fought. 
And  with  philofophy  fublim'd  his  thought. 
In  all  the  various  parts  of  learning  (kill'd, 
That  Grecian  fages,  or  the  Roman,  yield  : 
He  from  the  ancients  drain'd  their  richeft  floPe, 
Refining  ftill  with  wit  the  fparkling  ore. 
Nor  did  he  want  the  lyre's  harmonious  found, 
Whofe  pleafiag  accents  all  his  labours  crown'di 
The  tuneful  lyre,  that  charms  us  with  delight. 
Repels  our  cares,  and  glads  the  tedious  night  ; 
Reftrains  our  paflions,  calms  our  furious  rage. 
The  joy  of  youth,  and  the  relief  of  age. 

His  piercing  faculties,  ferenely  bright, 
Let  inward  to  the  foul  diftinder  light : 
His  fenfes  exquifite,  and  reafon  found,  *J 

Surmounted  all  the  obftacles  they  found,  / 

In  knowledge  vers'd,  in  learning's  depths  pro-  f 
found.  3 

Nor  were  his  hours  to  books  alone  ccnfin'd, 
His  perfon  was  accomplifli'd  as  his  mind  : 
He  us'd  his  weapons  with  admir'd  fuccefs, 
Exccll'd  in  courtfliip,  and  a  kind  addrefs. 
Whether  he  urg'd  the  courfer  to  his  fpeed. 
Or  temper 'd  with  his  ikill,  the  fiery  fl.ced| 
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When  Foaming  at  the  ring  he  fpurns  >he  fands. 
Repeats  his  ftrokes,  and  launches  as  he  ftands : 
With  grateful  gefturc  he  did  each  command, 
And  ply'd  his  reins  with  an  inftriiiftive  hand. 
Or  whether,  to  the  fportive  dance  iiiclin'd. 
In  lively  meafures  he  the  concert  join'd  : 
None  ever  niov'd  with  more  majeftic  pace, 
Show'd  greater  art,  or  more  becoming  grace. 

His  flowing  wit,  with  folid  judgment  join'd, 
Talcnrs  united  rarely  in  a  mind, 
Had  all  the  graces  and  engaging  art, 
That  charm  rhe  car  and  captivate  the  heart. 
No  pointed  fatire,  nor  irorijje  difdain, 
Allay'd  the  pleafure  rf  his  words  with  pain: 
His  irofFcnfive  t  ngne    from  flander  free, 
Ficm  flattery's  vice,  or  blafted  calumny; 
Xnew  all  the  firings  that  fecret  paflivns  move, 
Kaile  admiration,  or  inlpire  with  love. 

SentPfiticus  and  inftru<5live  his  difcourfe, 
He  u'-g'd  his  reafons  with  refiftlcfs  force. 
A  lively  eloquence  adorn'd  his  thought. 
And  happy  turns  nf  wit  occurr'd  unlought: 
Exprtflive  words  his  flowing  fenfe  convey'd, 
Juit  were  his  thoughts,  and  powerful  to  perfuade. 

But,  goddels,  now  a  nobler  feene  furvey, 
Expand  thy  wing-;,  thy  brightcft  charms  difplay  1 
Wiiat  "various  beauties  here  diftradt  thy  fight  1 
What  virtues  that  furmount  thy  towering  flight  1 
As  namelefs  ftars,  that  form  the  galaxy. 
With  undiftinguifli'd  lultre  gild  the  flcy; 
So  fhone  the  graces  that  adorn'd  his  mind. 
And  with  coiictntcr'd  rays  their  beauties  join'd  : 
Whofe  lucid  numbers  but  repel  thy  fight, 
And,  thus  united,  form  one  giorious  orb  of  light. 

His  riper  years  to  wifdom  he  apply'd. 
Each  path  purlued,  and  every  conqueft  try'd : 
Wifdom,  the  darling  attribute  alone, 
By  which  th'  Almighty's  more  diftindly  known  : 
And,  when  contradted  to  a  narrow  fpan, 
Secomes  the  noblcll  faculty  of  man. 

Through  books  he  trac'd  her  in  the  plcafing 
chafe, 
Ranfack'd  their  ftore«,  and  ftill  maintain 'd  his  pace. 
With  crowds,  and  bufy  men,  he  drove  to  find 
The  flying  fair,  the  objedl  of  his  mind  :  [guife. 
Through  fpecious  arts,  through  all  their  vain  dif- 
He  faw,  diftinguifh'd,  and  obtain'd  the  prize. 

His  mind,  with  each  fuperior  talent  fraught, 
For  councils  form'd  his  enterprifing  thought : 
Quick  of  difpatch,  dlfcreet  in  every  truft. 
Rigidly  honeft,  and  feverely  juft. 
Though  kindnefs  in  his  generous  bofom  reign'd, 
The  dignity  of  pow'r  he  flill  maintain'd : 
None  e'er  difcharg'd  affairs  with  more  addrefs, 
Serv'd  better  public  pofts,  or  fought  them  lefs. 

His  conftancy  appear'd  in  every  {late, 
F?x'd  and  unmov'd  as  the  decrees  of  fate  : 
No  flu<5tuating  doubts  his  mind  diflrefs'd. 
Nor  fhook  the  (Irong  foundations  of  his  breaft. 
His  refolution  bore  him  ftill  above 
The  rafh  effeuls  of  enmity  or  love  : 
Firm  on  the  bafis  of  himfelf  he  flood, 
Of  right  tenacious,  permanent  in  good. 

Hence  flow'd  a  courage  unallay'd  with  fear, 
ii  ni^nd  UBuauoted,  and  a  confcitnc£  clear : 


With  innocence  and  virtne  for  a  guide.  "^ 
Succef-fully  he  flem'd  th*  impetuous  tide. 
Intrepid  thus  he  revolutions  bore, 
Nor  deviated  from  paths  he  trod  before  ; 
The  power  of  fortune  ftill  difdain'd  to  own, 
Nor  courted  fmiles,  nor  funk  beneath  her  frowR* 

He  ferv'd  his  country,  with  regards  above 
The  common  views  of  mercenary  love  : 
His  paflion  fuch,  if  not  extended  more. 
As  pious  Romans  to  their  Latium  bore. 
No  fpecious  kindnefs  popularly  feign'd. 
By  intereft  rais'd,  or  with  ambition  ftain'd; 
The  tender  fiiety  his  actions  fhow'd, 
From  duty  fprung,  from  find  affecflion  flow'i 

Untainted  with  the  ftain  of  cither  vice, 
Of  lavifh  wafte,  or  grafping  avarice  : 
Nor  fquander'd  wealth,  nor  with  a  fordid  breaft 
Condcmri'd  to  hoards  the  treafures  he  pofTefs'd.       * 
His  h'-fpitable  roof,  with  plenty  ftor'd, 
Enjoy'd  the  bleflings  of  a  fmiling  board  : 
Hcav'n,  that  had  blefs'd  him  with  a  large  increafe. 
Gave  him  afoul  deferving  to  poflefs. 

The  father's  loyalty  del'cended  down, 
Endear'd  by  fuffcrings,  to  his  eldeft  foa. 
As  Hannibal  purfued  the  R'  man  it  ate, 
With  double  portions  of  his  father's  hate  : 
Such  fix'd  averfion  in  his  bofom  fprung. 
And  arm'd  his  foul  agalnft  our  factions,  young : 
A  murder'd  prince,  and  flaughter'd  parent's  fat«| 
On  the  rebellious  race  entail'd  his  hate  : 
Firm  to  the  crown  his  duty  he  retain'd. 
And  o'er  his  heart  his  rightful  monarch  reign'd. 

View  beauties  yet  of  a  fablimer  kind. 
The  heavenly  offspring  of  a  pious  mind  : 
Charms  that  from  innocence  and  virtue  flow, 
That  to  religion  all  their  fplendour  owe  ; 
Where  no  obfcuring  fpots  rheir  luAre  hide,    "* 
By  crimes  untainted,  undeforni'd  with  pride. 

Blefs'd  charity,  the  pure  etherial  ray. 
That  heaven  itfelf  does  to  our  breafts  conTSfj 
In  larger  portions  to  his  bofom  came. 
And  o'er  his  foul  difTus'd  a  ftronger  flame. 
In  him  the  wretched  always  found  relief, 
Patron  of  want,  rcdreffer  of  their  grief : 
To  him  th'  afHitSled  never  fued  in  vain, 
He  felt  their  miferies,  and  eas'd  their  pain. 
In  midft  of  plenty  free  from  fenfual  vice. 
Nor  more  indulg'd  than  nature  would  fufficet 
The  calm  and  equal  temper  of  hjs  foul 
Did  every  guilty  appetite  controul ; 
Within  their  womb  the  vicious  feeds*  fiipprefs'd, 
And  ftranglcd  forming  paffions  in  his  breaft. 

The  church  in  him  enjoy'd  a  faithful  fon, 
Whofe  duty  with  his  early  years  begun  : 
A  virtuous  life  his  juft  obedience  fhow'd. 
And  from  religion  his  afFcdtion  flow'd  ; 
Long  application  fix'd  his  heart  fecure, 
He  fcarch'd   her  doiilrines,   and  he  found  them 
pure. 

The  liturgy  employ'd  his  daily  care, 
His  public  worfhip,  and  his  private  prayer  : 
To  all  its  ritts  conformity  he  paid, 
The  fervice  lov'd,  and  difcipline  obey'd. 
Such  ftrong  devotion,  fuch  celeftial  fire, 
Ii)fiiim'd  bis  heart,  and  did  his  breaft  infplr« : 
3  C  iij 
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As  if'ieligjon  had  «ngrofs'd  the  whole. 
And  heaven  remain'd  the  objccSl:  of  his  foul. 

Defcend,  my  nuife  ;  here  ftop  thy  pleafing  flight, 
For  mournful  profptfls,  gloomy  ihades  of  night. 
Attend  the  laft  expirirg  fcene  of  hic, 
A  painful  confliifl,  and  unequal  flrife  : 
Vhere  nature  languilhcs  beneath  the  weight 
Of  racking  torments,  and  approaching  fate. 
With  matchlefs  patience,  and  undaunted  mind. 
He  hi. re  his  arguifii,  and  his  foul  refign'd  : 
As  he  the  glorious  profpe<51  kept  in  view, 
And  cur  old  wcild  rejedled  for  the  new. 

The  bounteous  heavens  their  fruitful  bleffings 
Ihed, 
And  chafle  Lucina  crown'd  his  nuptial  bed : 
From  whence  »  fair  and  numerous  offspring  came. 
The  happy  pledges  of  a  mutual  flame. 
Frorn  warlike  Hudard,  founder  of  his  race. 
Twenty  renown'd  defcents  his  lineage  grace  : 
And  from  his  loins  complete  the  number  fprung. 
For  every  anceftor  a  fmiling  young. 

The  happy  hbfband  of  a  matchlefs  dame, 
Endear'd  by  virtues,  and  unblemifh'd  fame  : 
Ko  guilty  paflion  ever  claim'd  a  part, 
The  confoit  of  his  bed  engrofs'd  his  heart. 
As  two  fair  tapers  burn  with  equal  flame. 
Their  heat  proportion'd,  and  their  light  the  fame  : 
And  thtugh  by  flow  degrees  they  both  decline, 
Beth  to  the  lall  with  the  fame  luftre  fliine  : 
Such  equal  flames  infpir'd  the  happy  pajr, 
Mutual  their  paflicns,  and  the  fame  their  care  : 
Thou'j,h  years  expir'd,  and  youth  confum'd  away. 
Their  fond  aiTeiflions  never  felt  decay. 

As  when  the  fun  our  hemifphere  refigns. 
He  leaves  us  light,  and  by  refledlion  fhines : 
And  when  the  gloomy  interval  is  o'er. 
He  rifes  bright  and  glorious  as  before. 
Such  likenefs  in  his  fucceffor  we  find, 
Left  as  the  image  of  himfelf  behind  ; 
With  all  the  virtues  cf  his  race  endued ; 
The  happy  father's  in  the  fon  renew'd. 

•  Methinks  I  fee  a  pompous  tomb  arife. 
Beauteous  the  form,  magnificent  the  fize  : 
Euchas'd  with  ore,   with   well-wrought   marble 

made,  , 

Worthy  the  artift,  and  the  glorious  fliade. 
Crowds  of  officious  argels  weep  around, 
With  lamps  eicinguifh'd,  and  their  robes  unbound  '. 
With  heads  redin'd,  and  drooping  wings  they 

mourn, 
Form'd  to  fuftain,  and  grace  the  ponderous  urn. 

In  abjefl  poftures,  and  a  flowing  drefs, 
F'oflures  that  love  and  tendernefs  exprefs  : 
The  facred  Nine  furround  the  fpacious  tomb. 
And  fpread  inftftious  forrows  o'er  the  dome ; 
Their  lyres  unflrung  are  thrown  negleded  by, 
And  fcatter'd  wreaths  in  jufl  diforder  lie. 
High  in  the  midft  is  his  effigies  plac'd. 
The  boafl  of  art,  with  evQry  beauty  grac'd. 
Advancing  age  in  every  line  appears, 
And  fhades  his  brow  with  honourable  years: 
Jufl  to  his  form,  his  looks  diffembled  right, 
•  With  joy  detain  the  fond  fpe<5lator's  fight. 
Defcending  Phcebus  crowns  the  upper  fcene, 
Hia  axm  extended  with  triumphant  green ; 


The  facred  wreath  around  his  brows  to  place. 
And  fliedding  on  him  the  paternal  rays. 

In  vain,  alas '.  we  maufolcums  raife. 
Statues  eretft,  and  pyramids  of  praife  : 
A  nobler  monument  remains  behind, 
The  lively  image  of  his  generous  n.ind, 
The  facred  pile  rais'd  by  his  pious  care. 
Magnificent  with  coft,  with  order  fair  ; 
Adorn'd  with  all  that  lavifh  art  could  give, 
To  late  poftcrity  fhall  make  him  live. 
This  fhall  diffufe  his  celebrated  name. 
More  than  the  hundred  tongues  of  bufy  fame  ; 
His  memory  from  dark  oblivion  favc. 
Elude  his  fate,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


TO   THE  MEMORT 

OF  A  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY,  1697. 

When  black  with  fhades  this  mourning  vault  ap. 

pears, 
And  the  relenting  marble  flows  with  tears ; 
Think  then  what  griefs  a  parent's  bofom  wound, 
Whofe  fatal  lofs  enrich'd  this  hallow'd  ground. 

Strew  lilies  here,  and  myrtle  wreaths  prepare. 
To  crown  the  fading  triumphs  of  the  fair  : 
Here  blooming  youth  and  charming  beauties  lie, 
Till  earth  refigns  them  to  their  native  fky  ; 
Like  china  laid  for  ages  to  refine. 
And  make  her  body,  like  the  foul,  divine. 

Unmingled  may  the  fragrant  duft  remain. 
No  common  earth  the  facred  fweets  profane ; 
But  let  her  urn  preferve  its  virgin  it  ore, 
Chafle  and  unfuUy'd  as  fhe  liv'd  before  ! 


TO    MYRA; 

WRITTEN  IN   HER   CLEOTATRA. 

Here,  lovely  Myra,  you  behold 
The  wonders  beauty  wrought  of  old. 
In  every  mourijful  page  appears 
The  nymph's  difdain,  and  lover's  tears. 
Whilfl  thefe  feign'd  tragic  tales  you  view, 
Fondly  you  weep,  and  think  them  true ; 
Lament  the  hero's  flighted  flame. 
Yet  praife  the  fair  ungrateful  dame. 

For  youths  unknown  no  longer  grieve. 
But  rather  heal  the  wounds  you  give; 
The  fiaves  your  eyes  have  ruin'd,  mourn. 
And  pity  flames  with  which  your  lovers  burn. 

Oh,  hadfl  thou  liv'd  in  former  days. 
Thus  fame  had  fung  lov'd  Myra's  praife  : 
The  triumphs  of  thy  haughty  reign, 
Thy  matchlefs  form  and  cold  difdain : 
Thy  beauties  had  remain'd  as  long 
The  theme  of  every  poet's  fong  : 
Then  Myra's  conquefls  had  been  wTote, 
And  Cleopatra  died  forgot. 


ADVICE  TO  A  LOVER. 

For  many  unfuccefsful  years. 
At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay  5 
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Battering  them  often  with  my  tears, 
I  figh'd,  but  durft  not  pray. 

No  proftrale  wretch,  before  the  (hrlne 
Of  fome  lov'd  faint  above, 

E'er  thought  his  goddcfj  more  divine, 
Or  paid  more  awful  love. 

Still  the  difdainful  nymph  look'd  down 

With  coy  infulting  pride  ; 
Receiv'd  mypafiion  with  a  frown, 

Or  turn'd  her  head  afide. 
Then  Cupid  whifper'd  in  my  ear, 

"  Ufe  more  prevailing  charms  ; 
You  modeft  whining  fool,  draw  near. 

And  clafp  her  in  your  arms. 
With  eager  kiffes  tempt  the  maid, 

From  Cynthia's  feet  depart ; 
The  lips  he  briikly  muft  invade. 

That  would  poffefs  the  heart." 
With  that  I  fliook  off  all  the  flave, 

My  better  fortunes  tried ; 
When  Cynthia  in  a  moment  gave 

What  {he  for  years  denied. 


ON  THE 

CONQUESr  OF  NAMUR. 

A  PINDARIC  ODE. 

Humbly  infcrlbei  to   his    mofl    Sacrtd  and  Vlizor'totis 
Majejiy.      1695. 

Once  more,  my  mufe,  refume  thy  lyre  ! 
Of  heroes,  arms,  and  lofty  triumphs  fing  : 
Strike,  boldly  ftrike  th'  unpraftis'd  ftring; 
'Tis  William's  atfts  my  foaring  thoughts  infpire. 

And  animate  my  breaft  with  nobler  fire. 
My  daring  hand  the  willing  lyre  obeys, 

Untaught  it  founds  the  hero's  praife: 
Each  tuneful  ftring  repeats  the  vidlor's  name, 
And  echoes  back  the  loud  applaufe  of  fame. 
No  longer,  mufe,  the  bleft  Maria  mourn. 
With  trophies  now  her  brighter  flirinc  adorn  : 
Now  fing  her  hero's  fame  in  lofty  drains, 
Worthy  the  captive  Mafe,  and  Namur's  vanquifli'd 
plains. 
Nature  ne'er  brought  a  fierce  deftroyer  forth, 

Of  that  portentous  fi2e  and  growth  : 
But  ftill,  to  poize  the  balance  of  the  age. 
She  introduc'd  a  hero  on  the  ftage. 
Injurious  Leviris  like  a  torrent  grows, 
A  rapid  torrent  that  the  bank  o'erflows. 
And  robs  our  weftern  world  of  its  repofe ; 
I^  vain  th'  imperial  eagle  ftops  his  courfe. 
In  vain  confederate  arms  oppofe  : 
On  you  (great  prince  !)  th'  infeiled  nations  wait. 
And  from  your  fvvord  attend  a  milder  fate. 

The  injur'd  Belgians  William's  aid  implore, 

A  numerous  army  wafles  their  fliore  : 
Embark,  my  mufe,  upon  the  Britilh  fleet, 

And  on  the  ready  hero  wait. 
He  flies,  like  Jove,  to  meet  the  Theban  dame. 
When  arm'd  with  lightning's  pointed  flame, 
■   And  in  his  hand  th'  avenging  thunder  bore  : 
The  terror  of  his  enfigns  ftill  confsfs  his  power. 
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Quick  of  difpatch,  preventing  feaf, 
As  cowards  cautious,  bolder  than  defpaif  : 
Silent,  yet  fwiff  as  light,  his  aiftive  foul 
Reaches  at  once  the  barriers  and  the  dillant  goal. 
What  labour  will  the  hero  choofe  ! 
What  action  worthy  of  a  mufe  ! 
T'  employ  the  hundred  bufy  tongues  of  fame, 
And  make  her  hundred  mouths  too  few  to  found 
his  name. 
Namur's  the  goal  in  honour's  race, 
Tempting  the  prize,  but  fatal  is  the  chafe  : 
At  once  a  lovely  and  am.iring  fight, 
Striking  the  eye  with  terror  and  delight. 
Founded  on  rocks  th'  imperial  fortrefs  Hands, 
And  all  around  the  diflant  plain  commands  : 
Beauty  and  (Irength  their  utmolt  force  impart, 
'Tis  wrought  by  nature,  and  iiu',''rov'd  with  art ; 
An  awful  pile  !  immoveable  as  fate, 
f  ix'd  like  the  folid  rock  tliat  proudly  bears  its 
weight. 
A  thoufand  brazen  mouths  the  walls  furround, 
That  vomit  flames,  with  fatal  fury  wound  : 
Death  ftiincs  with  terror  through  each  fmoking 

cloud. 
Like  lightning  fwift,  and  as  the  thunder  loud. 
Not  the  fani'd  Colchean  fleece  cr.uld  boaft 
So  dread  a  guard,  fo  terrible  an  hoft  : 
Naflau  attempts  a  nobler  enterprife, 
The  danger's  more,  and  richer  h  the  prize  ; 
Alone  his  arms  can  fuch  a  power  engage, 
Deftroy  with  fiercer   flames,    and  thunder   back 
their  rage. 

Why  are  the  rapid  Sambre's  ftreams  fo  flow  I 

1  he  tardy  Mafe  forgets  to  flow 
Their  lagging  waves  upon  the  turrets  gaze, 
Proud  torefle<5l  their  Namur's  awful  face; 

Whilfl  to  th'  afloniih'd  fhores  they  tell, 
Thofe  wondrous  walls  are  ir^acceflible. 

The  lofty  Ilion  towers  for  beauty  fam'd. 
And  facred  walls,  though  rais'd  by  hands  divine, 

Though  mercenary  gods  her  turrets  fram'd. 
In  flrength  and  form  inferior  were  to  thine; 
Walls,  that  nor  Grecian  arms,  nor  arts  could 

gain, 
And  the  divine  Achilles  ftorm'd  in  vain. 
Your  greater  arms,  Naflau  were  then  unknown. 

Where'er  your  bellowing  engines  fliake. 
Where'er  your  more   deftrudlive    bombs    are 

thrown. 
Nature  and  art  in  vain  refiftance  make, 
Nor  du.rfl  the   powers  that  built  defend    their 
Ihatter'd  town. 

Two  rival  armies  now  poffefs  the  field, 

In  all  the  horrid  pomp  of  war  : 
With  ftiining  arms  and  brighter  heroes  far. 
Though  both  with  different  looks,  and  different 
paffions  fill'd. 
Betwixt  both  hofts  the  flake  of  honfour  lies, 
The  objetfl  that  employs  their  arms  and  eyes, 
How  to  defend,  or  how  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  Britons  are  a  warlike  race. 
In  arms  expert,  and  fam'd  for  art«  in  peace  : 
Your  matchlefs  deeds,  Naffau,  they  imitate. 
Like  you  they  death  purfuc,  and  rufli  «n  certain  fatc« 
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Not  all  fli«  beHowinj^  engines  of  the  war, 
Amrdft  the  ftorm  can  Britifh  minds  affnght : 

Nor  fujphur's  blafting  flamed  dettr, 
That  glare  through  clouds  uf  Imoke  with  horrid 

lighf; 
Thongfi  bullets  there  defcend  in  iifaldinc:  {Jiowers, 
And  thofe  the  cannon  fpare,  the  anibufh'd  flame 
devours. 

In  fatal  caverns  now  the  teemjng  earth 

Labours  with  a  deftrudlive  birth-: 
TTie  loud  volcanns  ftretch  their  flaming  jaws, 
And  every  dreadful  biaft  a  hofl:  deftroys; 
This  wreck  of  war  the  upper  regions  fhare, 
^VKilft  arms,  and  men,  and  rocks  lie  fcatter'd  in 

the  air. 
Yet  death  in  every  form  the  Britons  face, 

And  march  with  an  undaunted  pace  : 
Their  faithkfs  ftep>  to  various  ruins  lead. 
They  walk  in  fepulchres,  on  graves  they  tread  ; 
Whilft   rocks  and  mountains  rooted  from  the 

ground,  '       [wound. 

|nter  the  hofls  they  flay,  are  tombs  to  thofe  they 

With  horrid  groans  diflorted  nature's  rent, 
Ijoud  as  the  peals  that  fliake  the  firmament  : 
Whilft  roaring  ordnance  confirm  the  found, 
And  miTnic  thiinder  bellows  Under  ground. 
Thus  OB  Trinacria's  mournful  fhofes, 
With  ruin  big  the  raging  ^tna  roars  : 
Therifing  fmoke  obicures  the  darken 'd  fky, 
Whilft  high  as  heaven  its  flaming  entraiU  fly ; 
Mountains  and  rocks  its  fury  hurls  around, 
Spfeading  with  ruins  o'er  the  defolate  ground. 

Whence  fpring  thofe  flowing  rays  of  light ! 
That  pierce  through  war's  obfcuref  night? 
Or  does  the  fuppliant  flag  difplay   ' 
Its  cheerful  beams  of  white  ? 
See  1  like  the  phofphorus  of  peace, 
The  fbades  retire  before  thofe  facred  rays, 
XVhich  introdiiee  the  bright  vidorious  day. 
'Ihe  trumpet's  interceding  voice  I  hcaf, 
Now  Coft  and  tuu'd  unto- the  ear  : 
The  drums  in  gentler  parlees  beat, 
The  drums  and  trumpets  both  entreat ; 
Whilft  war's  alarms  are  cbarm'd  with  mule's 

Torce, 
And  all  the  bloody  fcenc  of  death  withdraws. 

Fam'd  Boufilers'  felf  confents  to  fear, 
Jven  Boufflcrs  dreads  the  Britifh  thundcrcr  : 
He  fues  for  mercy  whilft  he  feels  his  power. 
And  with  a  trembling  hand  fubfcribes  him  con- 
queror. 

And  here  your  worthlei  (hall  your  triumphs 

grace,  

In  war  you  guard,  your  ornaments  in  peace : 
Heroe?are  William's  and  the  mufe's  care, 
Varcake  their  labours,. and  their  laurels  fliare. 

Let  willing  fame  her  trumpet  found, 
Arcat  Urmond's  name  fhall  all  her  breath  em- 
ploy, 

And  fell  the  echoing  fliores  with  joy  : 
Whilft  each  officions  wind  conveys  the  found, 
And  vrafts  it  all  Ui'  attentive  wp^ld  around.  . 


In  bloody  camps  he  tiriy  gairt'd  rcnowa, 
Early  the  diftant  goal  of  honour  won  : 
What  toils,  what  labours  has  the  hero  bore? 
Not  the  fam'd  Uffory  encounter'd  more  : 
Of  whom  the  Belgic  plains  Cuch  wonders  tell, 
Who  liv'd  fo  lov'd,  and  fo  lamented  fell. 

Triumphant  prince  I    thou  patron  of  the 
mufe,  [views : 

Unweary'd  thee  ftje  fings,  thy  afts  with  wonder 
Renown'd  in  war  !  thy  Rhedecina's  pride  ! 
Thou  doft  o'er  wit.  and  glorious  camps  prcflde  ; 
To  thee  the  care  of  arms  and  arts  belong, 

Whofe  fame  ijiall  live  tQ  ages  in  heroic  fong. 

For  all  thy  viiftories  in  war. 
You,  valiant  Cutis,  th'  ofiBcious  mufes  crown. 
For  you  triumphant  wreaths  prepare, 
Immortal  as  your  fame,  and  fair  as  your  renown. 
Well  did  you  execute  your  great  command, 
And  fcatter  deaths  with  a  deftrudive  hand  : 
What  wonders  did  your  fwird  perform. 
When  urging  on  the  fatal  ftorm. 
Undaunted,  undifmay'd  !    ' 
Up  to  the  walls  enclos'd  with  flames  you  led, 
And  overlook'd  the   works  on  mighty  heaps  of 
dead. 
If  you  the  hero  and  the  poet  meet. 
Your  fword  is  fatal,  hut  your  numbers  fweet. 
When  in  Maria's  praife  your  lyre  was  ftrung. 
You  charm'd  the  heavenly  nymph  to  whom  yo\i 
fung. 
Oh  honour  !  m.ore  than  all  thy  hays. 
Than  all  the  trophies  fame  and  tonqueft  raife. 
To  've  charm'd  Maria's  breaft,  and  gaiu'd  Maria's 
praife. 

Indulge  one  grateful  labour  more,  my  mufe, 

A  fubjeA  friendftiip  bidsthee  choufe  : 
Let  Codrington'slov'd  name  infpire  thy  thought, 
With  fuch  a  warmth  and  vigour  as  he  fought : 
In  vain  thou  doft  of  arms  and  triumphs  fing, 

Unlefs  he  crown  thy  verfe,  and  tune  thy  founding 
ftring. 
Victorious  youth !  your  Charwell's  greateft  pride. 
Whom  glorious  arms,  and  learned  arts  divide  : 
Whilft  imitating  great  NalTau  you  fight, 
Hisperfon  guard,  and  conquer  in  his  fight  ; 
Too  fwift  for  fame  your  early  triumphs  grow, 
And  groves  of  laurel  fhade  your  youthful  brow. 
In  you  the  mufes  and  the  graces  join. 
The  glorious  palm,  and  deathlefs  laurels  thine  : 
Like  Phoebus*   felf  your  charming  mufe  hath 
fung,  [ftrunor. 

Like  h^  your  warlike  bow  and  tuneful  lyre  it 

But  who,  fam'd  William's  valour  dares  exprefs, 
No  mufe  cart  foar  fo  high,  nor  fancy  paint, 
'       Each  image  will  appear  too  faint : 
Too  weak  '»  the  pencil's  art,  and  all  the  pow'r 
of  verfe.         • 
How  calm  he  look'd,  and  how  ferene  ! 
Amidft  the  bloody  labours  of  the  field  : 
Unmov'd  he  views  the  bullets  round  him  fly. 

And  dangers  nwve  with  horror  by  ; 
Whilft  judgment  fway'd  his  nobler  rage  within. 
And  his  prefaging  blow  with  hopes  of  conque^ 
ioiil'd. 
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Hi*  cheerful  looks  a  gayer  drefs  put  on, 

His  eyes  with  decent  fury  (hone  : 
Dangers  but  ferv'd  to  heighten  every  grace, 
And  add  an  awful  terror  to  the  hero's  face. 

Where'er  in  arms  the  great  NaJTau  appears, 
Th'  extreme  of  anion's  there  : 
Himfelf  the  thiclceft  danger  fhares, 
Himfelf  th'  informing  foul  that  animates  the  war. 
Heroes  of  old  in  wondrous  armour  fought, 

By  feme  immortal  artift  wrought : 
Achilles*  arms,  and  Ajax*  feven-fold  Ihield, 
Were  proof  againft  the  dangers  of  the  field. 
But  greater  William  dares  his  bread  expofc 

Unarm'd,  unguarded  to  his  foes  : 
A  thoufand  deaths  and  ruins  round  him  fled. 
But  durft  not  violate  his  facred  head ; 
For  angel'4  guard  the  prince's  life  and  throne, 
Who  for  his  empire's  fafety  thus  ncglecSts  his  own. 
Had  he  in  ages  paft  the  fceptre  fway'd, 
When  facred  rites  were  unto  heroes  paid; 
His  ftatue  had  on  every  altar  ftood, 
His  court  a  temple  been,  his  greater  felf  a  god. 

Now  tune  thy  lyre,  my  mufe,  now  raife  thy 
voice, 

Let  Albion  hear,  her  diftant  fliores  rejoice  : 
Thy  folemn  Psans  now  prepare. 
Sweet  as  the  hymns  that  fiU'd  the  air, 
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When  Phoebu*'  felf  return'd  the  Python**  con- 
queror. 
When  every  grove,  with  a  triumphant  fong, 
Confefs'd  the  viftor  as  he  pafi'd  along  : 
Whilft  with  the  trophies  every  hill  waficrown^J, 
And  every  echoing  vale  difpers'd  hit  fame  around. 

As  loud  the  Britifli  fliores  their  voices  raife. 
And  thus  united  fing  the  godlike  William's  praif*ir 
What  the  fam'd  Merlin's  facred  verfe  of  old. 
And  Noftradam's  prophetic  lines  foret"ld ; 
To  thee,  oh  happy  Albion,  's  fliown. 
And,  in  Naflau,  the  promife  is  out-done. 
Behold  a  prince  indulgent  heaven  ha?  fent. 

Thy  boundlefs  wiflies  to  content : 
A  prophet  great  indeed,  whofe  powerful  hzai 
Shall  vanquifli   hofls  of  plagues,   and  heal  tb» 
groaning  land. 

The  great  Naflau  now  leads  thy  armies  forth. 
And  fliows  the  world  the  Britifli  worths 
Beneath  his  condu(5):  they  fecurely  fight. 
Their  cloud  by  day,  their  guardian  flame  by  nightJt 
His  bounty  too  fliall  every  bard  infpire, 
Reward  their  labours,  and  proted:  their  lyre  J 
For  poets  arc  to  warlike  princes  dear. 

And  they  are  valiant  William's  care : 
His  vidtories  in{lru(5t  them  how  to  write, 
William's  the  glorious  theme  and  patron  of  tbeU 
wit. 


^SOP  AT  COURT;  OR,  SELECT  FABLES,  iyo2* 


"  Vendidit  hie  auro  patriam- 


-fixit  leges  pretio  atque  refixit.' 
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MSOP  TO  THE  KING. 

VicroRions  prince!  form'd  for  fupreme  com- 
mand. 
Worthy  the  empire  of  the  feas  and  land  ! 
Whilft  impious  fadion  fwells  vi^ith  native  pride, 
Parties  diftrad  the  ftate,  and  church  divide ! 
And  fenfelefs  libels,  with  audacious  ftyle, 
Infult  thy  fenate,  and  thy  power  revile  ! 
Vouchfafe  to  hear  th'  admired  truths  of  old, 
Which  birds  and  beafts  in  fportive  tales  unfold ; 
To  curb  the  infolent,  advance  the  good. 
And  quell  the  ragings  of  the  multitude. 
O  fam'd  for  arms,  and  matchlefs  in  renown  I 
Permit  old  ^fop  to  approach  thy  throne : 
To  you  the  labours  of  his  mufe  belong  ; 
Accept  the  humble,  but  inftrudive  fong. 

F4.BLE  I. 

.   TBI  RIVEE  AN«  THE  FOUNTAINS. 

A  iiviR,  infolent  with  pride. 
The  fouotaip  ^r^d  ic«  firings  defied  ; 


That  fountain,  from  whofe  watery  bed 
Th'  ungrateful  flood  was  daily  fed. 

And  thus  the  rabble  waves  began  s 
"  We're  the  deh'ght  of  gods  and  man  I 
How  charming  do  our  banks  appear ! 
How  fwift  the  ftream,  the  flood  how  clear ! 

"  Sec  how,  by  nature's  bounty  ftrong. 
We  whirl  our  legion  waves  along : 
In  foft  meanders  winding  play. 
And  glitter  in  the  face  of  day. 

"  But  thou,  poor  fountain,  filly  foul !" 
Thy  head  abfconding  in  a  hole, 
Run'ft  meddling  on  from  place  to  place, 
Afliam'd  to  fliow  thy  dirty  face  ; 
In  rocks  and  gloomy  caverns  found, 
Thou  creep'ft  inglorious  under  ground  : 
D*  you  hear  ?  henceforth  your  lords  obey  i 
We  the  grand  waves  aflume  the  fway." 

"  Well,  angry  firs,  the  fountain  cry'd. 
And  how's  your  ftreams  to  be  fupply'd  ? 
Ye  fenfelefs  fools,  that  would  command, 
Should  I  withdraw  my  i^ountepus  hand. 
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Or  backward  turn  my  watery  ftore, 
That  hour  you'd  ceafe,  and  be  no. more. 
Go  alk  that  bluftcring  fop  the  wind. 
That  puts  this  whimfy  in  your  mind. 
And  makes  your  fadious  (urges  rife. 
If  he'll  recruit  you  with  fupplies. 

"  And  when  to  native  mud  you  turn, 
Such  as  a  common-fewer  would  fcorn, 
Too  late  you'll  curfe  this  frantic  whim, 
"When  carriers'  Heeds  fliall  pifs  a  nobler  ftream. 

THE  MORAL. 

Unhappy  Britain  :  I  deplore  thy  fate. 
When  juries  pack'd,  and  brib'd,  infult  thy  flate  : 
Like  waves  tumultuous,  infolently  wife, 
They  tutor  kings,  and  fenators  advife ; 
Whilft  old  republicans  dire«ft  the  flream, 
l>jOt   France   and  Rome,    but    monarch's 


their 


Tools  rode  by  knaves  1  and  paid  as  they  deferve, 
Pefpis'd  whilft  us'd  I  then  left  to  hang  or  flarve. 

FABLE  11. 

THE  lion's  TREATT  OF   fART|T10H. 

A  MIGHTY  lion  heretofore. 

Of  monftrous  paws  and  dreadful  roar. 

Was  bent  upon  a  chafe  : 
Inviting  friends  and  near  allies 
Frankly  to  fhare  the  fport  and  prize. 

During  the  hunting-fpace. 

The  lynx  and  royal  panther  came. 
The  boar  and  wolf  of  Wnlfingham, 

The  articles  were  thefe  : 
Share  and  fhare  like,  whate'er  tliey  got. 
The  dividend  upon  the  fpot. 

And  fo  depart  in  peace. 

A  royal  hart,  delicious  meat  I 

De'.  in'd  by  inaufpicious  fate,  , 

Was  flarted  for  the  game  : 
The  hunters  run  him  one  and  all. 
The  chafe  was  long,  and,  at  the  fall. 

Each  euter'd  with  his  claim. 

One  lov'd  a  haunch,  and  one  a  fide. 
This  ate  it  powder'd,  t*  other  dried. 

Each  for  his  {hare  alone  : 
Old  grey  beard  then  began  to  roar. 
The  whifkcrs  twirl'd  bully 'd,  and  fwore. 

The  hart  was  all  his  own. 

••  And  thus  I  prove  my  title  good; 

My  friend  deceas'd  fprung  from  our  blood, 

Half's  mine  as  we're  ally'd  : 
My  valour  claims  the  other  part ; 
In  Ihoit  I  love  a  hunted  hart . 

And  who  dares  now  divide  ?** 

The  bilk'd  confederates  they  flare. 
And  cry'd,  "  old  gentleman,  deal  fair, 

For  once  be  juft  and  true." 
Quoth  he,  and,  looking  wondrous  grum, 
"  Behold  my  paws,  the  word  is  mum ; 

And  fo,  meflicurg,  adieti  !'* 


THE  MORAL. 

Tj^ants  can  only  be  rcftrain'd  by  might. 
Power's  their  confcience,  and  the  fword  their  right ; 
Allies  they  court,  to  compafs  private  ends, 
But  at  the  dividend  difclaim  their  friends. 
Yet  boail  not,  France,  of  thy  fuccefsful  fraud, 
Maintain'd  by  blood,  a  torment  whilft  enjoy 'd: 
Imperial  Casfar  drives  the  Uorm  along. 
And  Naffau's  arms  avenge  the  public  wrong. 

FABLE  111. 

THE  BLI^'D  WOMAN   AND  HER  DOCTOR^ 

A  WEALTHT  matron,  now  grown  eld» 

Was  weak  in  every  part : 
Afflidted  fore  with  rheums  and  cold» 

Yet  pretty  found  at  heart. 

But  moft  her  eyes  began  to  fail, 

Depriv'd  of  needful  light : 
Nor  could  her  fpeftacles  avail, 

To  re&ify  their  fight. 

Receipts  (he  try'd,  (he  dotftors  fee'd. 

And  fpar'd  for  no  advice 
Of  men  of  flcill,  or  quacks  for  need 

That  pradlife  on  fore  eyes. 

Salves  they  daub'd  oh,  and  plaifters  botli^ 

And  this,  and  that  was  done  : 
Then  flannels,  and  a  forchcad-cloth. 

To  bind  anrfkeep  them  on. 

Her  houfe,  though  fmall,  was  furnifh'd  De2t, 

And  every  room  did  fhine 
With  pifiures,  tapeftry,  and  plate, 

All  rich,  and  wondrous  fine. 

Whilft  they  kept  blind  the  filly  foul. 
Their  hands  found  work  enough  ! 

They  pilfer'd  plate,  and  goods  they  flolc. 
Till  all  was  carry'd  off. 

When  they  undam'd  their  patient's  eyes. 
And  now  pray  how's  your  fight : 

Cries  t'  other,  this  was  my  advice, 
I  knew  't  w»uld  fet  you  right. 

Like  a  ftuck  pig  the  woman  ftar'd. 

And  up  and  down  fte  run  : 
With  naked  houfe  and  walls  quite  fcar'd^ 

She  found  herfelf  undone. 

"  DoAors,  quoth  fhe,  your  cure's  my  pain. 

For  what  are  eyes  to  me  : 
Bring  falves  and  forehead-cloths  again, 

I've  nothing  left  to  fee.'' 

THE  MORAL. 

See,  jnjur'd  Britain,  thy  unhappy  cafe  , 
Thou  patient  with  diilemper'd  eye& : 

State-quacks  but  nuurtfh  the  difcafe. 
And  thrive  by  treacherous  advices 

If  fond  of  the  expenfive  pain, 

When  eighteen  millions  run  on  fcore  : 
Let  them  clap  inufilers  on  again, 

And  phyfic  thee  of  eighteen  more. 
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FABLE  IV. 

THE  satyr's  ADDRESS. 

Fjte  fatyrs  of  the  woodland  fort, 

Though  politicians  then  : 
Their  ears  prick'd  up,  their  nofes  fhort, 

And  hrows  adorn'd  like  aldermen ; 
With  affes  hoofs,  great  gogle  eyes, 
And  ample  chins  of  Be — m's  fize  : 

To  Jove  tript  up  with  an  addrefs. 

In  favour  of  the  plains  : 
That  it  would  pleafe  him  to  fupprefs 

All  heats  "and  colds,  his  winds  and  rains ; 
The  fun  that  he'd  extinguifh  too. 
And  in  the  fkies  hang  fomething  new. 

"  My  wife  reforming  friends,  quoth  Jove, 

Our  elements  are  good ! 
We  manage  for  the  beft  above, 

Though  not  fo  rightly  underftood ; 
But  fince  fuch  profound  fquires  are  fent, 
We'll  treat  you  like  the  cream  of  Kent." 

Then  Jove  brought  out  SEthcrial  fire 

In  a  gilt  chafing-difh  : 
The  fparkling  flame  they  all  admire, 

'Twas  fine,  they  vow'd,  as  heart  could  wifli  : 
They  gap'd,  they  grinn'd,  they  jump'd  about  '. 
Jove,  give  us  that,  the  fun  put  out ! 

The  charming  flames  they  all  embrace, 

Which,  urg'd  by  Nature's  laws, 
Their  fhaggy  hides  fet  in  a  blaze, 

And  foundly  fing'd  their  paws  ; 
In  corners  then  they  fneak'd  with  terror  dumb, 
And  o'er  th'  immortal  pavements  feud  it  home. 

THE    MORAL. 

How  fenfelefs  are  our  modern  Whiggifli  tools. 
Beneath  the  dignity  of  B  itifh  fools! 
V/ith  beef  refolv'd,  and  fortify'd  with  ale. 
They  cenfure  monarchs,  and  at  fenates  rail ; 
So  eagerly  to  public  mifchief  run, 
That  they  prevent  the  hands,  which  loo  them  on. 
O  true  machines  '.  and  heads  devoid  of  brains  1 
Affiont  that  fenate  which  your  rights  maintains  1 
Thus  ideots  fport  with  power,  and  flames  embrace, 
Till  fmarting  folly  glares  them  in  the  face. 

FABLE  V. 

THE  FARMER  AND   HIS  DOG. 

There  dwelt  a  farmer  in  the  weft. 

As  we're  in  flory  told ; 
Whofe  herds  were  large  and  flocks  the  beft 

That  ever  lin'd  a  fold. 

Arm'd  with  a  fl:aiF,  his  ruflet  coat, 

And  Towfer  by  his  fide. 
Early  and  late  he  tun'd  his  throat 

And  every  wolf  defy'd. 

Lov'd  Towfer  was  bis  heart's  delight, 

In  cringe  and  fawning  fkill'd. 
Intruded  with  the  flocks  by  night, 

And  guardian  of  the  field. 


"  Towfer,  quoth  he,  I'm  for  a  fair  j 

Be  regent  in  my  room  : 
Pray  of  my  tender  flocks  take  care. 

And  keep  all  fafe  at  home. 

I  know  thee  watchful,  juft,  and  brave. 

Right  worthy  fuch  a  place  : 
No  wily  fox  (hall  thee  deceive. 

Nor  wolf  dare  (how  his  face." 

But  ne'er  did  wolves  a  fold  infeft. 

At  regent  Towfer's  rate  : 
He  din'd  and  fupp'd  upon  the  beftj 

And  frequent  breakfafts  ate. 

The  farmer  oft  receiv'd  advice. 

And  laugh'd  at  the  report :  - 

But,  coming  on  him  by  furprifc, 

Juft  found  him  at  the  fport. 

"  Ingrateful  beaft,  quoth  he,  what  mean^ 

That  bloody  mouth  and  paws  ? 
I  know  the  bafe,  the  treacherous  ftains. 

Thy  breach  of  truft  and  Jaws. 

The  fruits  of  my  paft  love  I  fee^ 

Roger,  the  halter  bring  ; 
E'en  trufs  him  on  that  pippin  tree. 

And  let  friend  Towfer  fwing. 

I'll  fpare  the  famifli'd  wolf  and  fox. 

That  ne'er  my  bounty  knew  : 
But,  as  the  guardian  of  my  flocks. 

This  neckcloth  is  your  due."  : 

THE  MORAL. 

when  minifters  their  prince  abufc. 

And  on  the  fubjedls  prey : 
With  ancient  monarchs  'twas  in  uf<5| 

To  fend  them  Towfer's  way. 

FABLE  VI. 

THE  FOX  AND  BRAMBI^C* 

Ren,  an  old  poacher  after  game. 

Saw  grapes  look  tempting  fine  r 
But,  now  grown  impotent  and  lame^ 
Could  not  command  the  vine ; 
His  lips  he  lick'd,  flood  ogleing  with  his  eyes, 
Strain'd  at  a  running  jump,  but  mifsM  theprizc- 

Quoth  he,  that  honeft  bufli  hard-by 

Might  give  a  friend  a  lift : 
In  troth,  its  turtefy  I'll  try. 
And  venture  for  a  fliift. 
Without  more  words  he  bounces  to  the  top. 
But  gor'd  and  wounded  is  compell'd  to  drop. 

Down  Reynard  came,  batter'd  and  tore. 

He  blow'd  and  lick'd  his  paws  : 
Then  mutter'd  to  himfelf  and  fwore, 

Curfing  the  fatal  caufe;  ffcom, 

Damn'd  rafcal  flirub,  quoth  he,  whom  hedge-flakes 
Beneath  a  furs-bufli,  or  the  fcoundrel  thorn  \. 

"  Good  words,  friend  Ren,  the  bufli  reply 'd. 

Here  no  encroacher  'fcapes  : 
Thofe  foxes  that  on  brambles  ride 

Love  thorns,  as  well  as  grapes  j 
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But  better  language  would  your  mouth  become  : 
If  you  muft  curfe,  go  curfe  the  fool  at  home." 

THE  MORAL. 

Who  firft  offend,  then  in  difpntes  engage. 
Should  check  their  paflions  and  indecent  rage  : 
But  pcevifli  age,  of  weak  refentmtnt*  proud, 
L.ike  woman's  ftubborn,impottnt,and  loud, 

IH-manners  never  found  a  juft  pretence, 
And  rude  exprcflions  fliow  a  barren  fenfe  : 
But,  when  high  birth  defcends  to  mean  abufe, 
The  crime  runs  foulert,  and  finds  no  excufe. 

FABLE  VII. 

THE  roX  AND  WEAZLE. 

y«  tBe  late  HiMurable  the  Commijfioners  of  the  Prize- 

OJice. 

A  NEEDY  weaile  heretofore, 
"Very  rapacious,  lank,  and  poor ; 
That  had  no  place,  fmall  comings-In, 
And  liv'd  in  terror  of  the  gin ; 
Kor  got  a  morfel  to  his  hole. 
But  what  he  either  tegg'd  or  ftole ; 
One  night  a  foraging  for  prey, 
He  found  a  ftore-houfe  in  his  way : 
Each  cranny  then  he  nimbly  paft^^ 
With  lantern  jaws  and  flender  waifl; 
And  made  long  time  his  quarters  good. 
On  flaughter'd  mice  and  wheaten  food. 

But,  growing  corpulent  and  round. 
Too  fmall  the  widet  chink  was  found  : 
And  now  he  fqueez'd  and  thrufl  in  vain, 
For  liberty  and  home  again. 

A  fox  that  chanc'd  to  ftroU  that  way, 
For  meditatiqB'«  fake,  or  prey, 
Stood  grinning  at  him  for  a  while. 
With  rogueifli  looks  and  fneering  fmlle ; 
And  though  he  (hrewdly  gave  a  guefs, 
Yet  alk'd  him  how  and  what's  the  cafe ; 
And  why  his  weazlefliip  would  keep 
In  durance  vile,  and  play  bo-peep. 

Quoth  he,  "  Alack,  Sir,  I  was  lean, 
Haggard  and  poor,  when  I  came  in  : 
A  Ikeleton,  mere  Ikin  and  bone  ! 
Though  now  fo  grofs  and  bulky  grown. 
That,  with  good  cheer  and  dainties  fed, 
My  rump  is  bigger  than  my  head. 
But  if  a  helping  paw  you'll  lend. 
To  force  a  board,  and  ferve  a  friend; 
So  fain  I  would  my  bacon  fave, 
I'll  kifs  your  foot,  and  live  your  flave." 

Quoth  Ren,  "  We  doAors  hold  it  beft. 
After  a  long  debauch,  to  faft : 
Then  as  for  difcipline,  'tis  fit, 
You  take  a  quantum  fufficit. 
Slacken  with  abftinencc  your  flcin, 
And  you'll  return  as  you  got  in  : 
iFor,  till  each  coUop  you  refund. 
You're  like  to  quarter  in  Lob's-pound.'* 

THE  MORAL, 

Csefar,  no  more  in  foreign  camps  expofe 
Your  facf ed  life,  to  Britain's  generous  foes : 


Thy  dread  tribunal  now  €rt&  at  heme. 

And,  arm'd  with  vengeance,  to  her  refcuc  eomC* 

In  power  her  bafeft  enemies  remain, 
Opprefs  thy  fubjeds,  and  thy  treafures  drain  : 
With  fums  immenfe  they  rftife  their  fortunes  high, 
Though  armies  ftarvc,  and  fleets  neglecSled  lie. 

Bane  of  the  war !  curfe  of  thy  martial  reign  I 
You  fliare  the  toil  and  dangers,  they  the  gaia  : 
To  juftice  then  the  known  offenders  bring, 
Avenge  thy  people,  and  affert  the  king. 

FABLE  VIU. 

AN  OWL  AND  THE  (VK. 

A  JAOCT  bufHe-headed  owl 
One  morning  on  the  fun  fell  foul, 

Becaufe  it  made  him  blind  : 
But  by  his  fophiftry  you'll  guefs 
Him  not  of  the  Athenian  race, 

But  a  more  modern  kind. 

The  morn  was  fragrant,  cool,  and  bright. 
The  fun  illuftrious  with  his  light, 

Difpenfing  warmth  to  all : 
Madge  on  a  pinnacle  was  got, 
Sputtering  and  hooting  like  a  fot, 

And  thus  began  the  brawl. 

"  D'ye  hear,  you  prince  of  red-fac'd  ioaW. 
Hot-headed  puppy  !  foe  to  owls! 

Why  this  ofFenfive  blaze  ? 
Behind  feme  cloud  go  fneak  afide, 
Your  carbuncles  and  rubies  hide. 

And  quench  that  flaming  face. 

"  When  I'm  a  taking  the  frefh  air. 
Whip  in  my  eyes  you  come  full  glare. 

And  fo  much  rndenefs  Ihow  1 
F  wonder  when  the  modefl  moon 
Would  ferve  an  owl  as  you  have  done,  ' 

Or  tan  and  burn  one  fo !  - 

Bright  Phoebus  fmUM  at  what  was  fald. 
And  cry'd,  "  'lis  well,  Sir  Logger-head, 

You're  neither  fenfe  nor  fhame  ! 
Becaufe  a  blinking  fool  can't  bear 
An  obje<5l  fo  tranfcending  fair. 

The  fun  mufl  take  the  blamic 

Shall  I  the  unlverfe  benight, 

And  rob  the  injur'd  world  of  light, 

Becaufe  yon  rail  and  fcoul ; 
When  birds  of  the  mofl  abje^  fort 
Deride  and  grin  you  for  their  fport. 

And  treat  you  like  an  owl  ?" 

THE  MORAL. 

Who  libel  fenates,  and  traduce  the  great, 
Meafure  the  public  good  by  private  hate  : 
Intereft's  their  rule  of  love  ;  fierce  to  oppofe 
All  whom  fuperior  virtue  makes  their  foes. 

Thy  merits,  Rochcftcr  *,  thus  give  offence ; 
The  guilty  fa^ion  hates  difcerning  fenfe : 

•  Laurence  Hyde,  F.arl  of  Rochefter,  was  then  Lord 
Lieutenant  of  Ireland.  Sec  art  accounc  ot  him  in  tftf 
•'  Supp!(faient  to'^wift". 
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*Thit  Karlcyf,  Seymour  y,  Howe§,  and  Mack- 
worth  find, 
Great  eye  fores  to  the  loud  rapacious  kind  ; 
But,  whilft  in  holes  addrefling  owls  repine, 
Bright  as  the  fun  their  patriot  names  will  Ihlne. 

FABLE  IX. 

TUS  SEA  AMD  THE  BANKS. 

A*  out  at  fea  a  ruffling-  gale  it  blew. 

And  clouds  o'ercaft  the  gloomy  fties  : 

The  furgcs  they  began  to  rife, 
And  terrify  the  failors,  jocund  crew. 
This  to  the  wanton  billows  was  but  fport, 

They  roar'd  and  ganibol'd  it  along, 

This  was  the  burden  of  their  fong. 
They'd  have  a  florm,  and  (how  good  reafon  for't. 

Then  a  frefli  maggot  takes  them  in  the  head, 
To  have  one  merry  jaunt  on  fhore  : 
They'd  not  be  fetter'd  up,  they  fwore, 

But  thus  to  the  infulted  margin  faid  : 

"  Hey,  flags !  d'ye  hear,  ye  lazy  hounds ! 

Open  to  right  and  left !  make  way. 

And  give  free  paflage  to  the  fea, 
Down  with  your  ramparts  and  obftrudling  mounds. 
«•  See  how  they  ftir  '.  awake,  ye  brutes  1 

And  let  us  have  one  friflc  at  land  ; 

Or,  'zbud,  we'll  wafli  you  into  fand. 
Without  the  tedious  form  of  long  difputes." 
«  Hold  !  foft  and  fair  !  the  banks  reply'd  ;  we're 
bound. 

In  honour,  to  make  good  our  pofl : 

And  will,  for  all  your  windy  bbafl, 
As  barriers  to  the  fea,  maintain  our  ground, 
©o,  lord  it  in  your  watery  realms,  the  main  1 

There  rage  and  blufter  as  you  pleafe, 

Licentious  in  your  native  feas. 
But  not  an  inch  as  trefpaffers  you'll  gain. 
So,  my  fierce  mutineers,  be  jogging  home  I 

For  if  you  dare  invade  our  coaft, 

You'll  run  your  heads  againfl  apoft, 
And  fhamcfully  retire  in  empty  foam." 

TME  MORAL. 

Though  difcord  forms  the  elements  for  war, 
Their  welUpois'd  flrength  prevents  the  fatal  jar  : 
Harmonious  nature  fets  the  balance  right, 
And  each  compels  the  other  to  unite. 

In  empire  thus  true  union  is  maintain'd, 
Each  power's  by  a  fubordinate  reftrain'd : 
But,  when  like  raging  waves  they  overflow 
Their  ftated  bounds,  arid  on  the  weaker  grow; 
Thrice  happy  realms  I  where  there  are  patriots 

found. 
To  check  invaders,  and  maintain  their  ground. 

FABLE  X. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  CUCKOW. 

A  TiiviztVL  nightingale,  whofe  warbling  throat 
Was  form'd  for  lofty  foHg, 

+  Afterwards  Earl  of  Oxford. 

I  Charles  Seymour,  Dlrke  of  Somerfet. 

iJohu  H8WC,  E,fq-  of  t'acioui*  memory, 


With  every  fweet  harmonious  ilote 

He  charm'd  the  liftenlng  throng: 
The  hooting  cuckow  was  difpleas'd  alone, 
Condcmn'd  his  manner,  and  extoU'd  her  ows. 
"  This  fcreaming  fop,  quoth  (he,  that  fcarcs 

All  creatures  with  his  din  ; 
When  folks  are  liilening  to  my  airs, 

Forfooth  he's  putting  in. 
Here's  fuch  a  chattering  kept,  and  odious  noife. 
My  fong's  quite    fpoil'd  with    bis    confounded 

voice." 
The  injur'd  fongfler  modeflly  reply'd ; 

"  Since  you  perform  fo  fine. 
The  conteft  let  fome  judge  decide. 

And  try  your  Ikill  with  mine  ; 
Vanquifh'd,  I'll  your  fuperior  genius  own." 
The  cuckow  (hook  her  head,  and  cry'd  'twas  doBC 

A  folemn  plodding  afs  that  graz'd  the  plain 

Was  for  an  umpire  chofe  : 
The  nightingale  advanc'd  his  ftrain. 

And  charm'd  with  every  clofe. 
The  cuckow's  note  was  one  unvary'd  tone. 
Exceeding  hoarfe,  yet  pleas'd,  Ibe  roar'd  it  on. 
Appeal  was  made  ;  the  judge  this  fentence  gave, 

"  You,  firrah,  nightingale  ! 
Of  mufic  you  fome  fmatterings  have. 

And  may  in  time  do  well ; 
But  for  fubftantial  fong,  I  needs  mufl  fay. 
My  friend,  the  cuckow,  bears  the  bell  away." 

THE  MORAL. 

Mackworth  *,  who  reads  thy  well-digefted  Iine% 
Where  eloquence  with  nervous  reafon  (bines. 
Sees  art  and  judgment  flow  through  every  page. 
The  patriot's  zeal  free  from  indecent  rage; 
So  pure  thy  ftyle,  thy  manners  fo  refin'd. 
Your  pen  tranfmits  the  candour  of  your  mind. 

Yet  happier  he  that  has  the  anfwer  wrote, 
In  penury  of  fenfe,  and  dearth  of  thought  : 
Whilft  afies  judge,  and  fadlion  claims  a  vote, 
Abufive  nonfenfe  is  th'  admired  note; 
Where  want  of  art  and  manners  merit  praife. 
He  robs  the  cuckow  of  her  ancient  bays. 

FABLE  XI. 

THE   sax  AND  THE  WIN». 

The  fun  and  wind  one  day  fell  out 
In  matters  they  difcours'd  about. 

Old  Boreas,  in  a  rage, 
Call'd  the  fun  fool,  and  fwore  he  ly'd, 
Spit  in  his  face,  his  power  defy'd, 

And  dar'd  him  to  engage. 
Quoth  he,  "  Yon  goes  a  traveller. 
With  formal  cloak  and  looks  demure, 

The  Whiggifh  figns  of  grace  : 
Who  fifirly  off  the  cloak  can  force. 
From  one  Co  ftifF,  proud,  and  morofe, 

Defervcs  the  upper  place." 

*  Sir  Humphry  MuckwortJ.  to  whom  yalden  addreCei 
an  excellent  poetical  epiltle  "  On  the  mines  late  ot  oir 
•*  Carbery  Price."  Sir  Humplirjr  wfutc  fome  political 
p^iir.phiets  about  tifstime. 
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With  that  the  wind  began  to  rife, 
Bluftcr'd  and  ftorm'd  it  through  the  Ccies, 

Making  a  difmal  roar  : 
The  non-con.  wrapp'd  his  cloak  about, 
Trudg'd  on,  refolv'd  to  weather't  out, 

And  fee  the  tempeft  o'er. 
The  ftorm  being  fpent,  with  piercing  rays, 
lull  on  his  flioulders  Phoebus  plays, 

Which  foon  the  zealot  felt ; 
Jlfide  the  cumberous  cloak  was  thrown, 
Panting  and  faint,  he  laid  him  down, 

More  decently  to  melt. 
TFhe  fun  then  alk'd  hisbluftering  friend, 
If  farther  yet  he  durft  contend. 

And  try  fome  other  way  : 
lut.confcious  of  fo  plain  a  truth. 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  mouth, 

"Without  a  word  to  fay. 

THE  MORAL. 

Your  Whigs  difgrac'd,  like  bullies  of  the  town, 
l.ibel  and  rail,  the  more  they're  tumbled  down  : 
Superior  merit  ftill  prevails  at  laft, 
The  fury  of  their  feeble  ftorm  is  paft. 
lut  when  the  fenate  darts  its  piercing  rays, 
jaftion  unbuttons,  and  rebates  its  pace  : 
The  hypocritic  cloak  is  tirefome  found, 
Aad  the  faint  zealot  pants  upon  the  ground. 

FABLE  XII. 

THE  BOAR.  AND  BOREST. 

A  tioN,  generoas  and  brave. 
For  wars  renown'd,  belov'd  in  peace  ; 
His  lands  in  royal  bounties  gave. 
And  treafures  much  impair'd  by  afts  of  grace. 

His  minifters  whole  realms  obtain'd  ; 
And  courtiers,  much  indin'd  to  want. 
His  manors  begg'd,  and  forfeits  gain'd. 
With  patents  to  confirm  the  royal  grant. 

The  boar,  to  fliow  a  fubjedl's  love, 
Crav'd  for  the  public  good  a  buon, 
His  ancient  foreft  to  improve, 
5y  felling  trees,  and  cutting  timber  down. 

"  Alcoves  and  fliady  walks,  quoth  he, 
Are  laid  afide,  become  a  jeft ; 
Your  viftos  lofty,  wide,  and  free. 
Are  a  la  mode,  and  only  in  requeft." 

The  grant  being  pafs'd,  the  ravenous  boar, 
A  defert  of  the  foreft  made : 
Up  by  the  roots  vaft  oaks  he  tore, 
And  low  on  earth  the  princely  cedars  laid. 

This  a<Si  of  violence  and  wrong 

Alarum'd  all  the  favage  race ; 

With  loud  complaints  to  court  they  throng, 
Stripp'd  of  their  fliades,  and  ancient  refting-place. 

With  generous  rage  the  lion  (hook. 

And  vow'd  the  boar  ftiould  dearly  pay ; 

"  I  hate,  quoth  he,  a  down-caft  look, 
That  robs  the  public  in  a  friendly  way. 

"  Unhappy  groves,  my  empires  pride ! 

Lov'd  foUtudes,  y«  Ihades  divine ! 


The  rage  of  tempefts  ye  defy'd, 
Condemn'd  to  perifh  by  a  fordid  fwine. 

"  Ye  rural  deities,  and  powers  unknown/ 

What  can  fo  great  a  lofs  fuffice  1 

If  a  hung  brawner  will  atone. 
Accept  friend  chucky  for  a  facrifice." 

THE  MORAL. 

The  Britifh  oak's  our  nation's  ftrength  and  pride, 
With  which  triumphant  o'er  the  main  we  ride; 
Infulting  foes  are  by  our  navies  aw'd, 
A  guard  at  home,  our  dreaded  power  abroad. 

Like  Druids  then  your  forefts  facred  keep,_ 
Preferve  with  them  your  empire  of  the  deep. 
Subjeds  their  prince's  bounty  oft  a'oufe. 
And  fpoil  the  public  for  their  private  ufe  ; 
But  no  rapacious  hand  (hould  dare  deface. 
The  royal  llores  of  a  well-timber'd  chafe. 

FABLE  XIIL 

THE  FOX  AND   FLISS. 

As  crafty  Reynard  ftrove  to  fwim 
The  torrent  of  a  rapid  flream, 

To  gain  the  farther  fide; 
Before  the  middle  fpace  was  paft, 
A  whirling  eddy  caught  him  faft. 

And  drove  him  with  the  tide. 
With  vain  efforts  and  ftruggling  fpent, 
Half  drown'd,  yet  forc'd  to  be  content. 

Poor  fen  a  foaking  lay  ; 
Till  fome -kind  ebb  fliould  fet  him  free, 
Or  chance  reftore  that  liberty 

The  waves  had  took  away. 

A  fwarm  of  half-ftarv'd  haggard  flies, 
With  fury  feiz'd  the  floating  prize, 

By  raging  hunger  led  ; 
With  many  a  curlis  and  bitter  groan. 
He  ftiook  his  fides,  and  wifti'd  them  gone,' 

Whilft  plenteoufly  they  fed. 
A  Hedge-hog  faw  his  evil  plight ; 
Touch'd  with  compaflion  at  the  fight, 

Qiioth  he,  "  To  fliow  I'm  civil, 
I'll  brufh  thofe  fwigging  dogs  away. 
That  on  thy  blood  remorfelefs  prey. 

And  fend  them  to  the  devil." 

"  No,  courteous  Sir,  the  Fox  reply'd. 
Let  them  infeft  and  gcre  my  hide. 

With  their  infatiate  thirft ; 
Since  I  luch  fatal  wounds  fuftain, 
'Twill  yield  fome  pleafure  'midft  the  pdo,' 

To  fee  the  blood-hounds  burft." 

THE  moral;  rROM   NOSTRADAMUS. 

"  Le  fang  du  Jufte  a  Londres  fera  fautc 
"  Bruffer  par  feu,  &c." 

Thus  guilty  Britain  to  her  Thames  complains,' 
"  With  royal  blood  defil'd,  O  cleanfe  my  ftainsl 
Whence  plagues   arife  !    whence  dire  contagions 

come ! 
And  flames  that  my  Augufta's  pride  confume  '.'* 

"  111  vain,  faith  Thames ;  the  Regicidal  breeds 
Will  fwaim  again,  by  them  thy  land  ftiall  bleed :  > 
Extremeil  cuf£e !  b\it  fo  jaft  leaves  decreed !    j)\ 
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Republicans  (hall  Britain's  treafures  drain, 
Betray  her  monarch,  and  her  church  profane  ! 
Till,  gfirg'd  with  fpoils,  with  blood  the  leeches 

burft, 
Or  Tyburn  add  the  fecond  to  the  firft." 

FABLE  XIV. 

THE  BEAR  AND   MOUNTEBANK. 

ThetvE  iiv'd  a  quacl:  in  high  repute, 
By  virtue  of  a  velvet  fuit, 

And  celebrated  bill; 
As  for  his  knowledge,  'tis  allovv'd. 
He  had  enough  to  cheat  the  crowd, 

And  that's  good  modern  (kill. 

Once  as  this  orator  held  forth 
On  topics  of  his  medicines'  worth, 

And  wondrous  cures  they  wrought ; 
Though  not  a  word  they  undcftood. 
His  eloquence  fo  charm'd  the  crowd, 

That  ttill  rhey  gap'd  and  bought. 
'Midft  his  harangue,  one  day  it  chanc'd, 
Tom  Dove  *'■  the  bear  that  way  advanc'd, 

In  proceffion  to  his  (lake; 
The  rabble  quit  their  dodtor  ftraight, 
And  with  huzzas  on  Bruin  wait, 

Who  thus  the  chief  befpake  : 

"  D'  ye  bear,  ye  pack  of  bawling  louts, 
Compos'd  of  vermin,  (link,  and  clouts, 

Why  all  this  noife  and  do  ? 
Though  through  my  nofe  a  ring  Is  got, 
And  here  I'm  baited  like  a  fot, 

Still  I  refemble  you. 
"  Obferve  that  mountebanking  fool, 
Perch'd  yonder  on  his  three-legg'd  (loo!. 

With  poifonous  drugs  to  fell ; 
See  o'er  his  (houlder  how  he  fneers. 
Three  hours  to  lug  you  by  the  ears. 

Yet  pleafes  wondrous  well. 
'•  With  fulfome  lies  and  llupid  ftu(F, 
He  cheats  and  banters  you  enough. 

Yet  there  ye  flock  by  (hoals ; 
But  if  by  chance  a  bear's  brought  out, 
At  him  ye  hollow,  laugh,  and  Ihout, 

And  who's  the  greater  fools  ? 

"  So,  brother  monllers,  face  about, 
The  quack  your  keeper,  wants  his  rout; 

For,  underneath  the  rofe. 
Another  fort  of  brutes  there  are, 
Befides  a  (lupid  Ru(rian  bear. 

That's  miiied  by  the  nofe." 

THE  MORAL. 

Ill  minifters,  like  quacks,  the  crowd  deceive, 
Defraud  them  for  their  good ;  and  they  believe  : 
At  France  and  Rome  they  rail  with  fpecious  arts. 
And,  whilft   they   cheat  the  vulgar,  gain  their 

hearts. 
But  if  fagacious  Bruin  fmells  them  out. 
Their  frauds  expofing  to  the  injur'd  rout ; 
To  mifchief  prone,  implacable,  and  (Irong, 
Ten   thoufand   tongues  and   hands  revenge   the 

wrong. 

_»  Tom  Dove  has  been  celebrated  by  Dryden  and  King. 


•FA.BLE  XV. 

THE  PEACOCK  PROCLAIMED  KINC. 

A  VHLTHRE,  old  and  feeble  grown. 
Took  up  and  much  reform'd  his  life ; 
His  beak  decay'd,  and  talons  gone. 
Yet  dill  he  relilh'd  noife  and  (Irife. 
Once  a  young  peacock  to  the  birds  brought  forth 
On    his    high    birth    harangued,    and   bloonainr 
worth. 

"  The  ifles  and  watery  realm,  faid  he. 
This  hopeful  monarch  (hall  command ! 
His  fceptre  to  depend  ©n  me. 
And  rule  the  tributary  land; 
Referving  only  for  our  royal  ufc, 
Whate'er  the  feas  and  fertile  coafls  produce." 
The  peacock,  a  pert  dapper  fpark. 
Made  the  fagacious  vulture's  choice ; 
His  title  and  defcent,  though  dark. 
Soon  gain'd  the  whole  affembly's  voice, 
The  pye  except,  a  member  of  the  board. 
Who,  'midd  their  acclamations,  crav'd  a  word. 
"  His  highnefs*  merits  and  defert, 
Q^oth  he,  'tis  needlefs  to  difpute; 
In  giving  empires  we're  too  pert, 
With  neither  right  nor  power  to  do't ; 
You've   made  a  peacock  king  :    pray,  now   'tis 

done. 
What  champion  here  condufts  him  to  his  throne. 
"  Where  the  imperial  eagle  reigns, 
Renown'd  for  arms,  and  warlike  might. 
Who  fuch  a  feeble  youth  difdains, 
And  vultures  dares  engage  in  light  ? 
Therefore,  meffieurs,  it  is  my  private  voice, 
That  the  poffeffor  firft  approve  our  choice." 

JJHE  MORAL. 

Caefar,  that  prince  betrays  his  fears. 
Who  ftyles  thee  monarch  in  the  field. 
But,  when  thy  army  difappears, 
To  weak  pretenders  will  thy  titles  yield. 

But  wifer  politicians  fay. 
True  conduift  is  not  fo  much  (hown. 
In  giving  others'  realms  away, 
■    As  in  defending  well  their  own. 

FABLE  XVr. 

A.    I,ACONIC    CONDEMNED, 

A  SAGE  laconic,  truly  wife, 
Whofe  convcrfation  was  concife, 

Train'd  up  in  rigid  fchools; 
Once,  when  a  fingle  word  would  do. 
Had  iavllhly  made  ufe  of  two. 

In  high  contempt  of  rules. 
A  bill  againft  him  was  preferr'd. 
The  charge  by  evidence  averr'd. 

That  fully  prov'd  the  fatft : 
The  judges  aggravate  the  crime. 
In  words  as  few,  and  little  time. 

As  anfwer'd  men  compact. 
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Quoth  one,  "  The  being  too  verbofe 
A  mifdemeanor  is  fo  grofs, 

Of  that  pernicious  kind ! 
The  punifhment  muft  reach  your  fenfe, 
And  reafon  fmart  for  this  offence, 

B7  torturing  your  mind. 

**  Read  Jura  Populi  o'er  twice, 
Pitcis  and  Bunyan,  hooks  of  price  ! 

And  Oats' sr  modeft  vein  : 
Read  Baxter's  volumes,  Tindal's  v^orlts, 
Yorklhire  Petifh  with  that  of  Bucks, 

True  cant,  and  libel  ftrain. 

*•  For  folid  nonfenfe,  tlioughtlefs  words. 
The  vindication  of  the  Lj)rds, 
That  anCwers  "  Mackworth's  State :" 


Read  firft  and  fecond  paragraph. 
If  poflible  drudge  on  through  half, 
Your  crime  you'll  expiate." 

The  wretch  with  flrong  convuifions  fliook, 
Defpair  and  anguifh  in  his  look, 

To  heaven  for  mercy  cry'd  : 
Quoth  he,  "  Send  gibbets,  racks,  or  wheel, 
Algiers  and  gallies  pleafe  m«  well, 

Such  torments  Vd  abide. 

"  But  damn  me  not  for  one  offence. 
To  volumes  unally'd  to  fenfe. 

Vainly  to  wade  my  breath  : 
That  anfwer  to  the  Commoiu*  rights 
With  labour'd  duUnefs  fo  affrights, 

The  thoughts  are  worfe  than  death." 
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